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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Alexandria. A Boom in Cleopatra's Palace

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

Philo. Nay, but this dotage of our general's

O'erflows the measure. Those his goodly eyes,

That o'er the files and musters of the war
Have glowed like plated Mnrs, now bend, now turn,

The office and devotion of their view

Upon a tawny front. His captain's heart,

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst

The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper

;

And is become the bellows, and the fan.

To cool a gypsy's lust. Look, where they come

!

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with their

Trains ; Eunuchs fanning her.

Take but good note, and you shall see in him

The triple pillar of the world transformed

Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see.

Cleo. If it be love indeed, tell me how much.

Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be reckoned.

Cleo. I'll set a bourn hoAv far to be beloved.

Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new
earth.

Enter an Attendant.

Att. News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant. Grates me;— The sum.

Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony.
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Fulvia, perchance, is angry; or, who knows

If the scarce-bearded Csesar have not sent

His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this;

Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that

;

Perform t, or else tve damn thee.

Ant. How, my love ! ,

Cleo. Perchance,— nay, and most like.

You must not stay here longer, your dismission

Is come from Caesar; therefore hear it, Antony.

—

Where's Fulvia's process ? Caesar's, I would say?—Both ?

—

Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt's queen,

Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood of thine

Is Caesar's homager; else so thy cheek pays shame,

When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds.—The messengers.

Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch

Of the ranged empire fall! Here is my space;

Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike

Feeds beast as man ; the nobleness of life

Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, [Embracing.

And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind,

On pain of punishment, the world to weet,

We stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood

!

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her?

—

I'll seem the fool I am not ; Antony
Will be himself.

Ant. But stirred by Cleopatra.

—

Now, for the love of love, and her soft hours,

Let's not confound the time with conference harsh.

There's not a minute of our lives should stretch

Without some pleasure now. What sport to-night ?

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors.

Ant. Fie wrangling queen

!

Whom every thing becomes ; to chide, to laugh,

To weep ; whose every passion fully strives

To make itself, in thee, fair and admired

!

No messenger ; but thine and all alone,

To-night, we'll wander through the streets, and note

The qualities of people. Come, my queen

;

Last night you did desire it.— Speak not to us.

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleo., with their Train.

Dem. Is Ciesar with Antonius prized so slight ?

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony,
He comes too short of that great property
Which still should go with Antony.
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Dem. I'm full sorry,

That he approves the common liar, who
Thus speaks of him at Rome ; but I will hope

Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy ! [Exeunt

SCENE II. The same. Another Room.

Enter Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer.

Char Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing Alexas,

almost most absolute Alexas, where's the soothsayer that

you praised so to the queen ? that I knew this husband,

which, you say, must charge his horns with garlands

!

Alex. Soothsayer—
Sooth. Your will ?

Char. Is this the man ?—Is't you, sir, that know things ?

Sooth. In nature's infinite book of secrecy,

A little I can read

Alex. Show him your hand.

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough,

Cleopatra's health to drink.

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but foresee.

Char. Pray then, foresee me one.

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are.

Char He means, in flesh.

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid !

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive.

Char. Hush

!

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Alex. Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let me be

married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them all

;

let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may
do homage : find me to marry me with Octavius Caesar, and

companion me with my mistress.

Sooth, l^ou shall outlive the lady whom you serve.

Char. excellent ! I love long life better than figs.

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former fortune

Thau that which is to approach.

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no names

Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches must I have ?
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iSooth. If every of your wisnes had a womb,
And fertile every wish, a million.

Ch(xr. Out, fool ; I forgive thee for a witch.

Alex. You think none but your sheets are privy to youi
wislies.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes.

^710. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall be— drunk to bed.

/ras. There's a palm presages chastity, if nothing else.

Char. Even as the o'erflowing jNilus presageth famine.

Jras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognostica-

tion, I cannot scratch mine ear.— Pr'ythee, tell her but a
worky-day fortune.

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but hoAV ? give me particulars.

Sooth. I have said.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she ?

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better
than I, Avhere would you choose it ?

Iras. Not in my husband's nose.

Char. Our worser thoughts Heavens mend !—Alexas,

—

come, his fortune, his fortune.— 0, let him marry a woman
that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee ! And let her
die, too, and give him a worse ! and let worse follow worse,
till the worst of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-

fold a cuckold ! Good Isis, hear me this prayer, though
thou deny me a matter of more weight

;
good Isis, I beseech

thee!

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the
people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a foul
knave uncuckolded. Therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum,
and fortune him accordingly !

Char. Amen.
Alex. Lo, now ! if it lay in their hands to make me a

cuckold, they would make themselves whores, but they'd do it
Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony.
Char. Not he, the queen.

Enter Cleopatka.

Cleo. Saw you my lord ?

JEno. No, lady.

Ol*iO Was he not here?
Char. No, madam.
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Cleo. He was disposed to mirth ; but on the sudden

A Roman thought hath struck him.— Enobarbus,

—

Eno. Madam.
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's Aloxas ?

Alex. Here, madam, at your service.— My lord ap-

proaches.

Enter Antony, with a Messenger and Attendants.

Oleo. We will not look upon him. Go with us.

\_Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Alexas, Iras,

Charmian, Soothsayer, and Attendants.

Mess. Fulvia, thy wife, first came into the field.

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ?

Mess. Ay:
But soon that war had end, and the time's state

Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst Caesar;

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,

Upon the first encounter, drave them.

Ant. Well,

What worst ?

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller.

Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward.— On;
Things that are past, are done, with me.

—
'Tis thus

;

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death,

I hear him as he flattered.

Mess. Labienus

(This is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force,

Extended Asia from Euphrates

;

His conquering banner shook, from Syria

To Lydia, and to Ionia

;

Whilst

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,-

Mess. my lord !

Ant. Speak to me home ; mince not the general tongue
;

Name Cleopatra as she's called in Rome

:

Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my faults

With such full license, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. 0, then we bring forth weeds,

When our quick minds lie still; and our ills told us,

Is as our earing. Fare thee well a while.

3Iess. At your noble pleasure. {Etit.

Ant. From Sicyon how the news? Speak there.

1 Att. The man from Sicyon.— Is there such a one ?

2 Att. He stays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear,—

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break*
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Enter another Messenger.

Or lose myself in dotage.—What are you?

2 Mess. Fulvia, thy wife, is dead.

j^yit. Where died she?

2 Mess. In Sicyon :

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious

Importeth thee to know, this bears. \_Crives a letter.

Ant. Forbear me.

—

\_Exit Messenger

There's a great spirit gone! thus did I desire it.

What our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure,

By revolution lowering, does become

The opposite of itself: she's good, being gone;

The hand could pluck her back, that shoved her on.

I must from this enchanting queen break off;

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know,

My idleness doth hatch.— How now! Enobarbus !

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir ?

Ant. I must with haste from hence.

EnOi Why, then, we kill all our women. We see how
mortal an unkindness is to them : if they suffer our departure,

death's the word.

Ant. I must be gone.

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die. It

were pity to cast them away for nothing ; though, between
them and a great cause, they should be esteemed nothing.

Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of this, dies instantly --

I have seen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment.
I do think there is mettle in death, which commits some
loving act upon her, she hath such a celerity in dying.

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought.

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of nothing
but the finest part of true love. We cannot call her winds
and waters, sighs and tears ; they are greater storms and
tempests than almanacs can report : this cannot be cunning
iu her ; if it be, she makes a shower of rain as well as Jove.

Ant. 'Would I had never seen her !

Eno. sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful piece

of work ; which not to have been blessed withal, would have
discredited your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno. Sir?
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Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno. Fulvia ?

Ant. Dead.

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. ^V^hen

it please th their deities to take the wife of a man from him,

it shows to man the tailors of the earth ; comforting therein,

that when old robes are worn out, there are members to

make new. If there were no more women but Fulvia, then

had you indeed a cut, and the case to be lamented : this

grief is crowned with consolation
;
your old smock brings

forth a new petticoat:— and, indeed, the tears live in an
Guion, that should water this sorrow.

Ant. The business she hath broached in the state,

Cannot endure my absence.

Eno. And the business you have broached here cannot

be without you ; especially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly

depends on your abode.

Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers

Have notice what we purpose. I shall break

The cause of our expedience to the queen,

And get her love to part. For not alone

The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches,

Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too

Of many our contriving frieiitis in Rome
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeius
Hath given the dare to C?esar, and commands
The empire of the sea. Our slippery people

(Whose love is never linked to the deserver,

Till his deserts are past) begin to throw
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities.

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power,

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up
For the main soldier ; whose quality, going on.

The sides o' the world may danger. Much is breeding,

Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life,

And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure,

To such whose place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Eno. I shall do't. [^Exeunt

SCENE III.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas..

Cleo. Where is he ?

Char. I did not see him since.

£
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Oho. See where he is, who's with him, what he does.

—

I did not send you.— If you find hiin sad,

Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report

That I am sudden sick. Quick, and return. \_Exit Alex.

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly,

You do not hold the method to enforce

The like from him.

Clco. What should I do, I do not?

Char. In each thing give him way ; cross him in nothing.

Cleo. Thou teachest, like a fool, the way to lose him.

Char. Tempt him not so too far. I wish, forbear:

In time we hate that which we often fear.

Enter Antony.

But here comes Antony.
Cleo. I am sick and sullen.

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose,

—

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I shall fall

;

It cannot be thus long ; the sides of nature

Will not sustain it.

Ant. Now, my dearest queen,

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me.

Ant. What's the matter?
Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there's some good news.

What says the married woman ?—You may go
;

'Would she had never given you leave to come

!

Let her not say 'tis I that keep you here

;

I have no power upon you ; hers you are.

Ant. The gods best know,

—

Cleo. 0, never was there queen
So mightily betrayed ! Yet, at the first,

I saw the treasons planted.

Ant. Cleopatra,

Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine, and true,
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods,
Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous madness,
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows.
Which break themselves in swearing !

Ant. Most sweet queen,
Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no color for your going.

But bid farewell, and go: when you sued staying.
Then was the time for words. No going then;—
Eternity was in our lips and eyes

;

Bliss in our brows bent; none our parts so poor,
But was a race of heaven. They are so still.
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Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world,

Art turned the greatest liar.

Ant. How now, lady !

Cleo. I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know
There were a heart in Egypt.

Ant. Hear me, queen J

The strong necessity of time commands
Our services awhile ; but my full heart

Remains in use with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil swords. Sextus Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome

:

Equality of two domestic powers

Breeds scrupulous faction : the hated, grown to strength,

Are newly grown to love : the condemned Pompey,
Rich in his father's honor, creeps apace

Into the hearts of such as have not thrived

Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten

;

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge

By any desperate change. My more particular,

And that which most with you should safe my going,

Is Fulvia's death.

Oleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom.

It does from childishness.— Can Fulvia die?

Ant. She's dead, my queen.

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read

The garboils she awaked ; at the last, best.

See, when, and where she died.

Cleo. 0, most false love!

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill

With sorrowful water ? I see, I see.

In Fulvia's death, how mine received shall be.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepared to know
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease,

As you shall give the advice. By the fire,

That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence,

Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war.

As thou aifect'st.

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come; —
But let it be.— I am quickly ill, and well;

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious queen, forbear

;

And give true evidence to his love, which staada

An honorable trial.

Cleo. So Fidvia told me.

I pr'ythee, turn aside, and weep for her;

Then bid adieu to me and say, the tears
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Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one scene

Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look

Like perfect honor.

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.

Arit. Now, by my sword, '

Cleo. And target,— Still he mends

;

But this is not the best. Look, pr'ythee, Charmian,

How this Herculean Roman does become

The carriage of his chafe.

A7it. I'll leave you, lady.

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word.

Sir, you and I must part,— but that's not it;

Sir, you. and I have loved,— but there's not it;

That you know well. Something it is I would,

—

0, my oblivion is a very Antony,

And I am all forgotten.

Ant. But that your royalty

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you
For idleness itself.

Cleo. 'Tis sweating labor.

To bear such idleness so near the heart

As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive mc

;

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not

Eye well to you. Your honor calls you hence

;

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly,

And all the gods go with you ! Upon your sword
Sit laurelled victory ! and smooth success

Be strewed before your feet

!

Ant. Let us go. Come

;

Our separation so abides, and flies.

That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me,
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [IJxeunt

SCENE IV. Rome. An Apartment in Caesar's Mouse.

Enter Octavius C^sar, Lepidus, and Attendants.

Cses. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know,
It is not Caesar's natural vice to hate
Our great competitor. From Alexandria
This is the news:— He fishes, drinks, and wastes
The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike
Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy
More womanly than he ; hardly give audience, or
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Vouchsafed to think he had partners. You shall find there

A man who is the abstract of all faults

That all men follow.

Lep. I must not think there are

Evils enough to darken all his goodness.

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven
;

More fiery by night's blackness ; hereditary,

Rather than purchased ; what he cannot change,

Than what he chooses.

Cses. You are too indulgent. Let us grant it is not

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy

;

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit

And keep the turn of tippling with a slave

;

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet

With knaves that smell of sweat. Say, this becomes him.

(As his composure must be rare indeed,

Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must Antony
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear

So great weight in his lightness. If he filled

His vacancy with his voluptuousness,

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones.

Call on him for't; but to confound such time,

That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud

As his own state, and ours,— 'tis to be chid

As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge,

Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,

And so rebel to judgmen".

Enter a Messenger.

Lep. Here's more news.

Mess. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour,

Most noble Cresar, shalt thou have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea

;

And, it appears, he is beloved of those

That only have feared Caesar. To the ports

The discontents repair, and men's reports

Give him much wronged.

Cses. I should have known no less.-"

It hath been taught us from the primal state.

That he, Avhich is, was wished until he were

;

And the ebbed man, ne'er loved till ne'er worth love,

Comes deared, by being lacked. This common body,

Like a vagabond flag upon the stream,

Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide,

To rot itself with motion.

Vol IV.—

2

b*
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Mess. Csesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,

Make the sea serve them ; which they ear and wound
With keels of every kind. Many hot inroads

They make in Italy ; the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flu-sh youth revolt.

No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon

Taken as seen ; for Pompey's name strikes more,

Than could his war resisted.

Cses. Antony,

Leave thy lascivious wassals. When thou once

Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st

Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel

Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against,

Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer. Thou didst drink

The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle

Which beasts would cough at. Thy palate then did deign

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge;

Yea, like a stag, when snow the pasture sheets,

The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps,

It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh.

Which some did die to look on. And all this,

(It wounds thine honor, that I speak it now,)

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek

So much as lanked not.

Lep. 'Tis pity of him.

Cass. Let his shames quickly

Drive hira to Rome. 'Tis time we twain

Did show ourselves i' the field ; and, to that end.

Assemble we immediate council. Pompey
Thrives in our idleness.

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar,

I shall be furnished to inform you rightly

Both what by sea and land I can be able.

To 'front this present time.

Cses. Till which encounter,

It is my business too. Farewell.

Lep. Farewell, my lord. What you shall know mean time

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir,

To let me be partaker.

Caes. Doubt not, sir

;

I knew it for my bond. [^Exeunt
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SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace^

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

Oleo. Charmian,

—

Ohar. Madam.
Cleo. Ha, ha

!

Give me to drink mandragora.

Char. Why, madam ?

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time,

My Antony is away.

Char. You think of him

Too much.

Cleo. 0, 'tis treason !

Char. Madam, I trust not so.

Cleo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardian !

Mar. What's your highness' pleasure!

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no pleasure

In aught an eunuch has. 'Tis well for thee.

That, being unseminared, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of Egypt ? Hast thou affections ?

Mar. Yes, gracious madam.
Cleo. Indeed ?

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing

But what indeed is honest to be done.

Yet have I fierce affections, and think

What Venus did with Mars.

Cleo. Charmian,

Wliere think'st he is now ? Stands he, or sits he ?

Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ?

happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony

!

Do bravely, horse ! For wot'st thou whom thou mov'st?

The derai-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet of men.— He's speaking now,

Or murmuring, Where s my serpent of old Nile?
For so he calls me. Now I feed myself

With most delicious poison.—Think on me.

That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black,

And wrinkled deep in time ! Broad-fronted C?esar,

When thou wast here above the ground, I was
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow

;

There would he anchor his aspect, and die

With looking on his life.
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Enter Alexas.

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail

!

Oleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony !

Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath

With its tinct gilded thee.

—

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ?

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen.

He kissed— the last of many doubled kisses—
This orient pearl.—His speech sticks in my heart.

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence.

Alex. Good friend, quoth he,

Say, The firm Roman to great Egypt sends

This treasure of an oyster ; at tvhose foot,

To mend the ipetty 'present, I will piece

Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the East,

Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded,

And soberly did mount an arrogant steed.

Who neighed so high, that what I would have spoke

Was beastly dumb by him.

Qleo, What, was he sad, or merry ?

Alex. Like to the time o' the year, between the extremes
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad, nor merry.

Cleo. well-divided disposition !— Note him.

Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man ; but note him

;

He was not sad; for he would shine on those

That make their looks by his. He was not merry

;

Which seemed to tell them, his remembrance lay

In Egypt with his joy : but between both

;

heavenly mingle !—Be'st thou sad, or merry.
The violence of either thee becomes

;

So does it no man else.—Met'st thou my posts?

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers.
Why do you send so thick ?

Gleo. Who's born that day
When I forget to send to Antony,
Shall die a beggar.—Ink and paper, Charmian.

—

Welcome, my good Alexas.—Did I, Charmian,
Ever love Caesar so ?

Ohar. 0, that brave Caesar!

Cleo. Be choked with such another emphasis

!

Say, the brave Antony.
Char. The valiant Csesar!

Gleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth,

If thou with Csesar paragon again
My man of men.
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Ohar. By your most gracious pardon,

I sing but after you.

Cleo. My salad days
;

When I was green in judgment;— Cold in blood,

To say, as I said then !—But, come, away.

Get me ink and paper ; be shall have every day
A several greeting, or I'll unpeople Egypt. \_Exeunt,

ACT II.

SCENE I. Messina. A Room in Pompey's Souse.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas.

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist

The deeds of justest men.

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey,
That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays

The thing we sue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves,

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers

Deny us for our good ; so find we profit,

By losing of our prayers.

Pom. I shall do well.

The people love me, and the sea is mine

;

My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope

Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony
In Egypt sits at dinner, and Avill make
No wars without doors. Caesar gets money, where
He loses hearts. Lepidus flatters both.

Of both is flattered ; but he neither loves.

Nor either cares for him.

Men. C?esar and Lepidus

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry.

Pom. Where have you this ? 'Tis false,

Men. From Silvius, sir.

Pom. He dreams ; I know they are in Rome together,

Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love.

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wanned lip !

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both

!

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts.

Keep his brain fuming? Epicurean cooks.
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Sharpca with cloyless sauce liis appetite;

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honor,

Even till a lethed dulness !— How now, Varrius ?

Enter Vakrius.

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver :

—

Mark i\ntony is every hour in Rome
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, 'tis

A space for further travel.

Pom. I could have given less matter

A better ear.— Menas, I did not think

This amorous surfeiter would have donned his helm
For such a petty war. His soldiership

Is twice the other twain ; but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our stirring

Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck

The ne'er lust-wearied Antony.

Men, I cannot hope
Caesar and Antony shall well greet together.

His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Caesar

;

His brother warred upon him ; although, I think^

Not moved by Antony.

Pom. I know not, Menas,
How lesser enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that we stand up against them all.

'Twere pregnant they should square between themselves

;

Eor they have entertained cause enough
To draw their swords ; but how the fear of us

May cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be it as our gods will have it ! It only stands

Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands.

Come, Menas. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Rome. A Room in the House of Lepiius.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

Lep. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed,

And shall become you well, to entreat your captain

To soft and gentle speech.

Eno. I shall entreat him
To answer like himself. If Caesar move him,

Let Antony look over Caesar's head,

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter,
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"Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard,

I would not sliave't to-daj.

Lep. 'Tis not a time

For private stomaching.

Eno. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then born in it.

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way.

Eno. Not if the small come first.

Lep. Your speech is passion;

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes

The noble Antony.

Enter Antony and Ventidius.

Eno. And yonder, Caesar.

Enter CiESAR, MECiENAS, and Agrippa.

Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia.

Hark you, Ventidius.

Oaes. I do not know,

MecjEnas ; ask Agrippa.

Lep. Noble friends,

That which combined us was most great, and let not

A leaner action rend us. What's amiss.

May it be gently heard ; when we debate

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murder in healing wounds. Then, noble partners,

(The rather, for I earnestly beseech,)

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms,

Nor curstness grow to the matter.

Ant. 'Tis spoken well.

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I should do thus.

Cses. Welcome to Rome.
Ant. Thank you.

Cses. Sit.

Ant. Sit, sir

!

Cxs. Nay,
Then

Ant. I learn you take things ill, which are not so

;

Or, being, concern you not.

Oaes. I must be laughed at,

If, or for nothing, or a little, I

Should say myself offended ; and with you
Chiefly i' the wo: Id ; more laughed at, that I should

Once name you derogately, when to sound your name
It not concerned me.
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Ai\t. My being in Egypt, Caesar,

What was't to you ?

Cses. No more than my residing here at Rome
Might be to you in Egypt. Yet, if you there

Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt

Might be my question.

Ant. How intend you, practised?

Cses. You may be pleased to catch at mine intent,

By TV-hat did here befall me. Your wife and brother

Made wars upon me; and their contestation

Was theme for you; you were the word of war.

Ant. You do mistake your business ; my brother never

Did urge me in his act. I did inquire it

;

And have my learning from some true reports.

That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather

Discredit my authority with yours

;

And make the wars alike against my stomach,

Having alike your cause? Of this, my letters

Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel,

As matter whole you have not to make it with,

It must not be with this.

Cses. You praise yourself

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but

You patched up your excuses.

Ant. Not so, not so

;

I know you could not lack, I am certain on't,

Very necessity of this thought that I,

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought,

Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars

Which 'fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,

I would you had her spirit in such another.

The third o' the world is yours ; which with a snaffle

You may pace easy, but not such a wife.

IJno. 'Would we had all such wives, that the men might

go to wars with the women !

Ant. So much uncurable, her garboils, Caesar,

Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant.

Did you too much disquiet: for that, you must

But say, I could not help it.

Caes. I wrote to you.

When rioting in Alexandria
;
you

Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts

Did gibe my missive out of audience.

Ant. Sir,

He fell upon ine, ere admitted ; then
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Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want

Of what I was i' the morning. But, next day,

I told him of myself; which was as much.

As to have asked him pardon. Let this fellow

Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend.

Out of our question wipe him.

Cses. You have broken

The article of your oath ; which you shall never

Have tongue to charge me with.

Lep. Soft, Caesar.

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak

;

The honor's sacred which he talks on now,

Supposing that I lacked it. But on, Coesar

;

The article of my oath,

Gxs. To lend me arms, and aid, when I required them

;

The which you both denied.

Ant. Neglected, rather

;

And then, when poisoned hours had bound me up

From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,

I'll play the penitent to you; but mine honesty

Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power

Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia,

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here;

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do

So far ask pardon, as befits mine honor

To stoop in such a case.

Lcp. 'Tis nobly spoken.

Mec. If it might please you to enforce no further

The griefs between ye ; to forget them quite,

Were to remember that the present need

Speaks to atone you.

Lep. Worthily spoken, MecEcnas.

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the instant,

vou may, when you hear no more words of Pompey, return

it again : you shall have time to wrangle in, when you have

nothing else to do.

Ant. Thou art a soldier only; speak no more.

Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost forgot.

Ant. Y^ou wrong this presence ; therefore speak no moro.

Eno. Go to, then
;
your considerate stone.

Caes. I do not much dislike the matter, but

The manner of his speech ; for it cannot be.

We shaH remain in friendship, our conditions

So diifering in tlieir acts. Yet, if I knew

What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to edge
0' the world I would pursue it.

c
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Agr Give me leave, Caesar, •

Cses. Speak, Agrippa.
Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side,

Admired Octavia. Great Mark Antony
Is now a widower.

Coes. Say not so, Agrippa;
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deserved of rashness.

Ant. I am not married, Caesar; let me hear
Agrippa further speak.

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity,

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts
With an unslipping knot, take Antony
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims

No worse a husband than the best of men

;

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak
That which none else can utter. By this marriage,
All little jealousies, which now seem great.
And all great fears, which now import their dangers,
Would then be nothing ; truths would be tales.

Where now half-tales be truths; her love to both.
Would each to other, and all loves to both.
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke;
For 'tis a studied, not a present thought;
By duty ruminated.

A.nt.
^

Will Cffisar speak?
Cses. Not till he hears how Antony is touched

With what is spoke already.

Ant. What power is in Agripj^a,
If I would say, Agrippa, he it so,

To make this good ?

p^^' The power of Caesar, and
His power unto Octavia.

Ant. May I never
To this good purpose, that so f^iirly shows.
Dream of impediment !— Let me have thy hand.
Further this act of grace ; and from this hour,
The heart of brothers govern in our loves
And sway our great designs

!

^^^' There is my hand.
A^ sister I bequeath you, whom no brother
Did ever love so dearly. Let her live
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts; and never
Fly off our loves again !

^^P'
.

Happily, amen

!

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst Pompej;



ActIL] ANTONY and CLEOPATPtA. 27

For he hatli laid strange courtesies, and great,

Of late upon me. I must thank him only,

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report

:

At heel of that, defy him.

Lep. Time calls upon us.

Of us must Pompey presently be sought,

Or else he seeks, out us.

Ant. Where lies he?

Gaes. About the mount Misenum.
Ant. What's his strength

By land?

Oses. Great, and increasing ; but by sea

He is an absolute master.

Ant. So is the fame.

'Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it

;

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we
The business we have talked of.

Cses. With most gladness;

And do invite you to my sister's view,

Whither straight I will lead you.

Atit. Let us, Lepidus,

Not lack your company.
Lep. Noble Antony,

Not sickness should detain me.

[^Flourish. Exeunt Cj^sak, Antony, and Lepidus.
Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir.

Eno. Half the heart of C;3esar, worthy Mecsenas !—my
honorable friend, Agrippa !

—

Agr. Good Enobarbus

!

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters are so well

digested. You stayed well by it in Egypt.

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of countenance, and
made the night light with drinking.

Mec. Eight wild-boars roasted whole at a breakfast, and
but twelve persons there. Is this true ?

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle ; we had much
more monstrous matter of feasts, which worthily deserved

noting.

Mec. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be square

to her.

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed up
his heart upon the river of Cydnus.

Agr. There she appeared, indeed ; or my reporter devised

well for her.

Eno. I will tell you

:

The bai'ge she sat in like a burnished throne,
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Burned on the water : the poop was beaten gold

;

Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that

The winds were lovesick with them ; the oars were silvei

»

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
The water, which they beat, to follow faster,

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person,

It beggared all description ; she did lie

In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,)

O'er-picturing that Yenus, where we see.

The fancy outwork nature ; on each side her,

Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,

With diverse-colored fans, whose wind did seem

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

And what they undid, did.

Agr. 0, rare for Antony

!

Uno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides,

So many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes.

And made their bends adornings ; at the helm
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle

Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands,

That yarely frame the office. From the barge

A strange, invisible perfume hits the sense

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

Her people out upon her ; and Antony,
Enthroned in the market-place, did sit alone,

Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy,

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.

Agr. Rare Egyptian

!

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her,

Invited her to supper : she replied.

It should be better he became her guest

;

Which she entreated. Our courteous Antony,
Whom ne'er the word of No woman heard speak.

Being barbered ten times o'er, goes to the feast

;

And for his ordinary, pays his heart,

For Avhat his eyes eat only.

Agr. Royal wench!
She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed;
He ploughed her, and she cropped.

Eno. I saw her once
Hop forty paces through the public street;

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted,
That she did make defect, perfection.

And, breathless, power breathe forth.

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly.
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Eno. Never ; he will not

:

Age cannot Avither her, nor custom stale

Her infinite variety. Other women
Cloy the appetites they feed ; but she makti hungry

Where most she satisfies. For vilest things

Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests

Bless her when she is riggish.

3Iee. If beauty, wisdom, modesty can settle

The heart of Antony, Octavia is

A blessed lottery to him.

Agr. Let us go.

—

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest,

Whilst you abide here.

Mno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. \JExeuvt.

SCENE III. The same. A Room in Caesar's House.

Enter CiESAR, Antony, Octavia hehveen them; Attendants,

and a Soothsayer.

Ant. The world, and my great office, will sometimes

Divide me from your bosom.

Octa. All which time

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers

To them for you.

A7it. Good night, sir.—My Octavia,

Read not my blemishes in the world's report.

I have not kept my square ; but that to come

Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady.

—

Octa. Good night, sir.

Cses. Good night. ^Exeunt C^sar, and Octavia.

Ant. Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt ?

Sooth. 'Would I had never come from thence, nor you
Thither

!

Ant. If you can, your reason ?

Sooth. I see't in

My motion, have it not in my tongue. But yet

Hie you again to Egypt.

Ant. Say to me,

Whose fortunes shall rise higher ; Cnesar's or mine ?

Sooth. Coesa-r's

;

Therefore, Antony, stay not by his side,

Thy demon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, is

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable,

Wliere Ciesar's is not; but near him, tby angel
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Becomes a fear, as being overpowered: therefore

Make sp;ice enough between you.
Aiit. Speak this no more.
Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee.

If thou dost phxj with him at any game.
Thou art sure to lose; and of that natural luck,

He beats thee 'gainst the odds ; thy lustre thickens
When he shines by. I say again, thy spirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him

;

But, he away, 'tis noble.

Ant. Get thee gone
;

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him.

\_Exit Soothsayer
He shall to Parthia.—Be it art, or hap,
He hath spoke true. The very dice obey him;
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints

Under his chance. If we draw lots, he speeds;
His cocks do win the battle still of mine.
When it is all to nought; and his quails ever
Beat mine, inhooped, at odds. I will to Egypt:
And though I make this marriage for my peace,

Enter Ventidius.

I' the East my pleasure lies.— come, Ventidius,
You must to Parthia: your commission's ready:
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt-

SCENE IV. The same. A Street.

Enter Lepidus, Mec^nas, and Agkippa.

Leip. Trouble yourselves no further
;
pray you, hasten

Your generals after.

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony
Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow.

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress,
Which will become you both, farewell.

^ ^f- .
We shall,

As I conceive the journey, be at mount
Before you, Lepidus.

L^P- Your way is shorter;
My purposes do draw me much about

;

You'll win two days upon me.
Mec. Agr. gj^^ good success !

Lejp. Farewell. [Exeunt.
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SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, aiid Alexas.

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food

Of us that trade in love.

Attend. The music, ho !

Enter Mardian.

Cleo. Let it alone; let us to billiards.

Come, Charmian.

Ohar. My arm is sore ; best play with Mardian.

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch played,

As with a woman :— Come, you'll play with me, sir ?

Mar. As well as I can, madam.
Cleo. And when good will is showed, though it come too

short.

The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now ;
—

Give me mine angle:—We'll to the river; there,

My music playing far off, I will betray

Tawny-finned fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce

Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up,

I'll think them every one an Antony,

And say. Ah ha! you re caught.

Char. 'Twas merry, when
You wagered on your angling ; when your diver

Did hang a salt fish on his hook, which he

With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time!— times!—
I laughed him out of patience ; and that night

I laughed him into patience : and next morn.

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed
;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst

I wore his sword Philippan. ! from Italy

;

Enter a Messenger.

Rain thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears,

That long time have been barren.

3Iess. Madam, madam,
Cleo. Antony's dead?

If thou say so, villain, thou kill'st thy mistress

;

But well and free,

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here

My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand that kings

Have lij^ped, and trembled kissing.

Mess. First, madam, he's well
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Cleo. Why, tlicre's more gold. But, sirrah, mark : We use

To say, the dead are Avell : bring it to that,

The gold I give thee, Avill I melt, and pour

Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mess. Good madam, hear me.

Cleo. Well, go to, I will;

But there's no goodness in thy face. If Antony

Be free, and healthful,— why so tart a favor

To trumpet such good tidings? If not well.

Thou shouldst come like a fury crowned with snakes,

Not like a formal man.

Mess. Will't please you hear me?

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere thou speak'st.

Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well,

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him,

I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

3Iess. Madam, he's well.

Cleo. Well said.

Mess. And friends with Csesar.

Cleo. Thou'rt an honest man
Mess. Cfesar and he are greater friends than ever.

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me.

Mess. But yet, madam, <

Cleo. I do not like hut yet; it does allay

The good precedence; fie upon hut yet;

But yet is as a jailer to bring forth

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear,

The good and bad together. He's friend with Caesar;

In state of health, thou say'st ; and, thou say'st, free.

Mess. Free, madam ! no ; I made no such report

;

He's bound unto Octavia.

Cleo. For what good turn ?

Mess. For the best turn i' the bed.

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian.

3Iess. Madam, he's married to Octavia.

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee

!

\^Strikes him down.

Mess. Good madam, patience.

Cleo What say you?— Hence,

[^Strikes him ai/mn.

Horrible villain ! or I '11 spurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I '11 unhair thy head

;

[_She hales him up and down.
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Thou shalt be whipped with wire, and stewed in brine,

Smarting in lingering pickle.

Mess. Gracious madam,
I, that do bring the news, made not the match.

Oleo. Say, 'tis not so, a province I will give thee,

And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou hadst
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage

;

And I will boot thee with what gift beside

Thy modesty can beg.

Mess. He's married, madam.
Qleo. Rogue, thou hast lived too long.

[Draws a dagger.

Mess. Nay, then I '11 run.

—

What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [Exit.

Qhar. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself;

The man is innocent.

Cleo. Some innocents 'scape not the thunderbolt.

Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures

Turn all to serpents!— Call the slave again;

Though I am mad, I will not bite him;— Call.

Char. He is afeard tu come.

Cleo. I will not hurt him:—
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike

A meaner than myself; since I myself
Have given myself the cause.— Come hither, sir.

Re-enter Messenger.

Though it be honest, it is never good
To bring bad news. Give to a gracious message
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell

Themselves when they be felt.

Mess. I have done my duty*

Cleo. Is he married ?

I cannot hate thee worser than I do,

If thou again say. Yes.

Mess. He is married, madam.
Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold there still ?

3Iess. Should I lie, madam?
Cleo. 0, I would thou didst;

So half my Egypt were submerged, and made
A cistern for scaled snakes ! Go, get thee hence

:

Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ?

Mess. I crave your highness' pardon.

Cleo. He is married 't

Mess. Take no offence that I would not offend you.
Vol. IV.—

3
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To punish me for what you make me do,

Seems much unequal. He is married to Octavia.

Cleo. that bis fault should make x knave of thee,

That art not!—What? thou'rt sure of Get thee hence,

The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome,
Are all too dear for me. Lie they upon thy hand,

And be undone by 'em ! \_Exit Messenger.

Cliar. Good your highness, patience.

Cleo. In praising Antony, I have dispraised Caesar.

Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. I am paid for't now.

Lead me from hence,

I faint; Iras,— Charmian,
—

'Tis no matter.

—

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him
Report the feature of Octavia, her years.

Her inclination ; let him not leave out

The color of her hair :— bring me word quickly.

—

\^E7:it Alexas.
Let him forever go.— Let him not— Charmian,

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,

The other way he's a Mars.— Bid you Alexas

[To Mardian.
Bring me word, how tall she is.— Pity me, Charmian,
But do not speak to me.— Lead me to my chamber.

[Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Near Misenum.

Enter Pompey and Menas, at one side, with drum and
trumpet; at another, C^sar, Lbpidus, Antony, Eno-
BARBUS, Mec^nas, ivith Soldiers marching.

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine

;

And we shall talk before we fight.

Cms. Most meet
That first we come to words ; and therefore have we
Our written purposes before us sent

;

Which if thou hast considered, let us know
If 'twill tie up thy discontented sword

;

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth,

That else must perish here.

Pom. To you all three,

The senators alone of this great world.

Chief factors for the gods,— I do not know
Wherefore my father should revengers want,

Having a son and friends ; since Julius Caesar,



ActIL] ANTONY AND CLEOPATKA. 35

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted,

There siiw you laboring for him. What was it,

That moved pale Cassius to conspire? And what

Made the all-honored, honest, Roman Brutus,

With the armed rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom.

To drench the Capitol ; but that they would

Have one man but a man ? And that is it,

Ilath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden

The angered ocean foams ; with which I meant

To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

Oses. Take your time.

Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails

;

We'll speak with thee at sea ; at land, thou know'st

How much we do o'ercount thee.

Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou dost o'ercount me of my father's house

:

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself.

Remain in't as thou mayst.

Lep. Be pleased to tell us

(For this is from the present) how you take

The offers we have sent you.

Cses. There's the point.

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh
What it is worth embraced.

Cses. And what may follow,

To try a larger fortune.

Pom. You have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send

Measures of wheat to Rome. This 'greed upon,

To part with unbacked edges, and bear back

Our targe undinted.

Cses. Ant. Lep. That's our ofifer.

Pom. Know then,

I came before you here, a man prepared

To take this offer ; but Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience. Though I lose

The praise of it by telling, you must know.

When Caesar and your brothers were at blows

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey;
And am well studied for a liberal thanks,

Which I do owe you.
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.Pom. Let me have your hand.

I did not think, sir, to have met you here.

Ant. The beds i' the East are soft ; and thanks to you.

That called me, timelier than my purpose, hither

;

For I have gained by it.

Cdes. Since I saw you last,

There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well, I know not

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face

;

But in my bosom shall she never come,

To make my heart her vassal.

Lej:). Well met here.

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus.—Thus we are agreed

;

I crave our composition may be written,

And sealed between us.

Caes. That's the next to do.

Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part ; and let us

Draw lots who shall begin.

Ant. That will I, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot ; but, first,

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery

Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius C?esar

Grew fat with feasting there.

Ant. You have heard much.
Pom. I have fair meanings, sir.

Ayit. And fair words to them.

Pom. Then so much have I heard ;
—

And I have heard Apollodorus carried—
Eno. No more of that;— he did so.

Pom. What, I pray you?
Eno. A certain queen to Csesar in a mattress.

Pom.. I know thee now;— how far'st thou, soldier?

Eno. Well;
And well am like to do; for, I perceive,

Four feasts are toward.

Pom. Let me shake thy hand.
I never hated thee; I have seen thee fight.

When I have envied thy behavior.
Eno. Sir,

I never loved you much ; but I have praised you,
When you have well deserved ten times as much
As I have said you did.

Pom.. Enjoy thy plainness;
It nothing ill becomes thee.

—

Aboard my galley I invite you all.

Will you lead, lords X
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Cses. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir.

Pom. Come.

[^Exeunt Pompey, C^sar, Antony, Lepidus,

Soldiers, and Attendants.

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made this

treaty.— [^Aside.']—You and I have known, sir.

Eno. At sea, I think.

Men. We have, sir.

Eno. You have done well by water.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me ; though

it cannot be denied what I have done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Y^es, something you can deny for your own safety;

you have been a great thief by sea.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me your

hand, Menas ; if our eyes had authority, here they might

take two thieves kissing.

Me7i. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their hands are.

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true face.

Men. No slander ; they steal hearts.

Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a drinking.

Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune.

Eno. If he do, sure he cannot weep it back again.

Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark An-

tony here. Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ?

Eno. CfBsar's sister is called Octavia.

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus.

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius.

Men. Pray you, sir?

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Ciiesar and he forever knit together.

E710. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I Avould not

prophesy so.

Men. I think the policy of that purpose made more in

the marriage, than the love of the parties.

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find the band that

seems to tie their friendship together, will be the very

straugler of their amity. Octavia is of a holy, cold, and

still conversation.

Men. Who would not have his wife so ?

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so; which is Mark An-
tony. He will to his Egyptian dish again ; then shall the

sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar ; and, as I said

D
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before, that which is the strength of their amity, shall prove

the immediate author of their variance. Antony will use

his affection where it is ; he married but his occasion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you aboard ?

I have a health for you.

Eno. I shall take it, sir; we have used our throats in

Egypt.
Men. Come; let's away. [^Exeunt

SCENE VII. On hoard Pompey's Gralley^ lyi'^^g near

Misenum.

Music. Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet.

1 Serv. Here they'll be, man. Some o' their plants are

ill rooted already ; the least wind i' the world Avill blow them
down.

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-colored
;

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink.

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the disposition, he

cries out, No more ; reconciles them to his entreaty, and

himself to the drink.

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between him and
his discretion.

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's

fellowship. I had as lief have a reed that will do me no
service, as a partisan I could not heave.

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to be

seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes should be, which
pitifully disaster the cheeks.

A sennet sounded. Enter C^sar, Antony, Pompey, Lepi-

dus, Agrippa, Mec^nas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other

Captains.

Ant. Thus do they, sir. \_To CiESAR.] They take the

flow o' the Nile

By certain scales i' the pyramid ; they know,
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth,

Or foizon, follow. The higher Nilus swells.

The more it promises; as it ebbs, the seedsman
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain,

And shortly comes to harvest.

Lep. You have strange serpents there.

Ant. Ay, Iiepidus.

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud
by the operation of your sun ; so is your crocodile
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Ant. They are so.

Pom. Sit,— and some wine.—A health to LepiLlus.

Jjep. I am not so well as I should be ; but I '11 ne'ei* outi

£no. Not till you have slept. I fear me, you'll be in,

till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies' pyra-

mises are very goodly things ; without contradiction, I have
heard that.

Men. Pompey, a word. [Aside.

Pom. Say in mine ear ; what is't ?

Me7i. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee. Captain, [Aside,

And hear me speak a word.

Pom. Forbear me till anon.

—

This wine for Lepidus.

Lep. What manner o' thing is your crocodile ?

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as broad as it

hath breadth ; it is just so high as it is, and moves with its

own organs ; it lives by that which nourisheth it ; and the

elements once out of it, it transmigrates.

Lep. What color is it of?

Ant. Of its own color too.

Jjep. 'Tis a strange serpent.

Ant. 'Tis so. And the tears of it are wet.

Cses. Will this description satisfy him ?

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him ; else he
is a very epicure.

Pom. [To Menas, aside.'\ Go, hang, sir, hang ! Tell me
of that ? away !

Do as I bid you.—Where's this cup I called for ?

Men. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me,

Rise from thy stool. [Aside.

Pom. I think thou'rt mad. The matter?

[liises and walks aside.

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes.

Pom. Thou hast served me with much faith. What's
else to say ?

Be jolly, lords.

Ant. These quicksands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, for you sink

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world?
Pom. What say'st thou?
3Ien. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That's twice.

Pom. How should that be ?

Men. But entertain it, and,

Although you think me poor, 1 am the man
Will give thee all the world.
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Pom. Hast thou drunk well?

3Ien. No, Pompey, I have kept m3 from the cup.

Thou art, if thou darest be, the earthly Jove

:

Whate'cr the ocean pales, or sky inclips,

Is thine, if thou wilt have't.

Pom. Show me which way.

Men. These three world-sharers, these competitors,

Are in thy vessel. Let me cut the cable

;

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats.

All there is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done,

And not have spoke on't ! In me, 'ti,s villany

;

In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know,

'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honor

;

Mine honor it. Repent that e'er thy tongue

Hath so betrayed thine act. Being done unknown,

I should have found it afterwards well done

;

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink.

3Ien. For this, [Aside,

I'll never follow thy palled fortunes more.

Who seeks, and will not take, when once 'tis offered,

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidus.

Ant. Bear him ashore.— I'll pledge it for him, Pompey.

Eno. Here's to thee, Menas.

3Ien. Enobarbus, welcome.

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid.

Eno. There's a strong fellow, Menas.

[Pointing to the Attendant who carries off LepiduS.

Men. AVhy ?

Eno. He bears

The third part of the world, man ; see'st not ?

Men. The third part then is drunk. 'Would it were all.

That it might go on wheels

!

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast.

Ant. It ripens towards it.— Strike the vessels, ho!
Here is to Caesar.

Cses. I could well forbear it.

It's monstrous labor when I wash my brain,

And it grows fouler.

Ant. Be a child o' the time.

Cses. Possess it, I'll make answer : but I had rather fast

From all, four days, than drink so much in one.
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Eno. Ila, my bravo emperor! \_To Antony
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals,

And celebrate our drink ?

Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier.

Ant. Come, let us all take hands

;

Till that the conquering wine hath steeped our sense

In soft and delicate Lethe.

Eno. All take hands.

—

Make battery to our ears with the loud music;

—

The while, I'll place you. Then the boy shall sing;

The holding every man shall bear, as loud

As his strong sides can volley.

[^Music ijlays. Enobarbus places them hand in hand,

SONG.
Come, thou monarch of the vme,

Plitmpy Bacchus, with pink ei/ne:

In thy vats our cares he drowned;
With thy grapes our hairs he crowned;
Cup us, till the world go round

;

Cup us, till the world go round!

Oaes. What would you more?— Pompey, good night.

Good brother,

Let me request you off; our graver business

Frowns at this levity.— Gentle lords, let's part

;

You see we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Enobarbe

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue

Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost

Anticked us all. What needs more words ? Good night.

—

Good Antony, your hand.

Pom. I'll try you o' the shore.

Ant. And shall, sir
;

give's your hand.

Pom. Antony,

You have my father's house.—But what? We are friends:

Come, down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you fall not.

lExeu7it Pompey, C^sar, Antony, and Attendants^

Menas, I'll not on shore.

Men. No, to my cabin.

—

These drums!— these trumpets, flutes! what!

—

Let Neptune hear me bid a loud farewell

To these great fellows. Sound, and be hanged, sound out.

[^A Jlourish of trumpets, tvith drums.

Eno. Ho, says 'a!— There's my cap.

Men. Ho !— noble captain !

Come, [Exeunt,
D *
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ACT III.

SCENE I. A Plain in Syria.

Enter Venttdius, as after conquest, with SiLius, and other

Romans, Officers, aiid Soldiers ; the dead body of Pacorus

borne before him.

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and now,

Pleased fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death

Make me revenger.— Bear the king's son's body

Before our army.— Thy Pacorus, Orodes,

Pays this for Marcus Crassus.

Sil. Noble Yentidius,

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm,

The fugitive Parthians follow. Spur through Media,

Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither

The routed fly. So thy grand captain Antony
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and

Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. Silius, Silius,

I have done enough. A lower place, note well,

May make too great an act. For learn this, Silius

;

Better to leave undone, than by our deed

Acquire too high a fame, when him we serve's away.

Caesar, and Antony, have ever won
More in their officer, than person. Sossius,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown.

Which he achieved by the minute, lost his favor.

Who does i' the wars more than his captain can,

Becomes his captain's captain ; and ambition,

The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss.

Than gain, which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good,

But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence

Should my performance perish.

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that

Without the which a soldier, and his sword.

Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony ?

Ven. I'll humbly signify what in his name,

That magical Avord of war, we have effected

;

How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks.

The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia

We have jaded out o' the field.

Sil. Where is he now?
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Ven. He purposeth to Athens ; whither, with what haste

The weight we must convey with us will permit,

We shall appear before him.— On, there
;
pass along.

[^Uxeunt.

SCENE II. Rome. An Antechamber in Caesar's House.

Enter Agrippa and Enobarbtjs, meeting.

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ?

Eno. They have despatched with Pompey ; he is gone

;

The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps

To part from Rome. Caesar is sad ; and Lepidus,

Since Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled

With the green-sickness.

Agr. *Tis a noble Lepidus.

Eno. A very fine one. 0, how he loves Coesar

!

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony!

Eno. Ctesar, why he's the Jupiter of men.

Agr. What's Antony? the god of Jupiter.

Eno. Spake you of Csesar? How? the nonpareil!

Agr. Antony ! thou Arabian bird

!

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say,— Caesar
;

go no

further.

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent praises.

Eno. But he loves Caesar best ;— yet he loves Antony.

Ho I hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love

To Antony. But as for Caesar,

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.

Agr. Both he loves.

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle. So,

—

[ Trumpets.

This is to horse.—Adieu, noble Agrippa.

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; and farewell.

Enter C^sar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia.

Ant. No further, sir.

Cses. You take from me a great part of myself;

Use me Avell in it.— Sister, prove such a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest band

Shall pass on thy approof.— Most noble Antony,

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set

Betwixt us, as the cement of our love.

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter

The fortress of it ; for bettei might we
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Have lov'ed without this mean, if on both parts

This be not cherished.

Ant. Make me not offended

In your distrust.

Cses. I have said.

Ant. You shall not find,

Though you be therein curious, the least cause

For what you seem to fear. So, the gods keep you,

And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends !

We will here part.

Oses. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well.

The elements be kind to thee, and make

Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well.

Octa. My noble brother !

Ant. The April's in her eyes; it is love's spring,

And these the showers to bring it on.— Be cheerfuL

Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house; and

—

Cses. What,

Octavia ?

Octa. I'll tell you in your ear.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can

Her heart inform her tongue ; the swan's down feather,

That stands upon the swell at full of tide,

And neither way inclines.

Uno. Will Caesar weep? [^Aside to Agrippa.

Agr. He has a cloud in's face.

JEno. He were the worse for that, were he a horse

;

So is he being a man.

Agr. Why, Enobarbus ?

When Antony found Julius Csesar dead.

He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept

When at Philippi he found Brutus slain.

^710. That year, indeed, he was troubled Avith a rheum
j

What willingly he did confound, he wailed.

Believe it, till I weep too,

Cses. No, sweet Octavia,

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not

Outgo my thinking on you.

Ant. Come, sir, come

;

I'll wrestle with you, in my strength of love.

Look, here I have you; thus I let you go.

And give you to the gods.

Caes. Adieu ! be happy I

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light

To thy fair way I
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Cses. Farewell, farewell ! {^Kisses Octavia.
Ant. Farewell

!

[^Trumpets sound. Exeunt.

SCENE III. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

Cleo. Where is the fellow ?

Alex. Half afeard to come.

Gleo. Go to, go to.— Come hither, sir.

Enter a Messenger.

Alex. Good majesty,

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you,

But when you are well pleased.

Cleo. That Herod's head
I'll have ; but how ? when Antony is gone
Through whom I might command it.— Come thou near.

Mess. Most gracious majesty,

Oleo. Didst thou behold

Octavia ?

3Iess. Ay, dread queen.

Cleo. Where ?

3Iess. Madam, in Rome
I looked her in the face ; and saw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.
Cleo. Is she as tall as me ?

Mess. She is not, madam,
Cleo. Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-tongued or low?

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-voiced.

Cleo. That's not so good ; he cannot like her long.

Char. Like her ? Isis ! 'tis impossible.

Cleo. I think so, Charmian. Dull of tongue, and dwarf-

ish?—
What majesty is in her gait? Remember,
If e'er thou look'st on majesty.

3Iess. She creeps

;

Her motion and her station are as one

:

She shows a body rather than a life

;

A statue, than a breather.

Cleo. Is this certain ?

3Iess. Or I have no observance.

Char. Three in Egypt
Cannot make bettor note.

Cleo. He's very knowing,
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I do perceive't :— There's nothing in her yet;

The fellow has good judgment.

Cltar. Excellent.

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr'ythee.

Mess. Madam,
She was a widow.

Cleo. Widow?— Charmian, hark.

Mess. And I do think she's thirty.

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is't long or round ?

Mess. Round even to faultiness,

Cleo. For the most part too, they are foolish that are so.

—

Her hair, what color ?

Mess. Brown, madam ; and her forehead

As low as she would wish it.

Cleo. There is gold for thee.

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill;—
I will employ thee back again. I find thee

Most fit for business. Go, make thee ready;
Our letters are prepared. [Uxit Messenger.

Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed, he is so. I repent me much.

That I so harried him. Why, methinks, by him,
This creature's no such thing.

Char. Nothing, madam.
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and should know.
Char. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend.

And serving you so long

!

Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good Chai'
mian.

—

But 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me
Where I will write. All may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, madam. {_U»eunt

SCENE IV. Athens. A Boom in Antony's ITou&e.

Enter Antony and Octavia.

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,

—

That were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of semblable import,— but he hath waged
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it

To public ear

;

Spoke scantly of me ; when perforce he could not
But pay me terms of honor, cold and sickly
He vented them

; most narrow measure lent mc.
When the best hint was given him, he not took't«
Or did it from his teeth.
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Oct. ray good lord,

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this division chance, ne'er stood between,

Praying for both parts ; the good gods -will mock me pre*

sently,

When I shall pray, (9, hless my lord and husband!
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,

0, hless my brother! Husband "win, win brother,

Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway
'Twixt these extremes at all.

Ant. Gentle Octavia,

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks

Best to preserve it. If I lose mine honor,

I lose myself; better I were not yours.

Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested,

Yourself shall go between us. The mean time, lady,

I'll raise the preparation of a war
Shall stain your brother. Make your soonest haste

;

So your desires are yours.

Oct. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me, most weak, most weak,
Your reconciler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would be

As if the world should cleave, and that slain men
Should solder up the rift.

Ant. When it appears to you Avhere this begins,

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults

Can never be so equal, that your love

Can equally move w4th them. Provide your going

;

Choose your own company, and command what cost

Your heart has mind to. \_Exeunt.

SCENE V. The same. Another Room in the same.

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting.

Eno. How now, friend Eros ?

Eros. There's strange news come, sir.

Eno. What, man?
Eros. Cresar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey.
Eno. This is old ; what is the success ?

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars 'gainst

Pompey, presently denied him rivality ; would not let him
partake in the glory of the action ; and not resting here,

accuses him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey

,

upon his own appeal, seizes him. So the poor third is up,

till death enlarge his confine.
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Eno. 'J'lien, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no more

;

And throw between them all the food thou hast,

They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony ?

Eros. lie's walking in the garden— thus; and spurns

The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fool, Lepidus

!

And threats the throat of that his officer,

That murdered Pompey.
Eno. Our great navy's rigged.

Eros. For Italy and Coesar. More, Domitius

;

My lord desires you presently : my news

I might have told hereafter.

Eno. 'Twill be naught,

But let it be.— Bring me to Antony.

Eros. Come, sir. [^Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Rome. A Room in Caesar's House.

Enter CiESAR, Agrippa, and MECiENAS.

Cses. Contemning Rome, he has done all this; and more.

In Alexandria,— here's the manner of it,

I' the market-place, on a tribunal silvered,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold

Were publicly enthroned. At the feet, sat

Csesarion, whom they call my father's son

;

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the 'stablishment of Egypt ; made her

Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Absolute queen.

Mec. This in the public eye ?

Cses. V the common show-place, where they exercise.

His sons he there proclaimed. The kings of kings;

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia,
He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assigned

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia. She
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis

That day appeared ; and oft before gave audience,

As 'tis reported, so.

Mec. Let Rome be thus

Informed.

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

Cses. The people know it; and have now received

His accusations.

Agr. Whom does he accuse?
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C««. Caosar ; and that, having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeius spoiled, we had not rated him

His part o' the isle : then does he say, he lent me
Some shipping unrestored ; lastly, he frets

That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be deposed; and, being, that we detain

All his revenue.

Agr. Sir, this should be answered.

Cae». 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone.

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel

;

That he his high authority abused.

And did deserve his change : for what I have conquered,

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia,

And other of his conquered kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Mec. He'll never yield to that.

(7a?s. Nor must not then be yielded to in this.

Enter Octavia.

Oct. Hail, Csesar, and my lord ! hail, most dear Caesar

!

Qaes. That ever I should call thee, cast-away

!

Oct. You have not called me so, nor have you cause.

Cses. Why have you stolen upon us thus ? You come not

Like Caesar's sister. The wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and

The neighs of horse to tell of her approach.

Long ere she did appear. The trees by the way.

Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted,

Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dust

Should have ascended to the roof of heaven,

Raised by your populous troops. But you are como

A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented

The ostentation of our love, which, left unshown,

Is often left unloved. We should have met you
By sea and land ; supplying every stage

With an augmented greeting.

Oct. Good my lord,

To come thus was I not constrained, but did it

On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony,
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted

My grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begged
His pardon for return.

Cses. Which soon he grantel,

Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him.

Vol. IV.—

4

e
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Oct. Do not saj so, my lord.

Cses. I l^ave eyes upon him,

And his affairs come to me on the wind.

Where is he now ?

Oct. My lord, in Athens.

Oecs. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire

Up to a whore ; who now are levying

The kings o' the earth for war. He hath assembled

Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus,

Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king

Of Paphlagonia; the Tracian king, Adallas;

King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont

;

Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, king

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas,

The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a

More larger list of sceptres.

Oct. Ah me, most wretched,

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,

That do afflict each other !

Cses. Welcome hither.

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth

;

Till we perceived, both how you were wrong led

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content these strong necessities

;

But let determined things to destiny

Hold unbevfailed their way. Welcome to Rome

;

Nothing more dear to me. You are abused

Beyond the mark of thought ; and the high gods,

To do you justice, make them ministers

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort;

And ever welcome to us.

Agr. Welcome, lady.

Mec. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you;
Only the adulterous Antony, most large

In his abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull,

That noises it against us.

Oct. Is it so, sir?

Coes. Most certain. Sister, welcome. Pray you,

Be ever known to patience ; my dearest sister ! [^^xeunt.
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SCENE VII Antony's Camp, near the Promontory of
Actium.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.

Eno. But why, why, why ?

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars

;

And say'st, it is not fit.

Eno. Well, is it, is it?

Cleo. If not denounced against us, why should not we
Be thero in person ?

Eno. \^A8ide.'\ Well, I could reply

;

If we should serve with horse and mares together,

The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear

A soldier and his horse.

Cleo. What is't you say?

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony

;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time,

What should not then be spared. He is already

Traduced for levity ; and 'tis said in Rome,
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids.

Manage this war
Cleo. Sink Home ; and their tongues rot

That speak against us ! A charge we bear i' the war,

And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not against it;

I will not stay behind.

Eno. Nay, I have done.

Here comes the emperor.

Enter Antony and Canidius.

Ant. Is't not strange, Canidius,

That from Tarentum, and Brundusium,

He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea.

And take in Toryne ?—You have heard on't, sweet ?

Cleo. Celerity is never more admired,

Than by the negligent.

Ant. A good rebuke.

Which might have well becomed the best of men,

To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we
Will fight with him by sea.

Cleo. By sea! What else?

Can. Why will my lord do so ?

Ant. For that he dares us to't.

Eno. So hath my lord dared him to single fight.
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Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia,

Where Caesar fought with Pompey ; but these offers,

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off;

And so should you.

Eno. Your ships are not -well manned;

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people

Engrossed by swift impress. In Caesar's fleet

Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought;

Their ships are yare
;
yours, heavy. No disgrace

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea,

Being prepared for laud.

Ant. By sea, by sea.

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away
The absolute soldiership you have by land;

Distract your army, which doth most consist

Of war-marked footmen ; leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge
;
quite forego

The way which promises assurance ; and

Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard,

From firm security.

Ant. I'll fight at sea.

Oleo. I have sixty sails, Caesar none better.

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn

;

And, with the rest full manned, from the head of ActiuOi

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail,

Enter a Messenger.

We then can do't at land.—Thy business ?

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried

;

Caesar has taken Toryne.

Ant. Can he be there in person ? 'tis impossible

;

Strange, that his power should be.— Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land,

And our twelve thousand horse. We'll to our ship

;

Enter a Soldier.

Away, my Thetis !— How now, worthy soldier ?

Sold. noble emperor, do not fight by sea
;

Trust not to rotten planks. Do you misdoubt
This sword, and these my wounds ? Let the Egyptians,
And the Phoenicians, go a ducking ; we
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth,

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, well, away,
[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Enobarbub,

Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i' the right.
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Can. Soldier, thou art ; but his whole action grows

Not in the power on't. So our leader's led,

And we are women's men.

Sold. You keep by land

The legions and the horse whole, do you not?

Oan. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius,

Publicola, and Cselius, are for sea

;

But we keep whole by land. This speed of Csesar's

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While he was yet in Rome,
His power went out in such distractions, as

Beguiled all spies.

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you?
Sold. They say, one Taurus.

Can. Well I know the man.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius.

Can. With news the time's with labor ; and throes forth,

Each minute, some. [^Exeunt.

SCENE VIII. A Plain near Actium.

Enter C^sar, Taurus, Officers, and others.

Cses. Taurus,

-

Taur. My lord.

Caes. Strike not by land ; keep whole

:

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea.

Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll.

Our fortune lies upon this jump. \Exeunt.

Enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon' side o' the hill,

In eye of C?esar's battle ; from which place

We may the number of the ships behold,

And so proceed accordingly. \Exeunt.

Enter Canidius, marclnng with his Land-Army one zvay

over the stage; and Taurus, the Lieutenant of Csesar,

the other way. After their going in, is heard the noise of

a sea-fight.

Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can behold no longer.

The Aiitoniad, the Egyptian admiral,

IS*



54 ANTONY AND CLEOPATH A. [Act III

"With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder;

To see't, mine eyes are blasted.

Enter ScARUS.

Scar. Gods and goddesaes,

All the -whole synod of them

!

Eno. What's thy passion?

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost

"With very ignorance ; we have kissed away
Kingdoms and provinces.

Eno. How appears the fight ?

Scar. On our side like the tokened pestilence,

Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred hag of Egypt,
"Whom leprosy o'ertake ! i' the midst o' the fight,

—

When vantage like a pair of twins appeared,

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,

—

The brize upon her, like a cow in June,

Hoists sails, and flies.

Eno. That I beheld;

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not

Endure a further view.

Scar. She once being loofed,

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony,
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard,

Leaving the fight in height, flies after her.

I never saw an action of such shame
;

Experience, manhood, honor, ne'er before

Did violate so itself.

Eno. Alack, alack

!

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath,

And sinks most lamentably. Had our general

Been what he knew himself, it had gone well.

0, he has given example for our flight,

Most grossly, by his own.

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then, good night.

Indeed. \^Asid&.

Cayi. Towards Peloponnesus they are fled.

Scar. 'Tis easy to't ; and there I will attend
What further comes.

Can. To Caesar will I render

My legions, and my horse ; six kings already

Show me the way of yielding.

Eno. I '11 yet follow
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The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason

Sits in the wind against me. \_Uxeunt,

SCENE IX. Alexandria. A Boom in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Attendants.

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't;

It is ashamed to bear me!—Friends, come hither.

I am so lated in the world, that I

Have lost my way forever. I have a ship

Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly,

And make your peace with Csesar.

Att. Ely ! not we.

Ant. I have fled myself; and have instructed cowards

To run, and show their shoulders.—Friends, be gone

;

I have myself resolved upon a course.

Which has no need of you; be gone.

My treasure's in the harbor; take it.— 0,

I followed that I blush to look upon.

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white

Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them

For fear and doting.— Friends, be gone; you shall

Have letters from me to some friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not sad,

Nor make replies of loathness. Take the hint

Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left

Which leaves itself. To the sea-side straightway;

I will possess you of that ship and treasure,

Leave me, I pray, a little ; 'pray you now

;

Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command,

Therefore I pray you ;—I'll see you by-and-by. \_Sits down.

Enter Eros, and Cleopatra, led hy Charmian and Iras.

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him;— comfort him.

Iras. Do, most dear queen.

Cliar. Do ! why, what else ?

Qleo. Let me sit down. Juno!

Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, sir?

Ant. ©, fie, fie, fie.

Ghar. Madam,

—

Iras. Madam ; good empress !

Eros. Sir, sir,

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes;— he, at Philippi, kept

His pword e'en like a dancer; while I struck
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The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 'twas I,

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone

Dealt on lieutcnantry, and no practice had
In the brave squares of war. Yet now— no matter.

Cleo. Ah, stand bj.

Eros. The queen, mj lord, the queen.

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him

;

He is unqualitied with very shame.

Cleo. Well then,— Sustain me ;
— Oh !

Eros. Most noble sir, arise : the queen approaches

;

Her head's declined, and death will seize her ; but
Your comfort makes the rescue.

Ant. I have offended reputation

;

A most unnoble swerving.

JEros. Sir, the queen.

Ant. 0, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See,
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes,

By looking back on what I have left behind
'Stroyed in dishonor.

Cleo. my lord, my lord!
Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought,
You would have followed.

^'nt. Egypt, thou knew'st too "Wiell,

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings,

And thou shouldst tow me after. O'er my spirit

Thy full supremacy thou knew^'st ; and that
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods
Command me.

Cleo. 0, my pardon.

-^nt- Now I must
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who
With half the bulk o' the world played as I pleased,
Making and marring fortunes. You did know
How much you were my conqueror; and that
My sword, made weak by my affection, would
Obey it on all cause.

^^^^- pardon, pardon.

Ant. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates
All that is won and lost. Give me a kiss

;

Even this repays me.—We sent our schoolmaster;
Is he come back?— Love, I am full of lead;—
Some wine, within there, and our viands.— Fortune knows
We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. [Exeunt
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SCENE X. Caesar's Camp in Egypt.

Enter C^sar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others.

Oses. Let him appear that's come from Antony,
Know you him ?

DoL Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster;

An argument that he is plucked, when hither

He sends so poor a pinion of his wing,

Which had superfluous kings for messengers,

Not many moons gone by.

Unter Euphronius.

Oaes. Approach, and speak,

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony.
I was of late as petty to his ends.

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf

To his grand sea.

Cses. Be it so ; declare thine office.

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and
Requires to live in Egypt ; which not granted.

He lessens his requests ; and to thee sues

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth,

A private man in Athens. This for him.

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness

;

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Caes. For Antony,
I have no ears to his request. The queen

Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she

From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend,

Or take his life there. This if she perform,

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both.

JSup. Fortune pursue thee

!

Cses. Bring him through the bands.

\_Uxit Euphronius.
To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time ; despatch.

From Antony win Cleopatra; promise, [To Thyreus
A\id in our name, wlat she requires; add more,

From thine invention, offers. Women are not.

In their best fortunes, strong ; but want will perjure

The ne'er-touched vestal. Try thy cunning, Thyreus;

Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we
Will answer as a law.

Th7/r. Caesar, I go.
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(7a?«. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw

;

And what thou think'st his very action speaks

In every power that moves.

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [Exeunt.

SCENE XI. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbtjs, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ?

Eno. Think, and die.

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ?

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war, whose several ranges

Frighted each other ? Why should he follow ?

The itch of his afi"ection should not then

Have nicked his captainship. At such a point,

When half to half the world opposed, he being

The mered question ; 'twas a shame no less

Than was his loss, to course your flying flags.

And leave his navy gazing.

Qleo. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, with Euphronius.

Ant. Is this his answer ?

Ewp. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, so she

Will yield us up.

Eup. He says so.

Ant. Let her know it.

—

To the boy C?esar send this grizzled head.

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim
With principalities.

Qleo. That head, my lord ?

Ant. To him again. Tell him, he wears the rose

Of youth upon him ; from which the world should note
Something particular. His coin, ships, legions,

May be a coward's ; whose ministers would prevail

Under the service of a child, as soon
As i'the command of Caesar. I dare him therefore

To lay his gay comparisons apart.

And answer me declined, sword against sword.
Ourselves alone. I'll write it ; follow me.

\_Exeunt Antony and EuIphronius.
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will
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"[Instate his happiness, and be staged to the show,

Against a sworder.—I see, men's judgments are

A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward

Do draw the inward quality after them.

To suflFer all alike. That he should dream,

Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will

Answer his emptiness!— Coesar, thou hast subdued

His judgment too.

Enter an Attendant.

Att. A messenger from Caesar.

Oleo. What, no more ceremony?— See, my women !
—

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose,

That kneeled unto the buds.—Admit him, sir.

Eno. Mine honesty, and I, begin to square. [^Aside.

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make

Our faith mere folly;— yet he that can endure

To follow with allegiance a fallen lord.

Does conquer him that did his master conquer,

And earns a place i' the story.

Enter Thyreus.

Qleo. Caesar's will ?

Thyr. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends ; say boldly.

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony.

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has

;

Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master

Will leap to be his friend. For us, you know,

Whose he is, we are ; and that's Caesar's.

Thyr. So.—
Thus, then, thou most renowned ; Caesar entreats.

Not to consider in what case thou stand'st,

Further than he is Caesar.

Cleo. Go on; right royal.

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Antony

As you did love, but as you feared him.

Cleo. !

Tliyr. The scars upon your honor, therefore, he

Does pity, as constrained blemishes.

Not as deserved.

Cleo. He is a god, and knows

What is most right. Mine honor was not yielded,

But conquered merely.

Eno. To be sure of that, \_Aside^

I will ask Antony.— Sir, sir, thou'rt sc leaky.
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That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for

Thy dearest quit thee. [^Exit Enobarbu&
Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar

What you require of him ? for he partly begs
To be desired to give. It much would please him
That of his fortunes you should make a staff

To lean upon ; but it would warm his spirits,

To hear from me you had left Antony,
And put yourself under his shroud.

The universal landlord.

Cleo. What's your name ?

Thyr. My name is Thyreus.

Cleo. Most kind messenger.
Say to great Csesar this in disputation,

I kiss his conquering hand. Tell him, I am prompt
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel;
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear
The doom of Egypt.

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course.
Wisdom and fortune combating together.
If that the former dare but what it can.
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay
My duty on your hand.

Gleo. Your Caesar's father
Oft, when he hath mused of taking kingdoms in,

Bestowed his lips on that unworthy place.

As it rained kisses.

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus.

^^^- Favors, by Jove that thunders!
What art thou, fellow?

Thyr. One, that but performs
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest
To have command obeyed.

^1^0. You will be whipped.
Ant. Approach there;— Ay, you kite!— Now, god

and devils !

Authority melts from me. Of late, when I cried. Ho I
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth,
And cry. Your wilU Have you no ears? I am

Enter Attendants.

Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him
Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,

Than with an old one dying
^*^^- Moon and stars !



A^CTllLj ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 61

Whip him.—Were't twenty of the greatest tributaries

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them
So saucy with the hand of she here (what's her name,
Since she was Cleopatra?)—Whip him, fellows,

Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face.

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence.

Thyr. Mark Antony,
Ant. Tug him away ; being whipped

Bring him again.—This Jack of Caesar's shall

Bear us an errand to him.

—

[Exeunt Attend., ivith Thyreus.
You were half blasted ere I knew you.—Ila

!

Have I my pillow left unpressed in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race.

And by a gem of women, to be abused

By one that looks on feeders ?

Gleo. Good my lord,

Ant. You have been a boggier ever.

But when we in our viciousness grow hard,

(0, misery on't !) the wise gods seel our eyes

;

In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us

Adore our errors ; laugh at us while we strut

To our confusion.

Oleo. 0, is it come to this ?

Ant. I found you as a morsel cold upon
Dead Caesar's trencher ; nay, you were a fragment

Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours,

Unregistered in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously picked out.— For, I am sure.

Though you can guess what temperance should be,

You know not Avhat it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this ?

Ant. To let a fellow that Avill take rewards,

And say, God quit you ! be familiar with

My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal,

And plighter of high hearts!— 0, that I were
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar

The horned herd ! for I have savage cause

;

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A haltered neck, which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him.— Is he whipped?

Re-enter Attendants, with Thyri:us.

1 Att. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cried he ? and begged he pardon ?

1 Att. He did ask favor.
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Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou sorry

To follow Ciesar in his triumph, since

Thou hast been whipped for following him : henceforth,

The white hand of a lady fever thee,

Shake thou to look on't.— Get thee back to Caesar,

Tell him thy entertainment. Look, thou say,

He makes me angry with him ; for he seems

Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am
;

]Sot what he knew I was. He makes me angry;

And at this time most easy 'tis to do't;

When my good stars, that were my former guides,

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires

Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike

My speech, and what is done ; tell him, he has

Hipparchus, my enfranchised bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture,

As he shall like, to quit me. Urge it thou

;

Hence, with thy stripes ; begone. [^I^xit Thyreus.
Oleo. Have you done yet ?

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon
Is now eclipsed ; and it portends alone

The fall of Antony !

Cleo. I must stay his time.

Ant. To flatter Csesar, would you mingle eyes

With one that ties his points ?

Cleo. Not know me yet?

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Oleo. Ah, dear, if I be so,

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail,

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone

Drop in my neck ; as it determines, so

Dissolve my life ! The next Ccesarion smite

!

Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb.
Together with my brave Egyptians all,

By the discandying of this pelleted storm,

Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile

Have buried them for prey !

Ant. I am satisfied.

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land
Hath nobly held ; our severed navy too

Have, knit again, and fleet, threatening mo-st sea-like.

Where hast thou been, my heart?— Dost thou hear, lady?
If from the field I shall return once more
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood;
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I and my sword will earn our chronicle

;

There is hope in it yet.

Cleo. That's my brave lord

!

Ant. I will be treble-sinewed, hearted, breathed,

And fight maliciously ; for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives

Of me for jests ; but now, I'll set my teeth.

And send to darkness all that stop me,— Come,
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me
All my sad captains ; fill our bowls ; once more
Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birthday.

I had thought to have held it poor ; but, since my lord

Ts Antony again, I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We'll yet do well.

Oleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.

Ant. Do so ; we'll speak to them ; and to-night I'll force

The wine peep through their scars.— Come on, my queen;
There's sap in't yet.— The next time I do fight,

I'll make death love me ; for I will contend

Even with his pestilent scythe.

\_Exeunt Ant., Cleo., and Attendants.

Eno. Now he'll outstare the lightning. To be furious,

Is, to be frighted out of fear ; and, in that mood,
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see stdl,

A diminution in our captain's brain

Restores his heart. When valor preys on reason.

It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek

Some way to leave him. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. Caesar's Camp at Alexandria.

Enter C^sar, reading a letter ; Agrippa, MecvENAS, and
others.

Gees. He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power
To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger
He hath whipped with rods ; dares me to personal combat,
Caesar to Antony. Let the old ruffian know,
I have many other ways to die ; mean time,

Laugh at his challenge.

Mec. Caesar must think,
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When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his distraction. Never anger

Made good guard for itself.

Ca^s. Let our best heads

Know, that to-inorrow the last of many battles

We mean to fight.—Within our files there are

Of those that served Mark Antony but late,

Enough to fetch him in. See it be done;

And feast the army ; we have store to do't.

And they have earned the waste. Poor Antony

!

[Uxeunt.

SCENE II. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras,

Alexas, and others.

Ant. lie will not fight with me, Domitius.

Eno. No.

Ant. Why should he not ?

Eno. lie thinks, being twenty times of better fortune,

He is twenty men to one.

Ant. To-morrow, soldier,

By sea and land I'll fight ; or I will live.

Or bathe my dying honor in the blood

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well?

Eno. I'll strike ; and cry. Take all.

Ant. Well said ; come on.—

Call forth my household servants ; let's to-night

Enter Servants.

Be bounteous at our meal.— Give me thy hand

;

Thou hast been rightly honest;— so hast thou;—
And thou,— and thou,— and thou:— you have served me

well.

And kings have been your fellows.

Cleo. What means this ?

Eno. 'Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow shoots

[Aside.

Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honest too.

1 wish I could be made so many men

;

And all of you clapped up together in

An Antony , that I might do you service,

So good as you have done.
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Serv. The gods forbid

!

Ayit. Well, my good fellows, wait on me tc -night.

Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me.

As when mine empire w^as your fellow too,

And suffered my command.
Cleo. What does he mean ?

Eno. To make his followers weep.

A7it. Tend me to-night,

May be, it is the period of your duty.

Haply, you shall not see me more ; or if,

A mangled shadow
;
perchance, to-morrow

You'll serve another master. I look on you,

As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends,

I turn you not away ; but, like a master

Married to your good service, stay till death.

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more,

And the gods yield you for't

!

Eno. What mean you, sir,

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep

;

And I, an ass, am onion-eyed ; for shame,

Transform us not to women.
Ant. Ho, ho, ho !

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus

!

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty friends,

You take me in too dolorous a sense.

I spake to you for your comfort ; did desire you
To burn this night with torches. Know, my hearts

I hope Avell of to-morrow ; and will lead you,

Where rather I'll expect victorious life,

Than death and honor. Let's to supper ; come,

And drown consideration. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. Tlie same. Before the Palace.

Enter two Soldiers, to their guard.

1 Sold. Brother, good night ; to-morrow is the day.

2 Sold. It will determine one way ; fare you well

!

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ?

1 Sold. Nothing. What news ?

2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumor.

Good night to you.

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night

Enter tivo other Soldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers^

Have careful watch.

Vol. IV.—
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3 Sold. And you. Good night, good night,

[77<e first two place themselves at their posts.

4: Sold. Here we; [Thei/ take their posts ;] and if to-

morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope

Our landmen will stand up.

3 Sold 'Tis a brave army.

And full of purpose. \_Music of hautboys under the stage.

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ?

1 Sold. List, list

!

2 Sold. Hark!
1 Sold. Music i' the air.

3 Sold. Under the earth.

4 Sold. It signs well,

Does't not?

SSold. No.

1 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this mean ?

2 Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony loved,

Now leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk ; let's see if other watchmen

Do hear what we do. \_They advance to another post.

2 Sold. How now, masters ?

Sold. How now?
How now ? do you hear this ? \^Several speaJcing together.

1 Sold. Ay ; is't not strange ?

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ?

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter

;

Let's see how't will give off.

Sold. [^Several speaking.'] Content. 'Tis strange.

[^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra; Charmian and others

attending.

Ant. Eros ! mine armor, Eros

!

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck.— Eros, come mine armor, Eros!

Unter Eros, tvith armor.

Come, good fellow, put thine iron on.

—

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her.— (^.ome.

Oleo. Nay, I'll help too.

What's this for?
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Anf. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art

The armorer of my heart.— False, false ; this, this.

Cleo. Sooth, la, I'll help ; thus it must be.

A7it. Well, well;

We shall thrive now.— Seest thou, my good fellow?

Go, put on thy defences.

IJros. Briefly, sir.

Oleo. Is not this buckled well ?

Ant. Rarely, rarely

;

He that unbuckles this, till we do please

To doff't for our repose, shall hear a storm.

Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen's a squire

More tight at this, than thou ; despatch.— love,

That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew'st

The royal occupation ; thou should'st see

Enter an Officer, armed.

A workman in't.— Good morrow to thee ; welcome.

Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike charge

:

To business that we love, we rise betime,

And go to it with delight.

1 Off. A thousand, sir,

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim,

And at the port expect you.

[^Shout. Trumpets. Flourish,

Enter other Officers and Soldiers.

2 Off. The morn is fair.— Good morrow, general.

AU. Good morrow, general.

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads.

This morning, like the spirit of a youth

That means to be of note, begins betimes.

—

So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said.

Fare thee well, dame, whatc'er becomes of me.

This is a soldier's kiss ; rebukable, [Kisses her.

And worthy shameful check it Avere, to stand

On more mechanic compliment; I'll leave thee

Now, like a man of steel.—You, that w-ill fight,

Follow me close; I'll bring you to't.— Adieu.

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and Soldiers.

Cliar. Please you, retire to your chamber ?

Cleo. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might

Determine this great war in single fight

!

Then Antony,— But now,—Well, on. [Exeunt
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SCENE V. Antony's Camp near Alexandria.

Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros ; a Soldier

meeting them.

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony

!

Ant. 'Would thou and those thy scars had once prevailed

To make me fight at land

!

Sold. Had'st thou done so,

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier

That has this morning left thee, would have still

Followed thy heels.

Ant. Who's gone this morning ?

Sold. Who ?

One ever near thee. Call for Enoharbus,

He shall not hear thee; or from Caesar's camp
Say, / am none of thine.

Ant. What say'st thou?

Sold. Sir,

He is with Caesar.

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure

He has not with him.

Ant. Is he gone ?

Sold. Most certain.

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it

;

Detain no jot, I charge thee. Write to him
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings

;

Say, that I wish he never find more cause

To change a master.— 0, my fortunes have

Corrupted honest men!—Despatch.—Enobarbus! \_Eaeiint

SCENE VI. Caesar's Oamp before Alexandria.

Flourish. Enter C^sar, with Agrippa, Enobarbus, and
others.

Cses. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight.

Our will is, Antony be took alive

;

Make it so known.
Agr. Caesar, I shall. [^Exit Agrippa.
Cses. The time of universal peace is near

:

Prove this a prosperous day, the three nooked world
Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Antony
Is come into the field.
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Cses. Go, charge Agrippa,

Plant those that have revolted in the van,

That Antony may seem to spend his fury

Upon himself. [^Exeunt C^sar and his Train.

Uno. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry,

On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade

Great Herod to incline himself to Csesar,

And leave his master Antony : for this pains,

Ccesar hath hanged him. Canidius, and the rest

That fell away, have entertainment, but

No honorable trust. I have done ill.

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely,

That I will joy no more.

Unter a Soldier of Caesar's.

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with

His bounty overplus. The messenger

Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now.

Unloading of his mules.

£!no. I give it you.

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus
;

I tell you true. Best you safed the bringer

Out of the host ; I must attend mine office,

Or would have done't myself. Your emperor

Continues still a Jove. lExU Soldier.

Una. I am alone the villain of the earth.

And feel I am so most. Antony,

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid

My better service, when my turpitude

Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows my heart

:

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean
Shall outstrike thought ; but thought will do't, I feel.

I fight against thee!— No; I will go seek

Some ditch, wherein to die; the foul'st best fits

My latter part of life. [Exit.

SCENE VII. Field of Battle bettveen the Camps.

Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter Agrippa and others.

Agr. Retire, we have engaged ourselves too far

;

Cscsar himself has work, and our oppression

Exceeds what we expected. \_Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Antony and Scarus, wounded.

Scar. my brave emperor, this is fought indeed 1
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Had "we done so at first, we had driven them home
With clouts about their heads.

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace.

Soar. I had a wound here that was like a T,

But now 'tis made an H.
Anf. They do retire.

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes ; I have yet
Room for six scotches more.

Unter Eros.

^ros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves

For a fair victory.

Scar. Let us score their backs.

And snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind

;

'Tis sport to maul a runner.

Ant. I will reward thee

Once for thy sprightly comfort, and tenfold

For thy good valor. Come thee on.

Scar. I'll halt after. \_Uxeunt.

SCENE VIII. Under the Walls of Alexandria.

Alarum, ^wi^er Antony, marching; Scarus and Forcen

Ant. We have beat him to his camp ; run one before.

And let the queen know of our guests.—To-morrow,
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood
That has to-day escaped. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you ; and have fought
Not as you served the cause, but as it had been
Each man's like mine

;
you have shown all Hectors.

Enter the city ; clip your wives, your friends

;

Tell them your feats ; whilst they Avith joyful tears

Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss

The honored gashes whole.— Give me thy hand;
[To Scarus

Unter Cleopatra, attended.

To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts.

Make her thanks bless thee.— thou day o' the world,

Chain mine armed neck ; leap thou, attire and all,

Through proof of harness to my heart, and there

Kide on the pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of lords!

infinite virtue ! com'st thou smiling from
The world's great snare uncaught?
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Ant. My nightingalo,

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl? though gray

Do something mingle with our younger brown, yet have wc
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can

Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man;
Commend unto his lips thy favoring hand;—
Kiss it, my warrior.— He hath fought to-day,

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had

Destroyed in such a shape.

Oleo. I'll give thee, friend,

An armor all of gold ; it was a king's.

Ant. He has deserved it, were it carbuncled

Like holy Phoebus' car.— Give me thy hand;

Through Alexandria make a jolly march

;

Bear our hacked targets like the men that owe them.

Had our great palace the capacity

To camp this host, we all would sup together,

And drink carouses to the next day's fate.

Which promises royal peril.—Trumpeters,

With brazen din blast you the city's ear;

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines

;

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together,

Applauding our approach. {Exeunt.

SCENE IX. Caesar's Camp.

Sentinels on their post. Enter Enobarbus.

1 Sold. If we be not relieved within this hour,

We must return to the court of guard. The night

Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle

By the second hour i' the morn.

2 Sold. This last day was

A shrewd one to us.

Eno. 0, bear me witness, night,

3 Sold. What man is this ?

2 Sold. Stand close, and list him.

Eno. Be witness to me, thou blessed moon.

When men revolted shall upon record

Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did

Before thy face repent !

1 Sold. Enobarbus

!

8 Sold. Peace

;

Hark further.

Eno. sovereign mistress of true melancholy.

The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me;
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That lifo, a very rebel to my will,

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart
Against the flint and hardness of my fault

;

Which being dried with grief, will break to powder,
And finish all foul thoughts. Antony,
Nobler than my revolt is iiffamous,

Forgive me in thine own particular

;

But let the world rank me in register

A master-leaver, and a fugitive.

Antony! Antony! [Dj'es,

2 Sold. Let's speak
To him.

1 Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he speaks
May concern Caesar.

3 Sold. Let's do so. But he sleeps.

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for sleep.

2 Sold. Go we to him.

3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak to us.

2 Sold. Hear you, sir ?

1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. Hark, the
drums [Brums afar off.

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him
To the court of guard; he is of note. Our hour
Is fully out.

3 Sold. Come on, then

;

He may recover yet. [JExeunt, with the body.

SCENE X. Betiveen the two Camps.

Enter Antony and Scarus, ^vith Forces, marching.

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea;
We please them not by land.

Scar. For both, my lord.

Ant. I would they'd fight i' the fire, or in the air;
We'd fight there too. But this it is; our foot
Upon the hills adjoining .to the city,

Shall stay with us. Order for sea is given;
They have_ put forth the haven. Let's seek a spot,
Where their appointment we may best discover.
And look on their endeavor. [Exeunt.

Enter O^sar and his Forces, marching.

Caes. But being charged, we will be still by land,
Which, as I take't, we shall; for his best force
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Is forth t) man his galleys. To the vales,

And hold our best advantage. [^Exeunt,

Re-enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they're not joined. Where yonder pine does

stand,

I shall di^'jover all ; I'll bring thee word
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [Exit.

Scar. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's sails their nests ; the augures

Say, they know not,— they cannot tell;— look grimly,

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts,

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear,

Of what he has, and has not.

Alarum afar off, as at a sea-fight. Re-enter AntONY.

Ant. All is lost;

This foul Egyptian 'hath betrayed me.

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder

They cast their caps up, and carouse together

Like friends long lost.—Triple-turned whore ! 'tis thou

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart

Makes only wars on thee.— Bid them all fly;

For when I am revenged upon my charm,

I have done all.— Bid them all fly, begone.

\_Exit Scarus.

sun, thy uprise shall I see no more.

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here

Do we shake hands.—All come to this!—The hearts

That spanieled me at heels, to whom I gave

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets

On blossoming Ctesar ; and this pine is barked,

That overtopped them all. Betrayed i am.

this false soul of Egypt ! This grave charm
Whose eye becked forth my wars, and called them home

;

Whose bosom Avas my crownet, my chief end.

Like a right gypsy, hath, at fast and loose.

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss.

—

What, Eros, Eros

!

Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt.

Cleo. Why is my lord enraged against his love?

Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving,

And blemish Ciiesar's triumph. Let him take thee,

G
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And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians

;

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot

Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown
For poor'st diminutives, for doits ; and let

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up
With her prepared nails. [^Exit Cleo.] 'Tis well thou'rt

gone,

If it be well to live ; but better 'twere

Thou fell'st into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many.— Eros, ho!—
The shirt of Nessus is upon me. Teach me,
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage.

Let me dodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon

;

And with those hands, that grasped the heaviest club,

Subdue my worthiest self. The which shall die

;

To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall

Under this plot; she dies for't.— Eros, ho! [Exit.

SCENE XI. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmiam, Iras, and Mardian.

Oleo. Help me, my women ! 0, he is more mad
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly
Was never so embossed.

Ohar. To the monument

;

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead.

The soul and body rive not more in parting,

Than greatness going off.

Oleo. To the monument :

—

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself;
Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony,
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously. Hence,
Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death.

—

To the monument. \_Exeunt.

SCENE XII. The same. Another Room.

Enter Antony and Eros.

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me ?

Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragonish

;

A vapor, sometime, like a bear, or lion,

A towered citadel, a pendent rock,

A forked mountain or blue promontory
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With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,

And mock our eyes with air. Thou hast seen these signs;

They are black vesper's pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought.

The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct,

As water is in water.

Eros. It does, my lord.

Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy captain ia

Even such a body. Here I am Antony

;

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.

I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen,

—

Whose heart, I thought, 1 had, for she had mine

;

Which, whilst it was mine, had annexed unto't

A million more, now lost,— she, Eros, has

Packed cards with Caesar, and false played my glory

Unto an enemy's triumph.

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us

Ourselves to end ourselves.— 0, thy vile lady

!

Eiiter Mardian.

She has robbed me of ray sword.

Mar. No, Antony;
My mistress loved thee, and her fortunes mingled

With thine entirely.

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch
;
peace

;

She hath betrayed me, and shall die the death.

Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once

;

And that she has discharged. What thou wouldst do

Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake

Was, Antony ! most noble Antony !

Then in the midst of a tearing groan did break

The name of Antony ; it was divided

Between her heart and lips. She rendered life,

Thy name so buried in her.

Ant. Dead, then ?

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarm, Eros ; the long day's task is done,

And we must sleep.— That thou depart'st hence safe,

Does pay thy labor richly; go.— Off, pluck off;

—

[^Exit Mardian.
The sevenfold shield of Ajax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. 0, cleave, my sides

!

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent

Crack thy frail case!— Apace, Eros, apace.

—
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No more a soldier.— Bruised pieces, go;

You have been nobly borne.—From me awhile.

—

[JExit Eros
I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture. Since the torch is out.

Lie down, and stray no further. Now all labor

Mars what it does
;
yea, very force entangles

Itself with strength. Seal, then, and all is done.

—

Eros!— I come, my queen:— Eros!— Stay for me:
Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand,

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze.

Dido and her ^neas shall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours.— Come, Eros, Eros t

He-enter Eros.

JEros. What would my lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

I lived in such dishonor, that the gods

Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword
Quartered the world, and o'er green Neptune's back
With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack

The courage of a woman ; less noble mind
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells,

1 am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros,
That, when the exigent should come, (which now
Is come, indeed,) when I should see behind me
The inevitable prosecution of

Disgrace and horror, that, on my command,
Thou then wouldst kill me. Do't ; the time is come
Thou stvik'st not me; 'tis Caesar thou defeat'st.

Put color in thy cheek.

Erca. The gods withhold me

!

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts.

Though enemy, lost aim, and could not?
Ant. Eros,

Wouldst thou be windowed in great Rome, and see
Thy master thus with pleached arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face subdued
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheeled seat

Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded
His baseness that ensued ?

Eros. I would not see't.

Ant. Come, then ; for with a wound I must be cured.
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn
Most useful fcr thy country.
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Eros. sir, pardon me.

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou not then

To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once

;

Or thy precedent services are all

But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come.

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance,

Wherein the worship of the whole Avorld lies.

Ant. Lo, thee. [Turning pom him.

Eros. My sword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it do at once

The thing why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master,

My captain and my emperor ! let me say,

Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell.

Ant. 'Tis said, man;— and farewell.

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now?
Ant. Now, Eros.

Eros. Why, there, then.— [Falls on his sword.'] Thua

do I escape the sorrow

Of Antony's death. [Die%.

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself!

Thou teachest me, valiant Eros, what

I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros

Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me
A nobleness in record. But I will be

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't

As to a lover's bed. Come, then ; and, Eros,

Thy master dies thy scholar; to do thus

[Falling on his sivord.

I learned of thee. How! not dead? not dead?—
The guard!— ho!— 0, despatch me.

Enter Dercetas and Guard.

1 Guard. What's the noise ?

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends ; 0, make an end

Of what I have begun.

2 Guard. The star is fallen.

1 Guard. And time is at his period.

All. Alas, and wo I

Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead.

1 Guard Not 1.

2 Guard. Nor L
3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeimt Guard.

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings,

Shall enter me with him.

G *
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Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Where's Antony ?

Der. There, Diomed, there.

Dio. Lives he?
Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Dercetas

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, and
give me

Sufficing strokes for death.

Dio. Most absolute lord,

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee.

Ant. When did she send thee ?

Dio. Now, my lord.

Ant. Where is she?
Dio. Locked in her monument. She had a prophesying fear

Of what hath come to pass ; for when she saw
(Which never shall be found) you did suspect

She hath disposed with Caesar, and that your rage
Would not be purged, she sent you word she was dead;
But, fearing, since, how it might work, hath sent

Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,
I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed.—Call my guard, I pr'ythee.

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor's guard ! The guard, what, ho

!

Come, your lord calls.

Enter some of the Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 'bides

;

'Tis the last service that I shall command you.

1 Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not live to wear
All your true followers out.

All. Most heavy day !

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp fate

To grace it Avith your sorroAvs ; bid that welcome
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it.

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up :

I have led you oft; carry me now, good friends.

And have my thanks for all. [Exeu7it, hearing Antony.

SCENE XIII. The same. A Monument.

Enter above, Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo. Charmian, I will never go from hence.

Char. Be comforted, dear madam.
Cleo. No, I will not.
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All strange and terrible events are welcome,

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow,

Proportioned to our cause, must be as great

Enter Diomedes.

As that wliicb makes it.— How now? is he dead?

Dio. Ilis death's upon him, but not dead.

Look out o' the other side your monument

;

His guard have brought him thither.

Enter Antony, home hy the Guard.

Cleo. 0, thou sun.

Burn the great sphere thou mov'st in !— Darkling stand

The varying shore o'the world. Antony, Antony, Antony

!

Help, Charmian ; help, Iras, help ; help, fi-iends

Below, let's draw him hither.

Ant. Peace.

Not Csesar's valor hath o'erthrown Antony,

But Antony's hath triumphed on itself.

Oleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis so !

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only

I here importune death a while, until

Of many thousand kisses, the poor last

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not, dear,

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not.

Lest I be taken ; not the imperious show
Of the full-fortuned Cpesar ever shall

Be brooched with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have

Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe.

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes,

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honor

Demuring upon me.— But come, come, Antony,

—

Help me, my women,— we must draw thee up;

—

Assist, good friends.

Ant. quick, or I am gone.

Cleo. Here's sport, indeed !—How heavy weighs my lord

!

Our strength is all gone into heaviness.

That makes the weiglit. Had I great Juno's power,

The strong-winged Mercury should fetch thee up.

And set thee by Jove's side. Yet, come a little,

—

VVishers were ever fools;— 0, come, come, come;
\^They drmv Antony up.

And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou hast lived.
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Quicken with kissing ; had my lips that power,

Thus would I wear them out.

All. A heavy sight

!

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying.

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little.

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high,

That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel,

Provoked by my offence.

Ant. One word, sweet queen.

Of Caesar seek your honor with your safety.— !

Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me.

None about Ctesar trust, but Proculeius.

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I'll trust;

None about Csesar.

Ant. The miserable change now at my end.

Lament nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts,

In feeding them with those my former foi'tunes

Wherein I lived, the greatest prince o' the world,

The noblest ; and do now not basely die,

Nor cowardly
;
put off my helmet to

My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman
Valiantly vanquished. Now, my spirit is going

;

I can no more. [I)ie&.

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo't die ?

Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy absence is

No better than a sty?— 0, see, my women.
The crown o' the earth doth melt.—My lord!—
0, withered is the garland of the war.

The soldier's pole is fallen
;
young boys and girls

Are level now with men ; the odds is gone,

And there is nothing left remarkable

Beneath the visiting moon. \_She faints.

Char. 0, quietness, lady !

Iras. She is dead, too, our sovereign.

Char. Lady,-

Iras. Madam,
Char. madam, madam, madam !

Iras. Royal Egypt

!

Empress

!

Char. Peace, peace, Iras.

Cleo. No more, but e'en a woman ; and commanded
By such poor passion as the maid that milks.

And does the meanest chares.—It were for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods;
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To tell them that this world did equal theirs,

Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught

;

Patience is sottish ; and impatience does

Become a dog that's mad. Then is it sin,

To rush into the secret house of death,

Ere death dare come to us ?— How do you, women ?

What, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, Charmian ?

My noble girls!— Ah, women, women! look.

Our lamp is spent, it's out.— Good sirs, take heart.

{_To the Guard below.

We'll bury him ; and then, what's brave, what's noble,

Let's do it after the high Roman fashion.

And make death proud to take us. Come away

;

This case of that huge spirit now is cold.

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend

But resolution and the briefest end.

[^Exeunt; those above bearing o^ Antony's bodt/.

ACT V.

SCENE I. Csesar's Oamp before Alexandria.

Enter Caesar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mec^nas, GalluS,
Proculeius, and others.

Cses. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield

;

Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by
The pauses that he makes.

JDol. Caesar, I shall. \^Exit Dolabella.

Enter Dercetas, tvith the sivord of Antony.

Cses. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'st

Appear thus to us ?

Der. I am called Dercetas

;

Mark Antony I served, who best was worthy
Best to be served ; whilst he stood up and spoke,

He was my master ; and I Avore my life.

To spend upon his haters. If thou please

To take me to thee, as I was to him
I'll be to Csesar ; if thou pleasest not,

I yield thee up my life.

Cses. What is't thou say'st?

Der. I say, Caesar, Antony is dead.

Vol. IV.—

6
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Cxs. The breaking of so great a thing should make

A greater crack. The round world should have shook

Lions into civil streets,

And citizens to their dens.— The ieath of Antony
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay

A moiety of the world.

Ber. He is dead, Caesar;

Not by a public minister of justice,

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand,

Which writ his honor in the acts it did.

Hath, with the courage which the heart did' lend it

Splitted the heart.— This is his sword;

I robbed his wound of it ; behold it stained

With his most noble blood.

Cses. Look you sad, friends?

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings

To wash the eyes of kings,

Agr. And strange it is,

That nature must compel us to lament

Our most persisted deeds.

Mec. His taints and honors

Waged equal with him.

Agr. A rarer spirit never

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us

Some faults to make us men. Caesar is touched.

3Iec. When such a spacious mirror's set before him.

He needs must see himself.

Oses. Antony

!

I have followed thee to this;— but we do lance

Diseases in our bodies. I must perforce

Have shown to thee such a declining day,

Or look on thine : we could not stall together

In the whole world. But yet let me lament.

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts,

That thou, my brother, my competitor

In top of all design, my mate in empire.

Friend and companion in the front of war,

The arm of mine own body, and the heart

Where mine his thoughts did kindle— that our stars,

Unreconcilable, should divide

Our equalness to this.— Hear me, good friends,

—

But I will tell you at some meeter season
;

Enter a Messenger.

The business of this man looks out of him

;

We'll hear him what he says.—Whence are ycu?
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Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen, my mistress,

Confined in all she has, her monument,
Of thy intents desires instruction

;

That she preparedly may frame herself

To the way she's forced to.

Cses. Bid her have good heart

;

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours,

How honorable and how kindly we
Determine for her ; for Caesar cannot live

To be ungentle.

Mess. So the gods preserve thee

!

[Exit,

Cses. Come hither, Proculeius. Go, and say,

We purpose her no shame
;
give her what comforts

The quality of her passion shall require

;

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke

She do defeat us ; for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph. Go,
And with your speediest, bring us what she says,

And how you find of her.

Pro. Caesar, I shall.

[Uxit Proculeius.

Cees. Gallus, go you along.—Where's Dolabella,

To second Proculeius? \_Uxit Gallus.

Agr. Mec. Dolabella I

Cses. Let him alone, for I remember now
How he's employed ; he shall in time be ready.

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see

How hardly I was drawn into this war

;

How calm and gentle I proceeded still

In all my writings. Go with me, and see

What I can show in this. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Alexandria. A Room in the Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.

Oleo. My desolation does begin to make
A better life. 'Tis paltry to be Caesar

;

Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,

A minister of her will. And it is great

To do that thing that ends all other deeds;

Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change

;

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung

;

The beggar's nurse and Caesar's.
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Unter, to the gates cf the monument, Proculeius, Gallus,
and Soldiers.

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt

;

And bids thee study on -what fair demands
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee.

Cleo. [^Within.'] What's thy name:
Pro. My name is Proculeius.

Gleo. [ Within.~\ Antony
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but

I do not greatly care to be deceived,

That have no use for trusting. If your master
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him,

That majesty, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom. If he please

To give me conquered Egypt for my son.

He gives me so much of mine own, as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer

;

You are fallen into a princely hand ; fear nothing.

Make your full reference freely to my lord,

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over

On all that need. Let me report to him
Your sweet dependency ; and you shall find

A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness,

Where he for grace is kneeled to.

Cleo. [^Within."^ Pray you, tell him
I am his fortune's vassal, and I send him
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly

Look him i' the face.

Pro. This I'll report, dear lady.

Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied

Of him that caused it.

Cral. You see how easily she may be surprised

;

[Here Proculeius, and two of the Guard, ascend the

monument by a ladder placed against a window, andy
having descended, come behind Cleopatra. iSome

of the Guard unbar arid open the gates.

Guard her till Caesar come.

[To Proculeius and the Guard Uxit Gallus.
Iras. Royal queen

!

Char. Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen !

—

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. [Drawing a dagger.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold.

[Siiizes and disarms her.
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Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this

Relieved, but not betrayed.

Cleo. What, of ieath too

That rids our dogs of languish.

Pro. Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my master's bounty, by
The undoing of yourself. Let the world see

His nobleness well acted, which your death
Will never let come forth.

Oleo. Where art thou, death ?

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen
Worth many babes and beggars !

Pro. 0, temperance, lady

!

Oleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, sir,

(If idle talk will once be necessary
;)

I'll not sleep neither. This mortal house I'll ruin,

Do Ciesar what he can. Know, sir, that I

Will not wait pinioned at your master's court;

Nor once be chastised with the sober eye
Of dull Octavia. iShall they hoist me up,

And show me to the shouting varletry

Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt
Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus' mud
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make
My country's high pyramides my gibbet,

And hang me up in chains !

Pro. You do extend
These thoughts of horror further than you shall

Find cause in Csesar.

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. Proculeius,

What thou hast done thy master Ciesar knows,
And he hath sent for thee. For the queen,

I'll take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella,

It shall content me best ; be gentle to her.

—

To Csesar I will speak what you shall please

[7^0 Cleopatra.
If you'll employ me to liirn.

Cleo. Say, I would die.

{^Exeunt Proculeiuo dud Soldiers.

Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me?
Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Assuredly, you know me.

u
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Oleo. No matter, sir, -vvliat I have heard, or known

:

You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams *

Is't not your trick ?

Dol. I understand not, madam.

Oleo. I dreamed there was an emperor Antony.

0, such another sleep, that I might see

But such another man !

Dol. If it might please you,

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein stuck

A sun and moon; which kept their course, and lighted

The little 0, the earth.

Dol. Most sovereign creature,

Oleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his reared arm
Crested the world ; his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends

;

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb,

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty,

There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas,

That grew the more by reaping. His delights

Were dolphin-like; they showed his back above

The element they lived in. In his livery

Walked crowns, and crownets ; realms and islands were

As plates dropped from his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra,

Oleo. Think you, there was, or might be, such a man
As this I dreamed of?

Dol. Gentle madam, no.

Oleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods.

But, if there be, or ever were one such.

It's past the size of dreaming. Nature wants stuff

To vie strange forms with fancy
;
yet, to imagine

An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy,

Condemning shadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it

As answering to the weight. 'Would I might never

O'ertake pursued success, but I do feel.

By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots

My very heart at root.

Oleo. I thank you, sir.

Know you what Csesar means to do with me?
Dol. I am loath to tell you what I would you knew.

Oleo. Nay, pray you, sir,

Dol. Though he be honorable,

Cleo. He"! lead me then in triumph ?
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Bol. Madam, lie will
j

I know it.

Within. Make way there !— Coejar !

Enter C^sar, Gallus, Proculeius, MECiENAS, Seleucxjs,

and Attendants.

Which is the queen

Of Egypt?
Dol. 'Tis the emperor, madam. [Cleopatra kneels.

Cses. Arise,

You shall not kneel.

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt.

Cleo. Sir, the gods

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord

I must obey.

Caes. Take to you no hard thoughts.

The record of what injuries you did us,

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember
As things but done by chance.

Cleo. Sole sir o' the world,

I cannot project mine own cause so well

To make it clear ; but do confess, I have

Been laden with like frailties, which before

Have often shamed our sex.

Cses. Cleopatra, know,

We will extenuate rather than enforce.

If you apply yourself to our intents,

(Which towards you are most gentle,) you shall find

A benefit in this change ; but if you seek

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking

Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself

Of my good purposes, and put your children

To that destruction Avhich I'll guard them from,

If thereon you'll rely. I'll take my leave.

Cleo. And may, through all the world ; 'tis yours: and we
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord.

Cses. Y'ou shall advise me in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels,

I am possessed of: 'tis exactly valued;

Not petty things admitted.—Where's Seleucus ?

Sel. Here, madam.
Cleo. This is my treasurer; let him speak, ncy lord,

Upon his peril, that I have reserved

To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.

JSel. Madam,
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I had rather seel my lips, than, to my peril,

Speak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made know^n

Gses. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve

Your wisdom in the deed.

Oho. See, Caesar ! behold

How pomp is followed ! mine will now be yours

;

And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine.

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does

Even make me wild. slave, of no more trust

Than love that's hired !—What, goest thou back ; thou shalt

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes,

Though they had wings. Slave, soulless villain, dog

!

rarely base

!

Caes. Good queen, let us entreat you.

Cleo. Coesar, what a wounding shame is this

;

That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me.

Doing the honor of thy lordliness

To one so meek, that mine own servant should

Parcel the sura of my disgraces by
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Caesar,

That I some lady trifles have reserved,

Immoment toys, things of such dignity

As we greet modern friends withal ; and say,

Some nobler token I have kept apart

For Livia and Octavia, to induce

Their mediation ; must I be unfolded

With one that I have bred ? The gods ! it smites me
Beneath the fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence

;

\_To Seleucus.
Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits

Through the ashes of ray chance.—Wert thou a man,
Thou wouldst have mercy on me.

Cses. Forbear, Seleucus.

[Exit Seleucus.
Cleo. Be it kno^vn that we, the greatest, are raisthought

For things that others do ; and, Avhen we fall,

W^e answer others' merits in our name.
Are therefore to be pitied.

Cves. Cleopatra,

Not what you have reserved, nor what acknowledged,
Put we i' the roll of conquest : still be it yours

;

Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe,

Caesar's no merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheered;
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Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen,

For we intend so to dispose you, as

Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep

:

Our care and pity is so much upon you,

That we remain your friend ; and so adieu.

Cleo. My master, and my lord

!

Cses. Not so ; adieu.

[Exeunt CiESAR and his Train.

Oleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should not

Be noble to myself; but hark thee, Charmian.

[ WJiispers Charmiau
Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done,

And we are for the dark.

Qleo. Hie thee again.

I have spoke already, and it is provided

;

Go, put it to the haste.

Char. Madam, I will.

Re-enter Dolabella.

Dol. Where is the queen? .

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Charmian.
Cleo. Dolabella ?

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command,

Which my love makes religion to obey,

I tell you this. Caesar through Syria

Intends his journey ; and, within three days,

You with your children will he send before

:

Make your best use of this ; I have performed

Your pleasure, and my promise.

Cleo. Dolabella,

I shall remain your debtor.

Bol. I your servant.

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Cnesar.

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit DoL.] Now, Iras,

what think'st thou ?

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown

In Rome, as well as I ; mechanic slaves.

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall

Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths,

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded.

And forced to drink their vapor.

Iras. The gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras. Saujy lictors

Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers

Ballad us out o' tune ; the quick comedians

Extemporally will stage us, and present

H *
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Our Alexandrian revels. Antony-
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness
I' the posture of a whore.

Iras. the good gods

!

Cleo. Nay, that is certain.

Iras. I'll never see it; for, I am sure, my nails

Are stronger than mine eyes.

Cleo. Why, that's the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer
Their most absurd intents.— Now, Charmian?

—

Enter Charmian.

Show me, my women, like a queen.— Go fetch

My best attires;— I am again for Cydnus,
To meet Mark Antony :— Sirrah, Iras, go,

—

Now, noble Charmian, we'll despatch, indeed.

And, when thou hast done this chare, I'll give thee leave
To play till doomsday.— Bring our crown and all.

Wherefore's this noise? . [Exit Iras. A noise within.

Enter one of the Guard.

Gruard. Here is a rural fellow,

That will not be denied your highness' presence

;

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument

\_Ezit Guard.
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty.

My resolution's placed, and I have nothing
Of woman in me. Now from head to foot

I am marble-constant ; now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

He-enter Guard, with a Clown, bringing a basket.

Guard. This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard.

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there,

That kills and pains not ?

Cloivn. Truly I have him ; but I would not be the party
that should desire you to touch him, for his biting is immor
tal ; those that do die of it, do seldom or never recover.

Cleo. Remember'st thou any that have died on't?

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard of one
of them no longer than yesterday ; a very honest woman,
but something given to lie ; as a woman should not do, but
in the way of honesty ; how she died of the biting of it,
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what pain she felt.—Truly, she makes a very good report

o' the worm ; but he that will believe all that they say, shall

never be saved by half that they do. But this is most
fallible, the worm's an odd worm.

Oleo. Get thee hence ; farewell.

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm.
Oleo. Farewell. [Clown sets dotvn the basket.

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the worm
will do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell.

Cloivn. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, but in

the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no goodness
in the worm.

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded.

Cloum. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray you, for it

is not worth the feeding.

Olso. Will it eat me ?

Cloivn. You must not think I am so simple, but I know
the devil himself will not eat a woman ; I know that a woman
is a dish for the gods, if the devil dress her not. But, truly,

these same whoreson devils do the gods great harm in their

women ; for in every ten that they make, the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell.

Clown. Y'^es, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. [^Uxii

He-enter Iras, zvith a robe, eroivn, &c.

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have

Immortal longings in me. Now no more
The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip.

—

Yare, yare, good Iras
;
quick.—Methinks I hear

Antony call ; I see him rouse himself

To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock
The luck of Cresar, which the gods give men
To excuse their after-wrath. Husband, I come.

Now to that name my courage prove my title !

I am fire, and air ; my other elements

I give to baser life.— So,— have you done?
Come, then, and take the last warmth of my lips.

Farewell, kind Charmian ;— Iras, long farewell.

\_Kisses them. Iras falls and dies

Have I the aspic in my lips ? Dost fall ?

If thou and nature can so gently part.

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch,

Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie still?

If thus thou vanishcst, thou tell'st tho Avorld

It is not worth leave-taking.
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Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I maj say,

The gods themselves do weep !

Qleo. This proves me base.

If she first meet the curled Antony,
He'll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss,

Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal wretch,

\_To the asp, which she applies to her breast.

With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate

Of life at once untie
;
poor venomous fool,

Be angry, and despatch. 0, couldst thou speak

!

That I might hear thee call great Csesar, ass

Unpolicied

!

Ohar. Eastern star !

Cleo. Peace, peace !

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast,

That sucks the nurse asleep !

Char. break ! break !

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle,-'

Antony!— Nay, I will take thee too;—
[^Applying another asp to her arm.

What should I stay

—

\_Falls on a bed and dies.

Char. In this wild world ?— So, fare thee well.

—

Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies

A lass unparalleled.—Downy windows, close

;

And golden Phoebus never be beheld

Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown's awry

;

I'll mend it, and then play.

Enter the Guard, rushing in.

1 Guard. Where's the queen ?

Char. Speak softly, wake her not.

1 Cruard. Caesar hath sent

Char. Too slow a messenger.

\_Applies the asp.

0, come : apace, despatch ; I partly feel thee.

1 Cfuard. Approach, ho ! All's not well ; Csesar's beguiled,

2 Guard. There's Dolabella sent from Cassar ;—call him.

1 Guard. What work is here ?— Charmian, is this well

done ?

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess

Descended of so many royal kings.

Ah, soldier

!

[Dies.

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. How goes it here ?

2 Guard. All dead.

Dol. Caesar, thy thoughts
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Touch their effects in this. Thyself art coming

To see performed the dreaded act, which thou

So sought'st to hinder.

Within. A way there ! a way for Caesar

!

Enter CiESAR and Attendants.

Dol. 0, sir, you are too sure an augurer

;

That you did fear, is done.

Caes. Bravest at the last.

She levelled at our purposes, and, being royal,

Took her own way.—The manner of their deaths .

I do not see them bleed.

Dol. Who was last with them ?

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her figs

;

This was his basket.

Caes. Poisoned, then.

1 Guard. Caesar,

This Charmian lived but now ; she stood, and spake.

I found her trimming up the diadem

On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood,

And on the sudden dropped.

Caes. noble weakness!

If they had swallowed poison, 'twould appear

By external swelling ; but she looks like sle^p,

As she would catch another Antony
In her strong toil of grace.

Dol. Here, on her breast.

There is a vent of blood, and something blown.

The like is on her arm
1 Guard. This is an aspic's trail ; and these fig-leaves

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves

Upon the caves of Nile.

Caes. Most probable,

That so she died ; for her physician tells me,

She hath pursued conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die.—Take up her bed

;

And bear her women from the monument.

—

She shall be buried by her Antony

:

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it

A pair so famous. High events as these

Strike those that make them ; and their story is

No less in pit}^ than his glory, which

Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall,

In solemn show, attend this funeral

;

And then to Rome.— Come, Dolabella, see

High order in this great solemnity. \JExeunt
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Cymbeline, King of Britain.

Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Husband.

Leonatus Posthumus, a Gentleman, Husband to Imogen

Belarius, a banished Lord, disguised under the name of Morgan

GrUiDERius, } Sojis to Cymbeline, disguised under the names of
Arviragus, j Polydore and Cadvral, supposed Sons to Belarius.

Philario, Friend to Posthumus, ) -r, i-

Iachimo, Friend to Philario, |
^^^^^s.

A French Grentleman, Friend to Philario.

Caius Lucius, General of the Roman Forces.

A Roman Captain. Two British Captains.

PiSANio, Servant to Posthumus.

Cornelius, a Physician.

Two Gentlemen

Two Jailers.

Queen, Wife to Cymbeline.

Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen.

Helen, Woman to Imogen.

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, a Sooth-

sayer, a Dutch Grentleman, a Spanish Gentleman, Musicians,

Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants.

SCENE, sometimes in Britain; sometimes in Italy.
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OTMBELINE.

ACT I.

SCENE 1. Britain. Tfie Crarden heJdnd Cymbeline's
Palace.

Enter Uvo Gentlemen.

1 Grenileman. You do not meet a man but frowns ; our

bloods

No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers,

Still seern, as does the king's.

2 Grant. But what's the matter?
1 Q-ent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, whom

He purposed to his wife's sole son, (a widow
That late he married,) hath referred herself

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman. She's wedded;
Her husband banished ; she imprisoned : all

Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king

Be touched at very heart.

2 Gent. None but the king ?

1 Gent. He that hath lost her, too ; so is the queen,

That most desired the match. But not a courtier,

Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of the kings looks, hath a heart that is not

Glad at the thing they scowl at.

2 Gent. And why so ?

1 Gent. He that hath missed the princess, is a thing

Too bad for bad report ; and he that hath her,

(I mean that married her,— alack, good man!—
And therefore banished,) is a creature such

As, to seek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be something failing

In him tliat should compare. I do not think

Vol. IV.—

7
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So fair an outward, and such stuff within,

Endows a man but he.

2 Grent. You speak him far.

1 G-ent. I do extend him, sir, within himself;

Crush him together, rather than unfold

Flis measure duly

2 Gent. What's his name, and birth ?

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root. His father

Was called Sicilius, who did join his honor

Against the Romans, with Cassibelan

;

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom
He served with glory and admired success.

So gained the sur-addition, Leonatus

;

And had, besides this gentleman in question,

Two other sons, who, in the wars o' the time,

Died with their swords in hand ; for which their father

(Then old and fond of issue) took such sorrow,

That he quit being ; and his gentle lady.

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceased

As he was born. The king, he takes the babe

To his protection ; calls him Posthumus

;

Breeds him, and makes him of his bedchamber;

Puts him to all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of; which he took,

As we do air, fast as' 'twas ministered; and

in his spring became a harvest ; lived in court

(Which rare it is to do) most praised, most loved;

A sample to the youngest; to the more mature,

A glass that feated them ; and to the graver,

A child that guided dotards ; to his mistress.

From whom he now is banished,— her own price

Proclaims how she esteemed him and his virtue

;

By her election may be truly read,

What kind of man he is.

2 Gent. I honor him
Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, tell me,

Is she sole child to the king?

1 Gent. His only child.

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing,

Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old,

I' the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery

Were stolen ; and to this hour, no guess in knowledge
Which way they wont.

2 Gent. How long is this ago ?

1 Gent. Some twenty years.

2 Gent. That a king's children should be so conveyed !
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So slack!J guarded! and tlie search so slow,

That could not trace them !

1 G-ent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange

Or that the negligence may well be laughed at,

Yet is it true, sir.

2 G-eyit. I do well believe you.

1 Crent. We must forbear ; here comes the queen and
princess. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. The same.

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen.

Queen. No, be assured you shall not find me, daughter.

After the slander of most step-mothers.

Evil-eyed unto you
;
you are my prisoner, but

Your jailer shall deliver you the keys

That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,

So soon as I can win the offended king,

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet

The fire ©f rage is in him ; and 'twere good,

You leaned unto his sentence, with what patience

Your wisdom may inform you.

Post. Please your highness,

I will from hence to-day.

Queen. You know the peril.

—

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying

The pangs of barred affections ; though the king

Hath charged you should not speak together. [Exit Queen
Imo. 0,

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant

Can tickle where she wounds!—My dearest husband,

I something fear my father's wrath ; but nothing

(Always reserved my holy duty) what

His rage can do on me. You must be gone;

And I shall here abide the hourly shot

Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live,

But that there is this jewel in the world,

That I may see again.

Post. My queen ! my mistress !

lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause

To be suspected of more tenderness

Than doth become a man ! I will remain

The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth.

My residence in Rome at one Philario's

;

Who to my father was a friend, to me
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Kno^vn but by letter : tliither write, my queen,

And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send,

Tliough ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Queen.

Queen. Be brief, I pray you;

If the king come, I shall incur I know not

How much of his displeasure.—Yet I'll move him [Aside.

To walk this way. I never do him wrong,

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends

;

Pays dear for my offences. \_Exit.

Post. Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we have to live,

The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu

!

Lno. Nay, stay a little

;

Were you but riding forth to air yourself.

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love

;

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart

;

But keep it till you woo another wife,

When Imogen is dead.

Post. How ! how ! another ?

Y'ou gentle gods, give me but this I have.

And sear up my embracements from a next

"With bonds of death !— Remain, remain thou here

[Putting on the ring.

While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest.

As I my poor self did exchange for you.

To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles

I still win of you. For my sake, wear this;

It is a manacle of love ; I'll place it

Upon this fairest prisoner. [Putting a bracelet on her arm.

Imo. the gods !

When shall we see again ?

Enter Cymbeline and Lords.

Post. Alack, the king !

Cyin. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my sight

!

If, after this command, thou fraught the court

With thy unworthiness, thou diest. Away

!

Thou art poison to my blood.

Post. The gods protect you

!

And bless the good remainders of the court!

I am gone. {Exit.

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death

More sharp than this is.

(Jym. disloyal thing,
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That shouldst repair mj youth ; thou heapest

A year's age on me

!

Imo. I beseech you, sir,

Harm not yourself with your vexation : I

Am senseless of your wrath; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

C7/ni. Past grace ? obedience ?

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past grace.

Ci/m. That might'st have had the sole son of my queen

!

Imo. blessed, that I might not ! I chose an eagle,

And did avoid a puttock.

Q/w. Thou took'st a beggar ; wouldst have made my throne

A seat for baseness.

Imo. No ; I rather added
A lustre to it.

Cym. thou vile one

!

Imo. Sir,

It is your fault that I have loved Posthumus.

You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is

A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me
Almost the sum he pays.

C]/m. What!— art thou mad?
Ivio. Almost, sir ; Heaven restore me !—Would I were

A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus
Our neighbor shepherd's son !

He-etiter Queen.

Ci/m. Thou foolish thing !

—

They were again together; you have done [jTo the Queen.
Not after our command. Away with her.

And pen her up.

Queen. 'Beseech your patience;— peace.

Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet sovereign,

Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort

Out of your best advice.

Oym. Nay, let her languish

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged,

Die of this folly

!

{^Exit.

Enter Pisanio.

Queen. Fie !— you must give way

;

Here is your servant.— How now, sir? What news?
Pis. My lord your son drew on my master.

Queen. Ha

!

No harm, T trust, is done ?

Fis. There might have been,

I*
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But that my master rather played than fought,

And had no help of anger. They were parted

By gentlemen at hand.

Queen. I am very glad on't.

Imo. Your son's my father's friend ; he takes his part.

—

To draw upon an exile !— brave sir

!

I would they were in Afric both together

;

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick

The goer back,—Why came you from your master ?

Pis. On his command. He would not suffer me
To bring him to the haven ; left these notes

Of what commands I should be subject to,

When it pleased you to employ me.

Queen. This hath been
Your faithful servant ; I dare lay mine honor,

He will remain so.

Pis. I humbly thank your highness.

Queen. Pray, walk a while.

Imo. About some half hour hence,

I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least,

Go see my lord aboard. For this time, leave me. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. A public Place.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

1 Lord. Sir, I Avould advise you to shift a shirt ; the vio-

lence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice. Where
air comes out, air comes in ; there's none abroad so whole-

some as that you vent.

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it.— Have I

hurt him ?

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience. [Aside.

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass, if he

be not hurt ; it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it be not hurt.

2 Lord. His steel was in debt ; it went o' the backside

the town, [Aside.

Clo. The villain would not stand me.

2 Lord. No ; but he fled forward still, toward your face.

[Aside.

1 Lord. Stand you ! You have land enough of your

own ; but he added to your having
;
gave you some ground.

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans. Puppies !

[Aside.

Clo. I would they had not come between us.

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how long a

fool you were upon the ground. [Aside.
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Clo. And that she shoul 1 love this fellow, and refuse me !

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, slie ia

damned. \_A>side.

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her

brain go not together. She's a good sign, but I have seen

small reflection of her wit.

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the reflection

should hurt her. \_Aside.

Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber. 'Would there had been

some hurt done

!

2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall of an

ass, which is no great hurt. [Aside.

Olo. You'll go with us?

1 Lord. I'll attend your lordship.

Clo. Nay, come, let's go together.

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. A Room in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Imogen and Pisanio.

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o' the haven,

And question'dst every sail ; if he should write.

And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost

As offered mercy is. What was the last

That he spake to thee ?

Pis. 'TAvas, His queen, Ms queen!

Imo. Then waved his handkerchief?

Pis. And kissed it, madam.

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I !
—

And that was all ?

Pis. No, madam ; for so long

As he could make me with this eye or ear

Distinguish him from others, he did keep

The deck, Avith glove, or hat, or handkerchief.

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind

Could best express how slow his soul sailed on,

How swift his ship.

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him

As little as a crow, or less, ere left

To after-eye him.

Pis. Madam, so I did.

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; cracked them,

but

To look upon him ; till the diminution

Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle;
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Nay, followed him, till he had melted from

The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then

Have turned mine eye, and wept.—But, good Pisanio,

When shall we hear from him ?

Pis. Be assured, madam,
With his next vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to say. Ere I could tell him,

How I would think on him, at certain hours.

Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear
The shes of Italy should not betray

Mine interest, and his honor ; or have charged him,

At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight.

To encounter me with orisons, for then

I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could

Give him that parting kiss, which I had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father,

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north,

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. The queen, madam,
Desires your highness' company.

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them despatched.

—

I will attend the queen.

Pis. Madam, I shall. [^Exeunt.

SCENE V. Rome. An Apartment in Philario's House.

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman,
and a Spaniard.

lach. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in Britain ; he
was then of a crescent note, expected to prove so worthy,
as since he hath been allowed the name of; but I could then
have looked on him without the help of admiration ; though
the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled by his

side, and I do peruse him by items.

Phi. You speak of him Avhen he was less furnished, than
now he is, with that which makes him both without and
within.

French. I have seen him in France ; we had very many
there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he.

lach. This matter of marr.ying his king's daughter,

(wherein he mu'st be weighed rather by her value, than his

awn,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter.
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French. And then his banishment:

lach. Aj, and the approbation of those that weep this

lamentable divorce, under her colors, are wonderfully to

extend him ; be it but to fortify her judgment, which else

an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar without

more quality. But hoAv comes it he is to sojourn with you?

How creeps acquaintance ?

Phi His father and I were soldiers together ; to whom
I have been often bound for no less than my life.

Writer Posthumus.

Here comes the Briton. Let him be so entertained amongst

you, as suits, with gentlemen of your knowing, to a stranger

of his quality.— I beseech you all, be better known to this

gentleman ; whom I commend to you, as a noble friend of

mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter,

rather than story him in his own hearing.

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans.

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for courte-

sies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still.

French. Sir, you o'errate my poor kindness. I was glad

I did atone my countryman and you ; it had been pity, you

should have been put together with so mortal a purpose, as

then each bore, upon importance of so slight and trivial a

nature.

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young traveller

;

rather shunned to go even with what I heard, than in my
every action to be guided by others' experiences ; but upon

my mended judgment, (if I ofiend not to say it is mended,)

my quarrel Avas not altogether slight.

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of

swords ; and by such two, that would, by all likelihood, have

confounded one the other, or have fallen both.

lach. Can we, with manners, ask what was the difference ?

French. Safely, I think ; 'twas a contention in public,

which may, without contradiction, suffer the report. It was

much like an argument that fell out last night, where each

of us fell in praise of our country mistresses : This gentle-

man at that time vouching (and upon warrant of bloody

affirmation) his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, con-

stant-qualified, and less attemptible, than any the rarest of

our ladies in France.

lach. That lady is not now living ; or this gentleman's

opinion, by this, worn out.

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind.

lach. You must not sc far prefer her 'fore om-s of Italy
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Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France, I would

abate her nothing ; though I profess myself her adorer, not

her friend.

lacJi. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand com-
parison,) had been something too fair, and too good, for any
lady in Brittany. If she went before others I have seen,

as that diamond of yours out-lustres many I have beheld, I

could not but believe she excelled many ; but I have not

seen the most precious diamond that is, nor you the lady.

Post. I praised her, as I rated her ; so do I my stone.

laeh. What do you esteem it at?

Post. More than the world enjoys.

lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or she's

outprized by a trifle.

Post. You are mistaken. The one may be sold, or given

;

if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit for

the gift : the other is not a thing for sale, and only the gift

of the gods.

lach. Which the gods have given you ?

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep.

lack. You may wear her in title yours ; but, you know,
strange fowl light upon neighboring ponds. Your ring may
be stolen, too : so, of your brace of unprizable estimations,

the one is but frail, and the other casual. A cunning thief,

or a that-way accomplished courtier, would hazard the win-

ning both of first and last.

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a cour-

tier, to convince the honor of my mistress ; if, in the hold-

ing or loss of that, you term her frail. I do nothing doubt
you have store of thieves ; notwithstanding I fear not my ring.

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen.

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy seignior, I

thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we are familiar at first.

lach. With five times so much conversation, I should get
ground of your fair mistress; make her go back, even to

the yielding ; had I admittance, and opportunity to friend.

l^ost. No, no.

lach. 1 dare, thereon, pawn the moiety of my estate to

your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues it something.

But I make my wager rather against your confidence, than
her reputation ; and, to bar your ofi'ence herein too, I durst

attempt it against any lady in the Avorld.

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a persua-

sion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you're worthy of,

by your attempt.

lach. What's that?
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Post. A repulse ; though your attempt, as you call it,

deserves more ; a punishment too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too suddenly

;

let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be better acquainted.

lach. 'Would I had put my estate, and my neighbor's,

on the approbation of what I have spoke.

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ?

lacli. Yours ; whom in constancy, you think, stands so

safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring, that,

commend me to the court where your lady is, with no more

advantage than the opportunity of a second conference, and

I will bring from thence that honor of hers, which you

imagine so reserved.

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : my ring

I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it.

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If you

buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve it

from tainting. But, I see, you have some religion in you,

that you fear.

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue
;
you bear a

graver purpose, I hope.

lach. I am the master of ray speeches; and would

undergo what's spoken, 1 swear.

Post. Will you ?— I shall but lend my diamond till your

return.— Let there be covenants drawn between us. My
mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your unworthy

thinking ; I dare you to this match : here's my ring.

Phi, I will have it no lay.

lach. By the gods, it is one. If I bring you no sufficieift

testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily part of

your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; so is your

diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in such honor

as you have trust in, she your jewel, this your jewel, and my
gold are yours;— provided I have your commendation for

my more free entertainment.

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have articles

betwixt us :—only, thus far you shall answer. If you make

vour voyage upon her, and give me directly to understand

you have prevailed, I am no further your enemy; she is

not worth our debate : if she remain unscduccd, (you not

making it appear otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the

assault you have made to her chastity, you shall answer me
with your sword.

lach. Y^our hand ; a covenant. AYe will have these things

set down by lawful counsel, and str light away for Britain;
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lest the bargain should catch cold and starve. I will fetch
my gold, and have our two wagers recorded.

Post. Agreed. \_Exeunt Post, and Iach.
French. Will this hold, think you ?

Phi. Seignior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let us
follow 'em. \_Exeunt,

SCENE VI. Britain. A Room in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Coenelius.

Queen. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather those
flowers

;

Make haste. Who has the note of them ?

1 Lady. I, madam.
Queen. Despatch. \_Exeunt Ladies.

Now master doctor have you brought those drugs?
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, madam

;

\_Pre8enting a small box.

But I beseech your grace, (without ofience

;

My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds.
Which are the movers of a languishing death;
But, though slow, deadly?

Queen. I do wonder, doctor,

Thou ask'st me such a question ; have I not been
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not learned me how
To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so,

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

For my confections? Having thus far proceeded,
(Unless thou think'st me devilish,) is't not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions ? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, (but none human.
To try the vigor of them, and apply
Allayments to their act; and by them gather
Their several virtues, and efi"ects.

Cor. Your highness
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart.
Besides, the seeing these effects will be
iJoth noisome and infectious.

Queen. 0, content thee.

—

Enter PiSANio.

Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him [Aside^



Act I.] CYMBELINE. 109

Will I first work; he's for his master,

And enemy to my son.— How now, Pisanio ?

—

Doctor, your service for this time is ended;

Take your own way.

Oor. I do suspect you, madam;
But you shall do no harm. [Aside-

Queen. Hark thee, a word.

—

[To Pisanio.

Cor. [Aside.'] I do not like her. She doth think she has

Strange, lingering poisons; I do know her spirit,

And will not trust one of her malice with

A drug of such damned nature. Those she has,

Will stupefy and dull the sense awhile;

Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats and dogs;

Then afterward up higher ; but there is

No danger in what show of death it makes,

More than the locking up the spirits a time,

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fooled

With a most false efiect; and I the truer,

So to be false with her.

Queen. No further service, doctor,

Until I send for thee.

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit.

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? Dost thou think,

in time

She will not quench; and let instructions enter

Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work

;

When thou ^.halt bring me word she loves my son,

I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then

As great as is thy master
;
greater ; for

His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Is at last gasp. Return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is ; to shift his being,

Is to exchange one misery with another

;

And every day that comes, comes to decay

A day's work in him. What shalt thou expect,

To be depcnder on a thing that leans ?

Who cannot be new-built ; nor has no friends,

[The Queen drops a box; Pisanio tahes it up

So much as but to prop him ?— Thou tak'st up

Thou know'st not what; but take it for thy labor.

It is a thing I made, which hath the king

Five times redeemed from death ; I do not know
What is more cordial:— Nay, I pr'ythee, take it;

It is an earnest of a further good

That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
K
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The case stands Tvith her; do't, as from thyself.

Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think

Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my son,

Who shall take notice of thee. I'll move the king

To any shape of thy preferment, such

As thou'lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly,

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women

;

Think on my words. [^Exit Pisa.] —A sly and constant

knave

;

Not to be shaked ; the agent for his master

;

And the remembrancer of her, to hold

The hand fast to her lord.— I have given him that,

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her

Of liegers for her sweet; and which she, after,

Except she bend her humor, shall be assured

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies.

To taste of too.— So, so ;
— well done, well done.

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses,

Bear to my closet.— Fare thee well, Pisanio

;

Think on my words. \^Exeunt Queen and Ladies.

Pis. And shall do

;

But when to my good lord I prove untrue,

I'll choke myself; there's all I'll do for you. [Exit,

SCENE VII. Another Room in the same.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false;

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady.

That hath her husband banished ;— 0, that husband

!

My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated

Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen.

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable

Is the desire that's glorious. Blessed be those.

How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills,

Which seasons comfort.—Who may this be ? Fie

!

Ejiter Pisanio and Iachimo.

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome,
Comes from my lord with letters.

lach. Change you, madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in safety,

And greets your highness dearly. [Presents a letter
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Imo. Thanks, good sir

;

You are kindly welcome.

lach. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! [Aside.

If she be furnished with a nind so rare,

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I

Have lost the wager. Boldness, be my friend

!

Arm me, audacity, from Jaead to foot

!

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight

;

Rather, directly fly.

Imo. [Reads.] He is one of the noblest note, to loliose

kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Reflect upon Jiim

accordingly, as you value your truest Leonatus.

So far I read aloud

;

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warmed by the rest, and takes it thankfully.

—

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I

Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so.

In all that I can do.

lack. Thanks, fairest lady.

—

What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes

To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop

Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt

The fiery orbs above, and the twinned stbnes

Upon the numbered beach ? and can we not

Partition make with spectacles so precious

'Twixt fair and foul ?

Imo. What makes your admiration?

lach. It cannot be i' the eye ; for apes and monkeys
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and

Contemn with mows the other : nor i' the judgment

;

For idiots, in this case of favor, would

Be wisely definite : nor i' the appetite

;

Sluttcry, to such neat excellence opposed,

Should make desire vomit emptiness.

Not so allured to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow ?

lach. The cloyed will,

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire.

That tub both filled and running,) ravening first

The lamb, longs after for the garbage.

. Imo. What, dear sir,

Thus raps you ? Are you well ?

lack. Thanks, madam ; well.
—

'Beseech you, sir, desire

[To PjSANlO.
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My man's abode where I did leave him : he
Is strange and peevish.

Pis. I was going, sir,

To give him welcome. {^Exit PiSANlO.

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health, beseech you ?

Jach. Well, madam.
Imo. Is he disposed to mirth ? I hope he is.

lach. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there
So merry and so gamesome : he is called

The Briton reveller.

Imo. When he was here,

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times

Not knowing why.

lack. I never saw him sad.

There is a Frenchman his companion, one.

An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves

A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces

The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's free lungs, cries, 0!
Can my sides hold, to tJdnk, that man— ivho knows
By history, report, or his oivn proof.
What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose

But must he— will his free hours languish for
Assured bondage ?

Imo. Will my lord say so ?

lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with laughter.
It is a recreation to be by,

And hear him mock the Frenchman ; but Heavens know,
Some men are much to blame.

Imo. Not he, I hope.

lach. Not he : but yet Heaven's bounty towards him
might

Be used more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much;
In you,—which I count his, beyond all talents,

—

Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound
To pity too.

Imo. What do you pity, sir?

lach. Two creatures, heartily.

Imo. Am I one, sir?
You look on me. What wreck discern you in me.
Deserves your pity ?

lach. Lamentable ! What

!

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace
r the dungeon by a snuff?

Imo. I pray you, sir,
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Deliver with more openness your answers

To my demands. Why do you pity me?
lach. That others do,

I was about to say, enjoy your But

It is an office of the gods to venge it,

Not mine to speak on't.

Imo. You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me. 'Pray you,

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more

Than to be sure they do ; for certainties

Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing,

The remedy then born,) discover to me
What both you spur and stop.

lack. Had I this cheek

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch.

Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul

To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which

Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,

Fixing it only here ; should I (damned then)

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol
;
join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falsehood, (falsehood, as

With labor ;) then lie peeping in an eye,

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light

That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit.

That all the plagues of hell should at one time

Encounter such revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear.

Has forgot Britain.

lach. And himself. Not I,

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces

That from my mutest conscience, to my tongue,

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me hear no more.

lach. dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my heart

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady

So fair, and fastened to an empery.

Would make the greatest king double ! to be partnered

With tomboys, hired Avith that self-exhibition

Which your own cotfers yield ! with diseased ventures,

That play with all infirmities for gold,

Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boiled stuff,

As well might poison poison ! Be revenged

;

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.

Vol IV.—

8

k*
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Into. Revenged

!

How should I be revenged ? If this be true,

(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears

Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true,

How should I be revenged?

lach. Should he make me
Live, like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets

;

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps.

In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it.

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure

;

More noble than that runagate to your bed

;

And will continue fast to your affection.

Still close, as sure.

Imo. What, ho, Pisanio !

lach. Let me my service tender on your lips.

Imo. Away !— I do condemn mine ears, that havo
So long attended thee.— If thou wert honorable,

Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not

For such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange.

Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report, as thou from honor ; and
Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains

Thee and the devil alike. What, ho, Pisanio !

—

The king, my father, shall be made acquainted

Of thy assault. If he shall think it fit,

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart
As in a Romish stew, and to expound
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter whom
He not respects at all.—What, ho, Pisanio

!

lach. happy Leonatus ! I may say

;

The credit, that thy lady hath of thee.

Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness
Her assured credit !— Blessed live you long

!

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever

Country called his ! and you his mistress, only
For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon.
I have spoke this, to know if your afliance

Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord,

That which he is, new o'er. And he is one
The truest mannered ; such a holy witch,

That he enchants societies unto him
;

Half all men's hearts are his.

Imo. You make amends.
lach. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god

;

He hath a kind of honcr sets him off^
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More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry,

Most mighty princess, that I have adventured

To try your taking of a false report; which hath

Honored with confirmation your great judgment
In the election of a sir so rare.

Which, you know, cannot err. The love I bear him
Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you.

Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray your pardon.

Imo. All's well, sir. Take my power i' the court for yours.

lach. My humble thanks. 1 had almost forgot

To entreat your grace but in a small request,

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends,

Are partners in the business.

Imo. Pray, what is't?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord,

(The best feather of our wing,) have mingled sums,

To buy a present for the emperor

;

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done

In France. 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels,

Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great

;

And I am something curious, being strange,

To have them in safe stowage. May it please you
To take them in protection ?

Imo. Willingly

;

And pawn mine honor for their safety. Since

My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them
In my bedchamber.

lach. They are in a trunk,

Attended by my men. I will make bold

To send them to you, only for this night;

I must aboard to-morrow.

Imo. 0, no, no.

lach. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word,

By lengthening my return. From Gallia

I crossed the seas on purpose, and on promise

To see your grace.

Imo. I thank you for your pains

;

But not away to-morrow ?

lach. 0, I must, madam

;

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please

Ti) greet your lord with writing, do't to-night.

1 have outstood my time ; which is material

To the tender of our present.

Ivio. I will write.

Send your ti unk to me ; it shall safe be kept.

And truly yielded you. You are very welcome. [Exeunt.
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ACT II.

SCENE I. Court before Cjmbeline's Palace.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when I kissed

the jack upon an upcast, to be hit away ! I had a hundred
pound on't. And then a whoreson jackanapes must take me
up for swearing ; as if I borrowed mine oaths of him, and
might not spend them at my pleasure.

1 Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke his pate
with your bowl.

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, it

would have ran all out. \_Aside.

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is not for

any stand(!rs-by to curtail his oaths. Ha ?

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [Aside.'] crop the ears of them.
Clo. Whoreson dog!— I give him satisfaction ? 'Would

he had been one of my rank !

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [Aside.
Clo. I am not more vexed at any thing in the earth,—

A

pox on't I I had rather not be so noble as I am ; they dare
not fight with me, because of the queen, my mother. Every
jack-slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must go up
and down like a cock that nobody can match.

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and you crow,
cock, with your comb on. [Aside.

Clo. Sayest thou?

1 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should undertake every
companion that you give oifence to.

Clo. No, I know that ; but it is fit I should commit of-

fence to my inferiors.

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.

Clo. Why, so I say.

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that's come to court
to-night ?

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on't ?

2 Lord. He's a strange fellow himself, and knows it not.

[Aside.
1 Lord. There's an Italian come ; and, 'tis thought, one

of Leonatus' friends.

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he's another, what-
Boevcr he be. Who told you of this stranger ?

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages.
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Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? Is there no dero-

gation in't ?

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.

Olo. Not easily, I think.

2 Lord. You are a fool granted; therefore your issues,

being foolish, do not derogate. \_A8ide.

Clo. Corae, I'll go see this Italian. What I have lost to-

day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, go.

2 Lord. I'll attend your lordship.

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord

That such a crafty devil as is his mother

Should yield the world this ass ! a woman that

Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart.

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess.

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st

!

Betwixt a father by thy step-dame governed

;

A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer

More hateful than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act

Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm

The walls of thy dear honor ; keep unshaked

That temple, thy fair mind; that thou mayst stand,

To enjoy thy banished lord, and this great land ! [^Exit,

SCENE II. A Bedchamber ; in one part of it a trunk.

Imogen, reading in her bed; a Lady attending.

Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ?

Lady. Please you, madam.
Im,o. What hour is it ?

Lady. Almost midnight, madam.
Imo. I have read three hours, then ; mine eyes are weak.

—

Fold down the leaf where I have left. To bed

;

Take not away the taper ; leave it burning

;

And if thou canst wake by four o' the clock,

I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholly.

\_Exit Lady.

To your protection I commend me, gods

!

From fairies, and the tempters of the night,

Guard me, beseech ye ! \_Sleeps. Iachimo, from the trunk.

lach. The crickets sing, and man's o'erlabored sense

Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus

Did softly press the rushes, ere he wakened

The chastity he wounded.— Cytherea,
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How briivelj thou becomest thy bed ! Fresh lily !

And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch !

But kiss; one kiss!— Rubies unparagoned,

How dearly they do't !— 'Tis her breathing that

Perfumes the chamber thus. The flame o' the taper

Bows toward her ; and would underpeep her lids,

To see the inclosed lights, now canopied

Under these windows ; white and azure, laced

With blue of heaven's own tinct.— But my design?

To note the chamber.— I will write all down;—
Such, and such, pictures;— there the window;— such

The adornment of her bed;— the arras, figures.

Why, such, and such;— and the contents o' the story,—
Ay, but some natural notes about her body,

Above ten thousand meaner movables

Would testify to enrich mine inventory.

sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her

!

And be her sense but as a monument,
Thus in a chapel lying!— Come off", come off";—

\_TaMng off her bracelet

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard

!

'Tis mme ; and this will witness outwardly.

As strongly as the conscience does within.

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops

I' the bottom of a cowslip. Here's a voucher,

Stronger than ever law could make : this secret

Will force him think I have picked the lock, and ta'en

The treasure of her honor. No more.—To what end?
Why should I write this down, that's riveted.

Screwed to my memory ? She hath been reading late

The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf 's turned down,
Where Philomel gave up.— I have enough;
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night !— that dawning
]\1-v bare the raven's eye. I lodge in fear;

Thougii this a heavenly angel, hell is here. [^Clock strikes

One, two, three,—Time, time !

[Groes into the trunk. The scene closes.

SCENE III. An Antechamber adjoining Imogen's Apart-
ment.

Enter Cloten and Lords.

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in loss,

the most coldest that ever turned up ace.
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Clo. It would make any man cold to lose.

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble tem-

per of your lordship. You are most hot and furious, wheu

you win.

Olo. Winning would put any man into courage. If I could

get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough. It's

almost morning, is't not ?

1 Lord. Day, my lord.

Clo. I would this music would come. I am advised to

give her music o' mornings ; they say, it will penetrate.

Enter Musicians.

Come on ; tune. If you can penetrate her with your fin-

gering, so ; we'll try with tongue, too : if none will do, let

her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. First, a very excellent,

good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful sweet air, with

admirable rich words to it, and then let her consider.

SONG.

Harh ! hark ! the lark at heaven's gate singSj

And Pha^huB 'gins arise,

Mis steeds to water at those springs

On chaliced flowers that lies

;

And winking Mary-huds begin

To ope their golden eyes;

With every thing that pretty bin:

My lady siveet, arise;

Arise, arise.

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will consider your

music the better ; if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, which

horse-hairs, and cat-guts, nor the voice of unpaved eunuch

to boot, can never amend. [Exeunt Musicians.

Enter Cymbeline and Queen.

2 Lord. Here comes the king.

Clo. I am glad I was up so late ; for that's the reason I

was up so early. He cannot choose but take this service I

have done, fatherly.— Good morrow to your majesty, and

to my gracious mother.

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern daughter ?

Will she not forth?

Clo. I have assailed her with music ; but she vouchsafes

no notice.

Gym. The exile of her minion is too new

;

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time
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Must wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then she's yours.

Queen. You are most bound to the kingj

Who lets go by no vantages, that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself

To orderly solicits ; and be friended

With aptness of the season. Make denials

Increase your services; so seem, as if

You were inspired to do those duties which
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her,

Save when command to your dismission tends,

And therein you are senseless.

Olo, Senseless? not so

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome

;

The one is Caius Lucius.

Cym. A worthy fellow.

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now

;

But that's no fault of his. We must receive him
According to the honor of his sender

;

And towards himself his goodness forespent on us

We must extend our notice.— Our dear son,

When you have given good morning to your mistress,

Attend the queen, and us ; we shall have need

To employ you towards this Roman.— Come, our queen.

\_Exeimt Cym,, Queen, Lords, and Mess.

Clo. If she be up, I'll speak Avith her ; if not.

Let her lie still, and dream.—By your leave, ho ! [Knochs.

I know her women are about her ; what

If I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth
;
yea, and makes

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up

Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and 'tis gold

Which makes the true man killed, and saves the thief;

Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man. What
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for

I yet not understand the case myself.

By your leave. [KnocTcs.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. Who's there that knocks ?

Clo. A gentleman.

Lady. No more?
Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.
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Lady. That's more

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,

Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's pleasure?

Clo. Your lady's person ; is she ready ?

Lady. Ay,

To keep her chamber.

Olo. There's gold for you ; sell me your good report.

Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you

What I shall think is good?— The princess——

Enter Imogen.

Clo. Good morrow, fairest sister
;
your sweet hand.

Imo. Good morrow, sir
;
you lay out too much pains

For purchasing but trouble. The thanks I give,

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks.

And scarce can spare them.

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you.

Imo. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me.

If you swear still, your recompense is still

That I regard it not.

Clo. This is no answer.

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent^

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me. I' faith,

I shall unfold equal discourtesy

To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing

Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin

!

I will not.

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.

Clo. Do you call me fool \

Imo. As I am mad, I do.

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad;
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir.

You put me to forget a lady's manners.

By being so verbal ; and learn now, for all.

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce,

By the very truth of it, I care not for you

;

And am so near the lack of charity,

(To accuse myself,) I hate you; which I had rather

You felt, than make't my boast.

Clo. You sin against

Obedience, which you owe your father. For

The contract you pretend with that base wretch,

(One, bred of alms, and fostered with cold dishes,

With scraps o' the court,) it is no contract, none
',

And though it be allowed in meaner parties,

L
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(Yet who, than he, more mean?) to knit their souls
(On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary) in self-figured knot

;

Yet you are curbed from that enlargement by
The consequence o' the crown ; and must not soil

The precious note of it with a base slave,

A hilding' for a livery, a squire's cloth,

A pantler, not so eminent.
liiio. Profane fellow !

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more,
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom ; thou wert dignified enough,
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled
The under-hangman of his kingdom; and hated
For being preferred so well.

C^<>- The south-fog rot him !

Imo. He never can meet more mischance than come
To be but named of thee. His meanest garment,
That ever hath but clipped his body, is dearer.
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee,
Were they all made such men,—How now, Pisanio?

Enter Pisanio.

Qlo. His garment? Now, the devil-

Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee presently.

—

Clo. His garment ?

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool;
Frighted, and angered worse.— Go, bid my woman
Search for a jewel, that too casually
Hath left mine arm; it was thy master's; 'shrew me,
If I would lose it for a revenue
Of any king's in Europe. I do think
I saw't this morning ; confident I am,
Last night 'twas on my arm ; I kissed it.

I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord
That I kiss aught but he.

Pis. 'Twill not be lost.

Imo. I hope so; go, and search. {^Exit Pis.
y^^- You have abused me.

—

His meanest garment ?

Imo.
_

Ay; I said so, sir.

If you will make't an action, call witness to't.

(Jlo. I will inform your father.

Imo, Your mother too.
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope,
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But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir,

To the worst of discontent. \Exit,

Qlo. I'll be revenged.

—

His meanest garment ?—Well. \_Exit

SCENE IV. Rome. An Apartment in Philario's House

Enter Posthumus and Philario.

Post. Fear it not, sir. I would I were so sure

To win the king, as I am bold, her honor

Will remain hers.

Phi What means do you make to him?
Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time

;

Quake in the present winter's state, and wish

That warmer days would come : in these feared hopes

I barely gratify your love ; they failing,

I must die much your debtor.

Plii. Your very goodness, and your company
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king

Hath heard of great Augustus. Caius Lucius

Will do his commission throughly ; and, I think,

He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages,

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.

Post. I do believe,

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,)

That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear

The legions now in Gallia, sooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen

Are men more ordered, than when Julius Csesar

Smiled at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Worthy his frowning at. Their discipline

(Now mingled with their courages) will make known
To their approvers, they are people, such

That mend upon the world.

Enter Iaciiimo.

Phi. See ! lachimo !

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land

,

And winds of all the corners kissed your sails.

To make your vessel nimble.

Phi. Welcome, sir.

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made
The speediness af your return.
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la^h. Your lady

Is one of the fiiirest that I have looked upon.
Post. And, therewithal, the best; or let her beauty

Look through a casement to allure false hearts,

And be false with them.

lach. Here are letters for you.
Post. Their tenor good, I trust.

lach. 'Tis very like

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court,

When you were there ?

lach. He was expected then,
But not approached.

Post. All is well yet.

—

Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is't not
Too dull for your good wearing ?

lach. If I have lost it,

I should have lost the worth of it in gold.

I'll make a journey twice as far to enjoy
A second night of such sweet shortness, which
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won.

Post. The stone's too hard to come by.
lach.

^
Not a whit,

Your lady being so easy.

Post. Make not, sir,

Your loss your sport; I hope you know that we
Must not continue friends.

lach. Good sir, we must,
If you keep covenant. Had I not brought
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant
We were to question further ; but I now
Profess myself the winner of her honor.
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger
Of her or you, having proceeded but
By both your wills.

Post. If you can make't apparent
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand
And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion
You had of her pure honor, gains, or loses,

Your sword or mine; or masterless leaves both
To who shall find them.

lach. Sir, my circumstances,
Being so near the truth, as I will make them.
Must first induce you to believe; whose strength
J will confirm with oath; which, I doubt not,
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find
You need it not.
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Post. Proceed.

lach. First, her bed-chamber

(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess.

Had that was well worth watching,) it was hanged

With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story.

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman,
And Cydnus swelled above the banks, or for

The press oi boats, or pride ; a piece of work

So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive

In workmanship, and value ; which, I wondered,

Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,

Since the true life on't was

Post. This is true;

And this you might have heard of here, by me,

Or by some other.

lack. / More particulars

Must justify my knowledge.

Post. So they must.

Or do your honor injury.

lach. The chimney

Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece.

Chaste Dian, bathing. Never saw I figures

So likely to report themselves : the cutter

Was as another nature,' dumb; outwent her.

Motion and breath left out.

Post. This is a thing

Which you might from relation likewise reap

;

Being, as it is, much spoke of.

lach- The roof o' the chambei

With golden cherubins is fretted. Her andirons

(I had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids

Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely

Depending on their brands.

Post. This is her honor !

—

Let it be granted you have seen all this, (and praise

Be given to your remembrance,) the description

Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves

The wager you have laid.

lacJi. Then, if you can,

[_Pulling out the bracelet.

Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel. See !

—

And now 'tis up again : it must be married

To that your diamond; I'll keep them.

Post. Jove !

—

Once more let me behold it. Is it that

Which I left with her?
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lacJi Sir, (I thank her,) that.

She stripped it from her arm ; I see her yet

;

Her pretty action did outsell her gift,

And yet enriched it too. She gave it me, and said

She prized it once.

Post. May be, she plucked it off

To send it me.

lack. She writes so to you ? doth she ?

Post. 0, no, no, no : 'tis true. Here, take this too

;

\_Gives the ring

It is a basilisk unto mine eye.

Kills me to look on't.— Let there be no honor,

Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; love,

Where there's another man. The vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made,
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing.

—

above measure false

!

Phi. Have patience, sir,

And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won.

It may be probable she lost it ; or.

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted.

Hath stolen it from her.

Post. Very true

;

And so, I hope, he came by't.— Back my ring;

—

Render to me some corporal sign about her,

More evident than this ; for this was stolen.

lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears.

'Tis true;— nay, keep the ring
—

'tis true. I am sure

She would not lose it : her attendants are

All sworn and honorable.—They induced to steal k

!

And by a stranger?—No, he hath enjoyed her.

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is this,—she hath bought the name of whore thus dearly.—
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themselves between you

!

Phi. Sir, be patient.

This is not strong enough to be believed

Of one persuaded well of

Post. Never talk on't;

She hath been colted by him.
lach. If you seek

For further satisfying, under her breast

(Worthy the pressing) lies a mole, right proud
Of that most delicate lodginsr. By my life,

1 kissed it; and it gave me present hunger
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To feed again, though full. You do rememter
This stain upon her ?

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm

Another stain, as big as hell can hold,

Were there no more but it.

Inch. Will Tou hear more ?

Post. Spare your arithmetic ; never count the turns

Once, and a million

!

lach. I'll be sworn,

Post. No swearing.

If you will swear you have not done't, you lie

;

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny
Thou hast made me cuckold.

lach. I will deny nothing.

Post. that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal!

I will go there, and do't ; i' the court ; before

Her father.— I'll do something \ExiL
Phi. Quite besides

The government of patience !—You have won.

Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath

He hath against himself.

lach. With all my heart. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. The same. Another Room in the same.

Enter Posthumus.

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women
Must be half-workers ? We are bastards all

;

And that most venerable man, which I

Did call my father, was I know not where

When I was stamped ; some coiner with his tools

Made me a counterfeit. Yet my mother seemed

The Dian of that time ; so doth my wife

The nonpareil of this.— vengeance, vengeance
;

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained.

And prayed me oft, forbearance ; did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't

Might well have warmed old Saturn ; that I thought hei

As chaste as unsunned snow.— 0, all the devils!

—

This yellow lachirao, in an hour,—was't not ?

—

Or less,— at first. Perchance he spoke not; but,

Like a full-acorned boar, a German one,

Cryed, Oh ! and mounted ; found no opposition

But what he looked for should oppose, and she

Should fiom encounter guard. Could I find out



1-28 CYMBELINE. [Act III

The woman's part in me ! for there's no mo-tion
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm

It is the woman's part : be it lying, note it,

The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers
;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers

;

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,

Nice longings, slanders, mutability,

All faults that may be named, nay, that hell knows,
Why, hers, in part, or all; but, rather, all.

For even to vice

They are not constant, but are changing still

One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them,
Detest them, curse them. Yet 'tis greater skill

In a true hate, to pray they have their will;

The very devils cannot plague them better. [IJxit

ACT III.

SCENE I. Britain. A Roovi of State in Cymbeliiie's
Palace.

Enter Ctmbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords, at one door;
and at another., Caius Lucius, and Attendants.

Cym. Now say what would Ansfustus Caesar with us?
Luc. When Julius Csesar (whose remembrance yet

Lives in men's eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues,
Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britain,
And conquered it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,

(Famous in C-aesar's praises, no whit less,

Than in his feats deserving it,) for him.
And his succession, granted Home a tribute,

Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee lately
Is left untendered.

Queen. And, to kill the marvel,
Shall be so ever.

Glo. There be many Csesars,
Ere such another Julius. Britain is

A world by itself; and we will nothing pay,
For wearing our own noses.

Queen. That opportunity,
Which then they had to take from us, to resume



Act III] CYMBELINE. 129

We have again,—Remember, sir, my liege,

The kings your ancestors ; together with

The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscalable, and roaring waters
;

With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats,

But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of conquest
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag
Of came, and saw, and overcame : with shame
.'The first that ever touched him,) he was carried

From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping,

(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas,

Like egg-shells moved upon their surges, cracked
As easily '|?ainst our rocks ; for joy whereof,

The famed Oassibelan, who was once at point

(0 giglot fortune !) to master Csesar's sword.

Made Lud s town with rejoicing fires bright.

And Britons strut with courage.

Oh. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid. Our
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; and, as I said,

there is no more such Caesars : other of them may have
crooked noses ; but, to owe such straight arms, none.

Cym. Son, let your mother end.

Qlo. ^\'e have yet many among us can gripe as hard as

Cassibelan ; I do not say I am o-ne ; but I have a hand.

—

Why tribute ? why should we pay tribute ? If Caesar can
hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his

pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more
tribute, pray you now.

Cym. You must know,
Till the injurious Romans did extort

This tribute from us, we Avere free. Caesar's ambition,

(Which swelled so much, that it did' almost stretch

The sides o' the world,) against all color, here
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off,

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which
Ordained our laws

;
(whose use the sword of Caesar

Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and franchise.

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius made our laws,,

Who was the first of Britain which did put
His brows within a golden crown, and called

Himself a kincj.

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline,
Vol. IV.-9 ^ ^
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That 1 aiA to pronounce Augustus Caesar

(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than

Thyself domestic officers) thine enemj.
Receive it from me, then:—War, and confusion,

In Cresar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee ; look

For fury not to be resisted.— Thus defied,

I thank thee for myself.

Gym. Thou art welcome, Caius.

Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth I spent

Much under him ; of him I gathered honor

;

Which he, to seek of me again, perforce,

Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect.

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for

Their liberties, are now in arms ; a precedent

Which, not to read, would show the Britons cold.

So Caesar shall not find them.

Luc. Let proof speak.

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime with

us a day or two longer. If you seek us afterwards in other

terms, you shall find us in our salt-water girdle : if you bea*

us out of it, it is yours ; if you fall in the adventure, our

crows shall fare the better for you ; and there's an end.

Luc. So, sir.

Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he mine
;

All the remain is, welcome. \_Exeunt.

SCENE II. Another Room in the same.

Enter Pisanio.

Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not

What monster's her accuser?— Leonatus!

master ! what a strange infection

Is fallen into thy ear ! What false Italian

(As poisonous-tongued, as handed) hath prevailed

On thy too ready hearing ?— Disloyal ? No.

She's punished for her truth ; and undergoes,

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults

As would take in some virtue.— my master!

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were

Thy fortunes.— How! that I should murder her?
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I

Have made to thy command?— I, her?— her blood?

If it be so to do good service, never

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I,

That I should seem to lack humanity,
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So much as this fact comes to? Dot; the letter

[Reading.

That I have sent her, hy her oivn command
Shall give thee ojjportunitij

.

— damned paper!

Black as the ink that's on thee ! Senseless bauble,

Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'st

So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes.

Enter Imogen.

I am ignorant in what I am commanded.
Imo. How now, Pisanio ?

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo. Who ? thy lord ? that is m}'' lord ? Leonatus ?

learned indeed were that astronomer,

That knew the stars, as I his characters
;

He'd lay the future open.—You good gods,

Let what is here contained relish of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content,— yet not,

That we two are asunder, let that grieve him,

—

(Some griefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them,

For it doth physic love;— of his content.

All but in that !— Good wax, thy leave.— Blessed be

You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers,

And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike

;

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet

You clasp young Cupid's tables.— Good news, gods!

[^Reads.

Justice, and your father s wrath, should he take me in his

dominions, could not he so cruel to me as you, the dearest

of creatures, would not even renew me trith your eyes. Take
notice, that I am in Cambria, at Milford-Haven. IVhat

your oion love tvill, out of this, advise you, folloio. So, he

wishes you all happiness, that remains loyal to his votv, and
your, increasing in love, Leonatus Postiiumus.

for a horse with wings!— Hear'st thou, Pisanio?

He is at Milford-Haven ; read, and tell me
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean afi'airs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day?— Then, true Pisanio,

(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord; who long'st—
let me 'bate,— but not like me;— yet long'st,

—

But in a fainter kind— not like me;
For mine's beyond be^'ond) say, and speak thick

;

(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing,

To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is
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To this same blessed Milford. And, by the way,
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as

To inherit such a haven. But, first of all,

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going.

And our return to excuse.— But first, how get hence:
Why should excuse be born or e'er begot

!

We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak,

How many score of miles may we well ride

'Twixt hour and hour ?

Pis. One score, twixt sun and sun.

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too.

l7no. Why, one that rode to his execution, man,
Could never go so slow. I have heard of riding wagers,

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands

That run i' the clock's behalf. But this is foolery.—
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness, say

She'll home to her father ; and provide me, presently,

A riding-suit ; no costlier than would fit

A franklin's housewife.

Pis. Madam, you're best consider

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here,

Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them,

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee

;

Do as I bid thee. There's no more to say;

Accessible is none but Milford way. [^^xeunt>

SCENE III. Wales. A mountainous Country, with a
Cave.

Enter Belartus, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such

Whose roof's as low as ours ! Stoop, boys. This gate

Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you
To a morning's holy office. The gates of monarchs
Are arched so high, that giants may jet through
And keep their impious turbans on, without

Good morrow to the sun.— Hail, thou fair heaven!
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly

As prouder livers do.

Gui. Hail, heaven

!

Arv. Hail, ieaven

!

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport. Up to yon hill;

Your legs are young: I'll tread these flats. Consider,

When you above perceive me like a crow,
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That it is place whicli lessens, and sets off.

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you,

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war

;

This service is not service, so being done,

But being so allowed. To apprehend thus,

Draws us a profit from all things we see

;

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sharded beetle in a safer hold

Than is the full-winged eagle. 0, this life

Is nobler, than attending for a check

;

Richer, than doing nothing for a brabe

;

Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk

:

Such gain the cap of him, that makes him fine,

Yet keeps his book uncrossed : no life to ours.

Gui. Out of your proof you speak. We, poor unfledged,

Have never winged from view o' the nest ; nor know not

What air's from home. Haply, this life is best,

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you.

That have a sharper known; well corresponding

With your stiff age ; but, unto us, it is

A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed

;

A prison for a debtor, that not dares

To stride a limit.

Arv. What should we speak of.

When we are old as you ? when we shall hear

The rain and Avind beat dark December, how,

In this our pinching cave, shall we discurse

The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing.

We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey

;

Like Avarlike as the wolf, for Avhat we eat.

Our valor is, to chase what flies ; our cage

We make a quire, as doth the prison bird.

And sing our bondage freely.

Bel. How you speak !

Did you but know the city's usuries.

And felt them knowingly ; the art o' the court,

As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb

Is certain falling, or so slippery, that

The fear's as bad as falling ; the toil of the Avar,

A pain that only seems to seek out danger

r the name of fame, and honor ; which dies i' the search
;

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph.

As record of fair act ; nay, many times.

Doth ill deserve by doing Avell ; Avhat's worse.

Must court'sy at the censure.— boys, this story

The world may read ia me. My body's marked
M
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With Roman swords ; and my report was once

First with the best of note. Cjmbeline h)ved me;
And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off. Then was I as a tree,

Whose boughs did bend with fruit ; but in one night,

A storm or robbery, call it what you will.

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves,

And left me bare to weather.

Crui. Uncertain favor !

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft)

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevailed

Before my perfect honor, swore to Cymbeline,
I was confederate with the Romans. So,

Followed my banishment ; and, this twenty years.

This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world;
Where I have lived at honest freedom

;
paid

More pious debts to Heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time.— But, up to the mountains;
This is not hunters' language.— He that strikes

The venison first, shall be the lord o' the feast

;

To him the other two shall minister

;

And we will fear no poison, which attends

In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys.

\_Exeunt Gui. and Arv.
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature !

These boys know little they are sons to the king

;

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.

They think they are mine ; and, though trained up thus
meanly

I' the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit

The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them,
In simple and low things, to prince it, much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom
The king, his father, called Guiderius,— Jove!
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell

Tlie warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story: say,— Thus mine enemy fell

;

And thus I set my foot on his neck ; even then
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats.

Strains his young nervts, and puts himself in posture
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal,
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure,

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is roused I

—
Cymbeline ! Heaven and my consciei; ce knows,



ACT III.] CYMBELINE. 135

Thou didst unjustly banish me ; whereon,
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes

;

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as

Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile,

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother,
And every day do honoij^ to her grave.

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan called.

They take for natural father. The game is up. \^Exit.

SCENE IV. Near Milford-Haven.

Enter Pisanio and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, the

place

Was near at hand. Ne'er longed my mother so

To see me first, as I have now.— Pisanio! Man!
Where is Posthumus ? What is in thy mind.

That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that sigh

From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus.

Would be interpreted a thing perplexed

Beyond self-explication. Put thyself

Into a 'havior of less fear, ere wildness

Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter?
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with

A look untender ? If it be summer news,

Smile to't before ; if winterly, thou need'st

But keep that countenance still.— My husband's hand!
That drug-damned Italy hath out-craftied him.

And he's at some hard point.— Speak, man; thy tongue
May take off some extremity, which to read

Would be even mortal to me.
Pis. Please you, read;

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing

The most disdained of fortune.

Imo. [Reads.] Tliy 77iistress, Pisanio, hath played the

strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies whereof lie bleeding in

me. I speak not out of iveak surmises ; from proof as strong

as my grief, and as certain as I expect my revenge. That
part, thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy faith be not

tainted with the breach of hers. Let thine own hands take

away her life ; I shall give thee ojjportunities at Milford-

Haven. She hath my letter for the purjyose ; tvhere, if thou

fear to strike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art

thz pander to her dishonor, and equally to me disloyal.

I*is. What shall I need to draw my sword? the paper
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Hath cut hoi' throat already.— No, 'tis slander;

Whose edge, is sharper than the sword ; whose tongua

Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; Avhose breath

Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie

All corners of the world. Kings, queens, and states,

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave

This viperous slander enters.—What cheer, madam ?

Imo. False to his bed ! What is it to be false ?

To lie in w^atch there, and to think on him ?

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge nature,

To break it with a fearful dream of him.

And cry myself awake ? that's false to his bed ?

Is it?

Pis. Alas, good lady

!

Imo. I false? Thy conscience witness.— lachimo,

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency

;

Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, methinks,

Thy favor's good enough.— Some jay of Italy,

Whose mother was her painting, hath betrayed him.

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion
;

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls,

I must be ripped:— to pieces with me!— 0,
Men's vows are women's traitors ! All good seeming,

By thy revolt, husband, shall be thought

Put on for villany ; not born, where't grows

;

But worn, a bait for ladies.

Pis. Good madam, hear me.
Imo. True, honest men being heard, like false ^neas.

Were, in his time, thought false ; and Sinon's weeping
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity

From most true wretchedness. So thou, Posthumus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men

;

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjured,

From thy great fail.— Come, fellow, be thou honest

:

Do thou thy master's bidding : when thou seest him,
A little witness my obedience. Look

!

I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart.

Fear not; 'tis empty of all things but grief:

Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed,

The riches of it. Do his bidding ; strike.

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause

;

But now thou seem'st a coward.
Pis. Hence, vile instrument!

Thou shalt not damn my hand.

Imo Why, I must die;
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And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

No servant «)f thy master's. Against self-slaughter

There is a prohibition so divine,

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart

;

Something's afore't. Soft, soft; we'll no defence;

Obedient as the scabbard.—What is here ?

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus,

All turned to heresy ? Away, away,
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools

Believe false teachers : though those that are betrayed
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father,

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of common passage, but

A strain of rareness ; and I grieve myself.

To think, when thou shalt be disedged by her

That now thou tirest on, how thy memory
Will then be panged by me.—Pr'ythee, despatch.

The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife?

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding.

When I desire it too.

Pis. gracious lady.

Since I received command to do this business,

I have not slept one wink.

Imo. Do't, and to bed then.

Pis. I'll wake mine eyeballs blind first.

Imo. Wherefore then

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abused

So many miles with a pretence ? this place ?

Mine action, and thine own ? our horses' labor ?

The time inviting thee, the perturbed court,

For my being absent ; whereunto I never

Purpose return 'i Why hast thou gone so far.

To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand,

The elected deer before thee ?

Pis. But to win time

To lose so bad employment : in the which
I have considered of a course. Good lady.

Hear me with patience.

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary; epeak,

I have heard. T am a strumpet; and mine ear,

M*
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Theiein false struck, can take no greater wound,

Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

Pis. Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.

Imo. Most like

;

Bringing me here to kill me.

J'is. Not so, neither ;

But if I were as wise as honest, then,

My purpose would prove well. It cannot be,

But that my master is abused

;

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art,

Hath done you both this cursed injury.

Imo. Some Roman courtesan.

I^is. No, on my life.

I'll give but notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded
I should do so. You shall be missed at court.

And that will well confirm it.

Imo. ^^^Iij5 good fellow,

What shall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live ?

Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?

Pis. If you'll back to the court,

—

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado

With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing;

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

Pis. If not at court.

Then not in Britain must you bide.

Imo. Where then ?

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night.

Are they not but in Britain ? I' the world's volume

Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it

;

In a great pool, a swan's nest. Pr'ythee, think

There's livers out of Britain.

Pis. I am most glad

You think of other place. The ambassador,

Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven

To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise

That, Avhich, to appear itself, must not yet be,

But by self-danger; you should tread a course

Pretty, and full of view
;
yea, haply, near

The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh, at least,

That though his actions were not visible, yet
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Report should render him hourly to your ear,

As truly as he moves.

Imo. for such means !

Though peril to my modesty, not death on't,

I would adventure.

Pis. Well, then, here's the point.

You must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience ; fear and niceness

(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly,

Woman its pretty self) into a waggish courage

;

Ready in gibes, quick-answered, saucy, and
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,

Exposing it (but 0, the harder heart

!

Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch

Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget

Your laborsome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.

Imo. Nay be brief.

I see into thy end, and am almost

A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself but like one.

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit

('Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them. Would you, in their serving,

And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you are happy, (which you'll make him know,
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless.

With joy he Avill embrace you ; for he's honorable.

And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail

Beginning, nor supplyment.

Imo. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away

;

There's more to be considered ; but we'll even
All that good time will give us. This attempt

I am soldier to, and will abide it with

A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell

;

Lest, being missed, I be suspected of

Y'our carriage from the court. My noble mistress,

Here io a box ; I had it from the queen

;

What's in't is precious ; if you are sick at sea,

Or stomach-qualmed at land, a dram of this
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Will drive away distemper,—To some shade,

And fit you to your manhood;— may the gods
Direct you to the best

!

Imo. Amen ; I thank thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. A Room in Cymheline's Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords.

Cym. Thus far ; and so, farewell.

Luc. Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence

;

And am right sorry, that I must report ye
My master's enemy.

Cym. Our subjects, sir,

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself

To show less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear unkinglike.

Luc. So, sir, I desire of you
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.

—

Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you

!

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office;

The due of honor in no point omit.

—

So, farewell, noble Lucius.

Luc. Your hand, my lord.

Glo. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth

I wear it as your enemy.
Luc. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner ; fare you well.

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords,

Till he have crossed the Severn.— Happiness !

\_Exeunt Lucius and Lords.
Queen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honors us,

That we have given him cause.

Clo. 'Tis all the better

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it.

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor
How it goes here. It fits us, therefore, ripely,

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness.

The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britain.

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy business

;

But must be looked to speedily, and strongly.

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus,

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
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Where is our daughter ? She hath not appeared

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tendered

The duty of the day. She looks us like

A thing more made of malice, than of duty

:

We have noted it.— Call her before us: for

We have been too slight in suflferance.

[^Ezit an Attendant.

Queen. Koyal sir,

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired

Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty,

Forbear sharp speeches to her ; she's a lady

So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes,

And strokes death to her.

He-enter an Attendant.

Ct/7n. Where is she, sir? How
Can her contempt be answered ?

Atten. Please you, sir.

Her chambers are all locked ; and there's no answer

That Avill be given to the loud'st of noise we make.
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her,

She prayed me to excuse her keeping close;

Whereto constrained by her infirmity.

She should that duty leave unpaid to you
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this

She wished me to make known ; but our great court

Made me to blame in memory.
C^m. Her doors locked?

Not seen of late ? Grant, Heavens, that which I

Fear, prove false! [^Uxit,

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king.

Olo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,

I have not seen these two days.

Queen. Go, look after.

[^Uxit Cloten.

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus !
—

He hath a drug of mine. I pray, his absence

Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes

It is a thing most precious. But for her.

Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seized her
;

Or, winged with fervor of her love, she's flown

To her desired Posthumus. Gone she is

To death or to dishonor ; and my end
Can make good use of either. She being down,
I have the placing of the British crown.
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Re-enter Cloten.

How now, mJ son ?

Olo. 'Tis certain, she is fled;

Go in, and cheer the king. He rages; none
Dare come about him.

Queen. All the better; may
This night forestall him of the coming day ! \_Exit Queen,

Clo. I love and hate her; for she's fair and royal;
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one
Outsells them all. I love her therefore; but,
Disdaining me, and throwing favors on
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment,
That what's else rare, is choked; and, in that point,
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,
To be revenged upon her. For, when fools

Enter Pisanio.

Shall—Who is here? What! are you packing, sirrah?
Come hither. Ah, you precious pander! Villain,
Where is thy lady? In a word; or else

Thou art straightway with the fiends.

-^^^' 0, good my lord!
Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter,

I will not ask again. Close villain,

I'll have the secret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus?
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

Pis- Alas, my lord.

How can she be with him? When was she missed?
He is in Rome.

Olo. Whore is she, sir? Come nearer;
No further halting. Satisfy me home,
What is become of her ?

Pis. 0, my all worthy lord

!

plO' All worthy villain!
Discover where thy mistress is, at once,
At the next word,— No more of worthy lord,—
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pis.
^

Then, sir,

This paper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter.
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Clo. Let's see't.— I "will pursue her

Even to Augustus' throne.

Pis. Or this, or perish. ^

She's far enough; and "what he learns bj this, \ Aside.

May prove his travel, not her danger. )

Clo. Humph

!

Pis. I'll "write to my lord she's dead. Imogen,

Safe mayst thou "w^ander, safe return again ! [^Aside

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ?

Pis. Sii', as I think.

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand; I kno"vv't.— Sirrah, if thou

"wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service ; undergo

those employments, wherein I should have cause to use thee,

with a serious industry,— that is, what villany soe'er I bid

thee do, to perform it directly, and truly,— I would think

thee an honest man. Thou shouldst neither want my means

for thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment.

Pis. Well, my good lord.

Clo. Wilt thou serve me ? For since patiently and con-

stantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar

Posthumus, thou canst not in the course of gratitude but be

a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou serve me ?

Pis. Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand : here's my purse. Hast any of

thy late master's garments in thy possession ?

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit he

wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress.

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit hither;

let it be thy first service
;
go.

Pis. I shall, my lord. [^Exit.

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-IIaven.—I forgot to ask him

one thing ; I'll remember't anon.—Even there, thou villain,

Posthumus, will I kill thee.— I would these garments were

come. She said upon a time, (the bitterness of it I now
belch from my heart,) that she held the very garment of

Posthumus in more respect than my noble and natural per-

son, together with the adornment of my qualities. With

that suit upon my back, will I ravish her. First kill him,

and in her eyes, there shall she see my valor, which will

then be a torment to her contempt. He on the grouTid, my
speech of insultment ended on his dead body,— and when

my lust hath dined, (which, as I say, to vex her, I will exe-

cute in the clothes that she so praised,) to the court I'll knock

her back, foot her home again. She hath despised mo rc-

joicing/y, and I'll be merry in my revenge.
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Re-enter Pisanio, ivith the clothes.

Be those the garments ?

Pis. Ay, my noble lord.

Clo. How long is't since she went to Milford-Haven ?

Pis. She can scarce be there yet.

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the second
thing that I have commanded thee ; the third is, that thou
wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Be but duteous, and
true preferment shall tender itself to thee.—My revenge is

now at Milford ; 'would I had wings to follow it !— Come,
and be true. \_Exit.

Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss ; for, true to thee,

Were to prove false, which I will never be,

To him that is most true.— To Milford go,

And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, flow,

You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool's speed
Be crossed with slowness ; labor be his meed I [^Erit.

SCENE VI. Before the Cave of Belarius.

Enter Imogen^, in hoy's clothes.

Imo. I see a man's life is a tedious one.

I have tired myself; and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick,

But that my resolution helps me.— Milford,

When from the mountain-top Pisanio showed thee,

Thou wast within a ken. Jove ! I think

Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean,
Where they should be relieved. Two beggai^s told me,
I could not miss my w\ay. Will poor folks lie,

That have aflHictions on them ; knowing 'tis

A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder,
When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in fulness

Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood

Is worse in kings than beggars.—My dear lord!

Thou art one o' the false ones. Now I think on thee.

My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was
At point to sink for food.— But what is this?

Here is a path to it. 'Tis some savage hold

:

I were best not call ; I dare not call
;
yet famine,

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plent}'-, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever
Of hardness is mother.— Ho! who's here?
Jf any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage,
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Take, or lend.— Ho!— No answer? then I'll enter.

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't.

Such a foe, good Heavens

!

\_She goes into the cave

Enter Belarius, Guidbrius, and Arviragus.

Bel. You, Polydore, have proved best woodman, and

Are master of the feast. Cadwal, and I,

Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match.

The sweat of industry would dry, and die,

But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs

Will make what's homely, savory. Weariness

Can snore upon the flint, when restie sloth

Finds the down pillow hard.— Now, peace be here,

Poor house, that kcep'st thyself

!

Gui. I am thoroughly weary.

Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite.

Gui. There is cold meat i' the cave ; w^e'U browse on that,

Whilst wdiat we have killed be cooked.

Bel. Stay ; come not in.

[Looking in.

But that it eats our victuals, I should think

Here were a fairy.

Gui. What's the matter, sir?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not,

An earthly paragon!— Behold divineness

No elder than a boy

!

Enter Imogen.

Imo. Good masters, harm me not.

Before I entered here, I called; and thought

To have begged, or bought, what I have took. Good troth,

I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had found

Gold strewed i' the floor. Here's money for my meat.

I would have left it on the board, so soon

As I had made my meal ; and parted,

With prayers for the provider.

Gui. Money, youth?

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt

'

As 'tis no better reckoned, but of those

Who worship dirty gods.

Imo. ' I see you are angry.

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should

Have died had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound?
Imo. To Milford-llaven.

Vol. IV.— 10 n
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Bel. What is your name ?

Imo. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman, who
Is bound for Italy ; he embarked at Milford

;

To "whom being going, almost spent with hunger,

I am fallen in this offence.

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth,

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered

!

'Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer

Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it.

—

Boys, bid him welcome.

Crui. Were you a woman, youth,

I should woo hard, but be your groom.—In honesty,

I bid for you, as I'd buy.

Arv. I'll make't my comfort
He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother ;—
And such a welcome as I'd give to him.

After long absence, such is yours.— Most welcome!
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends.

Imo. 'Mongst friends,

If brothers!
—

'Would it had been so, that they"^

Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize
! ^ . t

Been less ; and so more equal ballasting
[

^^^*'^^*

To thee, Posthumus.
J

Bel. He wrings at some distress.

Gui. 'Would I could free't

!

Arv.
_ ^

Or I; whate'er it be,

What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods

!

Bel. Hark, boys.

[ Whispering,
Imo. Great men,

That had a court no bigger than this cave,

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue

Which their own conscience sealed them, (laying by
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,)

Could not outpeer these twain. Pardon me, gods

!

I'd change my sex to be companion with them.
Since Leonatus' false.

Bel. It shall be so;

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt.—Fair youth, come in;
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supped,
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story,

80 far as thou wilt speak it.

Gui. Pray draw near.
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Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, less

welcome.

Imc. Thanks, sir.

Arv. I pray, draw near. [^JExeunt.

SCENE VII. Rome.

Writer two Senators, and Tribunes.

1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ;

That since the common men are now in action

'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians;

And that the legions now in Gallia are

Full weak to undertake our wars against

The fallen-ofF Britons ; that we do incite

The gentry to this business. He creates

Lucius proconsul ; and to you, the tribunes.

For this immediate levy, he commands
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar

!

Tn. Is Lucius general of the forces ?

2 Sen. Ay.
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ?

1 Sen. With those legions

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy

Must be supplyant. The words of your commission

Will tie you to the numbers, and the time

Of their despatch.

Tri. We will discharge our duty. \^Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. The Forest, near the Cave.

Enter Cloten.

Clo. I am near to the place where they should meet, if

Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments serve

me ! Why should his mistress, who was made by him that

made the tailor, not be fit too? the ratlicr, (saving reverence

of the word,) for 'tis said a Avoman's fitness conies by fits.

Therein I must play the workman. I dare speak it to my-

self, (for it is not vain-glory for a man and his glass to con-

fer : in his own chamber, I mean,) the lines of my body are

as well drawn as his; no less young, more strong, not
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beneath liini in fortunes, beyond bim in tne advantage of

the time, above him in birth, alike conversant in general

services, and more remarkable in single oppositions
;

yet

this imperseverant thing loves bim in my despite. What
mortality is ! Posthumus, thy head, -which now is growing

upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour be off; thy mis-

tress enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces before thy face

:

and all this done, spurn her home to her father ; who may,

haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage : but my
mother, having power of his testiness, shall turn all into my
commendations. My horse is tied up safe : out, sword, and

to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put them into my hand ! This

is the very description of their meeting-place ; and the fellow

dares not deceive me. \_Uxit.

SCENE II. Before the Cave.

Utiter, from the Cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus,
and Imogen.

Bel. You are not well; [Tb Imogen;] remain here in

the cave.

We'll come to you after hunting.

Arv. Brother, stay here :

[To Imogen
Are we not brothers ?

Imo. So man and man should be

;

But clay and clay differs in dignity.

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.

Gut. Go you to hunting. I'll abide with him.

Imo. So sick I am not
;
yet I am not well

;

But not so citizen a wanton, as

To seem to die, ere sick. So please you leave me

;

Stick to .your journal course , the breach of custom

Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort

To one not sociable. I'm not very sick.

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here.

I'll rob none but myself; and let me die,

Stealing so poorly.

Crui. I love thee ; I have spoke it.

IIow much the quantity, the weight as much,

As I do love my father.

Bel. What? how? how?
Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me

In my good brother's fault. I know not why
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r love this youth ; and I have heard you say,

Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door,

And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say.

My father, not this youth.

Bel. noble strain

!

\^Aside

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness

!

Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base:

Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt and grace.

1 am not their father
;
yet who this should be,

Doth miracle itself, loved before' me.

—

'Tis the ninth hour o' the morn.

Arv. Brother, farewell.

Imo. I wish ye sport.

Arv. Your health.— So please you, sir.

Imo. {Aside.'] These are kind creatures. Gods, what

lies I have heard

!

Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court

;

Experience, 0, thou disprov'st report

!

The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish,

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.

I am sick still; heart-sick.— Pisanio,

I'll now taste of thy drug.

Crui. I could not stir him

;

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate

;

Dishonestly afllicted, but yet honest.

Arv. Thus did he answer me
;
yet said, hereafter

I might know more.

Bel. To the field, to the field.—

We'll leave you for this time
;
go in, and rest.

Arv. We'll not be long away.

Bel. Pray, be not sick,

For you must be our housewife.

Imo. Well, or ill,

I am bound to you.

Bel. And shalt be ever. \_Exit Imogen.

This youth, howe'er distressed, appears, he hath had

Good ancestors.

Arv. How angel-like he sings

!

G-ui. But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots in cha-

racters
;

And sauced our broths, as Juno had been sick,

And he her dieter.

Arv. Nobly he yokes

A smiling with a sigh; as if the sigh

Was that it was, for not being such a smile;

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fiy

N*
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From so divine a temple, to commix
With winds that sailors rail at.

Qui. I do note,

That grief and patience, rooted in him both,

Mingle their spurs together.

Arv. Grow, patience I

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine
His perishing root, with the increasing vine !

Bel. It is great morning. Come; away.—Who's there!

Enter Cloten.

Qlo. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain

Hath mocked me. I am faint.

Bel. Those runagates

!

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis

Cloten, the son o' the queen. I fear some ambush.
I saw him not these many years, and yet

I know 'tis he.—We are held as outlaws.— Hence.
Gui. He is but one. You and my brother search

What companies are near : pray you away

;

Let me alone with him.

[^Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus.
Clo. Soft ! what are you

That fly me thus? Some villain mountaineers?
I have heard of such. What slave art thou?

G-ui. A thing
More slavish did I ne'er than answering
A slave, without a knock.

Clo. Thou art a robber,

A law-breaker, a villain. Yield thee, thief.

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ?

Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art;

Why I should yield to thee ?

CIq. Thou villain base,

Know'st me not by my clothes ?

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal,

Who is thy grandfather ; he made those clothes,

Which, as it seems, make thee.

Olo. Thou precious varlet,

My tailor made them not.

Gui. Hence, then, and thank
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool;

I am loath to beat thee.
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Olo. Thou injurious tliicf,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Grui. Wliat's thy name ?

Olo. Cloten, thou villain.

Qui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name,

I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider,

'Twould move me sooner.

Olo To thy further fear,

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I'm son to the queen.

Crui. I'm sorry for't ; not seemicg

So worthy as thy birth.

Olo. Art not afeard ?

G-ui. Those that I reverence, those I fear— the wise;

At fools I laugh, not fear them.

Olo. Die the death.

When I have slain thee with my proper hand,

I'll foUf^w those that even now fled hence.

And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads.

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, fighting

Enter Belarius aiid Arviragus.

Bel. No company's abroad.

Arv. None in the world
;
you did mistake him, sure.

Bel. I cannot tell. Long is it since I saw him.

But time hath nothing blurred those lines of favor

Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice.

And burst of speaking, were as his. I am absolute

'Twas very Cloten.

Arv. In this place we left them.

I wish my brother make good time with him,

You say he is so fell.

Bel. Being scarce made up,

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension

Of roaring terrors ; for defect of judgment

Is oft the cure of fear. But see, thy brother.

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten's head.

G-ui. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse,

There Avas no money in't. Not Hercules

Could have knocked out his brains, for he had none

:

Yet, I not doing this, the fool had borne

My head, as I do his.

Bel. What hast thou done ?

Gui. I am perfect, what : cut off one Cloten s head

;

Son to the queen, after his own report

;
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Who called me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore,
With his own single hand he'd take us in,

Displace our heads, where, (thank the gods !) they grow,
And set them on Lud's town.

l^^l- We are all undone.
G-ni. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose,

But that he swore to take— our lives? The law
Protects not us; then why should we be tender
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us

;

Play judge, and executioner, all himself;
For we do fear the law? What company
Discover you abroad ?

Bel. No single soul

Can we set eye on ; but, in all safe reason.
He must have some attendants. Though his humor
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that
From one bad thing to worse ; not frensy, not
Absolute madness could so far have raved,
To bring him here alone. Although, pei'haps,

It may be heard at court, that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time
May make some stronger head ; the Avhich he hearmg,
(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear
He'd fetch us in

;
yet is't not probable

To come alone, either he so undertaking.
Or they so suffering. Then on good ground we fear,

If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.

Arv. Let ordinance
Come as the gods foresay it ; howsoe'er,

My brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day ; the boy Fidele's sickness

Did make my way long forth.

G-ui. With his own sword,
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en
His head from him. I'll throw't into the creek
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea.

And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten.

That's all I reck. [Exit
Bel. I fear 'twill be revenged

;

'Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done't ! though valor
Becomes thee well enough.

Arv. 'Would I had done't.

So the revenge alone pursued me!— Polydore,

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much,
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Thou hast robbed me of this deed. I would revenges,

That possible strength might meet, would seek us through.

And put us to our answer.

Bel. Well, 'tis done ;

—

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger

Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock

;

You and Fidele play the cooks. I'll stay

Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him

To dinner presently.

Arv. Poor sick Fidele !

I'll willingly to him. To gain his coloi*,

I'd let a parish of such Clotens' blood.

And praise myself for charity. [Exit

Bel. thou goddess,

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st

In these tAvo princely boys ! They are as gentle

As zephyrs, blowing below the violet.

Not wagging his sAveet head ; and yet as rough,

Their royal blood enchafed, as the rud'st wind,

That by the top doth take the mountain pine.

And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful.

That an invisible instinct should frame them

To royalty unlearned; honor untaught;

Civility not seen from other ; valor,

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop

As if it had been sowed ! Yet still it's strange

What Cloten's being here to us portends

;

Or what his death will bring to us.

Re-enter Guiderius.

G-ui. Where's my brother?

I have sent Cloten's clotpoU down the stream.

In embassy to his mother; his body's hostage

For his return. \_Solemn music.

Bel. My ingenious insti'ument

!

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! but what occasion

Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark !

Gui. Is he at home ?

Bel. He went hence even now.

Gui. What docs he mean ? Since death of my dear'st

mother

It did not speak before. All solemn things

Should answer solemn accidents. The matter?

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. j

Is Cadwal mad?
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Jie-enter Aviragus hearing Imogen, as dead, in his arms.

Bel. Look, here he comes.

And brings the dire occasion in his arms,

Of what we blame him for

!

Arv. The bird is dead,

That we have made so much on. I had rather

Have skipped from sixteen years of age to sixty,

To have turned my leaping time into a crutch,

Than have seen this.

Gui. sweetest, fairest lily

!

My brother wears thee not the one half so well,

As when thou grew'st thyself.

Bel. melancholy !

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find

The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare

Might easiliest harbor in?— Thou blessed thing!
Jove knows what man thou might'st have made ? but I,

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy!—
How found you him ?

Arv. Stark, as you see.

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber.
Not as death's dart, being laughed at ; his right cheek
Beposing on a cushion.

Gfui. Where ?

Arv. 0' the floor

;

His arms thus leagued. I thought he slept ; and put
My clouted brogues from off' my feet, whose rudeness
Answered my steps too loud.

Grui. Why, he but sleeps.

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed;
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted,
And worms will not come to thee.

Arv. With fairest flowers,

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele,

I'll sweeten thy sad grave. Thou shalt not lack
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor
The azured harebell, like thy veins ; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander.

Out-sweetened not thy breath. The ruddock would
With charitable bill (0 bill, sore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie

Without a monument !) bring thee all this

;

Yea, and furred moss besides, when flowers are ncnc,
To winter-ground thy corse.

Gfui. Pr'ythee, have dona;
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And do not play in wench-like words Avith that

Which is so serious. Let us bury him,

And not protract with admiration what
Is now due debt.— To the grave.

Arv, Say, where shall's lay Lim?

GiLi. By good Euriphile, our mother.

Arv. Be"t so.

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices

Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground

As once our mother ; use like note, and words,

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

G-id. Cadwal,

I cannot sing : I'll weep, and word it with thee

;

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse

Than priests and fanes that lie.

Arv. We'll speak it then.

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for Cloten

Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys

;

And, though he came our enemy, remember

He was paid for that. Though mean and mighty, rotting

Together, have one dust
;
yet reverence

(That angel of the world) doth make distinction

Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely;

And though you took his life, as being our foe,

Yet bury him as a prince.

(jTid. Pray you, fetch him hither.

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax,

When neither are alive.

Arv. If you'll go fetch him,

We'll say our song the whilst.— Brother, begin.

\Exit Belarius

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east

;

My father hath a reason for't.

Arv. 'Tis true.

Qui. Come on, then, and remove him.

Arv. So,— begin.

SONG.

Gui. Tear no more the heat of the sun.

Nor the furious winters rages;

Thou thy worldly task hast done,

Home art gone, and fa en thy wages

Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-i>weepers, come to dust.
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A.rv. Fear no more the frown o' the gre-at;

Thou are past the tyrant's stroke; i

Care no more to clothe, and eat

;

To thee the reed is as the oak.

The sceptre, learning, physic must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Gui. Fear no more the lightyiing flash.

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash ;

Arv. Thou hast finished joy and moan.
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee, and come to dust.

Gui. No exerciser harm thee

!

Arv. Nor no ivitehcraft charm thee

!

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee !

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee !

Both. Quiet consummation have

;

And renowned be thy grave.

Re-enter Belarius, ^vith the body of Cloten.

Gui. We have done our obsequies ; come, lay him down.

Bel. Here's a few flowers, but about midnight, more;
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o' the night,

Are strewings fit'st for graves.—Upon their faces

:

You were as flowers, now withered; even so

These herb'lots shall, which we upon you strow.

—

Come on, away ; apart upon our knees.

The ground, that gave them first, has them again

;

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.

[Exeunt Bel., Gui., and Aev.
Imo. [Aioaking.~\ Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; which is

the way ?

—

I thank you.— By yon bush?— Pray, how far thither?

'Ods pitikins ! Can it be six miles yet?
[ have gone all night.

—
'Faith, I'll lie down and sleep.

But, soft! no bedfellow;— gods and goddesses!

\_Seeing the body.

These flowers are like the pleasures of the Avorld;

This bloody man, the care on't.— I hope I dream;
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper.

And cook to honest creatures. But 'tis not so

,

'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing,

Which the brain makes of fumes. Our very eyes

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith,
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I tremble still with fear ; but if there be

Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity

As a wren's eye, feared gods, a part of it

!

The dream's here still ; even when I wake, it is

Without me, as within me ; not imagined, felt.

A headless man!—The garments of Posthumus !

I know the shape of his leg ; this is his hand

;

His foot Mercurial ; his martial thigh
;

The brawns of Hercules; but his Jovial face—
Murder in heaven?— How?—'Tis gone.— Pisanio,

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee !—Thou,

Conspired with that irregulous devil, Cloten,

Hast here cut off my lord.—To write, and read,

Be henceforth treacherous !— Damned Pisanio—
Hath with his forged letters,— damned Pisanio—
From this most bravest vessel of the world

Struck the main-top !— Posthumus ! alas.

Where is thy head ? where's that ? ah me ! where's that ?

Pisauio might have killed thee at the heart.

And left this head on.— How should this be? Pisanio?

'Tis he and Cloten ; malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. 0, 'tis pregnant, pregnant

!

The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murderous to the senses ? That confirms it home
;

This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's ! 0!—
Give color to my pale cheek with thy blood,

That we the horrider may seem to those

Which chance to find us. my lord, my lord

!

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Ofiicers, and a

Soothsayer.

Cap. To them the legions garrisoned in Gallia,

After your will, have crossed the sea ; attending

You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships.

They are here in readiness.

Luc. But what from Rome?
Cap. The senate hath stirred up the coiifiners,

And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits,

That promise noble service; and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo.

Sienna's brother.

Luc. When expect you them?
Cap. With the next benefit o' the wind.

Luc. This forwardness
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Makes cur hopes fair. Comraand, our present numbers
Be mustered ; bid the captains look to't.—Now, sir,

What have you dreamed, of late, of this war's purpose ?

Sooth. Last night the very gods showed me a vision,

(I fast, and prayed, for their intelligence,) thus :
—

I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, winged

From the spongy south to this part of the west,

There vanished in the sunbeams; which portends

(Unless my sins abuse my divination)

Success to the Roman host.

Luc. Dream often so.

And never false.— Soft, ho! what trunk is here,

Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that sometime

It was a worthy building.—How! a page!—
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather

;

For nature doth abhor to make his bed

With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.

—

Let's see the boy's face.

Cap. He is alive, my lord.

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.—Young one,

Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems,

They crave to be demanded : Who is this.

Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he,

That otherwise than noble nature did.

Hath altered that good picture ? What's thy interest

In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ?

What art thou?

Imo. I am nothing ; or if not.

Nothing to be were better. This was my master,

A very valiant Briton, and a good.

That here by mountaineers lies slain.—Alas

!

There are no more such masters ; I may wander
From east to Occident, qry out for service,

Try many, all good, serve truly, never

Find such another master.

Luc. 'Lack, good youth.

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than

Thy master in bleeding. Say his name, good friend.

Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do

No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope \_Aside,

They'll pardon it. Say you, sir ?

Luc. Thy name ?

Imo. Fidele, sir,

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same.

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name.
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say,
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Thou shalt be so well mastered ; but, be sure,

No less beloved. The Roman emperor's letters,

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner

Than thine own worth prefer thee. Go with me.
Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, an't please the gods,

I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig ; and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strewed his grave,

And on it said a century of prayers,

Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep and sigh

;

And, leaving so his service, follow you,

So please you entertain me.

Luc. Ay, good youth
;

And rather father thee, than master thee.—

•

My friends.

The boy hath taught us manly duties. Let us

Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can

And make him with our pikes and partisans

A grave. Come, arm him.— Boy, he is preferred

By thee to us ; and he shall be interred,

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes

;

Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. A Room in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pisanio.

Cym. Again ; and bring me word how 'tis with her.

A fever with the absence of her son

;

A madness, of which her life's in danger ;— Heavens,

How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen,

The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen

Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time

When fearful wars point at me, her son gone.

So needful for this present. It strikes me, past '

The hope of comfort.— But for thee, fellow,

Who needs must know of her departure, and

Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee

By a sharp torture.

Pis. Sir, my life is yours

;

I humbly set it at your will. But for my mistress,

I nothing know Avhere she remains, why gone,

Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your highness,

Hold me your loyal servant.

1 Lord. Good my liege,

The day that she was missing, he was here;
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I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform

All parts of his subjection loyally.

For Cloten,

—

There wants no diligence in seeking him,

And will, no doubt, be found.

Cym. The time's troublesome

;

We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy. \To PiSANiO

Does yet depend.

1 Lord. So please your majesty,

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn,

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply

Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent.

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen !

—

I am amazed with matter.

1 Lord. Good my liege,

Your preparation can aifront no less

Than what you hear of : come more, for more you're ready.

The want is, but to put those powers in motion,

That long to move.

Cym. I thank you. Let's withdraw

;

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not

What can from Italy annoy us ; but

We grieve at chances here.—Away. {Exeunt,

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since

I wrote him Imogen was slain. 'Tis strange.

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise

To yield me often tidings. Neither know I

What is betid to Cloten ; but remain

Perplexed in all. The Heavens still must work

:

Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be true.

These present wars shall find I love my country,

Even to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them.

All other doubts, by time let them be cleared

;

Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steered. [^Exit

SCENE IV. Before tlie Cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Ct-ui. The noise is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it,

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it

From action and adventure ?

Grui. Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us ? This way, the Romans
Must, or for Bi'itons slay us; or receive us
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For barbarous and unnatural revolts,

During their use, and slay us after,

Bel. Sons,

We'll higlier to the mountains ; there secure us.

To the king's party there's no going ; newness

Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not mustered
Among the bands) may drive us to a render

Where we have lived ; and so extort from us

That which we've done, whose answer would be death,

Drawn on with torture.

GruL This is, sir, a doubt.

In such a time, nothing becoming you,

Nor satisfying us.

A7'v. It is not likely.

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh,

Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes

And ears so cloyed importantly as now.
That they will waste their time upon our note.

To know from whence wx are.

Bel. 0, I am known
Of many in the army ; many years,

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king

Hath not deserved my service, nor your loves

;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding,

The certainty of this hard life ; ay, hopeless

To have the courtesy your cradle promised,

But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and
The shrinking slaves of winter.

Crui. Than be so.

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army.

I and my brother are not known
;
yourself.

So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown.

Cannot be questioned.

Arv. By this sun that shines,

I'll thither. What thing is it, that I never

Did see man die ? scarce ever looked on blood.

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ?

Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel

Nor iron on his heel ? I am ashamed
To look upon the holy sun, to have

The benefit of his blessed beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
Gut. By Heavens, I'll go

!

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave,

Vol. IV.— 11 0*
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I'll take the better care ; but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by
The hands of Romans !

A7'v. So say I ; amen.

Bel. No reason I, since on your lives you set

So slight a valuation, should reserve

My cracked one to more care. Have with you, boys

;

If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie.

Lead, lead.—The time seems long ; their blood thinks scorn,

[^
Aside.

Till it fly oat, and show them princes born. \^Uxeu7it.

ACT y.

SCENE I. A Field between the British and Roman
Camps.

winter Posthumus, with a bloody/ handkerchief.

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wished

Thou shouldst be colored thus. You married ones,

If each of you would take this course, how many
Must murder wives much better than themselves.

For wrying but a little ?— Pisanio !

Every good servant does not all commands

:

No bond, but to do just ones.— Gods! if you
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never

Had lived to put on this : so had you saved

The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack,

You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love

To have them fall no more : you some permit

To second ills with ills, each elder worse

;

And make them dread it to the doer's shrift.

But Imogen is your own. Do your best wdlls.

And make me blessed to obey!— I am brought hither

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight

Against my lady's kingdom. 'Tis enough
That, Britain, I have killed thy mistress

;
peace

!

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good Heavens,

Hear patiently my purpose. I'll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself

As does a Briton peasant So I'll fight
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Against the part I come with ; so I'll die

For thee, Imogen, even for whom mj life

Is, every breath, a death ; and thus, unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril

Myself I'll dedicate.. Let me make men know
More valor in me, than my habits show.
Gods put the strength of the Leonati in me !

To shame the guise o' the world, I will be^in
The fashion, less without, a-nd more Avithin. {_Ux{t.

SCENE 11. The same.

Enter, at one side, Lucius, Iachijmo, and the Roman Arnnj

,

at the other side, the British Army ; Leonatus Post-
HUMUS following it, like a poor soldier. They march over^

and go out. Alarums. Then enter again, in sldrmish,
Iachimo and Posthumus : he vanquisheth and disarmeth
Iachimo, and then leaves him.

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom
Takes off my manhood. I have belied a lady,

The princess of this country, and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me; or could this carl,

A very drudge of nature's, have subdued me,
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honors, borne
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn.

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. [^Exit.

The battle continues; the Bv'itons Jly ; Cymbeline is taken:
then enter, to his rescue, Belarius, Guiderius, and
Arviragus.

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the ground

;

The lane is guarded ; nothing routs us but
The villany of our fears.

Crui. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight

!

Enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons : They rescue
Cymbeltne, and exeunt. Then enter Lucius, Iachimo,
a7id Imogen.

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself;

For friends kill friend-, and the disorder's such

As war were hoodwinked.

lach. 'Tis their fresh suj)plie3.
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Luc. It is a day turned strangely; or betimes

Let's reinforce, or fly. [Exeunt

SCENE III. Another Part of the Field.

Enter Posthumus and a British Lord.

Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made the stand ?

Post. I did;

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers.

Lord. I did.

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost,

But that the Heavens fought. The king himself

Of his wings destitute, the army broken,

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying

Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted,

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touched, some falling

Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was dammed
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living

To die with lengthened shame.

Lord. Where was this lane?

Post. Close by the battle, ditched, and walled with turf,

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,

—

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserved

So long a breeding, as his white beard came to,

In doing this for his country :— athwart the lane.

He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run
The country base, than to commit such slaughter;

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Tho.n those for preservation cased, or shame,)

Made good the passage ; cried to those that fled,

Our Britain's hearts die flying., not our men

;

To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards! Stand!
Or we are Romans, and tvill give you that

Like beasts, which you shun beastly; and may sav6^

But to look back in frotvn ; stand, stand.— These three,

Three thousand confident, in act as many,
(For three performers are the file, when all

The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, sta^id,

Accommodated by the place, more charming,

With their own nobleness, (which would have turned

A distafi" to a lance,) gilded pale looks,

Part shame, part spirit lenewed ; that some, turned coward
But by example, (0, a sin in war,
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Damned in the first beginners !) 'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began

A stop i' the chaser, a retire ; anon,

A rout, confusion thick. Forthwith they fly

Chickens, the Avay which they stooped eagles ; slaves.

The strides they victors made : and now our cowards

(Like fragments in hard voyages) became

The life o' the need ; having found the back-door opec

Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound

!

Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friend?

O'erborne i' the former wave : ten, chased by one.

Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty

;

Those that would die or ere resist, are grown

The mortal bugs o' the field.

Lord. This w^as strange chance.

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys !

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it. You are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear.

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon't,

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one :

Tivo hoys, an old man twice a hoy, a lane,

Preserved the Britons, was the Romans hane.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir.

Post. 'Lack, to what end 1

Who dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend

;

For if he'll do, as he is made to do,

I know he'll quickly fly my friendship too.

You have put me into rhyme.

Lord. Farewell, you are angry. [Exit

Post. Still going ?—This is a lord ! noble misery !

To be i' the field, and ask, what news, of me !

To-day, how many would have given their honors

To have saved their carcasses ? took heel to do't,

And yet died too 1 I, in mine own woe charmed,

Could not find death, where I did hear him groan

;

Nor feel him, where he struck. Being an ugly monster,

'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds,

Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we

That draw his knives i' the war.—Well, I will find him

;

For being now a favorer to the Roman,

No more a Briton, I have resumed again

The part I came in. Fight I will no more.

But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall

Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is

Here made by the Roman
;
great the answer be
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Britons must take. For me, my ransom's death;
On either side I come to spend my breath

;

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again,

But end it by some means for Imogen.

Enter two British Captains and Soldiers.

1 Oap. Great Jupiter be praised ! Lucius is taken.
'Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels.

Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit,

That giive the affront with them.

1 Oap. So 'tis reported;
But none of them can be found.— Stand ! who is there ?

Post. A Roman

;

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds
Had answered him.

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog

!

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell

What crows have pecked them here. He brags his service

As if he were of note ; bring him to the king.

Enter Cvmbeline, attended; Belarius, Guiderius, Ar-
ViRAGUS, PiSANio, and Roman Captives. The Captains
p)rese7it Posthumus to Cymbeline, wlio delivers him over
to a Jailer : after ivhich^ all go out.

SCENE IV. A Prison.

Enter Posthumus and two Jailers,

1 Jail. You shall not now be stolen, you have locks
upon you

;

So graze as you find pasture.

2 Jail. Ay, or a stomach. [^Exeunt Jailers.

Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way,
I think to liberty. Yet am I better

Than one that's sick o' the gout ; since he had rather
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cured
By the sure physician, death ; who is the key
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art fettered
More than my shanks and wrists. You good gods, give me
The penitent instrument to pick that bolt.

Then, free forever ! Is't enough, I am sorry ?

So children temporal fathers do appease;
Gods arc more full of mercy. Must I repent?
I cannot do it better than in gyves,
Desired, more than constrained; to satisfy,
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If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take

No stricter render of me, than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile mei..

Who of their broken debtors take a third.

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again

On their abatement ; that's not my desire.

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and thoug A

'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life
;
you coined it,

'Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp

;

Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake.

You rather mine, being yours ; and so, great powers,

If you will take this audit, take this life,

And cancel these cold bonds. Imogen

!

I'll speak to thee in silence. [J?e sleeps.

Solemn musio. Enter, as an apimrition, SiciLius Leon-

ATUS, father to Posthiimus, an old man, attired like a

warrior; leading in his hand an ancient matron, his

wife, and mother to Posthumus, with musio before them

Then, after other music, follow the two young Leonati,

brothers to Posthumus, ivith ivounds, as they died in the

wars. They circle Posthumus round, as he lies sleeping.

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show
Thy spite on mortal flies

;

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide,

That thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.

Bath my poor boy done aught but well,

Whose face I never saw?

I died, whilst in the Avomb he staid

Attending nature's law.

Whose father, then, (as men report,

Thou orphans' father art,)

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him

From this earth-vexing smart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes

;

That from me was Posthumus ripped,

Came crying 'mongst his foes,

A thing of pity

!

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry,

Moulded the stuff so fair.

That he deserved the praise o' the world,

As great Sicilius' heir.

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man,

In Britain where was he
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That could stand up his parallel

;

Or fruitful object be

In eye of Imogen, that best

Could deem his dignity ?

Moth. With marriage wherefore was lie mocked,
To be exiled and thrown

l^rom Leonati' seat, and cast

From her his dearest one,

Sweet Imogen ?

Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo,

Slight thing of Italy,

To taint his nobler heart and brain

With needless jealousy

;

And to become the geek and scorn
0' the other's villany ?

2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came.
Our parents, and us twain,

That, striking in our country's cause,

Fell bravely, and were slain

;

Our fealty, and Tenantius' right,

With honor to maintain.

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath
To Cymbeline performed.

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods,

Why hast thou thus adjourned

The graces, for his merits due

;

Being all to dolors turned ?

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out

;

No longer exercise.

Upon a valiant race, thy harsh

And potent injuries.

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good.

Take off his miseries.

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion, help

;

Or we, poor ghosts, will cry

To the shining synod of the rest.

Against thy deity.

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal,

And from thy justice fly.

Jupiter descends in thunder mid lightning, sitting upon an
eagle : he throws a thunderbolt. The ghosts fall on their

knees.

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low.

Offend our hearing ; hush ! How dare you, ghosts,

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know,
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Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers.

Be not with mortal accidents oppressed

;

No care of yours it is
;
you know, 'tis ours.

Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift,

The more delayed, delighted. Be content

;

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift

;

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.

Our Jovial star reigned at his birth, and in

Our temple was he married.—Rise, and fade !
—

He shall be lord of lady Imogen,

And happier much by his affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine

;

And so, away : no further with your din

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.

—

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [^Ascends.

Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath

Was sulphurous to smell ; the holy eagle

Stooped, as to foot us : his ascension is

More sweet than our blessed fields ; his royal bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,

As when his god is pleased.

All. Thanks, Jupiter

!

Sici. The marble pavement closes ; he is entered

His radiant roof.—Away ! and, to be blessed.

Let us with care perform his great behest. [Crhosfs vanish.

Post. IWaJcing.'] Sleep, thou hast been a grandsire,

and begot

A father to me ; and thou hast created

, A mother and two brothers. But (0 scorn !)

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born.

And so I am awake.— Poor wretches that depend

On greatness' favor, dream as I have done

;

Wake, and find nothing.— But, alas, I swerve.

Many dream not to find, neither deserve.

And yet are steeped in favors ; so am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not why.

What fairies haunt this ground? A book? rare one!

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment

Nobler than that it covers ; let thy eff'ects

So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers,

As a good promise.

[Reads.] Wien as a lion's whelp shall, to himself unknown,

P
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without seeking find, and he embraced by a piece of tender

air; and ivhen from a stately cedar shall be loj^jjed

branches, which, being dead many years, shall after

revive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then
shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate^
and flourish in peace and plenty.

'Tis still a dream; or else such stuff as madmen
Tongue, and brain not ; either both, or nothing

;

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is.

The action of my life is like it, which
I'll keep, if but for sympathy.

Re-enter Jailers.

Jail. Come, sir, are you ready for death?
Post. Over-roasted rather ; ready long ago.
Jail. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready for that,

you are well cooked.

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators,

the dish pays the shot.

Jail. A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But the comfort
is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no more
tavern bills ; Avhich are often the sadness of parting, as the
procuring of mirth. You come in faint for the want of
meat, depart reeling Avith too much drink ; sorry that you
have paid too much, and sorry that you are paid too much

;

purse and brain both empty ; the brain the heavier for being
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of heaviness. !

of this contradiction you shall now be quit.— the charity
of a penny cord ! it sums up thousands in trice

; you have
no true debtor and creditor but it ; of what's past, is, and
to come, the discharge.—Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and
counters ; so the acquittance follows.

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.

Jail. Indeed, sii-, he that sleeps feels not the toothache.
But a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a hangman to
help him to bed, I think he would change places with his
officer ; for, look you, sir, you know not which way you shall go.

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow.

Jail. Your death has eyes in's head, then ; I have not
seen him so pictured. You must either be directed by some
that take upon them to know ; or take upon yourself that
which I am sure you do not know ; or jump the after-inquiry
on your own peril ; and how you shall speed in your jour-
ney's end, I think you'll never return to tell me
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Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to

direct them the way I am going, but such as wink, and will

not use them.

Jail. What an infinite mock is this, that a man should

have the best use of eyes, to see the way of blindness ? I

am sure hanging's the way of Avinking.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Knock oflf his manacles ; bring your prisoner to

the king.

Post. Thou bringest good news ;—I am called to be made
free.

Jail. I'll be hanged then.

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a jailer ; no bolts for

the dead. [Exeunt Posthumus and Messenger.
Jail. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and beget

young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet, on my con-

science, there are verier knaves desire to live, for all he be

a Roman ; and there be some of them, too, that die against

their wills ; so should I, if I were one. I would we were
all of one mind, and one mind good. 0, there were deso-

lation of jailers and gallowses! I speak against my present

profit ; but my wish hath a preferment in't. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. Cymbeline's Tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Belaeius, Guiderius, Arviragus,
PiSANiO, Lords, Officers, and Attendants.

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have made
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart,

That the poor soldier, that so richly fought,

Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose naked breast

Stepped before targe of proof, cannot be found.

He shall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him so.

Bel. I never saw

Such noble fury in so poor a thing
;

Such precious deeds in one that promised nought

But beggary and poor looks.

Cym. No tidings of him?
Pis. He hath been searched among the dead and living,

But no trace of him.

Cym. To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward ; which I will add

To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain,

[To Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.
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By -^vhom, I grant, she lives. 'Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are ;— report it.

Bel Sir,

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen

:

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest,

Unless I add, we are honest.

Cym. Bow your knees.

Arise, my knights o' the battle ; I create you
Companions to our person, and will fit you
With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter Cornelius and Ladies.

There's business in these faces.—Why so sadly

Greet you our victory? You look like Romans,
And not o' the court of Britain.

Oor. Hail, great king

!

To sour your happiness, I must report

The queen is dead.

Oym. Whom worse than a physician

Would this report become ? But I consider,

By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death

Will seize the doctor too.— How ended she?

Oor. With horror, madly dying, like her life

;

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded

Most cruel to herself. What she confessed,

I will report, so please you. These her women
Can trip me, if I err; who, with wet cheeks,

Were present when she finished.

Cym. Pr'ythee, say.

Cor. First, she confessed she never loved you ; only

Affected greatness got by you, not you;
Married your royalty, was wife to your place

;

Abhorred your person.

Cym. She alone knew this

;

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love

With such integrity, she did confess

Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life,

]5ut that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta'en off by poison.

Cym. most delicate fiend !

Who is't can read a woman?— Is there more?
Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she hall

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took.

Should by the mi'xute feed on life, and, lingering,
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By inches waste you. In whicli time she purposed,

By watching, weeping, tendence, kissing, to

O'ercome you with her show
;

yes, in time,

(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown.

But failing of her end by his strange absence.

Grew shameless desperate; opened, in despite

Of Heaven and men, her purposes ; repented

The evils she hatched were not effected ; so,

Despairing, died.

Cym. Heard you all this, her women ?

Lady. We did, so please your highness.

Cym. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful

;

Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart.

That thought her like her seeming ; it had been vicious

To have mistrusted her. Yet, my daughter

!

That it was folly in me, thou mayst say,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all

!

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other Roman
prisoners, guarded ; Posthumus behind, and Imogen.

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that

The Britons have razed out, though with the loss

Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit,

That their good souls may be appeased with slaughter

Of you their captives, which ourself have granted.

So, think of your estate.

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war. The day
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us,

We should not, when the blood was cool, have threatened

Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods

Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be called ransom, let it come. Sufficeth,

A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer.

Augustus lives to think on't ; and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat ; my boy, a Briton born.

Let him be ransomed ; never master had
A page 80 kind, so duteous, diligent.

So tender over his occasions, true.

So feat, so nurselike. Let his virtue join

With my request, which, I'll make bold, your highness

Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm.

Though he have served a Roman. Save him, sir,

And spare no blood beside.
p*
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Oym. I have surelj seen him;
His favor is familiar to me.

—

Boy, thou hast looked thyself into my grace,

And art mine own.— I know not why, nor wherefore,
To say, Live, hoy ; ne'er thank thy master ; lire

:

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt,

Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner,

The noblest ta'en.

Imo. I humbly thank your highness
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad*

And yet, I know thou wilt.

Imo. No, no; alack,

Thex'e's other work in hand. I see a thing
Bitter to me as death; your life, good master,
Must shuffle for itself.

Luc. The boy disdains me

;

He leaves me, scorns me ; briefly die their joys,
That place them on the truth of girls and boys.
Why stands he so perplexed ?

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy?
1 love thee more and more ; think more and more
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on? speak,
Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend?

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me,
Tha-n I to your highness; who, being born your vassal,

Am something nearer.

Oym. Wherefore ey'st him so?
Imo. I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you please

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart.

And lend my best attention. What's thy name?
Imo. Fidele, sir.

^

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page

;

I'll be thy master. Walk with me; speak freely.

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart.
Bel. Is not this boy revived from death ?

^fv. One sand another
Not more resembles ; that sweet rosy lad.

Who died, and was Fidele.—What think you?
G-ui. The same dead thing alive.

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us not ; forbear

;

Creatures may be alike. Were't he, I am sure
He would have spoke to us.

G-ui. But we saw him dead.
Bel. Be silent; let's see further.
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Pis. It is my mistress
; [Aside.

Since she is li^ing, let the time run on,

To good, or bad. [Cymbeline and Imogen come forioard.

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side

;

Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, \_To Iach.] step you forth;

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely

;

Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it.

Which is our honor, bitter torture shall

Winnow the truth from falsehood.— On, speak to him.

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render

Of whom he had this ring.

Post. What's that to him? [Aside.

Gym. That diamond upon your finger, say,

How came it yours ?

lacli. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that

Which, to be spoke, would torture thee.

Cym. How ! me V

lacli. I am glad to be constrained to utter that which

Torments me to conceal. By villany

I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel

;

Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more may grieve thee,

As it doth me) a nobler sir ne'er lived

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord ?

Cym. All that belongs to this.

lacli. That paragon, thy daughter,

—

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits

Quail to remember,— give me leave; I faint.

Cym. My daughter ! what of her ? Kenew thy strength:

I had rather thou should'st live while nature will,

Than die ere I hear more. Strive, man, and speak.

lacli. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock

That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accursed

The mansion where !) 'twas at a feast, (0, 'would

Our viands had been poisoned ! or, at least,

Those which I heaved to head !) the good Posthumus,

(What should I say? he was too good to be

Where ill men were ; and was the best of all

Amongst the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly,

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

For beauty that made barren the swelled boast

Of him that best could speak : for feature, laming

The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,

Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition,

A shop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for; besides, that hook of wiving,

Fairncijs which strikes the eye ;
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Oym. I stand on fire;

Come, to the matter.

lach. All too soon I shall,

Unless thou would'st grieve quickly.— This Postlmmus

(Most like a noble lord in love, and one

That had a royal lover) took his hint

;

And, not dispraising whom we praised, (therein

He was as calm as virtue,) he began

His mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being made,

And then a mind put in't, either our brags

Were cracked of kitchen trulls, or his description

Proved us unspeaking sots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.

laeh. Your daughter's chastity— there it begins.

He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams.

And she alone were cold. Whereat, I, wretch

!

Made scruple of his praise ; and wagered with him

Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore

Upon his honored finger, to attain

In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adultery. He, true knight,

No lesser of her honor confident

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring

;

And would so, had it been a carbuncle

Of Phoebus' wheel ; and might so safely, had it

Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain

Post I in this design. Well may you, sir.

Remember me at court, where I was taught

Of your chaste daughter the wide difference

'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quenched

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain

'Gan in your duller Britain operate

Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent

:

And, to be brief, my practice so prevailed,

That I returned with simular proof enough

To make the noble Leonatus mad.

By wounding his belief in her renown
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet,

(0 cunning, how I got it !) nay, some marks

Of secret on her person, that he could not

But think her bond of chastity quite cracked,

I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,
Methinks, I see him now,

Post. Ay, so thou dost,

\_^Coming forward.
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Italian fiend!— Ah me, most credulous fool,

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing

That's due to all the villains past, in being,

To come !— 0, give me cord, or knife, or poison,

Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send out

For torturers ingenious ; it is I

That all the abhorred things 0' the earth amend
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus,

That killed thy daughter;— villain like, I lie;

That caused a lesser villain than myself,

A sacrilegious thief, to do't.—The temple

Of virtue was she
;
yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set

The dogs o' the street to bay me ; every villain

Be called Posthumus Leonatus ; and

Be villany less than 'twas!— Imogen!
My queen, my life, my wife ! Imogen,

Imogen, Imogen

!

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear—
Post. Shall's have a play of this ? Thou scornful page,

There lie thy part. [_Striking her ; she falls.

JPis. gentlemen, help, help.

Mine, and your mistress.— my lord Posthumus

!

You ne'er killed Imogen till now.— Help, help!

—

Mine honored lady

!

Cpm. Does the world go round?

Post. How come these staggers on me ?

Pis. Wake, my mistresfj

!

Ci/m. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me
To death v^ith mortal joy.

Pis. How fares my mistress ?

Imo. 0, get thee from my sight

;

Thou gav'st me poison. Dangerous fellow, hence !

Breathe not where princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen

!

Pis. Lady,
The gods tlirow stones of sulphur on me, if

That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen.

Ct/vi. New matter still ?

Imo. It poisoned me.

Cor. gods

!

I left out one thing which the queen confessed.

Which must approve thee honest. If Pisanio
Have, said she, given his mistress that confectijn,

Vol. IV —12
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WTiich I gave Mm for a cordial, she is served

As I would serve a rat.

Cym. What's this, Cornelius?

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importuned me
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending

The satisfaction of her knowledge, only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs

Of no esteem. I, dreading that her purpose

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease

The present power of life ; but, in short time,

All offices of nature should again

Do their due functions.— Have you ta'en of it?

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys,

There was our error.

Griii. This is, sure, Fidele.

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you?
Think that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. [Embracing him.

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul,

Till the tree die!

Oym. How now, my flesh, my child?

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ?

Wilt thou not speak to me ?

Imo. Your blessing, sir.

[Kneeling.

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not

;

You had a motive for't. [To Gui. and Arv
Cym. My tears that fall,

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen,
Thy mother's dead.

Imo. I am sorry for't, my lord.

Cym. 0, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was,

That we meet here so strangely. But her son

Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Pis. My lord,

Now fear is from me, I'll speak truth. Lord Cloten,

Upon my lady's missing, came to me
With his sword drawn ; foamed at the mouth, and swore.

If I discovered not which way she was gone,

It was my instant death. By accident,

I had a feigned letter of my master's

Then in my pocket ; which directed him
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford;

Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments,
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Which he enforced from me, away he posts

With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate

My hidy's hanor. What became of him,

I further know not.

Crui. Let me end the story:

I slew him there.

Oym. Marry, the gods forefend

!

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips

Pluck a hard sentence. Pr'ythee, valiant youth,
Deny't again.

G-ui. I have spoke it, and I did it.

Oym. He was a prince.

G-ui. A most uncivil one. The wrongs he did me
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me
With language that would make me spurn the sea,

If it could so roar to me. I cut off's head;
And am right glad, he is not standing here

To tell this tale of mine.

Oym. I am sorry for thee

;

By thine own tongue thou art condemned, and must
Endure our law. Thou art dead.

Imo. That headless man
I thought had been my lord.

Oym. Bind the offender,

And take him from our presence.

Bel. Stay, sir king.

This man is better than the man he slew.

As well descended as thyself; and hath

More of thee merited than a band of Clotens

Had ever scar for.— Let his arms alone; \_To the Guard.
They were not born for bondage.

Oym. Why, old soldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for.

By tasting of our wrath 'i How of descent

As good ijs we ?

Arv. In that he spake too far.

Oym. And thou shalt die for't.

Bel. We will die all three

;

But I will prove, that two of us are as good
As I have given out him.—My sons, I must,

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech.

Though, haply, well for you.

Arv. Your danger is

Ours.

Gui. And our good his.

Bel. Have at it, then.

—



180 CYMBELINE. [Act V

By leave; --thou hadst, great king, a subject, who

Was called Belarius.

Cym. What of him ? he is

A banished traitor.

Bel. He it is, that hath

Assumed this age : indeed, a banished man
;

I know not how, a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence

;

The whole world shall not save him.

Bel. Not too hot

;

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons

;

And let it be confiscate all, so soon

As I have received it.

Cym. Nursing of my sons !

Bel. I am too blunt and saucy. Here's my knee.

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons;

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir.

These two young gentlemen, that call me father,

And think they are my sons, are none of mine;

They are the issue of your loins, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How ! my issue ?

Bel. So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan,

Am that Belarius whom you sometime banished.

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment

Itself, and all my treason : that I suffered.

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes

(For such, and so they are) these twenty year

Have I trained up ; those arts they have, as I

Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as

Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,

Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children

Upon my banishment. I moved her to't

;

Having received the punishment before.

For that which I did then. Beaten for loyalty

Excited me to treason ; their dear loss,

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shaped

Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir,

Here are your sons again ; and I must lose

Two of the sweet'st companions in the world.

—

The benediction of these covering heavens

Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy

To inlay heaven with stars.

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st

The service, that you three have done, is more

Unlike than this thou tell'st. I lost my children;
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If these be they, I know not how to wish

A pair of worthier sons.

Bel. Be pleased a while.—

-

This gentleman, Avhom I call Polydore,

Most Avorthj prince, as yours, is true Guiderius.

This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,

Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapped

In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand

Of his queen mother, which, for more probation

I can with ease produce.

Cym. Guiderius had

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star;

It was a mark of wonder.

Bel. This is he

;

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp>

It was wise nature's end, in the donation,

To be his evidence now.

Gym. 0, what am I

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother

Rejoiced deliverance more.—Blessed may you be,

That after this strange starting from your orbs,

You may reign in them now !— Imogen,

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom.

Imo. No, my lord
;

I have got two worlds by't.— my gentle brothers,

Have we thus met? 0, never say hereafter.

But I am truest speaker : you called me brother,

When I was but your sister ; I you brothers.

When you were so indeed.

Qym. Did you e'er meet ?

Arv. Ay, my good lord.

Gui. And at first meeting loved;

Continued so, until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallowed.

Cym. rare instinct!

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridgement

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which

Distinction should be rich in.—Where? how lived you?

And when came you to serve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers ? how fii-st met them ?

Why fled you from the court? and whither? These,

And your three motives to the battle, with

I know not how much more, should be demanded
;

And all the other by-dependencies,

From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place,

Will serve our long intergatories. See,

Q
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Posthumus anchors upon Imogen;
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting

Each object with a joy ; the counterchange
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground,
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.

—

Thou art my brother ; so we'll hold thee ever.

[To Belarius
l77io. You are my father too ; and did relieve me,

To see this gracious season.

Ci/m. All o'erjoyed,

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too,

For they shall taste our comfort.

Imo. My good master,

I will yet do you service.

Luc. Happy be you !

0^/771. The forlorn soldier that so nobly fought.

He would have well becomed this place, and graced
The thankings of a king.

Post. I am, sir,

The soldier that did company these three

In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for

The purpose I then followed.—That I was he,

Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might
Have made you finish.

laeh. I am down again
; [ICneeling

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee,
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech you.
Which I so often owe ; but, your ring first

;

And here the bracelet of the truest princess,

That ever swore her faith.

Post. Kneel not to me;
The power that I have on you, is to spare you

;

The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live,
And deal with others better.

Ci/m. Nobly doomed.
We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law;

Pardon's the word to all.

-4ri'. You holp us, sir,

As you did mean indeed to be our brother;
Joyed are we, that you are.

Fast. Your servant, princes.— Good my lord of Rome,
Call forth your soothsayer. As I slept, methought,
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back,

Appeared to me, with other spritely shows
Of mine own kindred: when I waked, I found
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This label on my bosom ; whose containing

Is so from sense in hardness, that I can

Make no collection of it ; let him show

His skill in the construction.

Luc. Philarmonus,

Sooth. Here, my good lord.

JjUO. Read and declare the meaning.

Sooth. [Reads.) When as a lion's ivhelp shall, to himself

unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced by a piece

of tende?- air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lop-

ped branches, which, being dead many years, shall after

revive, be jointed to the old, stock, and freshly groiv ; then

shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and

flourish in peace and plenty.

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp

;

The fit and apt construction of thy name,

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much.

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,

[Tb Cymbeline.

Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer

We term it mulier ; which mulier, I divine,

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now,

Answering the letter of the oracle,

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipped about

With this most tender air.

Oym. This hath some seeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,

Personates thee ; and thy lopped branches point

Thy two sons forth ; who, by Belarius stolen.

For many years thought dead, are now revived,

To the majestic cedar joined; whose issue

Promises Britain peace and plenty.

Cym. ^
Well,

My peace we will begin.—And, Caius Lucius,

Although the victor, Ave submit to Caesar,

And to the Roman empire
;
promising

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which

We were dissuaded by our wicked queen;

Whom Heavens, in justice, (both on her and hers,)

Have laid most heavy hand.

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune

The harmony of this peace. The vision

Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke

Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant
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Is full accomplished. For the Roman eegle,

From south to west on wing soaring aloft,

Lessened herself, and in the beams o'the sun
So vanished ; which foreshowed our princely eagle,

The imperial Caesar, should again unite

His favor with the radiant Cymbeline,
Which shines here in the west.

Cym. Laud we the gods

;

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils

From our blest altars ! Publish we this peace
To all our subjects. Set we forward. Let
A Roman and a British ensign wave
Friendly together; so through Lud's town march;
And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts.

—

Set on there.—Never was a war did cease,

Ere bloody hands were washed, with such a peace.

{Exeunt.
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TITUS ANDRONICUS.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Rome. Before the Capitol.

The tomb of the Andronici appearing: the Tribunes and
Senators ahft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, Saturni-

NUS and his Folloivers, on one side; and Bassianus a7id

his Followers on the other ; loith drum and colore.

Saturninus. Noble patricians, patrons of my right,

Defend the justice of my cause with arms;

And, countrymen, my loving followers,

Plead my successive title with your swords.

I am his first-born son, that was the last

That ware the imperial diadem of Rome

;

Then let my father's honors live in me,

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Bas. Romans,—friends, followers, favorers of my right, -

If ever Bassianus, Caesar's son,

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,

Keep then this passage to the Capitol

;

And suifer not dishonor to approach

The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate,

To justice, continence, and nobility

:

But let desert in pure election shine

;

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft, with the crown.

3Iar. Princes that strive by factions, and by friends.

Ambitiously for rule and empery,

—

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand

A special party, have, by common voice,

In election for the Roman empery,
a 87)
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Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius,

For many good and great deserts to Rome;
A nobler man, a braver warrior.

Lives not this day within the city walls.

He bj the senate is accited home,
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths;
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,

Hath yoked a nation strong, trained up in arms.
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms
Our enemies' pride. Five times he hath returned
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons
In coffins from the field

;

And now at last, laden with honor's spoils,

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms.
Let us entreat,— by honor of his name,
Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed,
And in the Capitol and senate's right.

Whom you pretend to honor and adore,

—

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength;
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should,
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness.

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thoughts

!

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do aify
In thy uprightness and integrity.

And so I love and honor thee and thine,
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons,
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all,

Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament.
That I M'ill here dismiss my loving friends;
And to my fortunes, and the people's favor,
Commit my cause in balance to be weighed.

[Exeunt the followers of Bassianus.
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my right,

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all

;

And to the love and favor of my country
Commit myself, my person, and the cause.

[Exeunt the followers of Saturninus.
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me.
As I am confident and kind to thee.

—

Open the gates, and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor.
[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, arhd- exeunt

with Senators, Marcus, ^c.
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SCENE II. The same.

Enter a Captain and others.

Cap. Romans, make way ; the good Andronicug,

Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion,

Successful in the battles that he fights.

With honor and with fortune is returned,

From where he circumscribed with his sword,

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Flourish of trumpets, ^"c. Enter MuTius and Martius
,

after them tivo men hearing a coffin covered with black ;

then QuiNTUS and Lucius. After them, Titus Andro
Nicus ; a7id then Tamora, tvith Alarbus, Chiron, De
METRius, Aaron, and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers

and People following. The hearers set down the coffin,

and Titus speaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds

!

Lo, as the bark that hath discharged her fraught,

Returns with precious lading to the bay.

From whence at first she weighed her anchorage,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,

To re-salute his country with his tears

;

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.

—

Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend!—
Romans, of five-and-twenty valiant sons.

Half of the number that king Priam had,

Behold the poor remains alive, and dead !

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love;

These that I bring unto their latest home.

With burial amongst their ancestors.

Here Goths have given rne leave to sheathe my sword.

Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own.

Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet.

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?—
Make way to lay them by their brethren.

[27<e tomb is opened.

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont.

And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars !

sacred receptacle of my joys,

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility.

How many sons of mine hast thou in store,

That thou wilt never render to me more

!

Lue. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths,
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That we may heAV his limbs, and, on a pile,

Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh,

Before this earthly prison of their bones

;

That so th-e shadows be not unappeased,

Nor we disturbed Avith prodigies on earth.

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives,

The eldest son of this distressed queen.

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren.— Gracious canqueror,

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed,

A mother's tears in passion for her son

;

And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee,

0, think my son to be as dear to me. •

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs, and return,

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke

;

But must my sons be slaughtered in the streets

For valiant doings in their country's cause ?

! if to fight for king and commonweal
Were piety in thine, it is in these.

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood.

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods?

Draw near them then in being merciful

:

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge.

Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son.

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me.

These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld

Alive, and dead; and for their brethren slain,

Religiously they ask a sacrifice.

To this your son is marked ; and die he must,

To appease their groaning shadows that are gone.

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight

;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood,

Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consumed.

\_Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and
MuTius, with Alarbus.

Tarn. cruel, irreligious piety

!

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous ?

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive

To tremble under Titus' threatening look.

Then, madam, stand resolved ; but hope withal,

The self-same gods, that armed the queen of Troy
With opportunity of sharp revenge

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent.

May favor Tamora, the queen of Goths,
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(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,)

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Muxius, with
their sivords bloody.

Luc. See, lord and father, how ve have performed
Our Roman rites. Alarbus' limbs are lopped,

And entrails feed the sacrificing fire,

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky.

Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren.

And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome.
Tit. Let it be so ; and let Andronicus

Make this his latest farewell to their souls.

\_Trumpets sounded, and the coffins laid in the tamh.

In peace and honor, rest you here, my sons

;

Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in rest,

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps

!

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells.

Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms,

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep.

Enter Lavinia.

In peace and honor rest you here, my sons !

Lav. In peace and honor live lord Titus long;

My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethren's obsequies

;

And at thy feet I kneel with tears of joy

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome.

0, bless me here with thy victorious hand,

Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud.

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserved

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !

—

Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father's days.

And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise

!

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Sat urn in us, Bassiands,

and others.

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome

!

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcu8.

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful wars,

You that survive, and you that sleep in fame.

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all.

That in your country's service drew your swords;

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp,
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That hath aspired to Solon's happiness,

And triumphs over chance, in honor's bed.

—

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been.

Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust,

This palliaraent of Avhite and spotless hue
;

And name thee in election for the empire,

With these our late deceased emperor's sons.

Be candidatus then, and put it on.

And help to set a head on headless Rome.
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits,

Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness.

What ! should I don this robe, and trouble you ?

Be chosen with proclamations to-day

;

To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life.

And set abroad new business for you all?

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years,

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons,

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms.

In right and service of their noble country.

Give me a staff of honor for mine age,

But not a sceptre to control the world.

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last.

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery.
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell ?

—

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine.

Sat. Romans, do me right ;

—

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them not
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor.

—

Andronicus, 'would thou wert shipped to hell,

Rather than rob me of the people's hearts.

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to thee !

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee
The people's hearts, and wean them from themselves.

Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,

But honor thee, and will do till I die.

My faction if thou strengthen w^ith thy friends,

I will most thankful be ; and thanks, to men
Of noble minds, is honorable meed.

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here,
I ask your voices, and your suffrages

;

Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus i

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus,
And gratulate his safe return to Rome,
The people will accept whom he admits.
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Tit. Tribunes, I thank you ! and this suit I make,
That you create your emperor's eldest son,

Lord Saturnine ; -whose virtues will, I hope,

Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth,

And ripen justice in this commonweal.
Then, if you will elect by my advice,

Crown him, and say,— Long live our emperor!
Mar. With voices and applause of every sort,

Patricians, and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus Rome's great emperor

;

And say,—Lonq live our emperor Saturnine!
[A long fiouriah.

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favors done
To us in our election this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts,

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness

;

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance
Thy name, and honorable family,

Lavinia will I make my empress,

Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart,

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse.

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee 1

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this matciu

I hold me highly honored of your grace.

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine—
King and commander of our commonweal.
The wide world's emperor— do I consecrate

My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners

;

Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord.

Receive them, then, the tribute that I owe,

Mine honor's ensigns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life !

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,

Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget

The least of these unspeakable deserts,

Romans, forget your fealty to me.

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor j

\_To TAMOR A.

To him that for your honor and your state,

Will use you nobly, and your followers.

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue

That I would choose, were I to choose anew.

—

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance;

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,

Thou cora'st not to be made a scorn in Rome

;

Princely shall be thy usage every way.
Vol. IV.— 13 r
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Rest on my word, and let not discontent

Daunt all jour hopes. Madam, he comforts jim,

Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.

—

Lavinia, you are not displeased with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility

Warrants these words in princely courtesy.

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia.— Romans, let us go ;

Ransomless here we set our prisoners free.

Proclaim our honors, lords, with trump and drum.

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine.

\_Seizing Lavinia.

Tit. How, sir? Are you in earnest then, my lord?

Bas. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolved withal

To do myself this reason and this right.

\_The emperor courts Tamora in dumb show.

Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman justice

;

This prince in justice seizeth but his own.

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live.

Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's guard ?

Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surprised.

Sat. Surprised ! By whom ?

Bas. By him that justly may
Bear his betrothed from all the world away.

[^Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, with Lavinia.
3Iut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,

And with my sword I'll keep this door safe.

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back.

Mut. My lord, you pass not here.

Tit. What, villain boy!
Barr'st me my way in Rome

!

[Tit. kills MuT.
Mut. Help, Lucius, help.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than so,

In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine;

My sons would never so dishonor me.

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife,

That is another's lawful, promised love. \ExiU
Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not,

Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock.

I'll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once;

Thee never, nor thy traitorous, haughty sons,

Confederates all thus to dishonor me.
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Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of,

But Saturnine! Full well, Andronicus,

Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine,

That said'st, I begged the empire at thj hands.

Tit. monstrous ! what reproachful words are these ?

Sat. But go thy ways
;
go, give that changing piece

To him that flourished for her with his sword.

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy

;

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons,

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.
Tit. These words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,

—

That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs,
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome,

—

If thou be pleased with this my sudden choice.

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride.

And will create thee emperess of Rome.
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice ?

And here I swear by all the Roman gods,

—

Sith priest and holy water are so near.

And tapers burn so bright, and every thing

In readiness for Hymeneus stand,

—

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome,
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place

I lead espoused my bride along with me.

Tam. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear,

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths,

She will a handmaid be to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon.— Lords, accompanj
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride.

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine,

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered.

There shall we consummate our spousal rites.

\_Exeunt Satuhninus and his foUoivers ; Tajjora,
and her sons ; Aaron and Goths.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride.

—

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Dishonored thus, and challenged of wrong.

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.

Mar. Titus, see, 0, see, what thou hast done

!

In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine,

—

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
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That hath dishonored all our family

;

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons!

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes;

Give Mutius burial with our brethren.

Tit. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb.

This monument five hundred years hath stood.

Which I have sumptuously re-edified.

Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors,

Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls ;

—

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you.

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him

;

He must be buried with his brethren.

Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany.

Tit. And shall ! What villain was it spoke that word ?

Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here.

Tit. What, would you bury him in my despite?

3Iar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him.

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest,

And, with these boys, mine honor thou hast wounded.

My foes I do repute you every one

;

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdraw.

Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried.

[Marcus and the sons of Titus kneel

3Iar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak.

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed.

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul,

—

Lue. Dear father, soul and substance of us all,

—

31ar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue's nest,

That died in honor and Lavinia's cause.

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax

That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son

Did graciously plead for his funerals.

Let not young Mutius, then, that was thy joy,

Be barred his entrance here.

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise.

—

The dismal'st day is this, that e'er I saw.

To be dishonored by my sons in Rome!—
Well, bury him. and bury me the next.

[Mutius is put into the tomb
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Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy friends,

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb!—
All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius

;

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause.

Mar. My lord,— to step out of these dreary dumps,

—

How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome ?

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is

;

Whether by device, or no, the heavens can telL

Is she not then beholden to the man
That brought her for this high, good turn so far ?

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourish. Re-enter^ at one side, Saturninus, attended;
Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, and Aaron : at the othet\

Bassianus, Lavinia, and others.

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have played your prize

;

God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride.

Bas. And you of yours, my lord. I say no more,
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave.

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power,
Thou and tliy faction shall repent this rape.

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own,
My true betrothed love, and now my wife ?

But let the laws of Rome determine all

;

Meanwhile, I am possessed of that is mine.

Sat. 'Tis good, sir. You are very short with us

;

But, if we live, we'll be as sharp with you.

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I may.
Answer I must, and shall do with my life.

Only this much I give your grace to know,

By all the duties that I owe to Rome,
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here.

Is in opinion and in honor wronged

;

That, in the rescue of Lavinia,

With his own hand did slay his youngest son,

In zeal to you, and highly moved to wrath,

To be controlled in that he frankly gave.

Receive him then to favor, Saturnine

;

That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds,

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome.
Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds;

'Tis thou, and those, that have dishonored me.

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge

How I have loved and honored Saturnine !

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
R*
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Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me speak indifferently for all

;

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past.

iSat. What ! madann ! be dishonored openly,

And basely put it up Avithout revenge?

Tarn. Not so, my lord : the gods of Rome forefend,

I should be author to dishonor you !

But, on mine honor, dare I undertake

For good lord Titus' innocence in all.

Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs.

Then, at my suit, look graciously on him;

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose,

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart.

My lord, be ruled by me, be won at last,

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents.

You are but newly planted in your throne

;

Lest then the people and patricians too,

Upon a just survey, take Titus' part

And so supplant us for ingratitude,

(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,)

Yield at entreats, and then let me alone. ) Aside.

I'll find a day to massacre them all.

And raze their faction, and their family,

The cruel father, and his traitorous sons,

To whom I sued for my dear son's life

;

And make them know, what 'tis to make a queen

Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in vain.
^

Come, come, sweet emperor,— Come, Andronicus,

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart

That dies in tempest of thy angry frown.

iSat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevailed.

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord

;

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me.

Ta7n. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome,
A Roman now adopted happily.

And must advise the emperor for his good.

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus;—
And let it be mine honor, good my lord,

That I have reconciled your friends and you.

—

For you, prince Bassianus, I have passed

My word and promise to the emperor.

That you will be more mild and tractable.

—

And fear not, lords,— and you, Lavinia
;

By my advice, all humbled on your knees,

You shall ask pardon of his majesty.

JLuc. We do ; and vow to Heaven, and to his highness,
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That what we did, was mildly, as we might,

Tendering our sister's honor, and our own.

Mar. That on mine honor here I do protest.

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.

—

Tani. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends.

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace
;

I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back.

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here,

And at my lovely Tamora's entreats,

I do remit these young men's heinous faults.

Stand up.

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore,

I would not part a bachelor from the priest.

Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides,

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends.

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.
Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty

To hunt the panther and the hart with me.

With horn and hound, we'll give your grace honjour.

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. \_Exeunt

ACT II.

SCENE I. Rome. Before the Palace.

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus' top,

Safe out of fortune's shot ; and sits aloft.

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning's flash

;

Advanced above pale envy's threatening reach.

As when the golden sun salutes the morn,

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach,

And overlooks the highest-peering hills

;

So Tamora.
Upon her wit doth earthly honor wait,

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress,

And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph long

Hast prisoner held, fettered in amorous chains

;

And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes,
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Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus.

Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts !

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold,

To wait upon this new-made emperess.
i

To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen,

This goddess, this Serairamis ;
— this n3nnph.

This siren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine,

And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's.

Holloa ! what storm is this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving.

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy Avit wants edge,

And manners, to intrude where I am graced

;

And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be.

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost overween in all

;

And so in this, to bear me down with braves.

'Tis not the difference of a year or two.

Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate.

I am as able, and as fit, as thou.

To serve, and to deserve my mistress' grace

;

And that my sword upon thee shall approve,

And plead my passions for Lavinia's love.

Aar. Clubs, clubs ! These lovers will not keep the peace.

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvised,

GaYe you a dancing-rapier by your side,

Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends?

Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath,

Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have,

Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? \_They draw.

Aar. Why, how now, lords ?

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw,

And maintain such a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge.

I would not for a million of gold.

The cause were known to them it most concerns;

Nor would your noble mother, for much more.

Be so dishonored in the court of Rome.
For shame, put up.

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheathed
My rapier in his bosom, and, withal.

Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat.

That he hath breathed in my dishonor here.

Chi. For that I am prepared and full resolved,

—
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Foul-spoken coward ! that thunder'st with thy tongue,

And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform.

Aar. Away, I say.

—

Now, by the gods that warlike Goihs adore,

This petty brabble will undo us all.

—

"Why, lords,— and think you not how dangerous

It is to jut upon a prince's right?

What, is Lavinia then become so loose,

Or Bassianus so degenerate.

That for her love such quarrels may be broached,

Without controlment, justice, or revenge?

Young lords, beware— an should the empress know
This discord's ground, the music would not please.

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world

;

I love Lavinia more than all the world.

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner choice,

Lavinia is thine ekler brother's hope.

Act?'. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love ?

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths

By this device.

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love.

Aar. To achieve her !— How ?

Dem. Why mak'st thou it so strange?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd;

She is a woman, therefore may be won
;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be loved

;

What, man ! more water glideth by the mill

Than wots the miller of; and easy it is

Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know.

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother.

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge.

Aar. Ay, as good as Saturninus may. l^Aside.

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows to court it

With words, fair looks, and liberality ?

What, hast thou not full often struck a doe.

And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose?

Aar. Why, then, it seems, some certain snatch, or so,

Would serve your turns.

Chi. Ay, so the turn were served.

Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it.

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too;

Then should not we be tired with this ado.

Why, hark ye, hark ye,— and are you such fools.
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To square for this ? Would it offend you then
That both should speed ?

Chi. V faith, not me.
Bern. Nor me,

So I "were one.

Aar. For shame, be friends; and join for that you jar.

'Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affect ; and so must you resolve

;

That what you cannot, as yon would, achieve,

You must perforce accomplish as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love.

A speedier course than lingering languishment
Must we pursue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand

;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop.

The forest walks are wide and spacious

;

And many unfrequented plots there are,

Fitted by kind for rape and villany.

Single you thither then this dainty doe,

And strike her home by force, if not by words;
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit,

To villany and vengeance consecrate.

Will we acquaint with all that we intend

;

And she shall file our engines with advice.

That will not suffer you to square yourselves,

But to your wishes' height advance you both.

The emperor's court is like the house of fame.
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears.

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your turns

;

There serve your lust, shadowed from heaven's eye,

And revel in Lavinia's treasury.

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice.

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Per Sfi/ga, per manes vehor. \_Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen at a distance.

Horns, arid cry of hounds heard. Enter TiTUS Andro-
Kirus, with Hunters, ^-c, Marcus, Lucius, Quintus,
and Martius.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray,

The fields axe fragrant, and the woods are green.
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Uncouple here, and let us make a bay,

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride,

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal

That all the court may eclio with the noise.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To tend the emperor's person carefully.

I have been troubled in my sleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath inspired.

Horns wind a peal. Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bas-

siANUS, Lavinia, Chiron, Demetrius, and Attendants.

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ;

—

Madam, to you as many and as good !

—

I promised your grace a hunter's peal.

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords,

Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Bas. Lavinia, how say you.

Lav. I say, no;

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on, then, horse and chariots let us have,

And to our sport.— Madam, now shall ye see

Our Roman hunting. \_To Tamora.

Mar. I have dogs, my lord.

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase,

And climb the highest promontory top.

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain.

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor hound.

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. A desert Part of the Forest.

Enter Aaron, with a hag of gold.

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none,

To bury so much gold under a tree,

And never after to inherit it.

Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly,

Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem;

Which, cunningly eflfocted, will beget

A very excellent piece of villany
;

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest,

[Hides the gold

That have their alms out of the empress' chest.
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Enter Tamora.

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou sad,

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ?

The birds chant melody on every bush

;

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun

;

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,

And make a checkered shadow on the ground.

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit,

And— whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds,

Replying shrilly to the well-tuned horns,

As if a double hunt were heard at once—
Let us sit down and mark their yelling noise.

And— after conflict, such as was supposed

The wandering prince and Dido once enjoyed,

When with a happy storm they were surprised.

And curtained with a counsel-keeping cave—
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms,

Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber

;

Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet, melodious birds,

Be unto us, as is a nurse's song

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine.

What signifies my deadly-standing eye,

My silence, and my cloudy melancholy ?

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls

Even as an adder, when she doth unroll

To do some fatal execution ?

No, madam, these are no venereal signs

;

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

Hark, Tamora,— the empress of my soul.

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee,

This is the day of doom for Bassianus.

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day

;

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity.

And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood.

Seest thou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee,

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll.

—

Now question me no more ; we are espied

;

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,

Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction.

Tarn. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than life 1

Aar. No more, great empress ; Bassianus comes.
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Be cross with him ; and I'll go fetch thy sons

To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. [^Exit.

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia.

Bas. Who have we here ? Rome's royal empress
Unfurnished of her well-beseeming troop ?

Or is it Dian, habited like her

;

Who hath abandoned her holy groves,

To see the general hunting in this forest?

Tarn. Saucy controller of our private steps

!

Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had.

Thy temples should be planted presently

With horns, as was Action's ; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,

Unmannerly intruder as thou art I

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress,

'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning

;

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are singled forth to try experiments.

Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day !

'Tis pity, they should take him for a stag.

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian
Doth make your honor of his body's hue,

Spotted, detested, and abominable.

Why are you sequestered from all your train ?

Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed.

And Avandered hither to an obscure plot,

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,
If foul desire had not conducted you ?

La.v. And, being intercepted in your sport,

Great reason that my noble lord be rated

For sauciness.—I pray you, let us hence,

And let her joy her raven-colored love

;

This valley fits the purpose passing well.

Bas. The king, my brother, shall have note of this.

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted long.

Good king ! to be so mightily abused

!

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius.

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious mother,

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ?

Tarn. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale ?

These two have 'ticed me hither to this place,

A barren, detested vale, you see, it is

;

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean,

s
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O'ercome with moss, and baleful mistletoe.

Here never shines the sun, here nothing breeds,

Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven.

And, when they showed me this abhorred pit,

They told me, here, at dead time of the night,

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes.

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,

Would make such fearful and confused cries,

As any mortal body, hearing it,

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly.

No sooner had they told this hellish tale.

But straight they told me, they would bind me here

Unto the body of a dismal yew

;

And leave me to this miserable death.

And then they called me, foul adulteress.

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms

That ever ear did hear to such effect.

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come.

This vengeance on me had they executed.

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life,

Or be ye not henceforth called my children.

Dem. This is a w^itness that I am thy son.

\_Stahs Bassanius
CJd. And this for me, struck home to show my strength.

\_Stahhing him likewise.

Lav. Ay, come, Semirarais,— nay, barbarous Tamora

!

For no name fits thy nature but thy own !

Tarn. Give me thy poniard
;
you shall know, my boys,

Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong.

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her;

First, thrash the corn, then after burn the straw;

This minion stood upon her chastity.

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,

And with that painted hope braves your mightiness

;

And shall she carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch.

Dras hence her husband to some secret hole,

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust.

Tarn. But when you have the honey you desire,

Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting.

Ohi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that sure.—
Come, mistress, now, perforce, we will enjoy

That nice-preserved honesty of yours.

Lav. Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman's face,

—

Tarn. I will not hear her speak ; away with her.

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a wori.
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Dem. Listen, fair madam. Let it be your glory

To see her tears ; but be your heart to them

As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam ?

0, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee.

The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to marble

;

Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.

—

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike

;

Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. [Tb ClllRON.

Qhi. What ! Avouldst thou have me prove myself a bastard!

Lav. 'Tis true the raven doth not hatch a lark

:

Yet I have heard, (0, could I find it now !)

The lion, moved with pity, did endure

To have his princely paws pared all away.

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children,

The whilst their own birds famish in their nests.

0, be to me, though thy hard heart say no,

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful I

Tarn. I know not what it means ; away with her.

Lav. 0, let me teach thee ; for my father's sake,

That gave thee life, when well he might have slain thee,

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tam. Had thou in person ne'er offended me,

Even for his sake am I pitiless.

—

Remember, boys, I poured forth tears in vain,

To save your brother from the sacrifice

;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent.

Therefore away with her, and use her as you will

;

The worse to her, the better loved of me.

Lav. Tamora, be called a gentle queen,

And with thine own hands kill me in this place.

For 'tis not life, that I have begged so long

;

Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died.

Tam. What begg'st thou, then ? Fond woman, let me go

Lav. 'Tis present death I beg ; and one thing more,

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell.

0, keep me from their worse than killing lust,

And tumble me into some loathsome pit,

Where never man's eye may behold my body.

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee

;

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee.

Dem. Away, for thou hast staid us here too long.

Lav. No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah, beastly creature !

The blct and enemy to our general name

!

Confusion fall
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CM. Nay, then I'll stop your mouth.— Bring thou hei

husband
;

[^Dragging off Lavinia.
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. \^Exeunt.

Tarn. Farewell, my sons ; see that you make her sure.

Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed,

Till all the Andronici be made away.

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor,
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [Exit.

SCENE IV. The same.

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Maktius.

Aar. Come on, my lords; the better foot before.

Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit,

Where I espied the panther fast asleep.

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes.

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; were't not for shame.
Well could I leave our sport to sleep aAvhile.

[Martius falls into the pit.

Quin. What, art thou fallen ? What subtle hole is this,

Whose mouth is covered with rude-growing briers

;

Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood,

As fresh as morning's dew distilled on flowers ?

A very fatal place it seems to me.

—

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee Avith the fall?

Mart. brother, with the dismall'st object

That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament.

Aar. [Aside.^ Now will I fetch the king to find them
here

;

That he thereby may give a likely guess,

How these Avere they that made away his brother.

[Exit Aaron.
Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me out

From this unhallowed and blood-stained hole ?

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear

;

A chilling sAveat o'erruns my trembling joints

;

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see.

Mart. To prove thou hast a true divining heart,

Aaron and thou look doAvn into this den,

And see a fearful sight of blood and death.

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold

The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise.

0, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what.
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Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here,

All on a heap like to a slaughtered lamb,

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit.

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis be ?

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring, that lightens all tlie hole,

Which, like a taper in some monument.
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks,

And shows the ragged entrails of this pit

;

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus,
When he by night lay bathed in maiden blood.

brother, help me with thy fainting hand,

—

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,

—

Out of this fell devouring receptacle.

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth.

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out;

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good,

1 may be plucked into the swallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave.

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy help.

Quin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again,

Till thou art here aloft, or I below.

Thou canst not come to me ; I come to thee. [Falls in.

Enter Saturninus and Aaron.

Sat. Along with me.— I'll see what hole is here,

And what he is, that now is leaped into it.

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus;
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Bassianus dead.

Sat. My brother dead ? I know thou dost but jest.

He and his lady both are at the lodge,

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase

;

'Tis not an hour since I left him there.

3Iart. We know not where you left him all alive,

But, out, alas ! here have we found him dead.

Enter Tamora, ivith Attendants ; TiTUS Andronicus and
Lucius.

Tam. Where is my lord, the king ?

Sat. Here, Tamora ; though grieved with killing grief.

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ?

Vol. IV.— 14 s*
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Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my wound

;

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,

\Jjriving a letter.

The complot of this timeless tragedy

;

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold

In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny.

Sat. [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him handsomely,—
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus 'tis, we mean,—
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him

;

Thou knotv'st our meaning. Look for thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder-tree,

Which overshades the mouth of that same pit,

Where we decreed to bury Bassianus.

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting fr'iends.

Tamora ! was ever heard the like ?

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree

;

Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out

That should have murdered Bassianus here.

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

\_Shoiving it.

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Tit.] fell curs of bloody

kind.

Have here bereft ray brother of his life.

—

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison

;

There let them bide, until we have devised

Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.

Tam. What, are they in this pit? wondrous thing!

How easily murder is discovered !

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee

1 beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed,

That this fell fault of my accursed sons,

—

Accursed, if the fault be proved in them,

—

Sat. If it be proved ! you see, it is apparent.

—

Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ?

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up.

Tit. I did, my lord. Yet let me be their bail

;

For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow.

They shall be ready at your highness' will,

To answer their suspicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow me.

Some bring the murdered body, some the murderers.

Let them not speak a word ; the guilt is plain

;

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death,

That end upon them should be executed.
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Tarn. Andronicus, I will entreat the king;
Fear not thy sons ; they shall do well enough.

Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with them.

\Exeunt severally.

SCENE V. The same.

"Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, ravished;
Iter hands cut off, and tongue cut out.

Dem. So now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak,

Who 'twas that cut thy tongue and ravished thee.

Chi. Write down thy inind, bewray thy meaning so

;

And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe.

Dem. See how with signs and tokens she can scowl.

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands.

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash

;

And so let's leave her to her silent walks.

Cld. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself.

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord.

\_Exeunt Demetrius and CHiRdH,

Enter Marcus.

Mar. Who's this,— my niece, that flies away so fast?

Cousin, a word; where is your husband?—
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me

!

If I do wake, some planet strike me down,
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !

—
Speak, gentle niece, what stern, ungentle hands
Have lopped, and hewed, and made thy body bare

Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments.

Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in;

And might not gain so great a happiness.

As half thy love! Why dost not speak to me?—
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood.

Like to a bubbling fountain stirred with wind,

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips.

Coming and going with thy honey breath.

But, sure, some Tereus hath defloured thee

;

And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongue.

Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame

!

And notwithstanding all this loss of blood,

—

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,

—

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face.

Blushing to be encountered with a cloud.

Shall I speak for thee ? Shall I say, 'tis so ?
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that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast,

That I might rail at him to ease my mind

!

SorroAv concealed, like an oven stoppr>d,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue.

And in a tedious sampler sewed her mind

;

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee

;

A craftier Tereus, hast thou met withal,

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off,

That could have better sewed than Philomel.

0, had the monster seen those lily hands

Tremble like aspen leaves upon a lute,

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them,

He would not then have touched them for his life

;

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony,
Which that sweet tongue hath made.

He would have dropped his knife, and fell asleep,

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind

;

For such a sight will blind a father's eye.

One hour's storm will drown the fragment meads

;

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee

;

0, could our mourning ease thy misery

!

[^Uxeunt

ACT III.

SCENE I. Rome. A Street.

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, with
Martius and Quintus, hound, passing on to the place

of execution ; Titus going before, pleading.

Tit Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay

!

For pity of mine age whose youth was spent

In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept

;

For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed,'

For all the frosty nights that I have watched;
And for these bitter tears which noAV you see

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks;

Be pitiful to my condemned sons,

Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought!
For two-and-twenty sons I never wept,
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Because thej died in honor's loftj bed.

For these, good tribunes, in the dust I write

[^Throwing himself on the ground.

My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears.

Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite
;

My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush.

[^Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, ^c, with the Prisoners.

earth, I will befriend thee more with rain,

That shall distil, from these two ancient urns,

Than youthful April shall with all his showers.

In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still

;

In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow,

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face,

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood.

Enter Lucius, ivith his sivord drawn.

reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men !

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death

;

And let me say, that never wept before.

My tears are now prevailing orators.

Luc. noble father, you lament in vain

;

The tribunes hear you not ; no man is by

;

And you recount your sorrows to a stone.

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead.

Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you.

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak.

Tit. Why, tis no matter, man ; if they did hear,

They would not mark me ; oh, if they did hear,

They would not pity me.

Therefore I tell my sorrows bootless to the stones;

Who, though they cannot answer my distress,

Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale.

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me

;

And, were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no tribune like to these.

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than stones,

A stone is silent, and off'endcth not

;

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.

But wherefore stand'- c thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their death;

For which attempt, the judges have pronouivced

My everlasting doom of banishment.

Tit. happy man ! they have befriended thee.

Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive.
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That Rome irf but a wilderness of tigers ?

Tigers must prey; and Rome affords no prey,

But m.e and mine. How happy art thou, then,

From these devourers to be banished !

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ?

Enter Marcus and Lavinia.

3Iar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep

;

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break !

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age.

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it, then.

Mar. This was thy daughter.

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is.

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me!
Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her.—

Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight ?

What fool hath added water to the sea ?

Or brought a fagot to bright-burning Troy ?

My grief was at the height before thou cam'st,

And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds.

—

Give me a sword, I'll chop off my hands too

;

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain

And they have nursed this woe, in feeding life

;

In bootless prayer have they been held up.

And they have served me to effectless use

;

Now, all the service I require of them
Is, that the one will help to cut the other.

—

'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands

;

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain.

Lnc. Speak, gentle sister, Avho hath martyred thee?
Mar. 0, that delightful engine of her thoughts,

That blabbed them with such pleasing eloquence,

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage

;

Where, like a sweet, melodious bird, it sung
Sweet, varied notes, enchanting every ear

!

Luc. 0, say thou for her, who hath done this deed ?

Mar. 0, thus I found her, straying in the park,

Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer.

That hath received some unrecuring wound.
Tit. It was my deer ; and he that wounded her,

Hath hurt me more, than had he killed me dead.

For now I stand as one upon a rock.

Environed with a wilderness of sea:

W^ho marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave.
Expecting ever when some envious surge
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Will in his brinish bowels swallow him
This way to death my wretched sons are gone;

Here stands my other son, a banished man ;

And here, my brother, weeping at my woes

;

But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn,

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul.

—

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight,

—

It would have madded me ; what shall I do

Now I behold thy lively body so ?

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears

;

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyred thee.

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death,

Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this.

—

Look, Marcus! ah, son Lucius, look on her.

When I did, name her brothers, then fresh tears

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gathered lily almost withered.

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they killed hei

husband

;

Perchance, because she knows them innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful,

Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them.

—

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed;

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.

—

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips;

Or make some sign how I may do thee ease.

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain,

Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks

How they are stained, like meadows, yet not dry
With miry slime left on them by a flood?

And in the fountain shall we gaze so long,

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness,

And make a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ?

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ?

What shall we do ? Let us, that have our tongues,

Plot some device of further misery,

To make us wondered at in time to come.

Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your grief,

See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps.

Mar. Patience, dear niece ;—good Titus, dry thine eyes.

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well 1 wot,

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine.

For thou, poor man, hast drowned it with thine own.
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Ly3. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her signs.

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say

That to her brother which I said to thee

;

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,

Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks.

0, w^iat a sympathy of woe is this !

As far from help as limbo is from bliss

!

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
Sends thee this word,— That, if thou love thy sons,

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand,

And send it to the king. He, for the same.

Will send thee hither both thy sons alive

;

And that shall be the ransom for their fault.

Tit. gracious emperor ! gentle Aaron !

Did ever raven sing so like a lark.

That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ?

With all my heart, I'll send the emperor
My hand.

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine,

That hath thrown down so many enemies.

Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn

;

My youth can better spare my blood than you

;

And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome,
And reared aloft the bloody battle-axe.

Writing destruction on the enemy's castle ?

0, none of both but are of high desert.

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve

To ransom my two nephews from their death

;

Then have I kept it to a Avorthy end.

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along,

For fear they die before their pardon come.

3Io.r. My hand shall go.

Luc. By Heaven, it shall not go.

Tit. Sirs, strive no more ; such withered herbs as these

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son,

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's,

Now let me show a brother's love to thee.

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand.



Act III.] TITUS ANDRONICUS. 217

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe.

Mar. But I will use the axe.

[^Exeunt Lucius and Marcus
Tit Come hither, Aaron ; I'll deceive them both.

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

Aar. If that be called deceit, I will be honest,

And never, whilst I live, deceive men so;—
But I'll deceive you in another sort, \_Aside.

And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass.

\^He cuts off Titus's hand.

Enter Lucius and Marcus.

Tit. Now, stay your strife; what shall be, is des-

patched.

—

Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand.

Tell him it was a hand that Avarded him

From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it

;

More hath it merited, that let it have.

As for my sons, say, I account of them

As jewels purchased at an easy price

;

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.

Aar. I go, Andronicus ; and for thy hand.

Look by-and-by to have thy sons with thee ;
—

Their heads, I mean.— 0, how this villany [^Aside,

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it

!

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. \_Exit.

Tit. 0, here I lift this one hand up to heaven,

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth

;

If any power pities wretched tears.

To that I call.—What, wilt thou kneel with me ?

[To Lavinia.

Do then, dear heart ; for Heaven shall hear our prayers

;

Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim.

And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds,

When they do hug him in their melting bosoms.

3Iar. I brother, speak with possibilities.

And do not break into these deep extremes.

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ?

Then be my passions bottomless with them.

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament.

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries,

Th?n into limits could I bind my woes.

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'crflow?

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad.

Threatening the welkin with his big-swollen face?

T
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And wilt thou have a reason for this coil?

I am the sea ; hark how her sighs do blow

!

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth.

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs;

Then must my earth with her continual tears

Become a deluge, overflowed and drowned.

For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes,

But like a drunkard must I vomit them.

Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave

To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues.

Enter a Messenger, ivith two heads and a hand.

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid

For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor.

Here are the heads of thy two noble sons

;

And here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back

;

Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mocked;

That woe is me to think upon thy woes.

More than remembrance of my father's death. [JExit

Mar. Now let hot JEtna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

!

These miseries are more than may be borne

!

To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal,

But sorrow flouted at, is double death.

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a wound,

And yet detested life not shi'ink thereat

!

That ever death should let life bear his name.

Where life hath no more interest but to breathe !

[Lavixia kisses him

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless.

As frozen water to a starved snake.

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end?

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery. Die, Andronicus

;

Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads

;

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here

;

Thy other banished son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I,

Even like a stony image, cold and numb.

Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs

;

Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal sight

The closing up of our most wretched eyes !

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha!

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? It fits not with this hour.

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed.
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Besides, this sorrow is an enemy,
And would usurp upon my watery eyes,

And make them blind with tributary tears

;

Then which way shall I find revenge's cave ?

For these two heads do seem to speak to me

;

And threat me, I shall never come to bliss,

Till all these mischiefs be returned again.

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come, let me see Avhat task I have to do.

—

You heavy people, circle me about

;

That I may turn me to each one of you,

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made.— Come, brother, take a head

;

And in this hand the other will I bear.

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these things

;

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay.

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there;

And, if you love me, as I think you do.

Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do.

\_Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia
Luc. FarcAvell, Andronicus, my noble father

;

The wofull'st man that ever lived in Rome !

Farewell, proud Rome ! Till Lucius come again,

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life.

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister

;

0, 'would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been

!

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives.

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs,

And make proud Saturninus and his empress

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power.

To be revenged on Rome and Saturnine. \JExiU

SCENE II. A Room in Titus's House. A banquet set out.

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a Boy.

Tit. So, so ; now sit ; and look, you eat no more
Than will preserve just so much strength in us

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot

;

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands,

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
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Is left to tyrannize upon my breast

;

And when my heart, all mad with misery,

Beats in this hollow prison of mj flesh,

Then thus I thump it down.

—

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! [ To Lavinla.
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating,

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still.

Wound it with sighing, girl ; kill it with groans

;

Or get some little knife between thy teeth,

And just against thy heart make thou a hole

;

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall,

May run into that sink, and, soaking in.

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears.

Afar. Fie, brother, fie ! teach her not thus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote already?
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I.

What violent hands can she lay on her life?

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands

;

To bid iEneas tell the tale twice o'er.

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ?

0, handle not the theme, to talk of hands;
Lest we remember still, that we have none.

—

Fie, fie, how franticly I square my talk

!

As if we should forget we had no hands.

If Marcus did not name the word of hands !

—

Come, let's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this ;

—

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says ;

—

I can interpret all her martyred signs ;

—

She says she drinks no other drink but tears.

Brewed with her sorrows, meshed upon her cheeks.

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought

;

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect

As begging hermits in their holy prayers

;

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven,
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign,

But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet.

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning.
Bo^. Good grandsire, leave these bitter, deep laments

;

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale.

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion moved,
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness.

Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of tears,

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.

—

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife.

What dcst thou strike at Marcus, with thy knife ?
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Mar. At that that I have killed, my lord ; a flj.

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill'st my heart

;

Mine eyes are cloyed with vie'W of tyranny.

A deed of death, done on the innocent,

Becomes not Titus' brother. Get thee gone

;

I see, thou art not for my company.
3Iar. Alas, my lord, I have but killed a fly.

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother?
How would he hang his slender, gilded wings,

And buzz lamenting doings in the air

!

Poor, harmless fly

!

That, with his pretty buzzing melody.

Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast killed him.

Mar. Pardon me, sir ; 'twas a black, ill-favored fly,

Like to the empress' Moor ; therefore I killed him.

Tit. 0, 0, 0,
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,

For thou hast done a charitable deed.

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him
;

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor,
Come hither purposely to poison me.

—

There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora.—

-

Ah, sirrah !
—

Yet I do think we are not brought so low,

But that, between us, Ave can kill a fly,

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.
Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him,

He takes false shadows for true substances.

Tit. Come, take away.— Lavinia, go with me.

I'll to thy closet ; and go read with thee

Sad stories, chanced in the times of old.

—

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young,

And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle.

[Exeunt.

ACT lY.

SCENE I. The same. Before Titus's House.

Enter Titus and Marcus. Tlien enter young Lucius,

Lavinia running after him.

Boy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia

Follows me everywhere, I know not why.

—
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Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes

!

Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt.

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did.

3Iar. What means my niece Lavinia by these signs ?

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius;— somewhat doth she mean:
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee

;

Somewhither would she have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee,

Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator.

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ?

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess,

Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her

;

For I have heard my grandsire say full oft,

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy
Ran mad through sorrow. That made me to fear;

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did.

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth
;

Which made me down to throw my books, and fly;

Causeless, perhaps. But pardon me, sweet aunt;
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will most willingly attend your ladyship.

Mar. Lucius, I Avill.

[Lavinia turns over the books which LucnTB
has let fall.

Tit. How now, Lavinia?— Marcus, what means this?
Some book there is that she desires to see.

—

Which is it, girl, of these?— Open them, boy.

—

But thou art deeper read, and better skilled;

Come, and take choice of all my library.

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damned contriver of this deed.

—

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus ?

Mar. I think she means that there was more than one
Confederate in the fact.^— Ay, more there was.

—

Or else to Heaven she heaves them for revenge.
Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so ?

Boy. Grandsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphosis

;

My mother gave't me.
Mar. For love of her that's gone,

Perhaps she culled it from among the rest.

Tit. Soft ! see, how busily she turns the leaves

!
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Help her ;

—

What would she find?— Lavinia, shall I read?

This is the tragic tale of Philomel,

And treats of Terens' treason, and his rape;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Mar. See, brother, see ; note how she quotes the leaves.

Tit. Lavinia, Avert thou thus surprised, sweet girl,

Ravished and wronged, as Philomela was.

Forced in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods ?

—

See, see !

—

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt,

(0, had we never, never hunted there !)

Patterned by that the poet here describes.

By nature made for murders, and for rapes.

Mar. 0, why should nature build so foul a den.

Unless the gods delight in tragedies !

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl,— for here are none but

fi-iends,

—

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed

;

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst.

That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed?

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ;—brother, sit down by me.

—

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,

Inspire me, that I may this treason find !

—

My lord, look here:— Look here, Lavinia.

I'his sandy plot is plain
;
guide, if thou canst,

This after me, when I have Avrit my name
Without the help of any hand at all.

[^He writes his name with his staff, and guides

it with his feet and mouth.

Cursed be that heart, that forced us to this shift !

—

Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last,

What God will have discovered for revenge !

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain,

That we may know the traitors and the truth !

\_She takes the staff in her mouth, and guides it

with her stumps, and writes.

Tit. 0, do you read, my lord, what she hath writ?

Stupruin— Chiron— Demetrius.

Mar. What, what!— the lustful sons of Tamora

Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ?

Tit. Magne Dominator poli,

Tarn lentus audis seelera ? tarn lentus vides ?

Mar. 0, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know,

There is enough written upon this earth,

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts.
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And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel doAvn -with me ;
Lavinia, kneel

;

And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope;

And swear with me,— as with the woful feere,

And father of that chaste, dishonored dame,

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape,

—

That we will prosecute, by good advice,

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,

And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit. 'Tis sure enough, an you knew hoAV.

But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware.

The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once,

She's with the lion deeply still in league,

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back.

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list.

You're a young huntsman,- Marcus ; let it alone

;

And, come, I Avill go get a leaf of brass.

And with a gad of steel will write these words,

And lay it by ; the angry northern wind

Will blow these sands, like Sibyl's leaves, abroad.

And where's your lesson then?— Boy, what say you?

Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man,

Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe

For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome.

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft

For this ungrateful country done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armory.

Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and, Avithal, my boy

Shall carry from me to the empress' sons

Presents, that I intend to send them both.

Come, come ; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thou not ?

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsire.

Tit. No, boy, not so ; I'll teach thee another course.

Lavinia, come.— Marcus, look to my house;

Lucius and I '11 go brave it at the court

:

Ay, marry, will we, sir ; and we'll be waited on.

[Exeunt Titus, Lavinia, and Boy
3Iar. Heavens, can you hear a good man groan,

And not relent, or not compassion him ?

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy;

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart,

Than foemen's marks upon his battered shield

;

But yet so just, that he will not revenge.

—

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus

!

[Exit.
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SCENE II. The same. A B,oom in the Palace.

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, it one door; at

another door^ young Lucius, and an Attendant, ivith tx

hundle of weapons, and verses writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius

;

He hath some message to deliver to us.

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad grandfather.

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may,

I greet your honors from Andronicus ;
—

And pray the Roman gods confound you both. [^Aside.

Bern. Gramercy, lovely Lucius ; what's the news ?

Boy. That you are both deciphered, that's the news,

For villains marked with rape. \_Aside7\ May it please you,

My grandsire well advised hath sent by me
The goodliest weapons of his armory,

To gratify your honorable youth.

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say

;

And so I do, and with his gifts present

Your lordships, that whenever you have need.

You may be armed and appointed well.

And so I leave you both, \_Aside7\ like bloody villains.

\_Exeunt Boy and Attendant.

Bern. What's here ? A scroll ; and written round about ?

Let's see

;

Integer vitse scelerisque purus,

Non eget Mauri jaculis, nee arcu.

Ohi. 0, 'tis a verse in Horace ; I know it well.

I read it in the grammar long ago.

Aar. Ay, just !—a verse in Ilorace ;—right, you have it,

Now, what a thing it is to be an ass.

Here's no sound jest ! the old man hath found their

guilt

;

And sends the weapons Avrapped about with lines,

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick, ^ Aside.

But were our witty empress well afoot,

She would applaud Andronicus' conceit.

But let her rest in her unrest awhile.

—

And now, young lords, was't not a happy star

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so.

Captives, to be advanced to this height?

It did me good, before the palace gate,

To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing.

Bern. But me more good, to see so great i lord.

Basely insinuate, and send us gifts.

Vol. IV.— 15
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Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ?

Did you not use his daughter very friendly ?

Dem. I would we had a thousand Roman dames
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust.

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen.

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more.

Dem. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar. Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us o'er.

[^Aside. Flourish

Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish thus ?

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son.

Dem. Soft ; Avho comes here ?

Enter a Nurse, with a black-a-moor Child in her arms.

Nur. Good morrow, lords
;

0, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor ?

Aar. Well, more or less, or ne'er a whit at all,

Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ?

Nur. gentle Aaron, we are all undone !

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep

!

What dost thou Avrap and fumble in thine arms?
Nur. 0, that which I would hide from heaven's eye,

Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace

;

She is delivered, lords, she is delivered.

Aar. To whom ?

Nur. I mean, she's brought to bed.

Aar. Well, God
Give her good rest ? What hath he sent her ?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then she's the devil dam ; a joyful issue.

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue.

Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad

Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime.

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal,

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. Out, out, you whore ! is black so base a hue?
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure.

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ?

Aar. Done ! that which thoD

Canst not undo.

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother.
Aar. Villain, 1 have done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone
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Woe to her chiince, and damned her loathed choice

!

Accursed the offspring of so foul a fiend!

Chi. It shall not live.

Aar. It shall not die.

Nur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so.

Aar. What, must it, nurse ? Then let no man but I

Do execution on my flesh and blood.

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point;

Nurse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it.

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up,

\_Takes the child from tlie. Nurse, and drawi,

(Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother ?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky,

That shone so brightly when this boy was got,

He dies upon my cimeter's sharp point,

That touches this my first-born son and heir

!

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,

With all his threatening band of Typhon's brood,

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war.

Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands.

What, what
;
ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys

!

Ye white-limed walls ! ye alehouse painted signs

!

Coal-black is better than another hue,

In that it scorns to bear another hue

;

For all the water in the ocean

Can never turn a swan's black legs to white,

Although she lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the emperess from me, I am of age

To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can.

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ?

Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this, myself;

The vigor, and the picture of my youth.

This, before all the Avorld, do I prefer

;

This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe,

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
Dem. By this our mother is forever shamed.

Chi. Rome Avill despise her for this foul escape.

Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death.

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.

Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears;

Fie, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing

The close enacts and counsels of the heart

!

llei-e's a young lad framed of another leer.

Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father

;

As who should say, Old lad, I am thine own.

He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed
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Of that self-blood that first gave life to you

;

And, from that womb, where you imprisoned were,

He is enfranchised and come to light.

Nay, he's your brother by the surer side.

Although my seal be stamped in his face.

Niir. x\aron, what shall I say unto the empress?

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done,

And we will all subscribe to thy advice

;

Save thou the child, so we may all be safe.

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult..

My son and I will have the wind of you
;

Keep there. Now talk at pleasure of your safety.

[ They sit on the ground.

Dem. How many women saw this child of his ?

Aar. Why, so, brave lords. When we all join in league,

I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor,

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness,

The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.

—

But, say again, how many saw the child ?

JVur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself.

And no one else, but the delivered empress.

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself.

Two fnay keep counsel, when the third's away

;

Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said ;— \_Stabhing her.

Weke weke !— So cries a pig, prepared to the spit.

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron ? Wherefore didst thou

this?

Aar. lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy.

Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours?

A long-tongued, babbling gossip ? No, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman

;

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed;
His child is like to her, fair as you are.

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold.

And tell them both the circumstance of all

;

And how by this their child shall be advanced.

And be received for the emperor's heir.

And substituted in the place of mine,

To calm this tempest whirling in the court

;

And let the emperor dandle him for his owa.
Hark ye, lords, ye see, that I have given her physic,

{^Pointing to the Nurse.
And you must needs bestow her funeral

;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms.
This done, see that you take no longer days.
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But send the midwife presently to me.

The midwife, and the nurse, well made iway,

Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air

With secrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora,

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee.

\_Exeunt Dem. and Cm., hearing off the Nurse

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies

;

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms.

And secretly to greet the empress' friends.

—

Come on, you thick-lipped slave, I'll bear you hence;

For it is you that puts us to our shifts.

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots,

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat,

And cabin in a cave; and bring you up

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit.

SCENE III. The same. A public Place.

Enter TiTUS, hearing arrows, ivith letters at the ends of

them ; tvith him Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gen
tlemen, with hows.

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ;—kinsmen, this is the way ;—

Sir boy, now let me see your archery

;

Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there straight.

Terras Astrsea reliqiiit

;

Be you remembered, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled.

Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall

Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets

;

Happily you may find her in the sea

;

Yet there's as little justice as at land.

—

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it

;

'Tis you must dig with mattock, and Avith spade.

And pierce the inm.ost centre of the earth.

Then, when you come to Pluto's region,

I pray you deliver him this petition.

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid
;

And that it conies from old Andronieus,

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Kome.

—

Ah, Rome!—Well, well; I made thee miserable,

What time I threw the people's suffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.

—

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all,

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearched;

U
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This wicked emperor may have shipped her hence,

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Mar. Publius, is not this a heavy case,

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ?

Puh. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,

By day and night to attend him carefully

;

And feed his humor kindly as we may.
Till time beget some careful remedy.

3'Iar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy.

Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ? What,
Have you met Avith her ?

Puh. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you w^ord

If you will have revenge from hell, you shall.

Marry, for Justice, she is so employed.

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or some where else,

So that perforce you must needs stay a time.

Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays.

I'll dive into the burning lake below,

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

—

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we

;

Ko big-boned men, framed of the Cyclop's size

:

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back

;

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear.

And sith there is no justice in earth nor hell,

We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods

To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs.

Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus.
\^IIe gives them the arrows.

Ad Jovem, that's for you.— Here, ad Apollinem.—
Ad 3Iartem, that's for myself;—
Here, boy, to Pallas; — here, to Mercury;
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine,

—

You were as good to shoot against the wind.

—

To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid.

0' my word, I have written to effect

;

There's not a god left unsolicited.

Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court

;

We will afflict the emperor in his pride.

Tit. Now, masters, draw. \Thcy shoot.^ 0, well said,

Lucius

!

Good boy, in Virgo's lap
;
give it Pallas.

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon;
Your letter is with Jupiter by this.
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Tit. Ila ! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done ?

See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns.

Mar. This was the sport, my lord. When Publius shot,

The bull, being galled, gave Aries such a knock.

That down fell both the ram's horns in the court

;

And who should find thera but the empress' villain ?

She laughed, and told the Moor, he should not choose

But give them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it goes; God give your lordship joy.

Eyiter a Clown, ivith a basket and ttvo pic/eons.

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come.

Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ?

Shall I . have justice ? what says Jupiter ?

Clo. Ho ! the gibbet-maker ? He says, that he bath

taken them down again, for the man must not be hanged

till the next week.

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee?

Olo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank with

him in all my life.

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ?

Clo. Ay, of ni}'- pigeons, sir ; nothing else.

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven?

Clo. From heaven? Alas, sir, I never came there. God
forbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven in my young

days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal

plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and

one of the imperial's men.

3far. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for your

oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the emperor

from you.

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the emperor

with a grace ?

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither. Make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the emperor

;

By me thou shalt have justice at his hands.

Hold, hold ;— meanwhile, here's money for thy charges.

Give me a pen and ink.

—

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ?

Clo. Ay, sir.

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And when

you come to him, at the first approach, you must kneel

;

then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons ; and then

look for your reward ; I'll be at hand, sir. See you do it

bravo'y.
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Clo. I warrant you, sir ; let me alone.

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let mo see it.

Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration

;

For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant.

—

And when thou hast given it to the emperor,

Knock at my door, and tell me what he says.

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will.

Tit. Come, Marcus, let's go;— Publius, follow me.

[Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The same. Before the Palace.

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, Lords,

and others; Saturninus with the arrows in his hand
that Titus shot.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? Was ever seen

An emperor of Rome thus overborne,

Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent

Of egal justice, used in such contempt?

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods,

However these disturbers of our peace

Buzz in the people's cars, there nought hath passed,

But even with law, against the wilful sons

Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His sorrows have so overwhelmed his wits,

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks,

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ?

And now he writes to heaven for his redress.

See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury

;

This to Apollo ; this to the god of war

;

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome

!

What's this but libelling against the senate,

And blazoning our injustice everywhere ?

A goodly humor, is it not, my lords ?

As who would say, in Rome no justice were.

But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies

Shall be no shelter to these outrages

;

But he and his shall know that justice lives

In Saturninus' health ; whom, if she sleep.

He'll so awake, as she in fury shall

Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives.

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts,

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age,

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons.
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Whose loss hath pierced him deep, and scarred his heart;

And rather comfort his distressed plight,

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best,

For these contempts. Why, thus it shall become

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all. \_Aside,

But, Titus, I have touched thee to the quick,

Thy life-blood out ; if Aaron now be wise,

Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.—

•

Enter Clown.

How now, good fellow? Wouldst thou speak with us?

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial.

Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor.

Clo. 'Tis he.— God, and saint Stephen, give you good

den.— I have brought you a letter, and a couple of pigeons

here. [Sat. reads the letter.

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently.

Clo. How much money must I have ?

Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hanged.

Clo. Hanged ! by'r lady, then I have brought up a neck

to a fair end. [^Exit, guarded.

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs

!

Shall I endure this monstrous villany ?

I know from whence this same device proceeds

;

May this be borne?— as if his traitorous sons,

That died by law for murder of our brother.

Have by my means been butchered wrongfully.

—

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair

;

Nor age, nor honor, shall shape privilege.

For this proud mock, I'll be thy slaughterman;

Sly, frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me great.

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me.

Enter ^milius.

What news with thee, iEmilius ?

JEmil. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had more cause

!

The Goths have gathered head ; and with a power

Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil.

They hither march amain, under conduct

Of Lucius, son to old Andvonicus

;

Who thieats, in course of this revenge, to do

As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ?

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head,

U*
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As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms.

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach.

'Tis he the common people love so much

;

Myself hath often overheard them say,

(When I have walked like a private man,)

That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully,

And they have wished that Lucius was their emperor.

Tarn. Why should you fear? Is not your city strong?

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favor Lucius

;

And will revolt from me, to succor him.

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name.

Is the sun dimmed, that gnats do fly in it ?

The eagle suifers little birds to sing.

And is not careful what they mean thereby

;

Knowing that with the shadow of his wings,

He can at pleasure stint their melody

;

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy spirit ; for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus,

W^ith words more sweet, and yet more dangerous,

Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep

;

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.

Tayn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will

;

For I can smooth and fill his aged ear

With golden promises ; that were his heart

Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.

—

Go thou before, be our ambassador; \To -^MIL.
Say, that the emperor requests a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus.

Sat. TEmilius, do this message honorably

;

And if he stand on hostage for his safety.

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best.

^mil. Your bidding shall I do eff'ectually.

{Exit JEmtlius.

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus,
And temper him with all the art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from tbe warlike Gothf.

And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him. \E2.eunt.



Act v.] TITUS ANDRONICUS. 235

ACT V.

SCENE I. Plabis near Rome.

Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum and colore.

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,

Which signify what hate they hear their emperor,

And how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness,

Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs

;

And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath,

Let him make treble satisfaction.

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great Andronicus,

Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort;

Whose high exploits and honorable deeds,

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt.

Be bold in us ; we'll follow where thou lead'st,

—

Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day.

Led by their master to the flowered fields,

—

And be avenged on cursed Tamora.

Groths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him.

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth?

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with his Child in his arms,

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I strayed,

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery
;

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye

Upon the wasted building, suddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall.

I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard

The crying babe controlled with this discourse:—
Peace., taivny slave ; half me, and half tliy dam!
Did not thy hue heivray whose brat thou art,

Had nature lent thee but thy mother s look.

Villain, thou might, st have been an emperor;

But where the bull and cow are both milk-white.

They never do beget a coal-black calf.

Peace, villain, peace!— even thus he rates the babo

—

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth

;

Who, when ht knozvs thou art the empress' babe,

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake.

With this my weapon drawn, I rushed upon him,
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Surprised him suddenly; and brought him hither,

To use as you think needful of the man.

Luc. Avorthy Goth ! this is the incarnate devil,

That robbed Andronicus of his good hand.

This is the pearl that pleased your empress' eye

;

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust.

—

Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou convey

This growing image of thy fiend-like face ?

Why dost not speak ? What! deaf? No; not a word?

A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree.

And by his side his fruit of bastardy.

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.

—

First, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl;

A sight to vex the father's soul withal.

Get me a ladder.

[A ladder is brought, which Aaron is obliged

to ascend.

Aar. Lucius, save the child

;

And bear it from me to the emperess.

If thou do this, I'll show thee wondrous things,

That highly may advantage thee to hear.

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I'll speak no more ; but vengeance rot you all

!

Luc. Say on ; and, if it please me which thou speak'st,

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourished.

Aar. An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, Lucius,

'Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak

;

For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres,

Acts of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mischief, treason ; villanies

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously performed.

And this shall all be buried by my death,

Unless thou swear to me my child shall live.

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I say thy child shall live.

Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I Avill begin.

Luc. Who should I swear by? thou believ'st no god;
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath?

Aar. What if I do not ? as, indeed, 1 do not

;

Yet, for I know thou art religious.

And hast a thing within thee called conscience;

With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies.

Which I have seen thee careful to observe,—

Therefore I urge thy oath.— For that, I know,
An idiot holds his bauble for a god.

And keeps the oath which by that god he swears j
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To that ] '11 urge liim.—Therefore, thou shalt vow,

By that same god, what god soe'er it be,

That thou ador'st and hast in reverence.

To save my boy, to nourish and bring him up

;

Or else I will discover nought to thee.

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee I will.

Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the empress.

Luc. 0, most insatiate, luxurious M'Oman

!

Aar. Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity,

To that which thou shalt hear of me anon.

'Twas her two sons that murdered Bassianus

;

They cut thy sister's tongue and ravished her.

And cut her hands, and trimmed her as thou saw'st.

Luc. detestable villain ! call'st thou that trimming ?

Aar. Why, she was washed, and cut, and trimmed ; and 'twas

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it.

Luc. barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself!

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them

!

That codding spirit had they from their mother,

As sure a card as ever won the set

;

That bloody raind, I think, they learned of me,

As true a dog as ever fought at head.

—

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth.

I trained thy brethren to that guileful hole.

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay.

I wrote the letter that thy father found.

And hid the gold within the letter mentioned.

Confederate with the queen and her two sons

;

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue.

Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ?

I played the cheater for thy father's hand

;

And, when I had it, drew myself apart.

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter

I pried me through the crevice of a Avail,

When for his hand he had his two sons' heads;

Beheld his tears, and laughed so heartily.

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his

;

And when I told the empress of this sport.

She SAVoundcd almost at my pleasing tale.

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses.

G-oth. What ! canst thou say all this, and never blush V

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is.

Luc. Art thou not sorry for these b 3inous deeds ?

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more.

Even now I curse the day (and yet, I think,
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Few lorae within the compass of my curse)

Wherein I did not some notorious ill

;

As kill a man, or else devise his death

;

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it

;

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself;

Set deadly enmity between two friends

;

Make poor men's cattle break their necks

;

Set fire on barns and haystacks in the night,

And bid the owners quench them with their tears.

Oft have I digged up dead men from their graves,

And set them upright at their dear friends' doors,

Even when their sorrows almost were forgot

;

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees,

Have with my knife carved, in Roman letters.

Let not your sorrow die, though I aryi dead.

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things,

As willingly as one would kill a fly

;

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed,

But that I cannot do ten thousand more.

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die

So sweet a death as hanging presently.

Aar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devil,

To live and burn in everlasting fire

;

So I might have your company in hell,

But to torment you with my bitter tongue !

Lue. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no more.

Enter a Goth.

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome
Desires to be admitted to your presence.

Luc. Let him come near.

—

Enter ^MiLius.

Welcome, ^milius ; what's the news from Rome ?

^mil. Lord Lucius, and you, princes of the Goths,

The Roman emperor greets you all by me

;

And, for he understands you are in arms.

He craves a parley at your father's house,

Willing you to demand your hostages,

And they shall be immediately delivered.

1 Croth. What says our general ?

Luc. ^milius, let the emperor give his pledges

Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,

And we will come.— March away. [^Exeunt.
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SCENE II. Rome. Before Titus's House,

Enter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius, disguised.

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment,

I will encounter with Andronicus

;

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below.

To join with him and right his heinous wrongs.

Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps.

To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge

;

Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him,

And work confusion on his enemies. [.They knock

Enter Titus, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation ?

Is it your trick, to make me ope the door

;

That so my sad decrees may fly away.

And all my study be to no effect?

You are deceived ; for what I mean to do.

See here, in bloody lines I have set down

;

And what is written shall be executed.

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit. No ; not a word. How can I grace my talk,

Wanting a hand to give it action ?

Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more.

Tam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk ynxh. me
Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough.

Witness this wretched stump, witness these crimson lines

;

Witness these trenches, made by grief and care;

Witness the tiring day, and heavy night

;

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well

For our proud empress, mighty Tamora.
Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora;
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend.

I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom,

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind,

By working Avreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light

;

Confer with mo of murder and of death.

There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place.

No vast obscurity, or misty vale.

Where bloody murder, or detested rape,

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out

;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake.
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Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art tliou sent to me
To be a torment to mine enemies ?

Tarn. 1 am ; therefore come down and welcome me.
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy side, where Rape, and Murder, stands;

Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels

;

And then I'll come, and be thy wagoner,

And whirl along wuth thee about the globes.

Provide thee proper palfreys, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful wagon swift away,

And find out murderers in their guilty caves

;

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads,

I will dismount, and by the wagon wheel

Trot, like a servile footman, all day long;

Even from Ilj^perion's rising in the east,

Until his very downfall in the sea.

And day by day 111 do this heavy task,

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with me.
Tit. Are them thy ministers ? what are they called ?

Tam. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called so,

'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men.
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress' sons they are!

And you the empress ! But we worldly men
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes.

sweet Revenge, noAV do I come to thee;

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee,

1 "will embrace thee in it by-and-by.

\_Exit Titus, from above
Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy

;

Whate'er I forge, to feed his brainsick fits.

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches.

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge

;

And being credulous in this mad thought,

I'll make him send for Lucius, his son

;

And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure,

I'll find some cunning practice out of hand,
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,

Or, at the least, make them his enemies.

See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme.

Enter TiTUS.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee.

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house

;

Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too;

—
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IIow like the empress and her sons you are

!

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor ;

—

Could not all hell afford you such a devil?

—

For, well I wot, the empress never wags,

But in her company there is a Moor

;

And, Avould you represent our queen aright,

It were convenient you had such a devil

;

"But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ?

Tarn. What wouldst thou have us do, Andronicus?

Bern. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him.

Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape,

And I am sent to be revenged on him.

Tarn. Show me a thousand, that hath done thee wrong,

And I will be revenged on them all.

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome;
And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself,

Good Murder, stab him ; he's a murderer.

—

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap

To find another that is like to thee.

Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.

—

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court

There is a queen, attended by a Moor

;

Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion,

For up and down she doth resemble thee

;

I pray thee, do on them some violent death

;

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tarn. Well hast thou lessoned us ; this shall we do.

But would it please thee, good Andronicus,

To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son,

Who leads towards Rome a band of Avarlike Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy house.

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast,

I will bring in the empress and her sons.

The emperor himself, and all thy foes

;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel.

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart.

What says Andronicus to this device 'i

Tit. Marcus, my brother!—-'tis sad Titus calls.

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius

;

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Gotlis.

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him

Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths

;

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are.

Tell him the emperor and the empress too

Vol. IV.— 16 v
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Feast at my house ; and he shall feast with them.

This do thou for my love ; and so let hini,

As he regards his aged father's life.

Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. \JExit,

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy business,

And take my ministers along with me.

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me

;

Or else I'll call my brother back again,

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

Tarn. What say you, boys ? will you abide with him,

Whiles I go tell my lord, the emperor,

How I have governed our determined jest ?

Yield to his humor, smooth and speak him fair, [Aside.

And tarry with him, till I come again.

Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me mad;
And will o'erreach them in their own devices,

A pair of cursed hellhounds and their dam. [Aside.

Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here.

Tarn. Farewell, Andronicus. Revenge now goes

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [^Uxit Tamora.

Tit. I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, farewell.

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employed?

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.

—

Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine

!

Enter Publius and others.

Pub. What's your will ?

Tit. Know you these two ?

Puh. Th' empress* sons,

I take them, Chiron and Demetrius.

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceived

;

The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name

:

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius

;

Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them.

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour,

And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure

;

And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry.

[Exit Titus. Publius, ^c. lay hold on

Chiron and Demetrius.

Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the empress' sons. .

Puh. And therefore do we what we are commanded.

—

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word.

Is he sure bound i! look that you bind them fast.
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R^-enter Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia ; she hearing a

basin, and he a knife.

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound;

—

Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me

;

But let them hear what fearful words I utter.

—

villains, Chiron and Demetrius !

Here stands the spring whom you have stained with mud *

This goodly summer with your winter mixed.

You killed her husband ; and, for that vile fault,

Two of her brothers were condemned to death

;

My hand cut off, and made a merry jest

;

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear

Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity,

Inhuman traitors, you constrained and forced.

What w^uld you say, if I should let you speak ?

Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats
;

Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold

The basin, that receives your guilty blood.

You know your mother means to feast with me,
And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me mad.
Hark, villains. I will grind your bones to dust.

And with your blood and it, I'll make a paste

;

And of the paste a coffin I will rear,

And make two pasties of your shameful heads

;

And bid that strumpet, your unhallowed dam,
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase.

This is the feast that I have bid her to.

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on

;

For worse than Philomel you used my daughter,

And Avorse than Progne 1 will be revenged.

And now prepare your throats.— Lavinia, come.

[7/e cuts their throats.

Receive the blood ; and, when that they are dead,

Let me go grind their bones to powder small.

And with this hateful liquor temper it

;

And in that paste let their vile heads be baked.

Dome, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove

More stern and bloody than the Centaur's feast.

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook.

And see thera ready 'gainst their mother comes.

[_.Exeu7it, bearing the dead bodies.
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SCENE III. The same. A Pavilion, with tables, ^c.

Enter Lucius, Makcus, and Goths, with Aaron, prisoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since 'tis my father's mind,

That you repair to Rome, I am content.

1 G-oth. And ours, "with thine, befall what fortune will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor,
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil

;

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him,

Till he be brought unto the empress' face,

For testimony of her foul proceedings

;

And see the ambush of our friends be strong:

I fear the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear,

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth

The venomous malice of my swelling heart

!

Luc. AAvay, inhuman dog! unhalloAved slave!—
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

—

[^Lxeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish.

The trumpets show the emperor is at hand.

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with Tribunes, Senators,

and others.

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than one ?

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun ?

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle

;

These quarrels must be quietly debated.

The feast is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordained to an honorable end.

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome.
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places.

Sat. Marcus, we will.

\_IIautboys sound. The company sit dotvn at table.

Enter TiTUS, dressed like a cook, Lavinia, veiled, young
Lucius, and others. Titus jo/accs the dishes on the table.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, dread queen ;

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius

;

And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor,

'Twill fill your stomachs
;
please you eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attired, Andronicus ?

Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well,

To entertain your highness and your empress.

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus.

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you wer3.
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My lord tlie emperor resolve me this

;

Was it well done of rash Virgiuius,

To slay his daughter with his own right hand,

Because she was enforced, stained, and defloured ?

Sat. It was, Andronicus.

l^it. Your reason, mighty lord

!

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her shame,

And by her presence still renew his sorrows.

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual

;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

For me, most wretched, to perform the like.

—

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee

;

[Re kills Lavinia.

And, with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die

!

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind

!

Tit. Killed her, for whom my tears have made me blind.

I am as woful as Virginius was

;

And have a thousand times more cause than he

To do this outrage;— and it is now done.

Sat. What, was shs ravished? tell, who did the deed.

Tit. Will't please you eat ? will't please your highness feed ?

Tam. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter thus ?

Tit. Not I ; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius.

They ravished her, and cut away her tongue,

And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong.

Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently.

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie;

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed.

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.

'Tis true, 'tis true ; witness my knife's sharp point.

[Killing Tamora.

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed.

[Killing Titus.

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father bleed?

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

[Kills Saturninus. A great tumult. The
People in confusion disperse. Marcus,
Lucius, a7id their partisans, ascend the

steps before TiTUs's house.

Mar. You sad-faced men, people and sons of Rome,
By uproar severed, like a flight of fowl

V*
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Scattered by winds and high, tempestuous gusto,

0, let me teach you how to knit again

This scattered corn into one mutual sheaf,

These broken limbs again into one body.

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself,

And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to.

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway,

Do shameful execution on herself.

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age,

Grave witnesses of true experience.

Cannot induce you to attend my words,

—

Speak, Rome's dear friend; [To Lucius;] as erst oui

ancestor.

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse

To lovesick Dido's sad, attending ear.

The story of that baleful, burning night.

When subtle Greeks surprised king Priam's Troy.

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitched our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.

—

My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel

;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief.

But floods of tears will drown my oratory.

And break my very utterance ; even i' the time

When it should move you to attend me most.

Lending your kind commiseration.

Here is a captain ; let him tell the tale

:

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you.

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius

Were they that murdered our emperor's brother

;

And they it were that ravished our sister

:

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded;
Our father's tears despised ; and basely cozened

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out.

And sent her enemies unto the grave.

Lastly, myself unkindly banished,

The gates shut on me, and turned weeping out.

To beg relief among Rome's enemies

;

Who drowned their enmity in my true tears,

And oped their arms to embrace me as a friend.

And I am the turned-forth, be it known to you,

That have preserved her welfare in my blood

;

And from her bosom took the enemy's point.

Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body.
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Alas! jou know I am no vaunter, I;

My scars can witness, dumb although they are,

That my report is just, and full of truth.

But, soft; methinks I do digress too much,
Citing my worthless praise. 0, pardon me

;

For when no friends are by, men praise themselves.

Mar. Now is my turn to speak. Behold this chili,

[Pointing to the Child in the arms of an Attendant.

Of this was Tamora delivered
;

The issue of an irreligious Moor,
Chief architect and plotter of these woes

;

The villain is alive in Titus' house.

Damned as he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge

These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience.

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Romans?
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein,

And, from the place where you behold us now,
The poor remainder of Andronici

Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down,
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains,

And make a mutual closure of our house.

Speak, Romans, speak ; and, if you say, we shall,

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall.

j^mil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,

Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know.

The common voice do cry, it shall be so.

Mom. [Several speak.~\ Lucius, all bail ; Rome's royal

emperor

!

Lucius, S,-c. descend.

Mar. Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house

;

\_To an Attendant.

And hither hale that misbelievino: jNIoor,

To be adjudged some direful, slaughtering death.

As punishment for his most wicked life.

Horn. [Several speak.~\ Lucius, all hail ; Rome's graci'ms

governor

!

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans. May I govern so,

To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe

!

But, gentle people, give me aim awhile.
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For nature puts me to a Leavy task ;
—

Stand all aloof,— but, uncle, draw you near,

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk,

—

0, take this warm kiss on thy pale, cold lips,

[if^sses Titus

These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stained face,

The last true duties of thy noble son

!

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss,

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips.

0, were the sum of these that I should pay

Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them !

Luc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us

To melt in showers. Thy grandsire loved thee well;

Many a time he danced thee on his knee.

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow;

Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy

;

In that respect, then, like a loving child.

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring.

Because kind nature does require it so.

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe.

Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave

;

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him.

Boy. grandsire, grandsire ! even with all my heart

Would I were dead, so you did live again !
—

Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping

;

My tears will choke me if I ope my mouth.

Enter Attendants ivith Aaron.

1 Rom. You sad Andronici, have done with woes;
Give sentence on this execrable wretch.

That hath been breeder of these dire events.

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him;
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food.

If any one relieves or pities him,

For the offence he dies. This is our doom

:

Some stay, to see him fastened in the earth.

Aar. 0, why should wrath be mute, and fury dumb ?

1 am no baby, I, that, with base prayers,

I should repent the evils I have done

;

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did.

Would I perform if I might have my will;

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very s(ml.
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Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence,

And give him burial in his father's grave.

My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith

Be closed in our household's monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds.

No mournful bell shall ring her burial

;

But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey.

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity

;

And, being so, shall have like want of pity.

See justice done to Aaron, that damned Moor,

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning

;

Then, afterwards, to order well the state,

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. \Exeunt,
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Antiochus, King of Antioch.

Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

ESCANES,
J

-^ "^

SiMONlDES, King of Pentapolis.

Cleon, Governor of Tharsus.

Lysimachus, Governor of Mitylene.

Cerimon, a Lord of Elphesus.

Thaliard, a Lord of Antioch.

Philemon, Servant to Cerimon.

Leonine, Servant to Dionyza. Marshal.

A Pander and his Wife. BoULT, their Servant.

GrOWER, as Chorus.

The Daughter of Antiochus.

Dionyza, Wife to Cleon.

Thaisa, Daughter to Simonides.

Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaisa.

Lychorida, JYurse to Marina. Diana.

Lords, Ladies, Knights, Grentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, Fisher-

men, and Messengers, Sfc.

SCENE, dispersedly in various countries.
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PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE.

ACT I.

Enter Gowek. Before the Palace of Antiocti.

To sing a song that old was sung,

From ashes ancient Gower is come

;

Assuming man's infirmities,

To glad your ear, and please your eyes.

It hath been sung at festivals,

On ember-eves, and holy ales

;

And lords and ladies in their lives

Have read it for restoratives.

The purchase is to make men glorious

;

Et bonu7n quo antiquius., eo melius.

If you, born in these latter times.

When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes.

And that to hear an old man sing.

May to your wishes pleasure bring,

I life would wish, and that I might

Waste it for you, like taper-light.

—

This Antioch then, Antiochus the Great

Built up this city for his chiefest seat

;

The fairest in all Syria

;

(I tell you Avhat mine authors say
;)

This king unto him took a pheere,

Who died ami left a female heir,

So buxom, blithe, and full of face.

As Heaven had lent her all his grace

;

With whom the father liking took.

And her to incest did provoke.

Bad child, worse father ! to entice his own
To evil, should bo done by none.

By custom what they did begin,^253
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W:i.M, witli lorif^ UHo, urcounf, no Hiii.

Tlu; hvAiniy of this sinful duum
Made many princes thither frame,

To Book hor as a bodfollow,

In miuria<f(!-plcaHureH jjlay fellow
;

Which to |)i*cvcnt, he made a law

(To koop hor Htill, and men in awe,)

That whoso askod her for his wife,

TTis riddle told tiot, lost his life.

So for licr iiKUiy a, wij/lif, did dio,

Ah yoM ^riiri looks do testify.

What now (srisiKiS, to the jiid^mcMt of your (syo

T ^ivc, my (;a,usc who I)(;st Can justify. \_.Exit,

SdKNI*] I. Antioch. A lloovi in tlu; Palace.

Enter Antiocmijs, i*Kii,i(;i,i:s, and Attomhints.

A.7it. Yoini;_'- |)iiiic,(! of 'Vyrv^ you have at largo received

The dan<^(;r of the task you undertakt,'.

Per. I hav(', Antioehus, and with a, soul

Imholdened with the glory of her praise,

Think death no hazaid, in this enter|)rl/,e. [Mutic
Ant. ]>ring in our daughter, 'clotlnid like a hride,

For the omhracciinents i\\v,\\ of Jove hiinsidf;

At whos(! eone(!|)tion, (till Lucina rcugned,

Nature this dowfy gave;, to glad her presence,)

The S(!riat<!-house of planets all did sit,

'Yi) knit in her their best jxufeetions.

Enter the Daughter of A N'l'loorilJ.S.

Per. See, wluire she eonuis, apparelhid lik<! the spring,

(jrraces hor suhjeets, and her thoughts tin; king

Of every virtue gives rcMiown to men !

]l(;r face the hook of praises, where; is rea,d

Nothing hut curious j)leasurcH, as from thence

Sorrow were ever ias(;d, and testy wrath

Could never !)(; her mild companion.
Ye gods that iuad(! ni(! man, and sway in love.

That ha,v<! inflauKMl desii-e in my hr(;ast,

To tast(! the fruit of yon cehistial tree;,

Or di<! in tin; adventure, he my helps,

A.8 1 am son and servant to your will,

To coi^ipass such a boundless liaj)piness!

Ant ]*rin(;e I*oricl(!S,

Per. 'J'hat would be son to irreat Antioehus.



Act I ] PERICLES, PIIINCE OF TYRE. 255

Ant. Before thee stands tliis fair Hesperides,

With gohlen fruit, but dangerous to be touched

;

For death-like dragons here aifright thee hard.

Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view

Her countless glory, which desert must gain

;

And which, witliout desert, because thine eye

Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die.

Yon sometime famous princes, like thyself,

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire,

Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance pale,

That without covering, save yon field of stars,

They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars
;

And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist,

For going on death's net, whom none resist.

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught

My frail mortality to know itself.

And by those fearful objects to prepare

This body, like to them, to what I must.

For death remembered, should be like a mirror,

Who tells us, life's but breath ; to trust it, error.

I'll make my will, then ; and as sick men do,

Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe,

Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did

;

So I bequeath a happy peace to you.

And all good men, as every prince should do

;

My riches to the earth from whence they came,

But my unspotted fire of love to _you.

[To the Daughter of Antiochus.

Thus ready for the way of life or death,

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus.

Ant. Scorning advice.—Read the conclusion then;

Which read and not expounded, 'tis decreed,

As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed.

Dough. In all, save that, mayst thou prove prosperous

!

In all, save that, I wish thee happiness !

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the lists,

Nor ask advice of any other thought

But faithfulness, and courage.

[He reads the Riddle.]

/ ain no viper, yet I feed

On mother s flesh which did me breed.

I sought a husbayid, in which labor

I found that kindness in a father.

lies father, son, and husband mildy

I, mother, wife, and yet his child.
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Iloto they may he, and yet in two,

As you ivill live, resolve it you.

Sharp physic is the last. But you powers!

That give heaven countless eyes to view men's acts,

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually,

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?

Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could still,

\_Takes hold of the hand of the Princess

Were not this glorious casket stored with ill.

But I must tell you,— now, my thoughts revolt

;

For he's no man on whom perfections wait,

That knowing sin within, will touch the gate. •

You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings;

Who, fingered to make man his lawful music.

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to hearken

;

But, being played upon before your tiipe,

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime.

Good sooth, I care not for you.

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life,

For that's an article within our law,

As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expired;

Either expound now, or receive your sentence.

Per. Great king.

Few love to hear the sins they love to act

;

'Twould 'braid yourself too near for me to tell it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do.

He's more secure to keep it shut, than shown;

For vice repeated, is like the wandering wind,

Blows dust in others' eyes, to spread itself;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear,

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear

To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts

Copped hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is thronged

By man's oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for't.

Kings are earth's gods ; in vice their law's their will

;

And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill ?

It is enough you know ; and it is fit,

What being more known grows worse, to smother it.

All love the womb that their first beings bred;

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head.

Ant. Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found the

meaning ;

—

But I will gloze with him. [^Aside.'] Young prince of Tyre,

Though by the tenor of our strict edict,

Your exposition misinterpreting.
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We might proceed to cancel of your dajs;

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree

As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise.

Forty days longer we do respite yoi\;

If by w^hich time our secret be undone,

This mercy shows, we'll joy in such a son;

And until then, your entertain shall be,

As doth befit our honor, and your worth.

[Exeunt Ant., his Daughter, and Attend.

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin !

When what is done is like a hypocrite,

The which is good in nothing but in sight.

If it be true that I interpret false.

Then were it certain, you were not so bad,

As with foul incest to abuse your soul

;

Where now you're both a father and a son,

By your untimely claspings with your child,

(Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father;)

And she an eater of her mother's flesh,

^y the defiling of her parent's bed

;

And both like serpents are, who though they feed

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed.

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men
Blush not in actions blacker than the night,

Will shun no course to keep them from the light.

One sin, I know, another doth provoke

;

Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke.

Poison and treason are the hands of sin.

Ay, and the targets, to put off" the shame

;

Then, lest my life be cropped to keep you clear,

By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. [Exit.

Be-enter Antiochus.

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which we mean

To have his head.

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy,

Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin

In such a loathed manner.

And therefore instantly this prince must die;

For by his fall my honor must keep high.

Who attends on us there ?

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. Doth your highness call?

Ant. Thaliard, you're of our chamber, and our mind

Partakes her private actions to your secrecy

;

Vol. ly. — 17 W
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And for y )ur faithfulness we will advance you.

Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold.

We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him

;

It fits thee not to ask the reason why,
.

Because we bid it. Say, is it done ?

Thai. Mv lord,

'Tis done.

Enter a Messenger.

Ant. Enough.
Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste.

Mess. My lord, Prince Pericles is fled.

\^Exit Messenger.

Ant. As thou

Wilt live, fly after ; and, as an arrow, shot

From a well-experienced archer, hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so ne'er return,

Unless thou say, Prince Pericles is dead.

Thai. My lord, if I

Can get him once within my pistol's length,

I'll make him sure ; so farewell to your highness. [Exit.

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead.

My heart can lend no succor to my head. \_Exit.

SCENE II. Tyre. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Pekict.es, Helicanus, and other Lords.

Per. Let none disturb us ; why should this change of

thought ?

The sad companion, dull-eyed melancholy.

By me so used a guest is, not an hour.

In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night,

(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me quiet

!

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them.

And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch,

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here;

Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits.

Nor yet the other's distance comfort me.
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind.

That have their first conception by misdread.

Have after-nourishment and life by care

;

And what was first but fear what might be done,

Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.

And so with me ; the great Antiochus
/'Gainst whom I am too little to contend,
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Since he's sd great, can make his will his act)

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence

;

Nor hoots it me to say, I honor him,

If he suspect I may dishonor him.

And what may make him blush in being known.
He'll stop the course by which it might be known

;

With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land,

And with the ostent of war will look so huge,

Amazement shall drive courage from the state

;

Our men be vanquished, ere they do resist,

And subjects punished, that ne'er thought offence

:

Which care of them, not pity of myself,

(Who am no more but as the top of trees.

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them,)

Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish,

And punish that before, that he would punish.

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast

!

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us,

Peaceful and comfortable !

Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience tongue.

They do abuse the king that flatter him
;

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin

;

The thing the which is flattered, but a spark.

To which that breath gives heat and stronger glowing;

Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order,

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.

When seignior Sooth here does proclaim a peace,

He flatters you, makes war upon your life.

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please

;

I cannot be much lower than my knees.

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o'erlook

What shipping, and what lading's in our haven.

And then return to us. \^Exeunt Lords.] Helicanus, thou

Hast moved us ; what seest thou in our looks ?

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord.

Per. If there be such a dart in princes' frowns.

How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ?

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from whence
They have their nourishment ?

Per. Thou know'st I have power
To take thy life.

Hel. [^Ivneeli:ig.'\ I have ground the axe myself;

Do you but strike the blow.

Per. Ptise, pr'y thee rise

;

Sit down, sit down ; thou art no flatterer.

I thank thee for it; and high Heaven forbid.
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That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid!

Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince,

Who bj thy wisdom mak'st a prince thj servant,

What would'st thou have me do?
Hel. With patience hear

Such griefs as you do lay upon yourself.

Per. Thou speak'st like a physician, Helicanus

;

Who minister'st a potion unto me,

That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself.

Attend me then. I went to Antioch,

Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death,

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty,

From whence an issue I might propagate.

Are arms to princes, and bring to subjects joys.

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder

;

The rest (hark in thine ear) as black as incest

;

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father

Seemed not to strike, but smooth ; but thou know'st this,

'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss.

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled,

Under the covering of a careful night,

Who seemed my good protector ; and being here.

Bethought me what was past, what might succeed.

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants' fears

Decrease not, but grow faster than their years.

And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,)

That I should open to the listening air,

How many worthy princes' bloods were shed,

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,

—

To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms,

And make pretence of wrong that I have done him
When all, for mine, if I may call't offence.

Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence

;

Which love to all (of which thyself art one,

W^ho now reprov'st me for it)

Hel. Alas, sir

!

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks,

Musings into my mind, a thousand doubts

How I might stop this tempest, ere it came
;

And finding little comfort to relieve them,
I thought it princely charity to grieve them.

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me leave tc

speak,

Freely I'll speak. Antiochus you fear,

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant,

Who, either by public war, or private treason,
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Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while,

Till that his rage and anger be forgot,

Or Destinies do cut his thread of life.

Your rule direct to any ; if to me,

Day serves not light more faithful than I'll be.

Per. I do not doubt thy faith

;

But should he wrong my liberties in absence

—

Hel. We'll mingle bloods together in the earth,

From whence we had our being and our birth.

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and to Tharsus

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee

;

And by whose letters I'll dispose myself.

The care I had and have of subjects' good,

On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it.

I'll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath

;

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both.

But in our orbs we'll live so round and safe.

That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince,

Thou show'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince. [^Exeunt.

SCENE III. Tyre. An Antechamber in the Palace.

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court. Here must

I kill king Pericles ; and if I do not, I am sure to be hanged

at home ; 'tis dangerous,—Well, I perceive he was a Avise

fellow, and had good discretion, that being bid to ask what

he would of the king, desired he might know none of his

secrets. Now do I see he had some reason for it ; for if a

king bid a man be a villain, he is bound by the indenture

of his oath to be one.—Hush, here come the lords of Tyre.

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, a^id other Lords.

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre,

Further to question of your king's departure.

His sealed commission, left in trust with me,

Doth speak sufficiently, he's gone to travel.

Thai. How ! the king gone ! \_Aside.

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied,

Why, as it were unlicensed of your loves,

He would depart, I'll give some light unto you.

Being at Antioch—
Thai. What from Antioch ? \_Aside.

Hel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not)
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Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judged so

;

And doubting lest that he had erred or sinned,

To show his sorrow, would correct himself;

So put? himself unto the shipman's toil.

With whom each minute threatens life or death.

Thai. Well, I perceive \_ABide

I shall not be hanged now, although I would

;

But since he's gone, the king it sure must please,

He scaped the land, to perish on the seas.

—

But I'll present me. Peace to the lords of Tyre

!

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome.

Thai. From him I come.

With message unto princely Pericles

;

But, since my landing, as I have understood

Your lord has took himself to unknown travels,

My message must return from whence it came.

Hel. We have no reason to desire it, since

Commended to our master, not to us.

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,

—

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. \^Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Tharsus. A Room in the Governor's House.

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here,

And by relating tales of others' griefs.

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ?

Bio. That were to blow at fire, in hope to quench it,

For who digs hills because they do aspire,

Throws down one mountain, to cast up a higher.

my distressed lord, even such our griefs

;

Here they're but felt, and seen with mistful eyes.

But like to groves, being topped, they higher rise.

Cle. Dionyza,

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it,

Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ?

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes
Into the air ; our eyes do weep, till lungs

Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder ; that,

If the gods slumber, while their creatures Avant,

They may awake their helps to comfort them.

I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years.

And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears.

Dio. I'll do my best, sir.

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have government.
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A city on whom Plenty held full hand,

(For riches strewed herself even in the streets,)

Whose towers bore heads so high, they kissed the clouds,

And strangers ne'er beheld, but wondered at

;

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorned,

Like one another's glass to trim them by:
Their tables were stored full, to glad the sight,

And not so much to feed on, as delight

;

All poverty was scorned, and pride so great,

The name of help grew odious to repeat.

Dio. 0, 'tis too true.

Qle. But see what Heaven can do ! By this our change,

These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air,

Were all too little to content and please,

Although they gave tlieir creatures in abundance,

As houses are defiled for want of use.

They are now starved for want of exercise.

Those palates, who, not yet two summers younger,

Must have inventions to delight the taste.

Would now be glad of bread and beg for it.

Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes,

Thought nought too curious, are ready now.

To eat those little darlings whom they loved.

So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife

Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life.

Here stands a lord, and there a lady w^eeping

;

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall.

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.

Is not this true ?

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it.

Ole. 0, let those cities, that of Plenty's cup

And her prosperities so largely taste,

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears

!

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. Where's the lord governor ?

Cle. Here.

Speak out thy sorrows Avhich thou bring'st, in haste.

For comfort is too far for us to expect.

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighboring shore,

A portly sail of ships make hitherward.

Oh. I thought as much.

One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir,

That may succeed as his inheritor;

And 80 in ours. Some neighboring nation,
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Taking advantage of our misery,

Hath stuffed these hollow vessels with their power,
To beat us down, the which are down already

;

And make a conquest of unhappy me,
Whereas no glory's got to overcome.

Lord. That's the least fear ; for, by the semblance
Of their white flags displayed, they bring us peace,

And come to us as favorers, not as foes.

Gle. Thou speak'st like him untutored to repeat,

Who makes the fairest show means most deceit.

But bring they what they will, what need we fear ?

The ground's the low'st, and we are half way there.

Go tell their general, we attend him here,

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes.

And what he craves.

Lord. I go, ray lord. \^Exit

die. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist

;

If wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericles, with Attendants.

Per. Lord governor,— for so we hear you are,

—

Let not our ships, and number of our men,
Be, like a beacon fired, to amaze your eyes.

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,

And seen the desolation of your streets

!

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears.

But to relieve them of their heavy load

;

And these our ships you happily may think

Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuflfed within.

With bloody views, expecting overthrow.

Are stored with corn, to make your needy bread.

And give them life, who are hunger-starved, half dead.

All. The gods of Greece protect you

!

And we'll pray for you.

Per. Rise, I pray you, rise;

We do not look for reverence, but for love

;

And harborage for ourself, our ships, and men.

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify,

Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought.

Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves.

The curse of Heaven and men succeed their evils

;

Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne'er be seen,)

Your grace is welcome to our town and us.

Per. Which welcome we'll accept ; feast here a while.

Until our stars, that frown, lend us a smile, \_Exeunt
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ACT II.

Enter Gower.

(xoio. Here have you seen a miglity king

His child, I wis, to incest bring

;

A better prince, and benign lord,

Prove aAvful both in deed and word.

Be quiet, then, as men should be,

Till he hath passed necessity.

I'll show you those in trouble's reign,

Losing a mite, a mountain gain.

The good in conversation,

(To whom I give my benizon,)

Is still at Tharsus, where each man
Thinks all is writ he spoken can

;

And, to remember what he does.

Gild his statue to make it glorious.

But tidings to the contrary

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ?

Dumb Shoiv.

Enter., at one door, Pericles, talking with Cleon ; all the

Train with them. Enter, at another door, a Gentleman,

with a letter to Pericles ; Pericles shoivs the letter to

Cleon ; then gives the Messenger a reioard, and knights

him. Exeunt Pericles, Cleon, ^c. severally.

Crow. Good Helicane, that staid at home,

Not to eat honey, like a drone,

From others' labors ; for though he strive

To killcn bad, keep good alive

;

And, to fulfil his prince' deeire.

Sends Avord of all that haps in Tyre

;

How Thaliard came full bent with sin,

And hid intent, to murder him
;

And that in Tharsus was not best

Longer for him to make his rest.

He knowing so, put forth to seas,

Wbere when men been, there's seldom ease.

For now the wind begins to blow

;

Thunder above, and deeps below,

Make such unquiet, that the ship

Should house him safe, is wreck'^d and split

;

And he, good prince, having all lost.

By Avaves from coast to coast is tost

;

X
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All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself;

Till fortune, tired with doing bad,

Threw him ashore, to give him glad

;

And here he comes : what shall be next,

—

Pardon old Gower; this 'longs the text. [^xit

SCENE I. Pentapolis. An open Place hy the Sea-side

Enter Pericles, tvet.

Per. Yet cease your ire, ye angry stars of heaven

!

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man
Is but a substance that must yield to you

;

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you.

Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks,

Washed me from shore to shore, and left me breath

Nothing to think on, but ensuing death.

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers.

To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes

;

And having throAvn him from your watery grave»

Here to have death in peace, is all he'll crave.

Enter three Fishermen.

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilche

!

2 Fish. Ho ! come, and bring away the nets.

1 Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say

!

3 Fish. What say you, master ?

1 Fish. Look how thou stirrest now ! come away, or I'll

fetch thee with a wannion.

3 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor men
that were cast away before us, even now.

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear what
pitiful cries they made to us, to help them, when, well-a-day,

we could scarce help ourselves.

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much, when I saw the

porpoise, how he bounced and tumbled ? They say they are

half fish, half flesh : a plague on them, they ne'er come,

but I look to be washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes

live in the sea.

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-land ; the great ones eat up
the little ones. I can compare our rich misers to nothing

so fitly as to a whale ; 'a plays and tumbles, driving the

poor fry before him, and at last devours them all at a mouth-
ful. Such whales have I heard on a'the land, who never

leave gaping till they've swallowed the whole parish, church,

steeple, bells and all.



Act II.] PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. 267

Per. A pretty moral.

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I -would

have been that day in the belfry.

2 Fish. Why, man ?

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed me too; and
wnen I had been in his belly, I would have kept such a jang-

ling of the bells, that he should never have left, till he cast

bells, steeple, church, and parish, up again. But if the good
king Simonides were of my mind

Per. Simonides ?

3 Fish. We would purge the land of these drones, that

rob the bee of her honey.

Per. How from the finny subject of the sea

These fishers tell the infirmities of men

;

And from their watery empire recollect

All that may men approve, or men detect!

Peace be at your labor, honest fishermen.

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what's that ? if it be a day
fits you, scratch it out of the calendar, and no body will look

after it.

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your coast

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea ; to cast thee

in our way !

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind,

In that vast tennis-court, hath made the ball

For them to play upon, entreats you pity him

;

He asks of you, that never used to beg.

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? here's them in our

country of Greece, gets more with begging, than Ave can do

with working.

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes then ?

Per. I never practised it.

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for here's no-

thing to be got now-a-days, unless thou canst fish for't.

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know

;

.But what I am, want teaches me to think on

;

A man shrunk up with cold. My veins are chill,

And have no more of life, than may suflSce

To give my tongue that heat, to ask your help

;

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead.

For that 1 am a man, pray see me buried.

1 Fish. Die, quoth-a ? Noav, gods forbid ! I have a

gown here; come, put it on; keep thee warm. Now, afore

me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou shalt go home, and
we'll have flesh for holydays, fish for fasting-days, and, more-

over, puddings and flap-jacks, and thou shalt be welcome.
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Per. I thank you, sir.

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could not beg.

Per. I did but crave.

2 Fish. But crave ? Tlien I'll turn craver, too, and so

I shall 'scape whipping.

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then ?

2 Fish. 0, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your beg-

gars were whipped, I would wish no better office, than to be

beadle. But, master, I'll go draw up the net.

\_Exeunt two of the Fishermen,

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their labor

!

1 Fish. Hark you, sir ! do you know where you are ?

Per. Not well.

1 Fish. Why, I'll tell you ; this is called Pentapolis, and
our king, the good Simonides.

Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him ?

1 Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves to be so called, for his

peaceable reign and good government.

Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from his subjects

the name of good, by his government. How far is his court

distant from this shore ?

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey ; and I'll tell

you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her birth-

day ; and there are princes and knights come from all parts

of the world, to just and tourney for her love.

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could wish

to make one there.

1 Fish. sir, things must be as they may ; and what a

man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for— his wife's soul.

Re-enter the tioo Fishermen, draiving up a net.

2 Fish. Help, master, help ; here's a fish hangs in the

net, like a poor man's right in the law ; 'twill hardly come
out. Ha ! bots on't, 'tis corae at last, and 'tis turned to a

rusty armor.

Per. An armor, friends ! I pray you, let me see it.

Thanks, fortune, yet that after all my crosses,

Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself;

And, though it was mine own, part of mine heritage,

Which my dead father did bequeath to me.

With this strict charge, (even as he left his life,)

Keep it, my Pericles; it hath been a shield
' Twixt me and death ; (and pointed to this brace

;)

For that it saved me, keep it ; in like necessity.

The which the gods 2)rotec.t thee from ! it may defend thee.

It kept where I kep% I so dearly loved it

;
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Till the rough seas, that spare not any man,

Took it in rage, though calmed, have given it again;

I thank thee for't ; my shipwreck's now no ill,

Since I have here my father's gift in his will.

1 Fish. What mean you, sir ?

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth.

For it was sometime target to a king

;

I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly.

And for his sake, I wish the having of it

;

And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court,

Where with't I may appear a gentleman

;

And if that ever my low fortunes better,

I'll pay your bounties ; till then, rest your debtor.

1 Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady?

Per. I'll shoAV the virtue I have borne in arms.

1 Fish. Why, do ye take it, and the gods give thee

good on't

!

2 Fish. Aj, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we that

made up this garment through the rough seams of the

waters ; there are certain condolements, certain vails. I

hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remember from Avhence you

had it.

Per. Believe't, 1 will.

Now, by your furtherance, I am clothed in steel

;

And spite of all the rupture of the sea,

This jewel holds his biding on my arm

;

Unto thy value wull I mount myself

Upon a courser, whose delightful steps

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.

—

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided

Of a pair of bases.

2 Fish. We'll sure provide. Thou shalt have my best

gOAvn to make thee a pair ; and I'll bring thee to the court

myself.

Per. Then honor be but a goal to my will

:

This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. lExeu7it,

SCENE II. The same. A public Waj/, or Platform, lead-

ing to the lists. A Pavilion by the side of it, for the re-

ception of the King, Princess, Lords, ^c.

Enter Simonides, Tiiaisa, Lords, and Attendants.

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph?

1 Lord. They are, my liege

;

And stay your coming to present themselves.

Sim. Keturn them, we are ready ; and oui daughter,

X*
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In honor of whose birth these triumphs are,

Sits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat

For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [^IJxit a Lord.

Tliai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to express

My commendations great, whose merit's less.

Sim. 'Tis fit it should be so ; for princes are

A model, which Heaven makes like to itself.

As jewels lose their glory, if neglected,

So princes their renown, if not respected.

'Tis now your honor, daughter, to explain

The labor of each knight, in his device.

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honor, I'll perform

JEnter a Knight : he passes over the stage, and his Squire

presents his shield to the Princess.

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself?

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father

;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is a black ^thiop, reaching at the sun

;

The word, Lux tua vita mihi.

Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of you.

[^The second Knight passes.

Who is the second that presents himself?

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father

;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is an armed knight, that's conquered by a lady

;

The motto thus, in Spanish, Piuper dulcura que per fuerca.
\_The third Knight passes.

Sim. And what's the third ?

Thai. The third, of Antioch

;

And his device, a wreath of chivalry

;

The word, Me ptonipse provexit apex.

\_The fourth Knight passes.

Sim. What is the fourth ?

Thai. A burning torch, that's turned upside down;
The word, Quod me alit, me extinguit.

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and will,

Which can as well inflame, as it can kill,

[^The fifth Knight passes.

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds

;

Holding out gold, that's by the touchstone tried

;

The motto thus. Sic spectanda fides.

[The sixth Knight passes.

Sim. And what's the sixth and last, which the knight
himself

With such a graceful courtesy delivered ?
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Thai. He seems to be a strang-cr; but bis presjnt is

A withered branch, that's only green at top

;

The motto, In liac spe vivo.

Sim. A pretty moral

;

From the dejected state wherein he is.

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish.

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his outward show

Can any way speak in his just commend:
For, by his rusty outside he appears

To have practised more the whipstock, than the lance.

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes

To an honoured triumph, strangely furnished.

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armor rust

Until this day, to scour it in the dust.

Sim. Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan

The outward habit by the inward man.

But stay, the knights are coming ; we'll withdraw

Into the gallery. [Exeunt.

[Great shouts, and all cry., The mean knight.

SCENE III. The same. A Hall of State.

A Banquet prepared.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, and Attendants.

Sim. Knights,

To say you are welcome, were superfluous.

To place upon the volume of your deeds,

As in a title-page, your worth in arms,

Were more than you expect, or more than's fit,

Since every worth in show commends itself.

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast

;

You are princes, and my guests.

Thai. But you, my knight and guest;

To whom this wreath of victory I give,

And crown you king of this day's happiness.

Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than my merit.

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours;

And here, I hope, is none that envies it.

In framing artists, art hath thus decreed.

To make some good, but others to exceed

;

And you're her labored scholar. Come, queen o' the feast,

(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place

;

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace.

Kniyhts. We are honored much by good Simonides.

Sim. Your presence glads our days ; honor we love»

For who hates honor, hates the gods above.
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Marsh. Sir, yond's your place.

Per. Some other is more fit.

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen,

That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes,

Envy the great, nor do the low despise.

Per. You are right courteous knights.

Sim. Sit, sit, sir ; sit.

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts,

These cates resist me, she not thought upon.

Thai. By Juno, that is queen

Of marriage, all the viands that I eat

Do seem unsavory, wishing him my meat

;

Sure he's a gallant gentleman.

Sim. He's but

A country gentleman.

He has done no more than other knights have done

;

Broken a staff, or so ; so let it pass.

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass.

Per. Y^on king's to me, like to my father's picture,

Which tells me, in that glory once he was

;

Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne,

And he the sun, for them to reverence.

None that beheld him, but like lesser lights,

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy

;

Where now his son's a glowworm in the night.

The which hath fire in darkness, none in light

;

Whereby I see that Time's the king of men,

For he's their parent, and he is their grave.

And gives them what he will, not what they crave.

Sim. What, are you merry, knights ?

1 Knight. AYho can be other, in this royal presence ?

Sim. Here, with a cup that's stored unto the brim,

(As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips,)

We drink his health to you.

Knights. We thank your grace.

Sim. Y"et pause awhile
;

Yon knight, methinks, doth sit too melanchbly,

As if the entertainment in our court

Had not a show might countervail his worth.

Note it not you, Thaisa?

Thai. What is it

To me, my father ?

Sim. 0, attend, my daughter.

Princes, in this, should live like gods above,

AVhc freely give to every one that comes
To honor them ; and princes, not doing so,
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Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but killed

Are wondered at.

Therefore to make his entrance more bweet,

Here say, we drink this standing bowl of wine to him.

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold

;

He may my proffer take for an offence,

Since men take women's gifts for impudence.

Sim. How

!

Do as I bid you, or you'll move me else.

Thai. Now, by the gods, he could not please me better.

\_Aside.

Sim. And further tell him, we desire to know,

Of whence he is, his name, and parentage.

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you.

Per. I thank him.

Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life.

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely.

TJiai. And further he desires to know of you,

Of whence you are, your name and parentage.

Per. A gentleman of Tyre— (my name, Pericles;

My education being in arts and arms
;)

Who, looking for adventures in the world,

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men.

And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore.

Thai. He thanks your grace ; names himself Pericles,

A gentleman of Tyre, who only by
Misfortune of the seas has been bereft

Of ships and men, and cast upon this shore.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune.

And will awake him from his melancholy.

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles,

And waste the time which looks for other revels.

Even in your armors, as you are addressed.

Will very well become a soldier's dance.

I will not have excuse, with saying, this

Loud music is too harsh for ladies' heads

;

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds.

[TAe Knights dance.

So, this was well asked, 'twas so well performed.

Come, sir.

Here is a lady that wants breathing too

;

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making ladies trip

;

And that their measures are as excellent.

Per. In those that practise them, they are, my lord.

Vol. IV.- 18
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Sim. 0, that's as much as you would be denied

[T/ie Knights and Ladies dance.

Of your fair courtesy.—Unclasp, unclasp

;

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well

;

But you the best. [To Pericles.] Pages and lights, conduct

These knights unto their several lodgings. Yours, sir,

We have given order to be next our own.

Per. I am at your grace's pleasure.

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love,

For that's the mark I know you level at.

Therefore each one betake him to his rest

;

To-morrow, all for speeding do their best. [^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Tyre. A Room in the Governor's Hou%e.

Enter Helicanus and Escanes.

Sel. No, no, my Escanes; know this of me,

—

Antiochus from incest lived not free

;

For which, the most high gods not minding longer,

To withhold the vengeance that they had in store,

Due to this heinous, capital offence,

Even in the height and pride of all his glory,

When he was seated, and his daughter with him,

In a chariot of inestimable value,

A fire from heaven came, and shrivelled up
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk,

That all those eyes adored them ere their fall.

Scorn now their hand should give them burial.

Esca. 'Twas very strange.

Eel. And yet but just ; for though
This king were great, his greatness was no guard
To bar Heaven's shaft ; but sin had his reward.

Esca. 'Tis very true.

Enter three Lords.

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference,

Or council, has respect with him but he.

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof.

3 Lord. And curst be he that will not second it.

2 Lord. Follow me, then. Lord Ilelicane, a word.

Sel. With me ? and welcome. Happy day, my lords.

1 Lord. Kjiow that our griefs are risen to the top.

And now at length they overflow their banks.

Hel. Your griefs, for what ? wrong not the prince you love.

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane

;
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But if the prince do live, let us salute him,

Or know what ground's made happy by his breath.

If in the world he live, we'll seek him out

;

If in his grave he rest, we'll find him there;

And be resolved, he lives to govern us,

Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral,

And leaves us to our free election.

2 Lord. Whose death's, indeed, the strongest in our censure

;

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head,

(Like goodly buildings left without a roof,)

Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self,

That best know'st how to rule, and how to reign,

We thus submit unto,— our sovereign.

All. Live, noble Helicane

!

Hel. Try honor's cause ; forbear your suffrages

;

If that you love prince Pericles, forbear.

Take I your wish, I leap into the seat,

Where's hourly trouble for a minute's ease.

A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat you
To forbear choice i' the absence of your king

;

If in which time expired, he not return,

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.

But if I cannot win you to this love,

Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects,

And in your search spend your adventurous worth;
Whom if you find, and win unto return.

You shall like diamonds sit about his crown.

1 Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield

;

And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us,

We with our travels will endeavor it.

Ilel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp hands

;

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. \_Exeunt,

SCENE V. Pentapolis. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Simonides, reading a letter ; the Knights meet him.

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides.

Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you know,
That for this twelvemonth she'll not undertake

A married life.

Her reason to herself is only known.
Which from herself by no means can I get.

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord?

Sim. 'Faith, by no means ; she hath so strictly tied her

To her chamber, that it is impossible.
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One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's livery

;

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she voAved,

And on her virgin honor will not break it.

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we take our

leaves. \_Exoitnt.

Sim. So,

They're well despatched ; now to my daughter's letter.

She tells me here, she'll wed the stranger-knight,

Or never more to view nor day nor light.

Mistress, 'tis well
;
your choice agrees with mine

;

I like that well. Nay, how absolute she's in't,

Not minding whether I dislike or no !

Well, I commend her choice

;

And will no longer have it be delayed.

Soft, here he comes ;— I must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides !

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden to you,

For your sweet music this last night. My ears,

I do protest, were never better fed

With such delightful pleasing harmony.
Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend

;

Not my desert.

Sim. Sir, you are music's master.

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord.

Sim. Let me ask one thing. What do you think, sir, of

My daughter ?

Per. As of a most virtuous princess.

Siyn. And she is fair, too, is she not ?

Per. As a fair day in summer; wondrous fair.

Sim. My daughter, sir, thinks very well of you;
Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master.

And she'll your scholar be ; therefore look to it.

Per. Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster.

Sim. She thinks not so
;
peruse this writing else.

Per. What's here ?

A letter that she loves the knight of Tyre

!

'Tis the king's subtlety to have my life. \^A%ide,

0, seek not to entrap, my gracious lord,

A stranger, and distressed gentleman,
That never aimed so high, to love your daughter.

But bent all offices to honor her.

Siyn. Thou hast bewitched my daughter, and thou art

A villain.

Per By the gods, I have not, sir.
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Never did thought of mine levy offence

;

Nor never did my actions yet commence
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure.

Sim. Traitor, thou liest.

Per. Traitor

!

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir.

Per. Even in his throat (unless it be the king)

That calls me traitor, I return the lie.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage.

\_Aside.

Per. My actions are as noble as my though cs,

That never relished of a base descent.

I came unto your court for honor's cause,

And not to be a rebel to her state

;

And he that otherwise accounts of me,
This sword shall prove his honor's enemy.

Sim. No !
—

Here comes my daughter ; she can witness it.

Unter Thaisa.

Per. Then as you are as virtuous as fair,

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue

Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe

To any syllable that made love to you ?

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had.

Who takes offence at that would make me glad.

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory?—
I am glad of it with all my heart. [JlszV;?e.] I'll tame you

;

I'll bring you in subjection.

—

Will you, not having my consent, bcstOAV

Your love and your affections on a stranger ?

(Who, for aught I know to the contrary.

Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) \^Aside.

Hear, therefore, mistress ; fnime your will to mine,

—

And you, sir, hear you.— Either be ruled by me.

Or I will make you— man and Avife.

—

Nay, come
;
your hands and lips must seal it too.

—

And being joined, I'll thu3 your hopes destroy;—
And for a further grief,— God give you joy!

What, are you both pleased ?

Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir.

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it.

Sim. What, are you both agreed ?

Both. Yes, please your majesty.

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, I'll see you wed

;

Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. [^Uxeunt.

Y
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ACT III.

Enter Gower.

Gower. No'^r sleep yslaked hath the rout;

No din but snores, the house about,

Made louder by the o'er-fed breast

Of this most pompous marriage-feast.

The cat with eyne of burning coal,

Now couches 'fore the mouse's hole

;

And crickets sing at th' oven's mouth.
As the blither for their drouth.

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed,

Where, by the loss of maidenhead,
A babe is moulded.— Be attent,

And time that is so briefly spent,

With your fine fancies quaintly eche

;

What's dumb in show, I'll plain with speech.

Dumb Show.

Enter Pericles and Simonides at one door, with Attend-
ants : a Messenger meets them, kneels, atid gives Pericles
a letter. Pericles shotvs it to Simonides ; the Lords
kneel to the former. Then enter Thaisa with child, and
Lychorida. Simonides shoivs his daughter the letter;

she rejoices ; she and Pericles take leave of her father^
and depart. Then Simonides, ^c. retire.

Grow. By many a dearn and painful perch
Of Pericles the careful search

By the four opposing coignes.

Which the world together joins.

Is made with all due diligence,

That horse, and sail, and high expense,

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre,

(Fame answering the most strong inquire,)

To the court of king Simonides

Are letters brought ; the tenor these

:

Antiochus and his daughter's dead:
The men of Tyrus, on the head
Of Helicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre ; but he will none.

The mutiny there he hastes t' oppress

;

Says to them, if king Pericles

Come not home in twice six moons,
He, obedient to their dooms,
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Will take the crown. The sum of this,

Brought hither to Pentapolis.

Y-ravished the regions round,

And every one with claps 'gan sound,

Our heir apparent is a king

;

Who dreamed, who thought of such a thing?

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre

;

His queen, with child, makes her desire,

(Which, who shall cross ?) along to go

;

(Omit we all their dole and woe
;)

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes,

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes

On Neptune's billow ; half the flood

Hath their keel cut ; but fortune's mood
Varies again ; the grizzled north

Disgorges such a tempest forth.

That, as a duck for life that dives,

So up and down the poor ship drives.

The lady shrieks, and, well-a-near

!

Doth fall in travail with her fear

;

And what ensues in this fell storm

Shall, for itself, itself perform.

I nill relate ; action may
Conveniently the rest convey

;

Which might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck

The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. \JExit

SCENE I.

Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea.

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuke these surges,

Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that hast

Upon the winds command, bind them in brass.

Having called them from the deep ! 0, still thy deafening,

Thy dreadful thunders
;
gently quench thy nimble

Sulphureous flashes!— how, Lychorida,

How does my queen !—Thou storm, thou ! venomously
Wilt thou spit all thyself?—The seaman's whistle

Is as a Avhisper in the ears of death.

Unheard.— Lychorida !— Lucina,

Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle

To those that cry by night, convey thy deity

Aboard our da; icing boat; make swift the pangs

Of my queen's travails!— Now, Lychorida
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Enter Lychorida, ivith an infant.

Lye. Here is a thing

Too young for such a place, who if it had
Conceit, would die as I am like to do.

Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen.

Per. How ! how, Lychorida !

Lye. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the storm.

Here's all that is left living of your queen,

—

A little daughter ; for the sake of it.

Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. you gods !

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts.

And snatch them straight away ? We, here below,

Recall not what we give, and therein may
Vie honor with you.

Lye. Patience, good sir,

Even for this charge.

Per. Now, mild may be thy life

!

For a more blusterous birth had never babe.

Quiet and gentle thy conditions !

For thou art the rudeliest welcomed to' this woi'ld,

Than e'er was prince's child. Happy what follows

!

Thou hast as chiding a nativity.

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make,
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first,

Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit.

With all thou canst find here.—Now the good gods

Throw their best eyes upon it

!

Enter two Sailors.

1 Sail. What courage, sir ? God save you.

Per. Courage enough. I do not fear the flaw;

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love

Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sca-farer,

I would it would be quiet.

1 Sail. Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou?

Blow and spit thyself.

2 Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow

kiss the moon, I care not.

1 Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard ; the sea works
high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the ship be

cleared of the dead.

Per. That's your superstition.

1 Sail. Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it still hath been
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observed ; and we are strong in custom. Therefore briefly

yield her ; for she must overboard straight.

Per. Be it as you think meet.—Most wretched queen

!

Lye. Here she lies, sir.

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear

;

No light, no fire. The unfriendly elements

Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time

To give thee hallowed to thy grave, but straight

Must cast thee, scarcely coffined, in the ooze.;

Where, for a monument upon thy bones,

And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale.

And humming water must o'erwhelm thy corpse,

Lying Avith simple shells. Lychorida,

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink, and paper,

My casket and my jewels ; and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin coifer : lay the babe
Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say

A priestly farewell to her ; suddenly, woman.
\^Exit Lychorida.

2 Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, calked

and bitumed ready.

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say, what coast is this ?

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus.

Per. Thither, gentle mariner.

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it?

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease.

Per. 0, make for Tharsus.

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe

Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there I'll leave it

At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner

;

I'll bring the body presently. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11. Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's House.

Enter Cerimon, a Servant, and some persojis who have been

shipwrecked.

Cer. Philemon, ho

!

Enter Philemon.

Phil. Doth my lord call ?

iJer. Get fire and meat for these poor men

;

Ic has been a turbulent and stormy night.

Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night as this,

Till now I ne'er endured.

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return

:
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There's nothing can he ministered to nature, /

That can recover him. Give this to the 'pothecary,

And tell me how it works. \_To Philemon
[^JSxeunt Philemon, Servant, and those who had

been shipwrecked.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Crent. Good morrow, sir.

2 Crent. Good morrow to your lordship.

Cer. Gentlemen,

Why do you stir so early ?

1 Gent. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea,

Shook, as the earth did quake

;

The very principals did seem to rend,

And all to topple
;
pure surprise and fear

Made me to quit the house.

2 Q-ent. That is the cause we trouble you so early

;

'Tis not our husbandry.

Cer. 0, you say well.

1 G-ent. But I much marvel that your lordship, having

Rich tire about you, should at these early hours

Shake off the golden slumber of repose.

It is most strange.

Nature should be so conversant with pain,

Being thereto not compelled.

Cer. I held it ever,

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater

Than nobleness and riches. Careless heirs

May the two latter darken and expend

;

But immortality attends the former.

Making a man a god. 'Tis known I ever

Have studied physic, through which secret art,

By turning o'er authorities, I have

(Together with my practice) made familiar

To me and to my aid, the blest infusions

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones

;

And I can speak of the disturbances

That nature works, and of her cures ; which give me
A more content in course of true delight

Than to be thirsty after tottering honor,

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags,

To please the fool and death.

2 Gent. Your honor has through Ephesus poured forth

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves

Your creatures, who by you have been restored;
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And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even

Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimou

Such strong renown as time shall never

Enter two Servants, with a chest.

Serv. So ; lift there.

Cer. What is that?

Serv. Sir, even now
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest

;

'Tis of some wreck.

Cer. Set't down ; let's look on it.

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir.

Cer. Whate'er it be,

'Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight

;

If the sea's stomach be o'ercharged with gold,

It is a good constraint of fortune, that

It belches upon us.

2 Gent. 'Tis so, my lord.

Cer. How close 'tis calked and bitumed !
—

Did the sea cast it up ?

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir,

As tossed it upon shore.

Cer. Come, wrench it open

;

Soft, soft!— it smells most sweetly in my sense.

2 Gent. A delicate odor.

Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so,— up with it.

you most potent gods! what's here? a corse!

1 Gent. Most strange !

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balmed and entreasured

With bags of spices full ! A passport too

!

Apollo, perfect me i' the characters ! [^Unfolds a scroll.

Here I give to understand, [Reads.

[If e'er this coffin drive a-land,)

I, king Pericles, have lost

This queen, worth all our -mundane cost.

Who finds her, give her burying

;

She ivas the daughter of a king

;

Besides this treasure for a fee.

The gods requite his charity!

If thou liv'st, Pericles, thou hast a heart

That even cracks for woe !— This chanced to-night.

2 Gent. Most likely, sir.

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night;

For look, how fresh she looks !— They were too rough,
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That threw her in the sea. Make fire within;

Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet.

Death may usurp on nature many hours,

And yet the fire of life kindle again

The overpressed spirits. I have heard

Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead.

By good appliance was recovered.

Enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins and fire.

Well said, Avell said ; the fire and the cloths,

—

The rough and woful music that we have,

Cause it to sound, 'beseech you.

The vial once more;— how thou stirrest, thou block!

The music there.—I pray you, give her air.

—

Gentlemen,

This queen will live. Nature awakes ; a warmth

Breathes out of her ; she hath not been entranced

Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to blow

Into life's flower again

!

1 Gent. The Heavens, sir.

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up

Your fame forever.

Cer. She is alive ; behold.

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels

Which Pericles hath lost.

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold;

The diamonds of a most praised water

Appear, to make the world twice rich. 0, live.

And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature,

Bare as you seem to be

!

\_She moves.

Thai. dear Diana,

Where am I? Where's my lord? What world is this?

2 G-ent. Is not this strange ?

1 Gent. Most rare.

Cer. Hush, gentle neighbors

;

Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her.

Get linen ; now this matter must be looked to.

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come, come

;

And ^sculapius guide us !

\_Exeunt^ carrying Thaisa away,

SCENE III. Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's House.

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, Lychorida, and Marina

Per. Most honored Cleon, I must needs be gone;

My twelve months are expired, and Tyrus stands

Til a litigious peace. You, and your lady,
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Take from my heart all thankfulness ! the gods

Make up the rest upon you !

Ole. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you mortmly
Yet glance full wanderingly on us.

Dion. 0, your sweet queen

!

That the strict fates had pleased you had brought her

hither,

To have blessed mine eyes

!

Per. We cannot but obey
The powers above us. Could I rage and roar

As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end
Must be as 'tis. My babe Marina (whom,
For she was born at sea, I have named so) here

I charge your charity withal, and leave her

The infant of your care ; beseeching you
To give her princely training, that she may be

Mannered as she is born.

Qle. Fear not, my lord, but think

Your grace, that fed my country with your corn,

(For which the people's prayers still fall upon you,)

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection

Should therein make me vile, the common body,

By you relieved, would force me to my duty

;

But if to that my nature need a spur,

The gods revenge it upon me and mine.

To the end of generation

!

Per. I believe you;
Y^'our honour and your goodness teach me credit,

Without your vows. Till she be married, madam,
By bright Diana, whom we honor all,

Unscissored shall this hair of mine remain.

Though I show will in't. So I take my leave.

Good madam, make me blessed in your care

In bringing up my child.

Dion. I have one myself,

Who shall not be more dear to my respect,

Than yours, my lord.

Pe7\ Madam, my thanks and prayers.

Cle. We'll bring your grace even to the edge o' the shore
;

Then give you up to the masked Neptune, and
The gentlest winds of heaven.

Per. I will embrace
Your offer. Come, dcar'st madam.— 0, no tears,

Lychorida, no tears
;

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace

You may depend hereafter.— Come, my lord. [Exeunt.
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SCENE IV. Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's House^

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa.

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels,

Lay with you in your coffer ; which are now
At your command. Know you the character ?

Thai. It is my lord's.

That I was shipped at sea, I well remember,
Even on my eaning time ; but whether there

Delivered or no, by the holy gods,

I cannot rightly say. But since king Pericles,

My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again,

A vestal livery will I take me to,

And never more have joy.

Oer. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak,
Diana's temple is not distant far.

Where you may 'bide until your date expire.

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that's all;

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small.

[^Exeunt,

ACT IV.

Enter Gower.

Gotv. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre,
Welcomed and settled to his own desire.

His woful queen leave at Ephesus,
Unto Diana there a votaress.

Now to Marina bend your mind,
Whom our fast-growing scene must find

At Tharsus, and by Cleon trained
In music, letters ; who hath gained
Of education all the grace.

Which makes her both the heart and place
Of general wonder. But, alack !

That monster envy, oft the wrack
Of earned praise, Marina's life

Seeks to take off by treason's knife.

And in this kind hath our Cleon
One daughter, and a wench full grown,
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Even ripe for marriage figlit ; this maid
Hight Philoten : and it is said

For certain in our story, she

Would ever with Marina be

;

Be't when she weaved the sleided silk

With fingers long, small, white as milk
;

Or when she would with sharp neeld wound
The cambric, which she made more sound

By hurting it ; or when to the lute

She sung, and made the night-bird mute,

That still records with moan ; or when
She would with rich and constant pen

Vail to her mistress Dian ; still

This Philoten contends in skill

With absolute Marina ; so

With the dove of Paphos might the crow

Vie feathers white. Marina gets

All praises, which are paid as debts,

And not as given. This so darks

In Philoten all graceful marks.

That Cleon's wife, with envy rare,

A present murderer does prepare

For good Marina, that her daughter

Might stand peerless by this slaughter.

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead,

Lychorida, our nurse, is dead

;

And cursed Dionyza hath

The pregnant instrument of wrath

Prest for this blow. The unborn event

I do commend to your content

;

Only I caiTy winged time

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme;
Which never could I so convey.

Unless your thoughts went on my way.

—

Dionyza does appear,

With Leonine, a murderer. l^Uxit.

SCENE I. Tharsus. An open Place near the Seashore.

Enter Dionyza and Leonine.

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to do it

;

'Tis but a blow, which never shall be known.
Thou canst not do a thing i' the world so soon,

To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience.

Which is but cold, inflaming love, thy bosom
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which
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Even women have cast oif, melt thee, but be

A. soldier to thj purpose.

Leon. I'll do't; but yet she is a goodly creature.

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. Here
Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death.

Thou art resolved ?

Leon. I am resolved.

Enter Marina, ivith a basket of flowers.

Mar. No, no, I will rob Tellus of her weed,

To strew thy green with flowers : the yellows, blues,

The purple violets, and marigolds.

Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave.

While summer days do last. Ah me ! poor maid,

Born in a tempest, when my mother died,

This world to me is like a lasting storm,

Whirring me from my friends.

Lion. How now, Marina ! why do you keep alone ?

How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not

Consume your blood with sorrowing
;
you have

A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favor's changed
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, come

;

Give me your wreath of flowers. Ere the sea mar it,

Walk forth with Leonine ; the air is quick there,

Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Come

;

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her.

Mar. No, I pray you

;

I'll not bereave you of your servant.

Lion. Come, come

;

I love the king your father, and yourself.

With more than foreign heart. We every day
Expect him here ; when he shall come, and find

Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted.

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage

;

Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta'en

No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you,

Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve

That excellent complexion, which did steal

The eyes of young and old. Care not for me;
I can go home alone.

3Iar. Well, I will go;
But yet I have no desire to it.

Lion. Come, come, I know 'tis good for you.

Walk half an hour. Leonine, at the least

;

Remember what I have said.

Leon I warrant you, madam.
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Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while;

Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood.

What ! I must have a care of you.

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.

—

\_Exit DiONYZA.

Is this wind Avesterly that blows ?

Leon. South-west.

Mar. When I was born, the wind was north.

Leon. Was't so?

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear,

But cried, Grood seamen ! to the sailors, galling

His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes;

And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea

That almost burst the deck.

Leon. When was this ?

Mar. When I was born.

Never was waves nor wind more violent

;

And from the ladder-tackle washes off

A canvass-climber. Ha ! says one, ivilt out ?

And with a dropping industry they skip

From stem to stern ; the boatswain whistles, and

The master calls, and trebles their confusion.

Leon. Come, say your prayers.

3Iar. What mean you?

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer,

I grant it. Pray ! but be not tedious.

For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn

To do my work with haste.

Mar. Why will you kill me?
Leon. To satisfy my lady.

3Iar. Why would she have me killed?

Now, as I can remember, by my troth,

I never did her hurt in all my life

;

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn

To any living creature : believe me, la,

I never killed a mouse, nor hurt a fly

;

I trod upon a worm against my will,

But I wept for it. How have I offended.

Wherein my death might yield her profit, or

My life imply her danger ?

Leon. My commission

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it.

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, I hope.

You are well-favored, and your looks foreshow

You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately,

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought.

Vol. IV.— 19 z
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Good sooth, it showed well in you ; do so now.
Your lady seeks my life ; come you between,

And save poor me, the weaker.

Leon. I am sworn,

And will despatch.

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina is struggling.

1 Pirate. Hold, villain ! [Leonine runs away
2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize

!

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let's have

her aboard suddenly. \Exeunt Pirates with Marina.

SCENE II. The same.

Enter Leonine.

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great pirate Valdes;

And they have seized Marina. Let her go

;

There's no hope she'll return. I'll swear she's dead,

And thrown into the sea.—But I'll see further

;

Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her.

Not carry her aboard. If she remain.

Whom they have ravished, must by me be slain. \Exit.

SCENE III. Mitylene. A Room in a Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

Pand. Boult.

Boult. Sir.

Pand.' Search the market narrowly ; Mitylene is full of

gallants. We lost too much money this mart, by being

too wenchless.

Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures. We
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they can
do ; and with continual action are even as good as rotten.

Pand. Therefore, let's have fresh ones, whate'er we pay
for them. If there be not a conscience to be used in every
trade, we shall never prosper.

Baivd. Thou say'st true ; 'tis not the bringing up of poor
bastards, as I think I have brought up some eleven

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought them down again. But
shall I search the market ?

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a strong
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden.

Pand. Thou say'st true, they are too unwholesome o' con-
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science. The poor Transilvanian is dead, that lay with the

little baggage.

Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him ; she made him roast

meat for worms:— but I'll go search the market.

\^Exit Boult.
Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were as pretty

a proportion to live quietly, and so give over.

Bawd. Why to give over, I pra}'' yo\x ? Is it a shame to

get when we are old ?

Pand. 0, our credit comes not in like the commodity

;

nor the commodity wages not with the danger ; therefore,

if in our youths we could pick up some pretty estate, "twere

not amiss to keep our door hatched. Besides, the sore terms

we stand upon with the gods, will be strong with us for

giving over.

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well aa we.

Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better too ; we offend

worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it's no calling.

—But here comes Boult.

Enter the Pirates, and Boult, dragging in Marina.

Boult. Come your ways. \_To Marina.]— My masters,

you say she's a virgin ?

1 Pirate. sir, we doubt it not.

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough for this piece, you
see. If you like her, so ; if not, I have lost my earnest.

Baivd. Has she any qualities?

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has excellent

good clothes ; there's no further necessity of qualities can

make her be refused.

Bawd. What's her price, Boult ?

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand pieces.

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters
;
you shall have

your money presently. Wife, take her in ; instruct her

what she has to do, that she may not be raw in her enter-

tainment. \_P.fp>(nt Pander and Pirates.

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; the color of

her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her vir-

ginity ; and cry, He that will give most, shall have her first.

Such a maidenhead were no cheap thing, if men were aa

they have been. Get this done as I command you.

Boult. Performance shall follow. \_Exit BoULT
3Iar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow !

(He should have struck, not spoke ;) or that these pirates

(Not enough barbarous) had not overboard

Thrown me, to seek my mother

!
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Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one ?

3Iar. That I am pretty.

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you.

Mar. I accuse them not.

Bawd. You are lit into my hands, where you are like

to live.

Mar. The more my fault,

To 'scape his hands, where I was like to die.

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure.

3Iar. No.
Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentlemen of all

fashions. You shall fare well
;
you shall have the difference

of all complexions. What ! do you stop your ears ?

3Iar. Are you a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not a woman ?

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman.
Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling ; I think I shall have

something to do with you. Come, you are a young, foolish

sapling, and must be bowed as I would have you.

Mar. The gods defend me !

Baivd. If it please the gods to defend you by men, then

men must comfort you, men must feed you, men must stir

you up.— Boult's returned.

Re-enter Boult.

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market ?

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of her hairs

;

I have drawn her picture with my voice.

Bawd. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou find the

inclination of the people, especially of the younger sort ?

Boult. 'Faith, they listened to me, as they would have

hearkened to their father's testament. There was a Span-

iard's mouth so watered, that he went to bed to her very

description.

Baivd. We shall have him here to-morrow with his best

ruff on.

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you know
the French knight that cowers i' the hams ?

Bawd. Who ? Monsieur Yeroles ?

Boult. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the proclama-

tion ; but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see

her to-morrow.

Bawd. Well, well ; as for him, he brought his disease

hither : here he does but repair it. I know he will come
in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun.
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Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, we
should lodge them with this sign.

Bawd. Pray you, come hither awhile. You have for-

tunes coming upon you. Mark me
;
you must seem to do

that fearfully, which you commit willingly ; to despise profit,

where you have most gain. To weep that you live as you
do, makes pity in your lovers. Seldom, but that pity begets

you a good opinion, and that opinion a mere profit.

Mar. I understand you not,

Boult. 0, take her home, mistress, take her home ; these

blushes of hers must be quenched with some present practice.

Bawd. Thou say'st true, i'faith, so they must ; for your

bride goes to that with shame, which is her way to go with

warrant.

Boult. 'Faith, some do, and some do not. But, mistress,

if I have bargained for the joint,

—

Bawd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit.

Boult. I may so.

Baivd. Who should deny it ? Come, young one, I like

the manner of your garments well.

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet.

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town ; report what

a sojourner we have
;
you'll lose nothing by custom. When

nature framed this piece, she meant thee a good turn ; there-

fore say what a paragon she is, and thou hast the harvest

out of thine own report.

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so awake
the beds of eels, as my giving out her beauty stir up the

lewdly-inclined. I'll bring home some to-night.

Bawd. Come your ways ; folloAv me.

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep.

Untied I still my virgin knot will keep.

Diana, aid my purpose !

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray you, will

you go with us ? [Exeunt

SCENE IV. Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's House.

Enter Cleon and Dionyza.

Dion. Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone ?

Cle. Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter

The sun and moon ne'er looked upon !

Dion. I think

You'll turn a child again.

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world,

z*
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I'd give it to undo the deed. lady,

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess

To equal any single crown o' the earth,

I' the justice of compare ! villain Leonine,

Whom thou hast poisoned too !

If thou hadst drunk to hiin, it had been a kindness

Becoming well thy feat ; what can'st thou say,

When noble Pericles shall demand his child ?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates,

To foster it, nor ever to preserve.

She died at night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it ?

Unless you play the impious innocent.

And for an honest attribute, cry out,

She died hy foul play.

Ole. 0, go to. Well, well.

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods

Do like this worst.

Dion. Be one of those that think

The pretty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence,

And open this to Pericles. I do shame
To think of what a noble strain you are.

And of how coward a spii-it.

Qle. To such proceeding
Who ever but his approbation added,

Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow

From honorable courses.

Dion. Be it so, then

;

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead,

Nor none can know. Leonine being gone.

She did distain my child, and stood between
Her and her fortunes. None would look on her,

But cast their gazes on Marina's face

;

AVhilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin.

Not worth the time of day. It pierced me thorough;
And though you call my course unnatural,

You not your child well-loving, yet I find,

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness,

Performed to your sole daughter.

Qle. Heavens forgive it!

Dion. And as for Pericles,

What should he say ? We wept after her hearso,

And even yet we mourn ; her monument
Is almost finished, and her epitaphs

In glittering, golden characters express

A general praise to her, and care in us

At whose expense 'tis done.
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Cle. Thou art like the harpy,

Which, to betray, doth with thine angel's face

Seize with thine eagle's talons.

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously

Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies

;

But yet I know you'll ao as I advise. [^Exeunt.

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina at Tharsus.

G-ow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues make
short

;

Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for't

;

Making (to take your imagination)

From bourn to bourn, region to region.

By you being pardoned, we commit no crime

To use one language, in each several clime.

Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you
To learn of me, who stand i' the gap to teach you
The stages of our story. Pericles

Is now again thwarting the wayward seas,

(Attended on by many a lord and knight,)

To see his daughter, all his life's delight.

Old Escanes, whom Ilelicanus late

Advanced in time to great and high estate,

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind,

Old Helicanus goes along behind.

Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, have brought

This king to Tharsus (think his pilot-thought

;

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,)

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.

Like motes and shadows see them move awhile

;

Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile.

Dumb show.

Enter, at one door, Pericles, with his Train ; Cleon and
DiONYZA at the other. Cleon shoios Pericles thf tomb

of Marina ; whereat Pericles makes lamentation, puts

on sackcloth, and in a mighty passion departs. Then
Cleon and Dionyza retire.

Goiv. See how belief may suffer by foul show

!

This borrowed passion stands for true old woe

;

And Pericles, in sorrow all devoured.

With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o'ershowereil,

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears

Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs

;

lie puts on sackcloth, and to sea. lie bears
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A tt,'itj)est, which his mortal vessel tears,

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit

The epitaph is for Marina writ

By wicked Dionyza.

[^Reads the inscription on Makina's monument
The fai7'est, sweet' st, and best, lies here,

Who withered in her spring of year.

She -was of Tyrus, the kings daughter,

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter.

Marina was she called; and at her birth,

Thetis, being proud, sivalloioed some part o' the earth.

Therefore the earth, fearing to be overflowed,

Hath Thetis' birth-child on the Heavens bestoived

;

Wherefore she does {ayid sivears she'll never stint)

Make raging battery upon shores of flint.

No visor does become bla-ck villany,

So well as soft and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead,

And bear his courses to be ordered

By lady Fortune ; while our scenes display

His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day.

In her unholy service. Patience, then.

And think you now are all in Mitylen. [Exit,

SCENE V. Mitylene. A Street before the Brothel.

Enter, from the brothel, two Gentlemen.

1 Grent. Did you ever hear the like ?

2 G-ent. No, nor never shall do in such a place as this,

she being once gone.

1 Gent. But to have divinity preached there ! did you
ever dream of such a thing ?

2 Geyit. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy-houses;

shall we go hear the vestals sing ?

1 Gent. I'll do any thing now that is virtuous ; but I

am out of the road of rutting, forever. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI. The same. A Room in the Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her,

she had ne'er come here.

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her; she is able to freeze the god
Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must either
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get her ravished, or be rid of her. When she should dc

for clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of our pro-

fession, she has me her quirks, her reasons, her master-rea-

sons, her prayers, her knees ; that she would make a puri-

tan of the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her.

Boult. 'Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll disfurnish us

of all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests.

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for me !

Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid on't, but by
the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysimachus,

disguised.

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the peevish

baggage would but give way to customers

Enter Lysimachus.

Lys. How now ? How a dozen of virginities ?

Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honor

!

Boult. I am glad to see your honor in good health.

Lys. You may so ; 'tis the better for you that your re-

sorters stand upon sound legs. How now, wholesome iniquity ?

Have you that a man may deal withal, and defy the surgeon ?

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would but there

never came her like in Mitylene.

Lys. If she'd do the deeds of darkness, thou wouldst say.

Bawd. Your honor knows what 'tis to say well enough.

Lys. Well ; call forth, call forth.

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall

see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she had but

Lys. What, pr'ythee ?

Boult. 0, sir, I can be modest.

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less than
it gives a good report to an anchor to be chaste.

Enter Marina.

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk ;—never
plucked yet, I can assure you. Is she not a fair creature?

Lys. 'Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at sea.

Well, there's for you;— leave us.

Bated. I beseech your honor, give me leave ; a word,
and I'll have done presently.

Lys. I beseech you, do.

Bawd. First, I would have you note, this is an honorable
man. \_To Mar., whom she takes aside.

Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily note him.

Bawd. Next, he's the governor of this country, and a
man whom I am bound to.
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Mar. If he govern tlie country, y )u are bound to him

indeed ; but how honorable he is in that, I know not.

Bawd. 'Pray you without any more virginal fencing, will

you use him kindly? He will line your apron with gold.

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will thankfully receive.

Lys. Have you done 'i

Bawd. My lord, she's not paced yet
;
you must :ake

some pains to work her to your manage. Come, we will

leave his honor and her together.

\_Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult.

Lys. Go thy ways.— Now, pretty one, how long have

you been at this trade ?

3Iar. What trade, sir ?

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please you
to name it.

Lys. How long have you been of this profession?

31ar. Ever since I can remember.

Lys. Did you go to it so young ? W^ere you a gamester

at five, or at seven ?

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one.

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims you to be a

creature of sale.

3Iar. Do you know this house to be a place of such resort,

and will come into it ? I hear say you are of honorable

parts, and are the governor of this place.

Lys. W^hy, hath your principal made known unto you
who I am ?

Mar. Who is my principal ?

Lys. W^hy your herb-woman ; she that sets seeds and
roots of shame and iniquity. 0, you have heard some-
thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more serious

"wooing. But 1 protest to thee, pretty one, my authority

shall not see thee, or else, look friendly upon thee.

Come, bring me to some private place. Come, come.

3Iar. If you were born to honor, show it now;
If put upon you, make the judgment good
That thought you worthy of it.

Lys. How's this? how's this?— Some more; be sage.

Mar. . For me.
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune

Hath placed me here within this loathsome sty,

Where, since I came, diseases hath been sold

Dearer than physic,— 0, that the good gods
Would set me free from this unhallowed place,
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Though they did change me to the meant-st bi/d

That flies i' the purer air.

Lys. I did not think

Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne'er dreamed thou couldst.

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind,

Thy speev-h had altered it. Hold, here's gold for thee

;

Persever still in that clear way thou goest,

And the gods strengthen thee

!

Mar. The gods preserve you

!

Lys. For me, be you thoughten

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me
The very doors and windows savor vilely.

Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and

I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.

—

Hold ; here's more gold for thee.

—

A curse upon him, die he like a thief.

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear'st from me,

It shall be for thy good.

[JLs Lysimachus is puttiny up his purse^

BoULT enters.

Boult. I beseech your honor, one piece for me.

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper ! Your house,

But for this virgin that doth prop it up.

Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away !

\_Exit Lysimachus.

Boult. How's this. We must take another course with

you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth a

breakfast in the cheapest country under the cope, shall

undo a whole household, let me be gelded like a spaniel.

Come your ways.

Mar. Whither would you have me ?

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken off, or the

common hangman shall execute it. Come your way.
We'll have no more gentlemen driven away. Come your
ways, I say.

Re-enter Bawd.

Bawd. How now ! what's the matter ?

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here spoken
holy words to the lord Lysimachus.

Baivd. 0, abominable !

Boult. She makes our profession, as it were, to stink

afore the face of the gods.

Bawd. Marry, hang her up forever !

Boult. The nobleman woubl liave dealt with her like a
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nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snow-ball

;

saying his prayers too.

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy pleasure;

ci-ack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest malleable.

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground than

she is, she shall be ploughed.

3Iar. Hark, hark, you gods !

Baivd. She conjures ; away with her. 'Would she had
never come within my doors ! Marry, hang you ! She'a

born to undo us. Will you not go the way of womankind ?

Marry come up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and bays

!

\_Exit Bawd.
Boult. Come, mistress ; come your way with me.

Mar. Whither would you have me ?

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so dear.

Mar. Pr'ythee, tell me one thing first.

Boult. Come now, your one thing.

3Iar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ?

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master, or, rather,

my mistress.

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art,

Since they do better thee in their command.
Thou hold'st a place, for which the pained'st fiend

Of hell would not in reputation change.

Thou'rt the damned door-keeper to every coystrel,

That hither comes inquiring for his tib.

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear

Is liable ; thy very food is such

As hath been belched on by infected lungs.

Boult. What would you have me ? go to the wars, would
you ? where a man may serve seven years for the loss of a

leg, and have not money enough in the end to buy him a

wooden one ?

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth

;

Serve by indenture to the common hangman

;

Any of these ways are better yet than this

:

For that which thou professest, a baboon.
Could he but speak, would own a name too dear.

that the gods would safely from this place

Deliver me I Here, here is gold for thee.

If that thy master would gain aught by me,
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance,

With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast

;

And I will undertake all these to teach.
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I doubt not but this populous city will

Yield many scholars.

Boidt. But can you teach all this you speak of?

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again,

And prostitute me to the basest groom

That doth frequent your house,

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thee ; if I can

place thee, I will.

Mar. But, amongst honest women ?

Boult. 'Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst them.

But since my master and mistress have bought you, there's

no going but by their consent ; therefore I will make them

acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but I shall

find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do for thee what I

can ; come your ways. {Exewnt.

ACT V.

Enter Gower.

Qow. Marina thus the brothel 'scapes, and chances

Into an honest house, our story says.

She sings like one immortal, and she dances

As goddess-like to her admired lays.

Deep clerks she dumbs, and with her neeld composes

Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry;

That even her art sisters the natural roses

:

Her inkle silk, twin with the rubied cherry;

That pupils lacks she none of noble race,

Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain

She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place

;

And to her father turn our thoughts again.

Where we left him on the sea. We there him lost;

Whence driven before the winds, he is arrived

Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast

Suppose him now at anchor. The city strived

God Neptune's annual feast to keep ; from whence

Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies.

His banners sable, trimmed with rich expense,

And to him in his barge with fervor hies.

In your supposing once more put your sight

;

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark

;

Where, what is done in action, more, if might,

Shall be discovered. Please vou, sit, and hark. {^Exit

2a
"
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SCENE I. On hoard Pericles' Ship, off Mitylene. A
close Pavilion on deck, toith a Curtain before it ; Pericles
within it, reclined on a Couch. A Barge lying beside the

Tyrian Vessel.

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian Vessel, the

other to the barge; to them Helicanus.

Tyr. Sail. Where's the lord Helicanus ? he can resolve

you. [To the Sailor of Mitylene.

0, here he is.

Sir, there's a barge put off from Mitylene,

And in it is Lysimachus the governor.

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ?

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen.

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ?

Hel. Gentlemen,

There is some of worth would come aboard ; I pray you
To greet them fairly.

[^The Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend,

and go on board the barge.

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords ; the Tyrian
Gentlemen, and the two Sailors.

Tyr. Sail. Sir,

This is the man that can, in aught you would,

Resolve you.

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! the gods preserve you

!

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am.
And die as I would do.

Lys. You wish me well.

Bemg on shore, honoring of Neptune's triumphs,

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,

I made to it, to know of whence you are.

Jlel. First, sir, what is your place ?

Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before.

Mel. Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king

;

A man, who for this three months hath not spoken
To any one, nor taken sustenance.

But to prorogue his grief.

Lys. Upon what ground is his distemperature ?

Md. Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat;
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But the main grief of all springs from the loss

Of a beloved daughter and a wife.

LijH. May we not see him, then?

Hel. You may indeed, sir.

But bootless is your sight ; he will not speak

To any.

Lys. Yet, let me obtain my wish.

Hel. Behold him, sir. [Pericles discovered-l This was

a goodly person,

Till the disaster, that, one mortal night,

Drove him to this.

Lijs. Sir, king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! Hail,

Hail, royal sir

!

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you.

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst wager,

Would win some words of him.

Lys. 'Tis well bethought.

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony
And other choice attractions, would allure.

And make a battery througli his deafened parts,

Which now are midway stopped.

She is all happy as the fairest of all,

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon

The leafy shelter that abuts against

The island's side.

[He whispers one of the attendant Lords.

—

Uxit

Lord, in the harge of Lysimaciius.

Hel. Sure all's effectless; yet nothing we'll omit

That bears recovery's name. But, since your kindness

We have stretched thus far, let us beseech you further,

That for our gold we may provision have,

Wherein we are not destitute for want.

But weary for the staleness.

Lys. sir, a courtesy,

Whicii if we should deny, the most just God
For every graff would send a caterpillar.

And so inflict our province.—Yet once more

Let me entreat to know at large the cause

Of your king's sorrow.

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it.

—

But see, I am prevented.

Enter, from the barge, Lord, Marina, and a Young Lady.

Lys. 0, here is

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one !

Is't not a goodly presence ?
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Rel. A gallant ladj.

Lys. She's such, that were I well assured she came
Of gentle kind, and noble stock, I'd wish

No better choice, and think me rarely wed.

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty

Expect CA^en here, where is a kingly patient

If that thy prosperous artificial feat

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught,

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay

As thy desires can wish.

Mar. Sir, I will use

My utmost skill in his recovery.

Provided none but I and my companion

Be suffered to come near him.

Lys. Come, let us leave her

;

And the gods make her prosperous

!

[Marina sings.

Lys. Marked he your music ?

Mar. No, nor looked on us.

Lys. See, she will speak to him.

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear.

Per. Hum ! ha !

Mar. I am a maid,

My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes.

But have been gazed on, like a comet. She speaks,

My lord, that, may be, hath endured a grief

Might equal yours, if both were justly weighed.

Though wayward fortune did malign my state,

My derivation was from ancestors

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings

;

But time hath rooted out my parentage,

And to the world and awkward casualties

Bound me in servitude.— I will desist

;

But there is something glows upon my cheek,

And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he sj^eaJc. l^Aside.

Per. My fortunes— parentage— good parentage—
To equal mine?— was it not thus? what say you?

3Iar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage,

You would not do me violence.

Per. I do think so.

I pray you, turn your eyes again upon me.

—

You are like something that—What countrywoman?
Here of these shores ?

Mar. No, nor of any shores

;

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am
No other than I appear.

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping.
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M^ dearest Avife was like this maid, and such a one

Mj daughter might have been: my queen's square brows;

Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight

;

As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like,

And cased as richly ; in pace another Juno

;

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry,

The more she gives them speech.—Where do you live ?

Mar. Where I am but a stranger; from the deck

You may discern the place.

Per. Where were you bred?

And how achieved you these endowments, which

You make more rich to owe ?

Mar. Should I tell my history,

'Twould seem like lies disdained in the reporting.

Per. Pr'ythee, speak.

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look'st

Modest as justice, and thou seem'st a palace

For the crowned truth to dwell in. I'll believe thee;

And make my senses credit thy relation.

To points that seem impossible ; for thou look'st

Like one I loved indeed. What were thy friends?

Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back,

(Which was when I perceived thee,) that thou cam'st

From good descending?

3Iar. So indeed I did.

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said'st

Thou hadst been tossed from wrong to injury,

And that thou thought'st thy griefs might equal mine,

If both were opened.

Mar. Some such thing, indeed,

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts

Did warrant me was likely.

Per. Tell thy story;

If thine considered, prove the thousandth part

Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I

Have suffered like a girl
;
yet thou dost look

Like Patience, gazing on kings' graves, and smiling

Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ?

How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most kind virgin ?

Recount, I do beseech thee ; come, sit by me.

Mar. My name, sir, is Marina.

Per. 0, I am mocked,

And thou by some incensed god sent hither

To make the world laugh at me.

Mar. Patience, good sir,

Or here I'll cease.

Vol. IV.— 20 2a*
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Per.
'

N^y? I'll ^^ patient

;

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle me,

To call thyself Marina.

3Ia7\ The name Marina
Was given me by one that had some power

;

My father, and a king.

Per. How ! a king's daughter ?

And called Marina?
Mar. You said you would believe me;

But, not to be a troubler of your peace,

I will end here.

Per. But are you flesh and blood?

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy ?

No motion ? Well ; speak on. Where were you born ?

And wherefore called Marina?
Mar. Called Marina,

For I was born at sea.

Per. At sea ? thy mother ?

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king

;

Who died the very minute I was born.

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft

Delivered weeping.

Per. 0, stop there a little

!

This is the rarest dream that e'er dull sleep

Did mock sad fools withal. This cannot be

;

My daughter's buried. [J-S^(;?e.] Well;— where were you
bred ?

I'll hear you more, to the bottom of your story,

And never interrupt you.

Mar. You'll scarce believe me ; 'twere best I did give o'er.

Per. I will believe you by the syllable

Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give m^ leave ;

—

How came you in these parts? where were you bred?
3Iar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave me

;

Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife.

Did seek to murder me ; and having wooed
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do't,

A crew of pirates came and rescued me

;

Brought me to Mitylene. But now. good sir.

Whither will you have me ? Why do you weep ? It may be^,

You think me an impostor. No, good faith

;

I am the daughter to king Pericles,

If good king Pericles be.

Per. Ho, Helicanus

!

ffel. Calls my gracious lord?

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor,
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Most wise in general. Tell me, if thou canst,

What this maid is, or what is like to be.

That thus hath made me weep ?

Hel. I know not ; but

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene,

Speaks nobly of her.

Lys. She would never tell

Her parentage ; being demanded that.

She would sit still and weep.

Per. Helicanus, strike me, honored sir;

Give me a gash, put me to present pain

;

Lest this great sea of joys, rushing upon me,

O'erbear the shores of my mortality.

And drown me with their sweetness. 0, come hither,

Thou that beget'st him that did thee beget

;

Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus,

And found at sea again ! Helicanus,

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud

As thunder threatens us ; this is Marina.

—

What was thy mother's name 1 tell me but that,

For truth can never be confirmed enough,

Though doubts did ever sleep.

Mar. First, sir, I pray,

What is your title ?

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre ; but tell me now
My drowned queen's name, (as in the rest thou hast

Been godlike perfect,) thou'rt the heir of kingdoms,

And another life to Pericles thy father.

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter, than

To say, my mother's name was Thaisa?

Thaisa was my mother, who did end,

The minute I began.

Per. Now, blessing on thee, rise ; thou art my child.

Give me fresh garments. Mine own Helicanus,

(Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been.

By savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all;

When thou shalt kneel and justify in knowledge,

She is thy very princess.—Who is this ?

Hel Sir, 'tis the governor of Mitylene,

Who, hearing of your melancholy state,

Did come to see you.

Per. I embrace you, sir.

Give me my robes ; I am wild in my beholding.

O Heavens bless my girl! But hark, what music?—
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him
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O'er point hj point, for yet be seems to doubt,

How sure jou are my daugbter.— But wbat music?

Hel. My lord, I hear none.

Per. None ?

The music of the spheres ; list, my Marina,

Xys. It is not good to cross him
;

give him way.
1*67'. Rarest sounds

!

Do ye not hear ?

L^s. Music? My lord, I hear—
Per. Most heavenly music

;

It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber

Hangs on mine eyelids ; let me rest. [_ffe sleeps.

Lys. A pillow for his bead

;

\_The curtain before the pavilion of Pericles
is closed.

So leave him all.— Well, my companion-friends,

If this but answer to my just belief,

I'll well remember you.

[IJxenut Lysimachus, Helicanus, Marina,
and attendant Lady.

SCENE IL The same.

Pekicles on the deck asleep ; Diana appearing to him as

in a vision.

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus ; hie thee thither,

And do upon mine altar sacrifice.

There, when my maiden priests are met together,

Before the people all,

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife

;

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call,

And give them repetition to the life.

Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe

;

Do't, and be happy, by my silver bow.

Awake, and tell th}'' dream. [Diana disappears.

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,

I will obey thee !— Helicanus !

Unter Lysimachus, Helicanus, and Marina.

mi. Sir.

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike

The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am
For other service first. Toward Ephesus
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I'll tell thee why.

—

[To Helicanus.
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Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore,

And give you gold for such provision

As our intents will need ?

Ly8 With all my heart, sir; and when you ome ashore,

I have another suit.

l*er. You shall prevail,

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems

You have been noble towards her.

Lys. Sir, lend your arm.

Per. Come, my Marina. \Exeunt.

EnUr GowER, before the temple of Diana, at Ephesus.

Grow. Now our snnds are almost run;

More a little, and then done.

This, as my last boon, give me,

(Ii'or such kindness must relieve me,)

That you aptly will suppose

What pageantry, what feats, what shows,

What minstrelsy, and pretty din.

The regent made in Mitylin,

To greet the king. So he has thrived,

That he is promised to be wived

To fair Marina ; but in no wise

Till he had done his sacrifice,

As Dian bade ; whereto being bound,

The interim, pray you, all confound.

In feathered bi-iefness sails are filled,

And wishes fall out as they're willed.

At Ephesus, the temple see.

Our king, and all his company.
That he can hither come so soon

Is by your fancy's thankful boon. \^Exit.

SCENE III. The Temple of Diana at Ephesus; Thaisa
standing near the Altar, as High Priestess ; a numher

of Virgins on each side; Cerimon and other Inhabitants

of Ephesus attending.

Enter Pericles, with his Train : Lysimachus, Helicanus,
Marina, and a Lady.

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just command,
I here confess myself the king of Tyre

;

Who, frighted from my country, did wed
The fair Thaisa, at Pontapolis.

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth
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A maid-cTiild called Marina ; who, goddess,

Wears yet thj silver livery. She at Tharsus

Was nursed with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years

He sought to murder : but her better stars

Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose shore

Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us,

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she

Made known herself my daughter.

Thai. Voice and favor !

You are— you are— royal Pericles!— \_She faints.

Per. What means the woman ? She dies ; help, gen-

tlemen !

Cer. Noble sir.

If you have told Diana's altar true.

This is your wife.

Per. Reverend appearer, no
;

I threw her overboard with these very arms.

Cer. Upon this coast, I M'arrant you.

Per. 'Tis most certain.

Cer. Look to the lady ;— 0, she's but o'erjoyed

!

Early, one blustering morn, this lady was
Thrown on this shore. I oped the coffin, and
Found there rich jewels ; recovered her, and placed her

Here in Diana's temple.

Per. May we see them?
Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house,

Whither I invite you. Look ! Thaisa is

Recovered.

Thai. 0, let me look

!

If he be none of mine, my sanctity

Will to my sense bend no licentious ear.

But curb it, spite of seeing. my lord,

Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak.

Like him you are. Did you not name a tempest,

A birth, and death ?

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa

!

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead,

And drowned.

Per. Immortal Dian

!

Thai. Now I know you better.

When we with tears parted at Pentapolis,

The king, my father, gave you such a ring.

\^Show8 a ring.

Per. This, this ; no more, you gods ! your present

kindness

Makes my past miseries sport. You shall do well,
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That on the touching of her lips I may
Melt, and no more be seen. 0, come, be 6uried

A second time within these arms.

Mar. My heart

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom.

[^Kneels to Thaisa,
Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa

;

Thy burden at the sea, and called Marina,

For she was yielded there.

Thai. Blessed and mine own !

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen !

Thai. I know you not.

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre,
I left behind an ancient substitute.

Can you remember what I called the man ?

I have named him oft.

Thai. 'Twas Helicanus, then.

Per. Still confirmation.

Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he.

Now do I long to hear how you were foun»^

;

How possibly preserved ; and whom to thank,

Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man,
Through whom the gods have shown their power ; that can
From first to last resolve you.

Per. Reverend sir,

The gods can have no mortal officer

More like a god than you. Will you deliver

How this dead queen re-lives ?

Oer. I will, my lord.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house,

Where shall be shown you all was found with her;
How. she came placed here within the temple;
No needful thing omitted.

Per. Pure Diana

!

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer

My night oblations to thee. Thaisa,

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter,

Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now.
This ornament that makes me look so dismal,

Will I, my loved Marina, clip to form

;

And what this fourteen years no razor touched,

To grace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify.

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit,

Sir, that my father's dead.
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Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there, my queen,

We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves

Will in that kingdom spend our following days

;

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign.

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay,

To hear the rest untold.— Sir, lead the way. [Exeunt.

Enter Gower.

Cro^v. In Antioch, and his daughter, you have heard

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward.

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen

(Although afesailed with fortune fierce and keen,)

Virtue preserved from fell destruction's blast.

Led on by Heaven, and crowned with joy at last.

In Helicanus may you well descry

A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty;

In reverend Cerimon there well appears.

The worth that learned charity aye wears.

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
Had spread their cursed deed, and honored name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn

;

That him and his they in his palace burn.

The gods for murder seemed so content

To punish them ; although not done, but meant.

So on your patience evermore attending.

New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending.

[Exit §OWER
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KING LEAR

ACT I.

SCENE I. A Room of State in King Lear's Palace.

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund.

Kent. I THOUGHT the king had more affected the duke
of Albany, than Cornwall.

Crlo. It did always seem so to us ; but now, in the divi-

sion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he

values most ; for equalities are so weighed, that curiosity

in neither can make choice of cither's moiety.

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord?

Crlo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge. I have

so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am brazed

to it.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.

Crlo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : whereupon
she grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, sir, a son for

her cradle, ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you
smell a fault ?

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it

being so proper.

Crlo. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some year

older than this, who yet is no dearer in my account. Though
this knave came somewhat saucily into the world before he

was sent for, yet was his mother fair ; there was good sport

at his making, and the whoreson must be acknowledged.

—

Do you know this noble gentleman, Edmund ?

Edm. No, my lord.

Crlo. My lord of K 2nt. Remember him hereafter as my
honorable friend.

Edm. My services to your lordship.
(315)
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Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better.

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving.

Olo. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall

again.—The king is coming. {^Trumpets sound tvithin.

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cor-
delia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloster.

Glo. I shall, my liege. {^Exeunt Gloster and Edmund.
Lear. Mean time we shall express our darker purpose.

Give me the map there.— Know that we have divided

In three our kingdom ; and 'tis our fast intent

To shake all cares and business from our age

;

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we,

Unburthened, crawl toward death.— Our son of Cornwall,
And you, our no less loving son of Albany,
We have this hour a constant will to publish

Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife

May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy,
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love.

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn.

And here are to be answered.— Tell me, my daughters,
(Since we will now divest us, both of rule,

Interest of territory, cares of state,)

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ?

That we our largest bounty may extend
Where merit doth most challenge it.— Goneril,

Our eldest-born, speak first.

Cron. Sir, I

Do love you more than words can wield the matter.
Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare

;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honor;
As much as child e'er loved, or father found.

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable

;

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

Cor. What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be silent.

[Aside.
Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,

With shadowy forests and with chauipains riched,

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's issue

Be this perpetual.—What says our second daughter.
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak.

Reg. I am made of that self metxil as my sister,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart
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I fir.d, she names my very deed of love;

Only slio comes too short,— that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys,

Which the most precious square of sense possesses

;

And find I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness' love.

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Aside.

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's

More richer than my tongue.

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever,

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom

;

1^0 less in space, validity, and pleasure,

Than that conferred on Goneril.— Now, our Joy,

Although the last, not least ; to whose young love

The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy,

Strive to he interessed : what can you say, to draw

A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

Oor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing V

Cor. Nothing.

Lear, Nothing can come of nothing : speak again.

Oor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth. I love your majesty

According to my bond ; nor more, nor less.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your speech a little,

Lest it may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good my lord.

You have begot me, bred me, loved me ; I

"Return those duties back as are right fit,

Obey you, love you, and most honor you.

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say,

They love you all ? Haply, when I shall wed.

That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty.

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,

To love my father all.

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ?

Cor. Ay, good my lord.

Lear. So young, and so untender?

Cor. So young, my lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be so,— thy truth then be thy dower;

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, .p ^i/M^
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night; ^^^^fj^
By all the operations oF the orbs,

'

From whom we do exist, and cease to be

;

Here 1 disclaim all my paternal care,

2b*
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Propinquity and property of blood,

And as a stranger to my heart and m?
Hold thee, from this, forever. The barbarous Scythian,

Or he that makes his generation messes

To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom
Be as well neighbored, pitied, and relieved,

As thou my sometime daughter.

Kent. Good my liege,

Lear. Peace, Kent

!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

I loved her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery.— Hence, and avoid my sight

!

\_To Cordelia,

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her!— Call France;— who stirs?

Call Burgundy.— Cornwall, and Albany,

With my two daughters' dowers digest this third;

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power,

Preeminence, and all the large effects

That troop with majesty.— Ourself, by monthly course,

With reservation of a hundred knights.

By you to be sustained, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain

The name, and all the additions to a king

;

The sway.

Revenue, execution of the rest.

Beloved sons, be yours ; which to confirm.

This coronet part between you. \_Giving the crown
Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honored as my king.

Loved as my father, as my master followed.

As my great patron thought on in my prayers,

Lear The bow is bent and drawn ; make from the shaft

Kent. Let it fall rather, thoug-h the fork invade

The region of my heart ; be Kent unmannerly.
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man ?

Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak,

When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honor's bound,
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom

;

And, in thy best consideration, check
This hideous rashness. Answer my life my judgmonty.

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least

;

Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound
Reverbs no hollowuess.

Lmr. Kent, on thy life, no more.
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Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn

To wage against thine enemies, nor fear to lose ii;.

Thy safety being the motive.

Lear. Out of my sight

!

Kent. See better, Lear, and let me still remain

The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now, by Apollo,

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king,

Thou swear' st thy gods in vain.

Lear. vassal ! miscreant

!

[Laying Ms hand on his sword.

Alb. Corn. Dear sir, forbear.

Kent. Do

;

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow

Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift,

Or, whilst I can vent clamor from my throat,

I'll tell thee, thou dost eviL

Lear. Hear me, recreant

!

On thine allegiance, hear me !
—

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,

(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strained pride,

To come betwixt our sentence and our power,

(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear
;)

Our potency made good, take thy reward.

Five days we do allot thee, for provision

To shield thee from diseases of the world

;

And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back

Upon our kingdom. If, on the tenth day following,

Thy banished trunk be found in our dominions.

The moment is thy death. Away ! By Jupiter,

This shall not be revoked.

Kent. Fare thee well, king ; since thus thou wilt appear,

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.

The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,

[To Cordelia.

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said!—
And your large speeches may your deeds approve,

[To Regan and Goneril.

That good effects may spring from words of love.

—

Thus Kent, princes, bids you all adieu

;

He'll shape his own course in a country new. [Uxit.

Re-enter Gloster, with France, Burgundy, and
Attendants.

Glo. Hero's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.

Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
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We first address towards you, who with this king
Hatli rivalled for our daughter. What, in the least,

Will you require in present dower with her,

Or cease your quest of lov^e ?

Bur. Most royal majesty,

I crave no more than hath your highness oflFered,

Nor will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so

;

But now her price is fallen. Sir, there she stands;

If aught within that little, seeming substance,

Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced.

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,

She's there, and she is yours.

Bur. I know no answer.

Lear. Sir,

Will you, with those infirmities she owes,

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,

Dowered with our curse, and strangered with our oath,

Take her, or leave her ?

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir;

Election makes not up on such conditions.

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power that made me,
I tell you all her wealth.— For you, great king,

[To France.
I would not from your love make such a stray,

To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you
To avert your liking a more worthier way.
Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed
Almost to acknowledge hers.

France. This is most strange

!

That she, that even but now was you-r best object,

The argument of your praise, balm of your age,

Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle

So many folds of favor ! Sure, her offence

Must be of such unnatural degree,

That monsters it, or your fore-vouched affection

Fall into taint ; which to believe of her,

Must be a faith, that reason without miracle

Could never plant in me.
Cor. I yet beseech your majesty,

(If for I want that glib and oily art.

To speak and purpose not ; since what I well intend,

I'll do't before I speak,) that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
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No unchaste action, or dishonored step,

That hath deprived me of your grace and favor;

But even for want of that, for which I am richer;

A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue

That I am glad I have not, though not to have it,

Hath lost me in your liking.

Lear. Better thou

Hadst not been born, than not to have pleased me better.

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature,

Which often leares the history unspoke,

That it intends to do?— My lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love,

When it is mingled with respects, that stand

Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ?

She is herself a dowry.

Bur. Royal Lear,

Give but that portion which yourself proposed,

And here I take Cordelia by the hand.

Duchess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing. I have sworn ; I am firm.

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father,

That you must lose a husband.

Oor.
^ Peace be with Burgundy !

Since that respects of fortune are his love,

I shall not be his wife.

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;
Most choice, forsaken ; and most loved, despised

!

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon

;

Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away.
Gods, gods ! 'tis strange, that from their cold'st neglect,

My love should kindle to inflamed respect.

—

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France

;

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy
Shall buy this unprized precious maid of me.

—

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind

;

Thou losest here, a better where to find.

Lear. Thou hast her, France. Let her be thine ; for we
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see

That face of hers again.—Therefore be gone,
Without our grace, our love, our benizon.

—

Come, noble Burgundy.
[Flourish. Fxeunt Lear, Burgundy, Cornwall,

Albany, Gloster, and Attendants.
France. Bid farewell to your sisters.

Cor. The jewels of our father, with washed eyes
Vol. IV.— 21
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Cordelia leaves you ; I know you what you are

;

And, like a sister, am most loath to call

Your faults, as they are named. Use well our father;

To your professed bosoms I commit him.

But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace,

I would prefer him to a better place.

So farewell to you both.

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties.

Reg. Let your study

Be, to content your lord ; who hath received you
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted.

And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

Qor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides

;

Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.

Well may you prosper

!

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.

\_Exeunt France and Cordelia.

Gion. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of what most
nearly appertains to us both. I think our father will hence
to-night.

Reg. That's most certain, and with you; next month
with us.

Gron. You see how full of changes his age is ; the obser-

vation we have made of it hath not been little. He always

loved our sister most ; and with what poor judgment he hath

now cast her off, appears too grossly.

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age
;
yet he hath ever but

slenderly known himself.

Cron. The best and soundest of his time hath been but

rash ; then must we look to receive from his age, not alone

the imperfections of long-engrafted condition, but there-

withal, the unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric

years bring with him.

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from
him, as of this Kent's banishment.

Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking between
France and him.. 'Pray you, let us hit together. If our

father carry authority with such dispositions as he bears,

this last surrender of his will but offend us,

Reg. We shall further think of it.

Gion. We must do something, and i' the heat. \_Exeunt,
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SCENE 11. A Sail in the Earl of Gloster's Castle^

Enter Edmund, with a leiter.

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law

My services are bound. Wherefore should I

Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit

The curiosity of nations to deprive me,

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines

Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ?

When my dimensions are as well compact,

My mind as generous, and my shape as true,

As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us

With base ? with baseness ? bastardy ? base, base ?

Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take

More composition and fierce quality.

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed^

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got 'tween asleep and awake ?—Well, then,

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land.

Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund,
As to the legitimate ; fine word,— legitimate !

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed.

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base

Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper.

Now, gods, stand up for bastards!

Enter Gloster.

Crlo. Kent banished thus ! and France in choler parted

!

And the king gone to-night ! subscribed his power

!

Confined to exhibition ! All this done

Upon the gad ! Edmund ! how now ? what news ?

Edm. So please your lordship, none.

[Putting uj) the letter.

Crlo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter ?

Edm. I know no news, my lord.

Glo. What paper w^ere you reading?

Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Glo. No? What needed then that terrible despatch

of it into your pocket ? The quality of nothing hath not

such need to hide itself. Let's see. Come, if it be nothing,

I shall not need spectacles.

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me. It is a letter

from my brother, that I have not all o'erread ; for so

much as I have perused, I find it not fit for your over-

looking.

Glo. Give me the letter, sir.
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j&Wvi I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The
:)ontents, as in part I understand them, are to blame.

Glo. Let's see, let's see.

Edm. I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote

this but as an essay or taste of my virtue.

Glo. [Reads.] This policy^ and reverence of age, mahes
the world hitter to the best of our times ; keeps our fortunes

from us, till our oldness cannot relish them. I begin to

find an idle and fond bondage in the oppression of aged
tyranny; who sivays, not as it hath power, but as it is

suffered. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If
our father would sleep till I waked him, you should enjoy

half his revenue forever, and live the beloved of your bro^

ther, Edgar !— Humph— Conspiracy ! — Sleep till I waked
him— you should enjoy half his revenue,— my son Edgar!
— Had he a hand to write this ? a heart and brain to

breed it in ?—When came this to you ? Who brought it ?

Udm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the cun-

ning of it ; I found it thrown in at the casement of my
closet.

Crlo. You know the character to be your brother's ?

JEdm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear

it were his ; but, in respect of that, I would fain think

it were not.

Grlo. It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope his heart

is not in the contents.

Crlo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this

business ?

Edm. Never, my lord ; but I have often heard him
maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, and fathers

declining, the father should be as ward to the son, and
the son manage his revenue.

Glo. villain, villain !— His very opinion in the let-

ter ! — Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, brutish vil-

lain ! worse than brutish !— Go, sirrah, seek him ; I'll

apprehend him.— Abominable villain !—Where is he ?

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please

ye to suspend your indignation against my brother, till you
can derive from him better testimony of his intent, you shall

run a certain course ; where, if you violently proceed against

him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great gap in

your own honor, and shake in pieces the heart of his obe-

dience. I dare pawn down my life for him, that he hath

writ this to feel my affection to your honor, and to no other

pretence of danger.
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G-lo. Think you so?

Edm. If your honor judge it meet, I will place you where

you shall hear us confer of this, and by an auricular assur-

ance have your satisfaction ; and that without any further

delay than this very evening.

Glo. He cannot be such a monster.

\_Edm. Nor is not, sure.

Crlo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves

him,— Heaven and earth!]— Edmund, seek him out; wind

me into him, I pray you ; frame the business after your own
wisdom ; I would unstate myself, to be in a due resolution.

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the business

as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal.

G-lo. ^3^hese late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no

good to usj Though the Avisdom of nature can reason it

thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the sequent

effects. Love cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide ; in

cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason
;

and the bond cracked between son and father. [This villain

of mine comes under the prediction ; there's son against

father. The king falls from bias of nature ; there's father

against child. We have seen the best of our time ; machi-

nations, hoUowness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders,

follow us disquietly to our graves !]— Find out this villain,

Edmund, it shall lose thee nothing ; do it carefully.—And
the noble and true-hearted Kent banished ! his offence,

honesty!— Strange! strange! \_Exit.

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that,

when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfeit of our own
behavior,) we make guilty of our disasters, the sun, the

moon, and the stars; as if we were villains by necessity;

fools, by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, and treachers

by spherical predominance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers,

by an enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and all

that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on. An admirable

evasion of whoremaster man, to lay_liJLa_gaali§h_dispos^ion

to the^httrge of a st:ir;.J My father compounded with my
mother under the dragon's tail ; and my nativity was under
ursa major ; so that it follows I am rough and lecherous.

—

Tut, I should have been that I am, had the maidenliest star

in the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar

Enter Edgar.

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old comedy.
My cue is villanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom

2o
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o' Bedlam.— 0, these eclipses do portend these divisions!

Fa, sol, la, mi.

Edg. IJow now, brother Edmund? What serious con-

templation are you in ?

Edin. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read

this other day, what should follow these eclipses.

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ?

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of, succeed

unhappily
;

[as of unnaturalness betAveen the child and

the parent; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities;

divisions in state, menaces and maledictions against king

and nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment of friends,

dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not

what.

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astronomical?

Edm. Come, come ;] when saw you my father last ?

Edg. Why, the night gone by.

Edm. Spake you with him ?

Edg. Ay, two hours together.

Edm. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no dis-

pleasure in him, by word or countenance ?

Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have offended

him ; and at my entreaty, forbear his presence, till some
little time hath qualified the heat of his displeasure ; which

at this instant so rageth in him, that with the mischief

of your person it would scarcely allay.

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong.

Edm. That's my fear. [I pray you, have a continent

forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes slower ; and,

as I say, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I

will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak. Pray you,

go; there's my key.— If you do stir abroad, go armed.

Edg. Armed, brother ?]

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best
;
go armed.

1 am no honest man, if there be any good meaning towards

you. I have told you what I have seen and heard, but

faintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it. 'Pray

you, away.
Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ?

Edm. I do serve you in this business.

—

[^Exit Edgar.
A credulous father, and a brother noble.

Whose nature is so far from doing harms.
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy !— I see the business.

—
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Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit:

&11 with me's meet, that I can fashion fit-^ {^Exit.

SCENE III. A Room in the Duke of Albany's Palace.

Enter Goneril and Steward.

(xon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding

of his fool ?

Stew. Aj, madam.
Gon. By day and night he wrongs me ; every hour

He flashes into one gross crime or other.

That sets us all at odds. I'll not endure it

;

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us

On every trifle.—When he returns from hunting,

I will not speak with him : say, I am sick.

—

If you come slack of former services,

You shall do well; the fault of it I'll answer.

Stew. He's coming, madam ; I hear him.

[i2orns within,

Gron. Put on what weary negligence you please,

You and your fellows ; I'd have it come to question.

If he dislike it, let him to m.y sister.

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,

[Not to be overruled. Idle old man.

That still would manage those authorities.

That he hath given away !— Now, by my life.

Old fools are babes again ; and must be used

With checks, as flatteries,— when they are seen abused.]

Remember what I have said.

Stew. Very well, madam.

Gron. And let his knights have colder looks among you

;

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows so.

[I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall.

That I may speak,]—I'll write straight to my sister,

To hold my very course.—Prepare for dinner. \_Ezeunt,

SCENE IV. A Rail in the same.

Enter Kent, disguised.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,

That can my speech diff'use, my good intent

May carry through itself to that full issue

For which I razed my likeness.—Now, banished Kent,

If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemned,
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4^ tjp% i

(So may it come!) thy master, whom thou lov'st,

Shall find thee full of labors.

Horns within. Enter Lear^ Knights, and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner
;
go, get it ready,

[Exit an Attendant.] How now, what art thou ?

Kent. A man, sir.

Lear. What dost thou profess? What wouldst thou with

us?
Kent. I do profess to be no less than T seem ; to serve

him truly, that will put me in trust; to love him that is

honest ; to converse with him that is wise, and says little

;

to fear judgment; to fight, when I cannot choose; and to

eat no_jB^h.

"""Tiear. What art thou ?

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the

/king.

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for a

king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou ?

Kent. Service.

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve ?

Kent. You.

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ?

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance,

which I would fain call master.

Lear. What's that ?

Kent. Authority.

Lear. What services canst thou do ?

(./ Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a curious

tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message bluntly. That

which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in ; and the

best of me is diligence.

Lear. How old art thou ?

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing

;

nor so old, to dote on her for any thing. I have years on
my back forty-eight.

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; if I like thee

no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee yet.

—

Dinner, ho, dinner!—Where's my knave? my fool? Go
you, and call my fool hither.

Enter Steward.

You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter?

8teio. So please you \Exit.

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clot-poll
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back.—Where's my fool, lio?—I think the world's asleep.— How now? where's that mongrel?
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, when I

called him ?

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, he
would not.

Lear. He would not

!

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but,

to my judgment, your highness is not entertained with that

ceremonious aiFection as you were wont ; there's a great

abatement of kindness appears, as well in the general de-

pendants, as in the duke himself also, and your daughter.

Lear. Ha ! say'st thou so ?

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be mis-

taken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I think your
highness is wronged.

Lear. Thou but remember'st me of mine own concep-

tion. I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; which
I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity, than

as a very pretence and purpose of unkindness ; I will look

further into't.—But where's my fool ? I have not seen him
this two days.

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, sir,

the fool hath much pined away,
Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well.—Go you,

and tell my daughter I would speak Avith her. Go you,

and call hither my fool.

—

Re-enter Steward.

you sir, you sir, come you hither. Who am I, sir ?

Stew. My lady's father.

Lear. My lady's father! my lord's knave; you whoreson
dog ! you slave ! you cur !

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, pardon me.
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ?

\_Siriking him,
Steiv. I'll not be struck, my lord.

Kent. Nor tripped neither
;
you base footj;);j]l pliiyer-

[ Trippirtg vp his heels.

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and I'll

love thee.

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away; I'll teach you dift'erences;

away, away. If you will measure your lubber's length again,

tarry ; but away : go to. Have you wisdom ? so.

[Pushes the Steward out.

2c*
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Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee ; there's

earnest of thy service. \_Criving Kent money.

/ Enter Fool.

Fool. Let me hire him too;— here's my coxcomb.
\_G-iving Kent Ms cap.

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ?

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.

Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. Why? For taking one's part that is out of favor;

nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thoy'lt catch

cold shortly. There, take my coxcomb. Why, this fellow

has banished two of his daughters, and did the third a

blessing against his will ; if thou follow him, thou must
needs wear my coxcomb.— How now, nuncle ? 'Would I

had two coxcombs and two daughters.

Lear. Why, my boy ?

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my coxcombs
myself. There's mine ; beg another of thy daughters.

Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip.

Fool. Truth's a dog that must to kennel. He must be

whipped out, when lady, the brach, may stand by the fire,

and stink.

Lear. A pestilent gall to me

!

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech.

Lear. Do.

Fool. Mark it, nuncle :
—

Have more than thou showest,

Speak less than thou knoAvest,

Lend less than thou owest.

Ride more than thou goest.

Learn more than thou trowest,

Set less than thou throwest.

Leave thy drink and thy Avhore,

And keep in-a-door,

And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score.

Lear. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer
;
you

gave me nothing for't. Can you make no use of nothing,

nuncle ?

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of nothing.

Fool. 'Pr'ythee, tell him so much the rent of bis land

comes to; he will not believe a fool. \_To Kent,
Lear. A bitter fool

!
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Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between a

bitter foe 1 and a sweet fool ?

Lear. [No, lad ; teach me.

Fool. That lord, that counselled thee

To give away thy land.

Come place him here by me,

—

Or do thou for him stand.

The sweet and bitter fool

Will presently appear;

The one in motley here, •

The other found out there.

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ?

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away , that

thou wast born with.

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.

Fool. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let me ; if

I had a monopoly out, they would have part on't : and ladies,

too, they will not let me have all fool to myself; they'll be

snatching.]—Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two
crowns,

Lear. What two crowns shall they be ?

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle, and
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou

clovest thy crown i' the middle, and gavest away both parts,

thou borest thine ass on thy back over the dirt. Thou had'st

little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden

one away. If I speak like myself in this, let him be whipped

that first finds it so.

Fools had neer less grace in a year., [Singing.

For ivise men are groivn fo^^jjish;

And know not hotv their wits to wear,

Their manners are so apish.

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, sirrah ?

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou raadest thy

daughters thy mother ; for when thou gavest them the rod,

and put'st down thine own breeches,

Theyi they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing.

And I for sorroiv sung,

That such a king should p)lay ho-peep,

And gc the fools among.

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy

fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie.

Lear. If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipped.

Fool I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are.
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in^

-ifL^

They'll have me "whipped for speaking true, thou'lt have me
whipped for lying ; and, sometimes, I am whipped for holding

my peace. I had rather be any kind of thing than a fool

;

and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy
wit o' both sides, and left nothing in the middle. Here
comes one o' the parings.

^ Enter Goneril.

Lear. How now, daughter ! what makes that frontlet on ?

Methinks you are too much of late \ the frown.'

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou had'st no
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an without

a figure. I am better than thou art now ; I am a fool, thou
art nothing.—Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue I

face [jTo Gon.] bids me, though you say nothing,

mum.

so your
Mum,

>-y-/y

Uyi

He that keeps nor crust nor crum^

Weary of all, shall want some. ^' "^'^ '^'^HHa^

That's a shealed peascod. \_Pointing to Leak.
Q-on. Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool, //? -

But other of your insolent retinue "/v/^'^'V
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth (Jfi-^W/^ i"^
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir,

'
'

) _,.;*;/^^'V'^^^
I had thought, by making this well known unto you, '

" / ^ ^^Uf-

To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful, l^r^J^
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, i^„ f /

That you protect this course, and put it on ./tfifilflfjfilj^-
By your allowance; which if you should, the fault <::t.^-*_<i^

Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; t^ r. '

Which in the tender of a wholesome weal,
//^'^-^^ 0^

Might in their working do you that offence,

Which else were shame, that then necessity

Will call discreet proceeding.

Fool. For you trow, nuncle,

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long,

That it had its head bit off by its young.
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling.

Lear. Are you our daughter ?

Gon. Come, sir, I would you would make use of that

good wisdom whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away

M.

these dispositions, which of late transform you from what
you rightly are.

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the

horse? Whoop, Jug? I love thee/
Lear. Does any here know me ?-fWhy, this is not Lear

;

does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are his eyes ?

/
^



Act I.] KINa LEAR 333

Either his notion weakens, or his discernings are lethargied

— Sleeping or waking?— Ha! sure 'tis not so.—Who is it

that can tell me who I am tj/

Fool. Lear's shadow,

Lear. [I would learn that ; for by the marks of sove-

reignty, knowledge, and reason, I should be false persuaded

1 bad daughters.

Fool. Which they will make an obedient father.]

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Gon. Come, sir

;

This admiration is much o' the favor

Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you
To Tinderstand my purposes aright;

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise.

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires,

Men so disoi-dered, so debauched, and bold,

That this our court, infected with their manners,

Shows like a riotous inn ; epicurism and lust

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel,*

Than a graced palace. The shame itself doth speak

For instant remedy. Be then desired

By her that else will take the thing she begs,

A little to disquantity your train

;

And the remainder, that shall still depend,

To be such men as may besort your age,

And know themselves and you.

Lear. Darkness and devils !
—

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.

—

Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee

;

Yet have I left a daughter.

Gon. You strike my people ; and your disordered rabble

Make servants of their betters.

Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents,— sir, are you come ?

Is it your will ? \_To Alb.] Speak, sir.—Prepare my horses.

Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend.

More hideous when thou shoAv'st thee in a child,

Than the sea-monster !

Alb. 'Vv^y, sir, be patient.

Lear. Detested kite! thou liest. \_To GoNERIL,
My train are men of f^hoice and rarest parts,

That all particulars of duty know

;

And in the most exact regard support

The worships of their name.— most small fault,

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show

!
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Whicli, like an engine, "wrenched my frame of nature
From the fixed place ; drew from my heart all love,

And added to the gall. Lear, Lear, Lear

!

Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [^Striking Ms head.

And thy dear judgment out.— Go, go, my people.

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant,

Of what hath moved you.

Lear. It may be so, my lord.—Hear, nature, hear;
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if

Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful

!

Into her womb convey sterility

!

Dry up in her the organs of increase;

And from her derogate body never spring

A babe to honor her ! If she must teem,

Create her child of spleen ; that it may live,

And be a thwart disnatured torment to her

!

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth

;

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks

;

Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits,

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel

How shju^3er_jyian_a_ serpent's tooth it is

To have a thankless child!— Away! away! \^Exit.

Hlb. Now, gods, tlrarive adore, whereof comes this?

Gon. Never afilict yourself to know the cause

;

But let his disposition have that scope

That dotage gives it.

Re-enter Lear.

Lear. What, fifty of my follower's at a clap

!

Within a fortnight ?

Alh. What's the matter, sir ?

Lear. I'll tell thee;— Life and death ! I am ashamed
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus

;

[To GONERIL.
That these hot tears, which break from me perforce.

Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and fogs upon thee

'

The untented woundings of a father's curse

Pierce every sense about thee !— Old fond eyes,

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out

;

And cast you Avith the waters that you lose,

To temper clay.— Ha! is it come to this?

Let it be so.—Yet have I left a daughter,

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable;

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find
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That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think

I have cast off forever; thou shalt, I warrant thee.

[^JExeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants.

G-071. Do you mark that, my lord ?

Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril,

To the great love I bear you,

—

Cron. 'Pray you, content.—What, Oswald, ho !

You sir, more knave than fool, after your master.

[To the Fool.

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the fool

with thee.

A fox, when one has caught her.

And such a daughter,

Should sure to the slaughter,

If my cap would buy a halter

;

So the fool follows after. [JSxit.

Gon. [This man hath had good counsel;— a hundred
knights

!

'Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep

At point, a hundred knights ! Yes, that on every dream,

Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike,

He may enguard his dotage with their powers,

And hold our lives in mercy.] Oswald, I say !

—

Alb. Well, you may fear too far.

Gon. Safer than trust too far;

Let me still take away the harms I fear.

Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart

;

What he hath uttered, I have writ my sister

;

If she sustain him and his hundred knights.

When I have showed the unfitness,— How now, Oswald?

Enter Steward.

What, have you writ that letter to my sister ?

Steiv. Ay, madam.
Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse

;

Inform her full of my particular fear

;

And thereto add such reasons of your own,

As may compact it more. Get you gone

;

And hasten your return. [Exit Stew.] No, no, my lord.

This milky gentleness, and course of yours,

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,

Ycu are much more attasked for want of wisdom,

Than praised for harmful mildness.

Alb. How far your eyes can pierce, I cannot tell;

Striving to better, oft we mar what's well.

Gon. Nay, then,

Alb. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt
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SCENE V. Court before the same.

Enter Lear, Kent, and FooL

Lear. Go you before to Gloster witli these letters

;

acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you know,

than comes from her demand out of the letter. If your

diligence be not speedy, I shall be there before you.

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered your

letter. \_Exit.

Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, were't not in

danger of kibes ?

Lear. Ay, boy.

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry ; thy wit shall not go
slip-shod.

Lear. Ha, ha, ha

!

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee kindly,

for though she's as like this as a crab is like an apple, yet

I can tell what I can tell.

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy ?

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does to a

crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stand i' the middle

of his face ?

Lear. No.

Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side his nose ; that

what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into.

Lear. I did her wrong.

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell ?

Lear. No.

Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has a house.

Lear. Why ?

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away to his

daughters, and leave his horns without a case.

Lear. I will forget my nature.— So kind a father !—Be
my horses ready ?

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason why
the seven stars are no more than seven, is a pretty reason.

Lear. Because they are not eight ?

Fool. Yes, indeed ; thou wouldest make a good fool.

Lear. To take it again perforce !—Monster ingratitude !

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee beaten

for being old before thy time.

Lear. How's that ?

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old, before thou hadst

been wise
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Lear. 0, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet Heaven!
Keep me in temper; I Avould not be mad!—

JEnter Gentlemen.

How now ! are the horses ready ?

Credit. Ready, my lord.

Lear. Come, boy.

Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my departure,

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I. A Court witMn the Castle of the Earl of
Gloster.

Enter Edmund and Curait, meeting.

Edm. Save thee, Curan.

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your father, and
given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and Regan his

duchess, will be here with him to-night.

Edm. How comes that ?

Cur. Nay, I know not. You have heard of the news
abroad ; I mean the whispered ones, for they are yet but

ear-kissing arguments ?

Edm. Not I ; 'pray you, what are they ?

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 'twixt

the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ?

Edm. Not a word.

Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. [Exit.

Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better ! Best

!

This weaves itself perforce into my business !

My father hath set guard to take my brother

;

And I have one thing, of a queasy question,

Which I must act.— Briefness, and fortune, work !
—

Brother, a word; descend.— Brother, I say;

Enter Edgar.

My father watches.— sir, fly this place

;

Intelligence is given where you are hid

;

You have now the good advantage of the night.

—

Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall ?

He's coming hither ; now, i' the fight, i' the haste,

Vol. IV. — 22 2d
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And Regan -^vith him. Have you nothing said

Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany?
Advise yoixrself.

Edg. I am sure on't, not a word.

Edm. I hear my father coming.— Pardon me;—
In cunning, I must draw my sword upon you.

—

Draw: seem to defend yourself: now quit you well.

Yield;— come before my father;— light, ho, here!

Fly, brother :—Torches ! torches !— So farewell.

[^Exit Edgar.
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

[ Wounds his arm.

Of my more fierce endeavor ; I have seen drunkards

Do more than this in sport.— Father! father!

Stop, stop ! No help ?

Enter Gloster, mid Servants, tvith torches.

Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ?

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword out,

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon
To stand his auspicious mistress.

Glo. But where is he ?

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed.

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm, Fled this way, sir. When by no means he

could

Glo. Pursue him, ho !— Go after.— \_Exit Serv.] By
no means,— what?

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship

;

But that I told him, the revenging gods

'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend

;

Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father;— sir, in fine,

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood

To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion,

With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm

:

But when he saw my best alarmed spirits,

Bold in the quarrel's right, roused to the encounter.

Or whether gasted by the noise I made.
Full suddenly he fled.

Glo. Let him fly far.

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught

;

And found— Despatch.— The noble duke, my master,

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night

;

By his authority I will proclaim it.
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That he which finds hira shall deserve our thanks,

Brino;in2 the murderous coward to the stake

:

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent,

And found him pight to do it, with curst speech,

I threatened to discover him. He replied,

Thou unpossessing bastard! dost thou think,

If I would stand against thee, ivould the reposal

Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee

Make thy words faithed ? No ; lohat I should deny,

[As this I ivould ; ay, though thou didst produce
My very character,) Td turn it all

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice

;

And thou ?nuM make a dullard of the world,

If they not thought the profits of my death

Were very pregnant and potential spurs

To make thee seek it.

Glo. Strong and fastened villain;

Would he deny his letter?— I never got him.

[ Trumpets within

Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes.

—

All ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not 'scape

;

The duke must grant me that. Besides, his picture

I will send f;ir and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him ; and of my land.

Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means
To make thee capable.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.

Oorn. How now, my noble friend ? since I came hithet

(Which I can call but now) I have heard strange news.

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short,

Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord ?

Glo. madam, my old heart is cracked, is cracked

!

Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your life ?

He whom my father named ? your Edgar ?

Glo. lady, lady, shame would have it hid

!

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights

That tend upon my father ?

Glo. I know not, madam

;

[t is too bad, too bad.

—

Edm. Yes, madam, he was.

Reg. No marvel, then, though he were ill-affected;

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death,

To have the waste and spoil of his revenues.

I have this present evening from my sister
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Been well informed of them ; and -with such cautions,

That, if they come to sojourn at my house,

I'll not be there.

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.

—

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father

A child-like office.

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir.

Glo. He did bewray his practice, and received

This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.

Corn. Is he pursued ?

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is.

Co7-n. If he be taken, he shall never more

Be feared of doing harm : make your own purpose,

How in my strength you please.— For you, Edmund,
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So much commend itself, you shall be ours

;

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need

You we first seize on.

Edm. I shall serve you, sir,

Truly, however else.

Crlo. For him I thank your grace.

Cor7i. You know not w^hy we came to visit you, —
Reg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-eyed night.

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize.

Wherein we must have use of your advice :
—

Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister,

Of differences, which I best thought it fit

To answer from our home ; the several messengers

From hence attend dispatch. Our good old friend,

Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow

\our needful counsel to our business.

Which craves the instant use.

Glo. I serve you, madam
;

your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Before Gloster's Castle.

Enter Kent and Steward, severally.

Sfeto. Good dawning to thee, friend. Art of the house ?

Kent. Ay.
Stew. Where may we set our horses ?

Kent. V the mire.

tStew. 'Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me.

Kent. I love thee not.

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee.
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Keyit. If I }iad thee in Lipsburj pinfold, I would make
thee care for rue.

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee not.

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.

Steio. What dost thou know me for ?

Kent. A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats ; a

base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred-pound,

filthy worsted-stocking knave ; a lily-livered, action-taking

knave ; a whoreson, glass-gazing, super-serviceable, finical

rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting slave ; one that wouldst be a

bawd, in way of good-service, and art nothing but the com-
position of a knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the son

and heir of a mongrel bitch ; one whom I will beat into

clamorous whining, if thou deniest the loast syllable of thy
addition.

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to

rail on one that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee !

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to deny thou

knowest me ! Is it two days ago, since I tripped up thy
heels, and beat thee, before the king ? Draw, you rogue

;

for, though it be night, the moon shines ; I'll make a sop

o' the moonshine of you. Draw, you whoreson cullionly

barber-monger, draw. [^Drawing his sword.

Stew. Away ; I have nothing to do with thee.

Kent. Draw, you rascal ! you come with letters against

the king ; and take Vanity the puppet's part, against the

royalty of her father. Draw, you rogue, or I'll so carbonado
your shanks.— Draw, you rascal ; come your ways.

Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! help !

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, stand
;
you neat

slave, strike. [Beating Mm.
Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! murder

!

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and
Servants.

Edm. How now? what's the matter ? Part.

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; come,
I'll flesh you ; come on, young master.

Glo. Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here ?

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives

;

He dies, that strikes again. What is the matter?
Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king.

Corn. What is your difference ? speak.

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord.

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred your valor. You
cowardly rascal, nature dischiims in thee ; a tailor made thee.

2d*
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Corn. Thou art a strange fellow; a tailor make a man?
Kent Ay, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a painter, could

not have made him so ill, though they had been but two
hours at the trade.

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?

Steii). This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have spared,

At suit of his gray beard,

Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary letter !—
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted

villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes with him.
— Spare my gray beard, you wagtail ?

Corn. Peace, sirrah !

You beastly knave, know you no reverence ?

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege.

Corn. Why art thou angry ?

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a sword,

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these,

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain

Which are too intrinse t' unloose ; smooth every passion

That in the natures of their lords rebels

;

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods

;

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
With every gale and vary of their masters,

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.

—

A plague upon your epileptic visage

!

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ?

Goose, if I had you upon Sarum-plain,

I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.

Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow?

G-lo. How fell you out?
Say that.

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy.

Than I and such a knave.

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave ? What's his offence?

Kent. , His countenance likes me not.

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, or hers.

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain

;

I have seen better faces in my time.

Than stands on any shoulder that I see

Before me at this instant.

Corn. This is some fellow,

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect

A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb,
Quite from his nature. He cannot flatter, he !

—
An honest mind and plain,— he must speak truth.

An they will take it, so; if not, he's plain
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These kind of knaves I know, which in th fi plainness

Harbor more craft, and more corrupter ends,

Than twenty silly ducking observants,

That stretch their duties nicely.

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity.

Under the allowance of your grand aspect,

Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire

On flickering Phoebus' front,

—

Oorn. What mean'st by this ?

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you discommend
BO much, I know, sir, I am no flatterer. He that beguiled

you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave ; which, for my
part, I will not be, though I should win your displeasure to

entreat me to it.

y'' Oorn. What was the offence you gave him ?

Stew. I never gave him any.

It pleased the king, his master, very late,

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction
;

When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure.

Tripped me behind ; being down, insulted, railed.

And put upon him such a deal of man.
That worthied him, got praises of the king
For him attempting who was self-subdued

;

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit,

Drew on me here again.

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards,
But Ajax is their fool.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho

!

You stubborn, ancient knave, you reverend braggart,
We'll teach you

—

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn
;

Call not your stocks for me. I serve the king

;

On whose employment I wms sent to you.
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice
Against the grace and person of my master.
Stocking his messenger.

Oorn. Fetch forth the stocks;
As I've life and honor, there shall he sit till noon.

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord : and all night too.

Kent. Why, madam, if I Avere your father's dog,
You should not use me so.

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will.

\_Stocks brought out.

Oorn. This is a fellow of the self-same color

Our sister speaks of.— Come, bring away the stocks.

Glo. Let me beseech your grace Jiot to do so.
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His fault is much, and the good king his master

Will check him for't : your purposed low correction

Is such, as hasest and contemned'st wretches

For pilferings and most common trespasses,

Are punished with ; the king his master needs must take

it ill.

That he, so slightly valued in his messenger,

Should have him thus restrained.

Corn. I'll answer that.

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse,

To have her gentleman abused, assaulted.

[Kent is put in the stocks.

Come, my good lord ; away.

[Exeunt Regan and Cornwall.
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke's pleasure.

Whose disposition, all the world well knows.

Will not be rubbed, nor stopped ; I'll entreat for thee.

Kent. 'Pray, do not, sir. I have watched, and travelled

hard;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle.

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels

;

Give you good morrow

!

Glo. The duke's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken.

lExit.

Kent. Good king, that must approve the common saw

!

Thou out of Heaven's benediction com'st

To the warm sun !

Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe.

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter!— Nothing almost sees miracles,

But misery.—I know 'tis from Cordelia;

Who hath most fortunately been informed

Of my obscured course; and shall find time

From this enormous state,— seeking,— to give

Losses their remedies.—All weary and o'er-watched,

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold

This shameful lodging.

Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn thy wheel

!

[He sleejps.

SCENE III. A Part of the Eeath.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. I heard myself proclaimed

;

And, by the happy hollow of a tree,

Escaped the hunt. No port is free ; no pi ace,
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That guard, and most unusual vigilance,

Does not attend my taking. While I may 'scape,

I will preserve myself; and am bethought

To take the basest and most poorest shape,

That ever penury, in contempt of man,
Brought near to beast. My face I'll grime with filth

;

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots

;

And with presented nakedness outface

The winds, and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices.

Strike in their numbed and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary

;

And with this horrible object, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills.

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,

Enforce their charity.— Poor Turlygood ! Poor Tom !

That's something yet; Edgar I nothing am. l^Exit,

SCENE IV. Before Gloster's Castle.

Writer Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. 'Tis strange, that they should so depart from home.
And not send back my messenger.

Gent. As I learned,

The night before there w^as no purpose in them
Of this remove.

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master

!

Lear. How !

Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ?

Kent. No, my lord.

Fool. Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters ! Horses
are tied by the head ; dogs and bears by the neck ; mon-
keys by the loins, and men by the legs ; when a man
is over-lusty at legs, then he wears wooden nether-stocks.

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mistook,

To set thee here ?

Kent. It is both he and she,

Your son and daughter.

Lear. No !

Kent. Yes.

Tjear. No, I say.

Kent. I say, yea.

Lear. No, no ; they would not.

Kent. Yqs, they have.
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Lem. By Jupiter, I swear, no.

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.

Lear. They durst not do't

;

They could not, would not do't; 'tis worse than murder.
To do, ufon respect, such violent outrage.

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way
Thou miglit'st deserve, or they impose, this usage,
Coming from us.

Kent. My lord, when at their home
I did commend your highness' letters to them,
Ere I was risen from the place that showed
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post,

Stewed in his haste, half breathless, panting forth

From Goneril his mistress, salutations

;

Delivered letters, spite of intermission,

Which presently they read; on whose contents.

They summoned up their meiny, straight took horse

;

Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leisure of their answer
;
gave me cold looks ;

And meeting here the other messenger.
Whose welcome, I perceived, had poisoned mine,
(Being the very fellow that of late

Displayed so saucily against your highness,)

Having more man than wit about me, drew

;

He raised the house with loud and coward cries

;

Your son and daughter found this trespass worth
The shame which here it suffers.

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that "way.

Fathers, that wear rags,

Do make their children blind;
But fathers, that bear bags.

Shall see their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne'er turns the key to the poor.

—

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolors for thy
daughters, as thou canst tell in a year.

Lear. 0, how this mother swells up toward my heart

!

Hysterica passio ! down, thou climbing sorrow,
Thy element's below!—Where is this daughter?

Kent. With the earl, sir, here within.

Lear. Follow me not;
Stay here. \_Exit.

G-ent. Made you no more offence than what you speak of?
Kent. None.

How chance the king comes with so small a train?
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Fool. An thcu hadst been set i' the stocks for that ques-

tion, thou hadst well deserved it.

Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee
there's no laboring in the winter. All that follow their

noses are led bj their eyes, but blind men ; and there's

not a nose among twenty, but can smell him that's stink-

ing. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a

hill, lest it break thy neck with following it ; but the great

one that goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When
a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me mine again;

I would have none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it.

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain,

And follows but for form.

Will pack, when it begins to rain,

And leave thee in the storm
But I will tarry, the fool will stay,

And let the wise man fly:

The knave turns fool, that runs away

;

The fool no knave, perdy.

Kent. Where learned you this, fool ?

Fool. Not i' the stocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear, with Gloster.

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are sick ? they ara

weary ?

They have travelled hard to-night ? Mere fetches

:

The images of revolt and flying ofi"!

Fetch me a better answer.

Grlo. My dear lord,

You know the fiery quality of the duke

;

How unremovable and fixed he is

In his own course.

Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion !
—

Fiery ? what quality ? Why, Gloster, Gloster,

I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife.

Glo. Well, my good lord, I have informed them so.

Lear. Informed them ! Dost thou understand me, man

!

Glo. Ay, my good lord.

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the dear
father

Would Avith his daughter speak, commands her service.

Are they informed of this ? My breath and blood !—
Fiery? the fiery duke?— Tell the hot duke, that—
No, but not yet ;— may be, he is not well.

Infirmity doth still neglect all ofiice,
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Whereto our health is bound ; we are n^t ourselves,

When nature, being oppressed, commands the mind
To suffer with the body. I'll forbear

;

And am fallen out Avith ray more headier will,

To take the indisposed and sickly fit

For the sound man. Death on my state ! wherefore

\_Looking on Kent.
Should he sit here? This act persuades me,
That this remotion of the duke and her
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth.

Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them,
Now, presently ; bid them come forth and hear me,
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum.
Till it cry— Sleep to death.

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. \^Exit

Lear. me, my heart, my rising heart!— but, down
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels,

when she put them i' the paste alive ; she rapped 'em o' the
coxcombs with a stick, and cried, Down, wantons, down.
'Twas her brother, that, in pure kindness to his horse, but-
tered his hay.

Unter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and Servants.

Lear. Good morrow to you both.

Corn. Hail to your grace

!

[Kent is set at liberty.

Reg. I am glad to see your highness.

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason
I have to think so. If thou should'st not be glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb.
Sepulchring an adultress.— 0, are you free? \^To Kent.
Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan
Thy sister's naught. Regan, she hath tied

Sharp-toothed unkindness, like a vulture, here.

—

[^Points to his heart.

I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe.

Of how depraved a quality Regan!
Meg. I pray you, sir, take patience; I have hcpe,

You less know how to value her desert,

Than she to scant her duty.

Lear. Say, how is that?
Heg. I cannot think my sister in the least

Would fail her obligation. If, sir, perchance,
She have restrained the riots of your followers,

'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,
As clears her from all blame.
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Lear. My curses on her

!

Reg. sir, you are old',

Nature in you stands on the very verge

Of her confine. You should be ruled, and led

By some discretion, that discerns your state

Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you,

That to our sister you do make return

;

Say, you have wronged her, sir.

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ?

Do you but mark how this becomes the housfe.

Dear daughter, 1 confess that I am old

;

Age is unnecessary ; on my knees I heg, [Kneeling,

That you II vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.

Meg. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks.

Return you to my sister.

Lear. Never, Regan.

She hath abated me of half my train

;

Looked black upon me ; struck "me with her tongue,

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart.

—

A.11 the stored vengeances of Heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones,

You taking airs, with lameness !

Corn. Fie, fie, fie !

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty.

You fen-sucked fogs, drawn by the powerful sun.

To fall and blast her pride !

Meg. the blest gods

!

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood is on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse

;

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give

Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine

Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train,

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt

Against my coming in. Thou better know'st

The offices of nature, bond of childhood.

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude

;

Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot.

Wherein I thee endowed.

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

\_Trum2Jets within.

Lear. Who put my man i' the stocks ?

Corn What trumpet's that!

2e



850 KING LEAR. [Act TI.

Enter Steward.

Meg. I know't, my sister's ; this approves her letter,

That sho would soon be here.—Is your lady come?
Lear. Q^liis is a slave, whose easy-borrowed prido

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows.

—

Out, variety from my sight

!

Corn. What means your grace?
Lear. "Who stocked my servant? Regan, I have good

hope

Thcu didst not know oft.—Who comes here? 0, Heavens,

Enter Goneril.

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old.

Make it your cause; send down, and take my part!—
Art not ashamed to look upon this beard ?—

\^To Goneril.
Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ?

Cfon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have I offended?

All's not offence, that indiscretion finds,

And dotage terms so.

Lear. sides, you are too tough !

Will you yet hold?— How came my man i' the stocks?

Corn. I set him there, sir ; but his own disorders

Deserved much less advancement.

Lear. You ! did you ?

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.

If, till the expiration of your month,
You will return and sojourn with my sister,

Dismissing half your train, come then to me

;

1 am now from home, and out of that provision

Which shall be needful for your entertainment.

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismissed ?

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose

To wage against the enmity o' the air

;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

—

Necessity's sharp pinch!— Return with her?
Why, tlie hot-blooded France, that dowerless took
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought
To knee his throne, and, squirelike, pension beg
To keep base life afoot.— Return with her ?

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter
To this detested groom. [Looking on the Steward.

Gon. At your choice, sir.

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad

;
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I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell.

We'll no more meet, no more see one another,

—

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter;

Or rather a disease that's in my flesh,

Which I must needs call mine ; thou art a boil,

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle.

In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee

;

Let shame come when it Avill, I do not call it.

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot.

Nor tell talcs of thee to high-judging Jove.

Mend, when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure.

I can be patient; I can stay with Regan,

I, and my hundred knights.

Reg. Not altogether so, sir;

I looked not for you yet, nor am provided

For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my sister

;

For those that mingle reason with your passion,

Must be content to think you old, and so—
But she knows what she does.

Lear. Is this well spoken, now?
lleg. I dare avouch it, sir. What, fifty followers ?

Is it not well ? What should you need of more ?

Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and danger

Speak 'gainst so great a number ? How, in one house,

Should many people, under two commands.
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible.

Cron. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance

From those that she calls servants, or from mine ?

Reg. Wby not, my lord ? If then they chanced to slack you.

We could control them. If you will come to mo,

(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you
To bring but five-and-tvventy ; to no more
Will I give place or notice.

Lear. I gave you all

Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries

;

But kept a reservation to be followed

With such a number. What, must I come to you
With five-and-twenty, Regan ? said you so ?

Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with mo.
Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well favored.

When others are more wicked ; not being the worst,

Stands in some rank of praise:— I'll go with thee;

\_To GONEUII*
Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty,

And thou art twice her love.
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Gron. Hear me, my lord;

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five.

To follow in a house, where twice so many
Have a command to tend you ?

Reg. What need one?
Lear. 0, reason not the need ; our basest beggars

Are in the poorest thing superfluous

;

Allow not nature more than nature needs,

Man's life is cheap as beast's. Thou art a lady;

If only to go warm were gorgeous.

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st,

Which scarcely keeps thee warm,— But, for true need,

—

You Heavens, give me that patience, patience I need

!

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both

!

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts

Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger

!

0, let not women's weapons, water-drops.

Stain my man's cheeks!— No, you unnatural hags,

I will have such revenges on you both,

That all the world shall— I will do such things,

—

What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep

;

No, I'll not weep.

—

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws.

Or ere I'll weep.— fool, I shall go mad!
[^Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool.

Corn. Let us withdraw ; 'twill be a storm.

l^Storm heard at a distance.

Reg. This house

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot

Be well bestowed.

Cron. 'Tis his own blame hath put

Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly.

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly,

But not one follower.

Gron. So am I purposed.

Where is my lord of Gloster ?

Re-enter Gloster.

Corn. Followed the old man forth;— he is returned.

Grlo. The king is in high rage.

Corn. Whither is he going?
Grlo. He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither.
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Corn. 'Tis best to give him waj ; he leads himself.

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay.

Crlo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds
Do sorely ruffle : for many miles about
There's scarce a bush.

Reg. sir, to wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure,

Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors

;

He is attended with a desperate train ;

And what they may incense him to, being apt
To have his ear abused, wisdom bids fear.

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night.

My Regan counsels well ; come out o' the storm. \_Exeunt

ACT III.

SCENE I. A Heath. A sto7-ni is heard, with thunder
and lightning.

Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, meeting.

Kent. "Who's here, beside foul weather ?

Gent. One minded like the weather, most unquietly,

Kent. I know you ; where's the king ?

Gent. Contending with the fretful element;
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea,

Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main.
That things might change, or cease ; tears his white hair ;,

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage,

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of;

Strives in his little world of man to outscorn
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,

And bids what will take all.

Kent. But who is with him?
Gent. None but the fool ; who labors to outjest

His heart-struck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know you

;

And dare, upon the warrant of my art.

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division.

Although as yet the face of it be covered
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall:
Vol. TV. — 23 2 e *
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Who Lave (^as who have not, that their great stars

Throned and set high?) servants who seem no less;

Which are to France the spies md speculations

Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen,

Either in snuifs and packings of the dukes

;

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne

Against the old kind king ; or something deeper,

Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings :
—

But, true It is, from France there comes a power

Into this scattered kingdom ; who already.

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet

In some of our best ports, and are at point

To show their open banner.—Now to you.

If on my credit you dare build so far

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find

Some that will thank you, making just report

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow

The king hath cause to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding

;

And from some knowledge and assurance, offer

This office to you.

Gent. I will talk further with you.

Kent. No, do not.

For confirmation that I am much more

Than my out-wall, open this purse, and take

What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia,

(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring.

And she Avill tell you who your fellow is.

That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm

:

I will go seek the king.

Crent. Give me your hand; have you no more to say?

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet

;

That when we have found the king, (in which your pain

That way ; I'll this ;) he that first lights on him.

Holla the other. \_Exeunt severally.

SCENE II. Another Part of the Heath. Storm continues.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow !

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout

Till you have drenched our steeples, drowned the cocks !

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thundei'bolts,

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
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Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world

!

Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at jnce,

That make ingrateful man !

Fool. nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is better

than this rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, in, and ask

thy daughter's blessing ! Here's a night pities neither wise

men nor fools.

Lear. Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit fire ! spout rain

!

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters.

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness

;

I never gave you kingdom, called you children
;

You owe me no subscription ; why, then let fall

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand your slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man.

—

But yet I call you servile ministers,

That have with two pernicious daughters joined

Your high-engendered battles, 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. ! ! 'tis foul

!

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, has a good
head-piece.

The cod-piece that ivill house,

Before the head has any,

The head and he shall louse;—
So beggars marry many.

The man that makes his toe

What he his heart should make,
Shall of a corn cry woe.

And turn his sleep to wake.

— for there was never yet fair woman, but she made moutha
in a glass.

Fnter Kent.

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience,

I will say nothing.

Kent. Who's there ?

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that's a wise

man, and a fool.

Kent. Alas, sir, ai'e you here ? Things that love night,

Lovo not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies

Gal low the very wanderers of the dark.

And make them keep their caves. Since I was man.
Such sheeets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder,

Sueh groans of roaring wind and rain, I never

Remember to have heard; man's nature cannot carry

The affliction, nor the fear.
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Lear. Let the great gods,

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads,

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,

That hast within thee undivulged crimes,

Unwhipped of justice ! Hide thee, thou bloody hand

;

Thou perjured, and similar man of virtue.

That art incestuous ! Caitiff, to pieces shake.

That uuder covert and convenient seeming.

Hast practiced on man's life !— Close pent-up guilts,

Rive your concealing continent, and cry

These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man
More sinned against than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed

!

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel;

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest.

Repose you there ; while I to this hard house

(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis raised;

Which even but now, demanding after you.

Denied me to come in) return, and force

Their scanted courtesy.

Lear. My wits begin to turn.

—

Come on, my boy. How dost, my boy? Art cold?

I am cold myself.—Where is this straw, my fellow ?

The art of our necessities is strange.

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel

;

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart

That's sorry yet for thee.

Fool. He that has a little tiny wit,—
With a heigh, ho, the wind and the rain,

Must make content with his fortunes fit

;

For the rain it 7'aineth every day.

Lear. True, my good boy.— Come, bring us to thia

hovel. \Exeunt Leae and Kent.
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtesan.

I'll speak a prophecy ere I go

:

When priests are more in word than matter

;

When brewers mar their malt with water

;

When nobles are their tailors' tutors

;

No heretics burned, but wenches' suitors

;

When every case in law is right

;

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight

;

When slanders do not live in tongues

;

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs

;

When usurers tell their gold i' the field

;

And bawds and whores do churches build ;—
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Then shall the realm of Albion

Come to great confusion.

Then comes the time, who lives to see't,

That going shall be used with feet.

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before his

time. ^Uxit.

SCENE III. A Boom in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Gloster and Edmund.

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural

dealing. When I desired their leave that I might pity

him, they took from me the use of mine own house

;

charged me, on pain of their perpetual displeasure, neither

to speak of him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain

him.

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural

!

G-lo. Go to ; say you nothing. There is division between
the dukes ; and a worse matter than that. I have received

a letter this night ;
—

'tis dangerous to be spoken.—I have

locked the letter in my closet. These injuries the king

now bears Avill be revenged at home ; there is part of a

power already footed : we must incline to the king. I

will seek him, and privily relieve him
;
go you, and main-

tain talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him
perceived. If he ask for me, I am ill and gone to bed.

If I die for it, as no less is threatened me, the king my
old master must be relieved. There is some strange thing

toward, Edmund
;
pray you, be careful. \^Exit.

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke
Instantly know ; and of that letter too.

—

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
That which my father loses ; no less than all :

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. \^Exit,

SCENE IV. A Part of the Heath, with a Hovel.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Kent. Here is the place, my lord
;
good my lord, enter.

The tyranny of the open night's too rough
For nature to endure. \_Storm still.

Lear. Let me alone.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Wilt break my heart?
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Kent. I'd rather break mine own. Good my lord, enter

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contentious storm

Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee

;

But where the greater mahidy is fixed,

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear;

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea,

Thou'dst meet the bear i'the mouth. When the mind's free,

The body's delicate ; the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else,

Save what beats there.— Filial ingratitude!

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand,

For lifting food to't ?— But I will punish home:

—

No, I will weep no more.— In such a night

To shut me out!— Pour on; I will endure.

—

In such a night as this ! Regan, Goneril !

—

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave you all

—

0, that way madness lies ; let me shun that

;

No more of that.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. 'Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease:

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.— But I'll go in.

In, boy: go first.

—

\_Tq the Fool.] You houseless poverty,

—

Nay, get thee in, I'll pray, and then I'll sleep.

—

[Fool goes in.

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are.

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm.

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides.

Your looped and windowed raggedness, defend you
From seasons such as these ? 0, I have ta'en

Too little care of this. Take physic, pomp

;

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel

;

That thou mayst shake the superflux to them,

And show the Heavens more just.

Edg. [ Within.~\ Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor
Tom ! \^The Fool runs out from the hovel.

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a spirit.

Help me, help me

!

Kent. Give me thy hand.—Who's there ?

Fool. A spirit, a spirit ; he says his name's poor Tom.
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i'the straw?

Come forth.

Enter Ei>aAR, disguised as a madman.

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me :

—
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Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.

—

Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ? And
art tliou come to this ?

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the

foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, through

ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire, that hath laid

knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; set rats-

bane by his porridge ; made him proud of heart, to ride

on a bay trotting-horse over four-inched bridges, to course

his own shadow for a traitor.—Bless thy five wits! Tom's
a-cold.— 0, do de, do de, do de.— Bless thee from whirl-

winds, star-blasting, and taking ! Do poor Tom some
charity, whom the foul fiend vexes. There could I have

him now,— and there,— and there, and there again, and
there. \_Storm continues.

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this

pass ?

—

Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all ?

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had been all

ashamed.

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air

Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters

!

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdued nature

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.

—

Is it the fashion that discarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ?

Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot

Those pelican daughters.

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock's-hill ;

—

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo !

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen.
Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend ; obey thy parents

;

keep thy word justly ; swear not ; commit not with man'8
Bworn spouse ; set not thy sweet heart on proud array

:

Tom's a-cold.

Lear. What hast thou been ?

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that

curled ray hair ; wore gloves in my cap ; served the lust of

my mistress's heart, and did the act of darkness with her

;

swore as many oaths as I spake words, and broke them in

the sweet face of heaven ; one that slept in the contriving

of lust, and waked to do it. Wine loved I deeply ; dice

dearly ; and in woman, out-paramoured the Turk. False

of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in
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stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madnjss, lion in prey.

Let not the creaking of shoes, nor the rustling of silks,

betray thy poor heart to women. Keep thy foot out of

brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders'

books, and defy the foul fiend.—Still through the hawthorn
blows the cold wind : says suum, mun, ha no nonny, dol-

phin my boy, my boy, sessa : let him trot by.

\^Storm still continues.

Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, than to answer
with thy uncovered body this extremity of the skies.—Is

man no more than this ? Consider him well. Thou owest

the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the

cat no perfume.—Ha ! here's three of us are sophisticated !

—Thou art the thing itself;— unaccommodated man is no
more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art.—Off,

off, you lendings.— Come ; unbutton here.

[Tearing off his clothes.

Fool. 'Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a naughty
night to swim in.—Now, a little fire in a wild field were like

an old lecher's heart ; a small spark, all the rest of his body
cold.^—Look, here comes a walking fire.

JEdg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet ; he begins at

curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he gives the web and
the pin, squints the eye, and makes the hare-lip ; mildews

the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of earth.

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold

;

Se met the night-mare, and her nine-fold;

Bid her alight,

And her troth plight.

And, Aroint thee, witch, aroint thee

!

Kent. How fares jour grace ?

Enter Gloster with a torch.

Lear. What's he?

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ?

Gilo. What are you there ? Your names ?

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the toad,

the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ; that in the fury

of the heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for

sallets ; swallows the old rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the

green mantle of the standing pool ; who is whipped from

tithing to tithing, and stocked, punished, and in-prisoned;

who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to his body,

horse to ride, and weapon to wear,

—
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But ruice and rats, and such small deer.

Have been Toms food for seven long year.

Beware my follower. Peace, Smolkin
;
peace, thou fiend

!

Crlo. What, hath your grace no better company?
Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman

;

Modo he's called, and Mahu.
Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile,

That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.

Crlo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suifer

To obey in all your daughters' hard commands.
Though their injunction be to bar my doors.

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you,

Yet have I ventured to come to seek you out.

And bring you where both fire and food is ready.

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher.

—

What is the cause of thunder ?

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer

;

Go into the house.

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Theban.
What is your study 1

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord

;

His wits begin to unsettle.

Glo. Canst thou blame him ?

His daughters seek his death.— Ah, that good Kent!—
He said it would be thus ;— poor banished man !

—
Thou say'st, the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee, friend,

I am almost mad myself. I had a son.

Now outlawed from my blood ; he sought my life,

But lately, very late ; I loved him, friend,

—

No father his son dearer ; true to tell thee,

[^Storm continues.

The grief hath crazed my wits.—What a night's this!

I do beseech your grace,

Lear. 0, cry you mercy,
Noble philosopher, your company.

Edg. Tom's a-cold.

Glo. In, fellow, there, to the hovel; keep thee warm,
Lear. Come, let's in all.

Kent. This way, my lord.

Lear. With him

;

1 will keep still with my philosopher.

Kent. Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take the fellow.

2f
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G-lo. Take him you on.

Kent. Sirrah, come on
;
go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.

Grlo. No words, no words:
Hush.

Edg. Cldld Rowland to the dark tower came,

His word was still,— Fie, foh, and fum,
I smell the blood of a British man. [Exeunt

SCENE V. A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Cornwall and Edmund.

Corn. I will have my revenge ere I depart this house.

Edm. How, ray lord, I may be censured, that nature

thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me to think of.

Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether your bro-

ther's evil disposition made him seek his death ; but a pro-

voking merit, set a-work by a reprovable badness in himself.

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must repent

to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, which approves
him an intelligent party to the advantages of France.

Heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I the detector !

Corn. Go with me to the duchess.

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have
mighty business in hand.

Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloster.

Seek out where thy father i- is, that he may be ready for

our apprehension.

Edm. [^Aside.'\ If I find him comforting the king, it

will stuff his suspicion more fully.—I will persevere in my
com-se of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that

and my blood.

Corn. I Avill lay trust upon thee ; and thou shalt find

a dearer father in my love. \_Exeunt.

SCENE VI. A Chamber in a Earm-House, adjoining

the Castle.

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, and Edgar.

Grlo. Here is better than the open air ; take it thank-
fully. I Avill piece out the comfort with what addition I
can : I will not be long from you.

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his im-

patience.—The gods reward your kindness ! \_Exit Gloster.
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Edg. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero is an angler

in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware tlio

foul fiend.

Fool. 'Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be

a gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Lear. A king, a king !

Fool. No ; he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his

son ; for he's a mad yeoman that sees his son a gentleman

before him.

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits

Come hissing in upon them :

—

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Fool. He's mad that trusts in the tameness of a wolf,

a horse's heels, a boy's love, or a whore's oath.

Lear. It shall be done ; I will arraign them straight.

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ;

\_To Edgar.
Thou, sapient sir, sit here. \_To the Fool.]— Now, you

she-foxes !

—

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares !

—

Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ?

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me.—
Fool. Her boat hath a leak,

And she must not sjjeak

Why she dares not come over to thee.

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of

a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two white

herrings. Croak not, black angel ; I have no food for thee.

Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so amazed.
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ?

Lear. I'll see their trial first.—Bring in the evidence.

—

Thou robed man of justice, take thy place; \_To Edgar.
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, \To the Fool.

Bench by his side.—You are of the commission,

Sit you too. [To Kent.

Edg. Let us deal justly.

Sleepest, or wakest thou, jolly shepherd?
Thy sheep he in the corn

;

And for one blast of thy minnikin mouth,
Thy sheep shall take no harm.

Pur ! the cat is gray.

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis Goneril. I here take my
oath before this honorable assembly, she kicked the poor
kinii her father.
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Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name Goneril ?

Lear. She cannot deny it.

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool.

Lear. And here's another, whose warped looks proclaim

What store her heart is made of.— Stop her there !

Arms, arms, sword, fire !— Corruption in the place !

False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ?

Edg. Bless thy five wits

!

Kent. pity!— Sir, where is the patience now,

That you so oft have boasted to retain ?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much,

They'll mar my counterfeiting. [Aside.

Lear. The little dogs and all,

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me.

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them.

—

Avaunt, you curs !

Be thy mouth or black or white,

Tooth that poisons if it bite

;

Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim,

Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym

;

Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail

;

Tom will make them weep and wail

;

For, with throwing thus my head.

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do de, do de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and fairs,

and market towns.— Poor Tom, thy horn is dry.

Lear. Then let them anatomise Regan, see what breeds

about her heart. Is there any cause in nature, that makes
these hard hearts?— You, sir, I entertain you for one of

my hundred ; only I do not like the fashion of your gar-

ments. You will say they are Persian attire ; but let them
be changed. [To Edgar.

Keyit. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile.

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains.

So, so, so. We'll go to supper i' the morning. So, so,

so.

Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon.

Re-enter Gloster.

G-lo. Come hither, friend; where is the king my master?
Kent. Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone.

Cilo. Good friend, I pry'thee take him in thy arms;
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him.

There is a litter ready ; lay him in't.

And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master.
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If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life,

With thine, and all that offer to defend him,

Stand in assjared loss. Take up, take up
;

And follow me, that will to some provision

Give thee quick conduct.

Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps.

—

This rest might yet have balmed thy broken senses,

Which, if convenience will not allow,

Stand in hard cure.— Come, help to bear thy master

;

Thou must not stay behind. [To the Fool.

Grlo. Come, come, away.

\_Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, hearing

off the King.

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes,

We scarcely think our miseries our foes.

Who alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind

;

Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind

:

But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip.

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship.

How light and portable my pain seems now.

When that which makes me bend, makes the king bow;"
He childed, as I fathered ! —Tom, away !

Mark the high noises, and thyself bewray.

When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee,

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee.

What will hap more to-night, safe scape the king

!

Lurk, lurk. \_Exit.

SCENE VII. A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter CORNWALL, Regan, Goneril, Et>mund, and
Servants.

dorn. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show him
this letter ;— the army of France is landed.— Seek out
the villain Gloster. [Exeunt some of the Servants.

Reg. Hang him instantly.

Cron. Pluck out his eyes.

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure.—Edmund, keep you
our sister company ; the revenges we are bound to take upon
your traitoijous father, are not fit for your beholding. Advise
the duke, where you are going, to a most festinate prepara-
tion

; we are bound to the like. Our posts shall be swift,

and intelligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister;— fare-

well, my lord of Gloster.

2f*



366 KING LEAR. [Act IIL

Enter Steward.

How now ? Where's the king ?

Steiv. My lord of Gloster hath conveyed him hence.

Some five or six and thirty of his knights,

Hot questrists after him, met him at gate;

Who, with some other of the lord's dependants,

Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they boast

To have well-armed friends.

Corn. Get horses for your mistress,

• Gion. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister.

\_Exeu7it GoNERiL ayid EoMUNp,
Corn. Edmund, farewell.— Go, seek the traitor Gloster,

Pinion him like a thief; bring him before us.

[^Exeunt other Servants.

Though well we may not pass upoi his life

Without the form of justice, yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not control. Who's there? the traitor?

Re-enter Servants, with Gloster.

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he.

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms.

Glo. What mean your graces ?—Good my friends, consider

Yon are my guests ; do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants hind him.

Reg. Hard, hard.— filthy traitor

!

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none.

Corn. To this chair bind him.—Villain, thou shalt find

[Regan plucks his beard.

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done,

To pluck me by the beard.

Reg. So white, and such a traitor

!

Glo. Naughty lady.

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin,

Will quicken, and accuse thee. I am your host

;

With robbers' hands, my hospitable favors

You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ?

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late from France ?

Reg. Be simple answered, for we know the truth.

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the traitors

Late footed in the kingdom ?

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lurratic king ?

Speak.

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down,
Which came from one that's of a neu';ral hearl;,

And not from one opposed.
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Corn. Cunning.

Reg. And false.

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king?

aio. To Dover.

Reg. Wherefore
To Dover? Wast thou not charged at peril

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first ans^Yer that.

aio. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course.

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister

In his anointed flesh stick bearish fangs.

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head
In hell-black night endured, would have buoyed up
And quenched the stelled fires

;
yet, poor old heart,

He holp the heavens to rain.

If wolves had at thy gate howled that stern time,

Thou shouldst have said, Good 'porter, turn the key

;

All cruels else subscribed.—But I shall see

The winged vengeance overtake such children.

Corn. See it shalt thou never.—Fellows, hold the chair

;

Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot.

[Gloster is held doivn in his chair, tuhile Qo'BiK-

WALL plucks out one of his eyes, and sets his foot
on it.

Grlo. He that will think to live till he be old,

Give me some help.— cruel ! ye gods !

Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too.

Corn. If you see vengeance,

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord

;

I have served you ever since I was a child

;

But better service have I never done you,

Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog?
Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,

I'd shake it on this quarrel ; what do you mean ?

Corn. My villain ! \^Drau's, and runs at him.
Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the chance of anger.

^Braivs. They fight. Corn, is ivounded.

Reg, Give me thy sword.— \_To another Serv.] A pea-
sant stand up thus ?

\_Snatches a sivord, comes behind him, and stabs

him.

Serv. 0, I am slain ! —My lord, you have one eye left

To see some mischief on him.— ! l^Diea
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Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it.— Out, vile jelly!

Where is thy lustre now ?

\TeaTS out Gloster's other eye, and throws it on

the ground.
G-lo. All dark and comfortless.—Where's my son Edmund ?

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature,

To quit this horrid act.

B.eg. Out, treacherous villain !

Thou call'st on him that hates thee. It was he
That made the overture of thy treasons to us

;

Who is too g9od to pity thee.

Grlo. my follies !

Then Edgar was ahused.

—

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him

!

Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him smell

His way to Dover.—How is't, my lord ? How look you ?

Oorn. I have received a hurt.—Follow me, lady.

Turn out that eyeless villain ;— throw this slave

Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace;
Untimely comes this hurt.— Give me your arm.

\Exit Cornwall, led hy Regan ;
— Servants unbind

Gloster, and had him out.

1 jServ. I'll never care what wickedness I do,

If this man comes to good.

2 jServ. If she live long,

And, in the end, meet the old course of death,

Women will all turn monsters.

1 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the bedlam
To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness
Allows itself to any thing.

2 Serv. Go thou, I'll fetch some flax, and whites of eggs,

To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him

!

'[Uxeunt severally.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. The Heath.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. Yet better thus, and know to be contemned,
Than still contemned and flattered. To be worst,

The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune,
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Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear.

The lamentable change is from the best

;

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then,

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace !

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst,

Owes nothing to thy blasts.— But who comes here?—
Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man.

My father, poorly led ?—World, world, world

!

But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee,

Life would not yield to age.

Old Man. my good lord, I have been your tenant,
and your father's tenant, these fourscore years.

Glo. Away, get thee away
;
good friend, be gone.

Thy comforts can do me no good at all

;

Thee they may hurt.

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way.
Cilo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes

;

I stumbled when I saw. Full oft 'tis seen.

Our mean secures us, and our mere defects

Prove our commodities.—Ah, dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father's wrath !

Might I but live to see thee in my touch,

I'd say, I had eyes again.

Old Man. How now? Who's there?
Edg. [^Aside.'] gods, who is't can say, / am at the

ivorst ?

I am worse than e'er I was.

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom.
Edg. \_Aside.'] And worse I may be yet. The worst

is not.

So long as we can say, This is the worst.

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ?

(xlo. Is it a beggar nian ?

Old Man. Madman and beggar too.

G-lo. He has some reason, else he could not beg.
I' the last night's storm, I such a fellow saw

;

Which made me think a man a worm. My son
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind
Was then scarce friends with him. I have heard more since

;

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods;
They kill us for their sport.

Edg. How should this be ?—
Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow.
Angering itself and others. \_Aside.']— Bless thee, master I

Glo. Is that the naked fellow?
Vol. IV.— 24
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Old Man. Ay, my lord.

Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone. If, for my sake,

Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain,

I' the way to Dover, do it for ancient love

;

And bring some covering for this naked soul.

Whom I'll entreat to lead me.

Old Man. Alack, sir, he's mad.
Glo. 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the blind.

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure.

Above the rest, be gone.

Old 3Ian. I'll bring him the best 'parel that I have,
Come on't what will. [Exit.

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow

!

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.— I cannot daub it further.

\Aside,
Glo. Come hither, fellow.

Edg. \Ande.'\ And yet I must.— Bless thy sweet eyes,

they bleed.

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ?

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-path
Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits. BlesS
the good man from the foul fiend ! Five fiends have been
in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as Ohidieut ; Hohhididance,
prince of dumbness ; 3Iahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder

;

and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and mowing ; who since

possesses chambermaids and waiting-women. So, bless thee,

master

!

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the Heaven's
plagues.

Have humbled to all strokes ; that I am wretched,
Makes thee the happier.— Heavens, deal so still!

Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man.
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see

Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly;

So distribution should undo excess,

And ea:.ii man have enough.— Dost thou know Dover?
Edg. Ay, master.

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head
Looks fearfully in the confined deep.

Bring me but to the very brim of it.

And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear.

With something rich about me. From that place
I shall no leading need.

Edg. Give me thy arm

;

Poor Tom shall lead thee. lExeunt
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SCENE II. Before the Duke of Albany's Palace.

Enter Goneril and Edmund ; Steward meeting them.

Gron. Welcome, my lord ; I marvel, our mild husband

Not met us on the way.— Now, where's your master ?

Stew. Madam, within, but never man so changed.

I told him of the army that was landed

;

He smiled at it. I told him you were coming

;

His answer was. The worse: of Gloster's treachery,

And of the loyal service of his son.

When I informed him, then he called me sot,

And told me I had turned the wrong side out.

—

What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him

;

"What like, oifensive.

Gon. Then shall you go no further.

[To Edmund.
It is the cowish terror of his spirit,

That dares not undertake ; he'll not feel wrongs,

Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes, on the way.
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother

;

Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers

;

I must change arms at home, and give the distaff

Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant

Shall pass between us ; ere long you are like to hear,

If you dare venture in your OAvn behalf,

A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech

;

[^Giving a favor.
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak,

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air;—
Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gon, My most dear Gloster

!

\_Exit Edmund.
0, the difference of man, and man !

To thee a woman's services are due

;

My fool usurps my bed.

Steiv. Madam, here comes my lord.

\^Exit Steward-

Enter Albany.

Gon. I have been worth the whistle.

Alh. Goneril!

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face— I fear your disposition.

That nature which contemns its origin.
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Cannot "be bordered certain in itself
^

She that herself will sliver and disbranch

From her material sap, perforce must wither,

And come to deadly use.

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish.

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile

;

Filths savor but themselves. What have you done?
Tigers, not daughters, what have you performed?
A father, and a gracious aged man,
Whose reverence the head-lugged bear would lick,

Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded.
Could my good brother suffer you to do it

!

A man, a prince, by him so benefited?

If that the Heavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile oflfences,

'Twill come.

Humanity must perforce prey on itself,

Like monsters of the deep.

G-on. Milk-livered man

!

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs;
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning
Thine honor from thy suffering; that not know'st,
Fools do those villains pity, who are punished
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy drum!
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land;
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats

;

Wliilst thou, a moral fool, sitt'st still, and cry'st,

Alack ! why does he so ?

AIL See thyself, devil!

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend

So horrid, as in woman.
Gron. vain fool

!

Alb. Thou changed and self-covered thing, for shame.
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness

To let these hands obey my blood.

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear
Thy flesh and bones,— Howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's shape doth shield thee.

Gon. Marry, your manhood now

!

Enter a Messenger.

Alb. What news?
Mess. my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's dead

;

Slain by his servant, going to put out
The other eye of Gloster.

-^Ih. Gloster's eyes?
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Mess. A servant that he bred, thrilled with remorse,

Opposed against the act, bending his sword

To his great master ; who, thereat enraged,

Flew on him, and amongst them felled him dead

But not without that harmful stroke, which since

Hath plucked him after.

Alb. This shows you are above,

You justicers, that these our nether crimes

So speedily can venge !— But, poor Gloster !

Lost he his other eye ?

Mess. Both, both, my lord.

—

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer;

'Tis from your sister.

Gron. \_Aside.'] One way I like this well

;

But being widow, and my Gloster with her,

May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hateful life. Another way,

The news is not so tart.— I'll read and answer. \JExit.

Alb. Where was his son when they did take his eyes?

Mess. Come with my lady hither.

Alb. He is not here.

Mess. No, my good lord ; I met him back again.

Alb. Knows he the wickedness ?

Mess. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he informed against him;
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment
Might have the freer course.

Alb. Gloster, I live

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king,

And to revenge thine eyes.— Come hither, friend

;

Tell me what more thou knowest. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. The French Oamp near Dover.

Enter Kent and a Gentleman.

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly gone back,

know you the reason ?

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state.

Which since his coming forth is thought of; which
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger,

Th;it his personal return was most required.

And nec<,'ssary.

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general ?

Gent. The mareschal of France, monsieur le Fer.

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any demon-
Btrati')n of grief?

2a
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Gent. Ay, sir ; she took them, read them in my presence,
And now and then an ample tear trilled down
Her delicate cheek. It seemed, she was a queen
Over her passion ; who most rebel-like,

Sought to be king o'er her.

Ke7it. 0, then it moved her.

Gent. Not to a rage
;
patience and sorrow strove

Who should express her goodliest. You have seen
Sunshine and rain at once ; her smiles and tears

Were like a better way. Those happy smiles,

That played on her ripe lip, seemed not to know
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence,

As pearls from diamonds dropped.— In brief, sorrow
Would be a rarity most beloved, if all

Could so become it.

Kent. Made she no verbal question ?

Gent. 'Faith, once, or twice, she heaved the name of

father

Pantingly forth, as if it pressed her heart

;

Cried, Sisters ! sisters !—Shame of ladies ! sisters !

Kent ! father ! sisters ! What ! i' the storm ? i the night ?

Let pity not he believed!—There she shook
The holy water from her heavenly eyes.

And clamor moistened ; then away she started

To deal with grief alone.

Kent. It is the stars.

The stars above us, govern our conditions

;

Else one self mate and mate, could not beget
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since?

Gent. No.

Kent. Was this before the king returned?
Gent. No; since.

Kent. Well, sir ; the poor, distressed Lear is i' the town

;

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to see his daughter.

Gent. Why, good sir ?

Kent, A sovereign shame so elbows him ; his own un-
kindness.

That stripped her from his benediction, turned her
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights

To his dog-hearted daughters,- -these things sting

His mind so venomously, that burning shame
Detains him from Cordelia.

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman !

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers you heard not T
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G-ent. 'Tis so ; they are afoot.

Kent. Well, sir, I'll bring you to our master Lear,

And leave you to attend hira. Some dear cause

Will in concealment wrap me up awhile

;

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve

Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go

Along with me. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Tlie name. A Tent.

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers.

Cor. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now
As mad as the vexed sea ; singing aloud

;

Crowned with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds,

With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers.

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow

In our sustaining corn.—A century send forth

;

Search every acre in the high-grown field.

And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.]—What can

man's wisdom do,

In the restoring his bereaved sense ?

He that helps him, take all ray outward worth.

Phy. There is means, madam.
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose.

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him,

Are many simples operative, whose power

Will close the eye of anguish.

Qor. All blessed secrets,

All you unpublished virtues of the earth,

Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate,

In the good man's distress!— Seek, seek for him;

Lest his ungoverned rage dissolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Madam, news

;

The British powers are marching hitherward.

Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands

In expectation of them.— dear father,

It is thy business that I go about

;

Therefore great France
My mourning, and important tears hath pitied.

No blown ambition doth our arms incite,

But love, dear love, and our aged father's right.

Soon may I hear and see him. [Exeunt
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SCENE V. A Boom in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Regan and Steward.

Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth ?

Stew. Ay, madam.
Reg. Himself

In person there ?

Stew. Madam, with much ado;
Your sister is the better soldier.

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home ?

Stew. No, madam.
Reg. What might import my sister's letter to him?
Stew. I know not, lady.

Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out.

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves
All hearts against us. Edmund, I think, is gone,

In pity of his misery, to despatch
His nighted life ; moreover, to descry

The strength o' the enemy.

Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my letter.

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay with us

;

The ways are dangerous.

Stew. I may not, madam

;

My lady charged my duty in this business.

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might not you
Transport her purposes by word? Belike,

Something— I know not what.— I'll love thee much,
Let me unseal the letter.

Steiv. Madam, I had rather

Reg. I know your lady does not love her husband

;

I am sure of that ; and, at her late being here.

She gave strange oeiliads, and most speaking looks

To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom.

Stew. I, madam ?

Reg. I speak in understanding
;
you are, I know it

;

Therefore, I do advise you, take this note.

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talked

;

And more convenient is he for my hand,

Than for your lady's; —you may gather more.
If you do find him, pray you, give him this

;

And when yonv mistress hears thus much from you,
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.

So, fare you well
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If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Preferment falls on him that cuts him off.

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam ! I would show
What party I do follow.

Reg. Fare thee well. \Exeunt

SCENE VI. The Country near Dover.

Enter Gloster and Edgar, dressed like a Peasant.

G-lo. When shall we come to the top of that same hill ?

Edg. You do climb up it now; look, how we labor.

G-lo. Methinks the ground is even.

Edg. Horrible steep.

Hark, do you hear the sea?

Crlo. No, truly.

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect
By your eyes' anguish.

Grlo. So may it be, indeed.

Methinks thy voice is altered ; and thou speak'st

In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst.

Edg. You are much deceived ; in nothing am I changed
But in my garments.

Crlo. Methinks you are better spoken.
Edg. Come on, sir ; here's the place ; stand still.

—

Hq-w
fearful

And dizzy 'tis to cast one's eyes f,o low

!

The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air,

Show scarce so gross as beetles. Half way down
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade

!

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head.

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,

Appear like mice ; and yon' tall, anchoring bark,

Diminished to her cock ; her cock, a buoy
Almost too small for sight. The murmuring surge,

That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes.

Cannot be heard so high. I'll look no more

;

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight

Topple down headlong.

G-lo. Set me where you stand.

Edg. Give me your hand. You are now within a foot

Of the extreme verge ; for all beneath the moon
Would I not leap upright.

Glo. Let go my hand.
Here, friend, is another purse ; in it a jewel
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and gods,

2 a *
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Prosper it with thee! Go thou further oflF;

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. \_Seems to go
Glo. With all my heart.

JEdg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair,

Is done to cure it.

Glo. 0, you mighty gods !,

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights,

Shake patiently my great affliction oif.

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great, opposeless wills,

My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should

Burn itself out. If Edgar live, 0, bless him !

—

Now, fellow, fare thee well. \_ire leaps, and falls along.

Edg. Gone, sir? farewell.

—

And yet I know not how conceit may rob

The treasury of life, when life itself

Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought,

By this, had thought been past.— Alive, or dead?
Ho, you sir ! friend !— Hear you, sir ?— Speak !

Thus might he pass indeed.—Yet he revives.

What are you, sir ?

Glo. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, feathers, air,

So many fathom down precipitating,

Thou hadst shivered like an egg : but thou dost breathe

;

Hast heavy substance ; bleed'st not ; speak'st ; art sound.
Ten masts at each make not the altitude,

Which thou hast perpendicularly fell

;

Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again.

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ?

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn.

Look up a-height;— the shrill-gorged lark so far

Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up.

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.

—

Is wretchedness deprived that benefit.

To end itself by death? 'Twas yet some comfort.

When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage,

And frustrate his proud will.

Edg. Give me your arm

;

Up.—So ;—how is't ? Feel you your legs ? You stand.

Glo. Too well, too well.

Edg. This is above all strangenesa
Upon the crown o' the cliff", what thing was that

Which parted frr\m you ?

Qh. A poor, unfortunate beggar.
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Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses,

Horns welked, and waved like the enridged sea

;

It was some fiend. Therefore, thou happy father,

Think that the clearest gods, who make them honors
Of men's impossibilities, have preserved thee.

Grlo. I do remember now ; henceforth I'll bear
Affliction, till it do cry out itself,

Enough, enough, and die. That thing you speak of,

I took it for a man ; often 'twould say,

The fiend, the fiend : he led me to that place.

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts.— But who comes
here ?

Enter Lear, fa7itastieally dressed up with flowers.

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining
;

I am the king himself.

Edg. thou side-piercing sight

!

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. There's your
press-money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow-
keeper,; draw me a clothier's yard.— Look, look, a mouse!
Peace, peace;— this piece of toasted cheese will do't.

—

There's my gauntlet ; I'll prove it on a giant.—Bring up
the brown bills.— 0, well flown, bird!— i' the clout, i' the
•clout! hewgh !— Give the word.

Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.

Crlo. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Goneril !— with a white beard !—They flat-

tered me like a dog ; and told me I had white hairs in my
beard, ere the black ones were there. To say ay, and wo,
to every thing I said !—Ay and no too was no good divinity.

When the rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at my bid-
ding; there I found them, there I smelt them out. Go to,

they are not men o' their words. They told me I was every
thing ; 'tis a lie ; I am not ague proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember.
ls"t not the king ?

Lear. Ay, every inch a king;
When I do stare, see how the subject quakes.
I pardoned that man's life : what was thy cause ?

—

Adultery.—
Thou shalt not die. Die for adultery! No;
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The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly

Does lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard son
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters

Got 'tween the lawful sheets.

To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers.

—

Behold yon simpering dame,
Whose face between her forks presageth snow

;

That minces virtue, and does shake the head
To hear of pleasure's nairic

:

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to't

With a more riotous appetite.

Down from the waist they are centaurs,

Though women all above

;

But to the girdle do the gods inherit,

Beneath is all the fiends' ; there's hell, there's darkness,

there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench, con-

sumption.— Fie, fie, fie ! pah; pah ! Give me an ounce of

civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my imagination. There's
money for thee.

Crlo. 0, let me kiss that hand

!

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality.

Crlo. ruined piece of nature ! This great world
Shall so wear out to nought.—Dost thou know me ?

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou
squiny at me? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid! I'll not
love.— Read thou this challenge ; mark but the penning
of it.

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one.

Ldg. I would not take this from report;— it is.

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read.

Crlo. What, with the case of eyes ?

Lear. 0, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in your
head, nor no money in your purse ? Your eyes are in a
heavy case, your purse in a light

;
yet you see how this

world goes.

Glo. I see it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how this world
goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears ; see how yon'
justice rails upon yon' simple thief. Hark, in thine ear.

Change places ; and, handy-dandy, which is the justice,

which is the thief?— Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at

a beggar ?

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear And the creature run from the cur ? There thou
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might'st behold the great image of authority ; a dog's obeyed
in office.

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand

;

Why dost thou lash that whore ? Strip thine own back

,

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind

For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the cozener.

Through tattered clothes small vices do appear

;

Robes, and furred gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold,

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks

;

Arm it in rags, a pygmy's straw doth pierce it.

None does oftend, none, I say none; I'll able 'em.

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes;
And, like a scurvy politician, seem
To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now, now, now.
Pull off my boots;— harder, harder; so.

Edg. 0, matter and impertinency mixed

!

Reason in madness

!

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes.

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster.

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither.

Thou know'st the first time that we smell the air,

We wawl, and cry.—I will preach to thee ; mark me.

G-lo. Alack, alack the day

!

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great stage of fools. This a good block ?

It were a delicate stratagem to shoe

A troop of horse with felt. I'll put it in proof;
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law.

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants.

Gent. 0, here he is ; lay hand u|X)n him.— Sir,

Your most dear daughter

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even
The natural fool of fortune.— Use me well

;

You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon

:

T 1
O "

1 am cut to the brains.

G-ent. You shall have any thing.

Lear. No seconds? All myself?
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt,

To use his eyes for garden water-pots,

Ay, and for laying autumn's dust.

G-ent. Good sir,

—

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom. What?
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I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king,
MJ masters, know you that

!

G-ent. You are a royal one, and we obey you.
Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, yea

shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa.

[_Exit, running ; Attendants follow.
G-ent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch

;

Past speaking of in a king !—Thou hast one daughter,
Who redeems nature from the general curse
Which twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle sir.

Gent. Sir, speed you; what's your will?
Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward?
Gent. Most sure and vulgar; every one hears that,

Which can distinguish sound.
^dg. But, by your favor,

How near's the other army ?

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot; the main descry
Stands on the hourly thought.

^^9- I thank you, sir; that's all.

Ge7it. Though that the queen on special cause is here,
Her army is moved on.

^'^9- I thank you, sir. \_Exit Gent.
Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me

;

Let not my worser spirit tempt me again
To die before you please

!

^'1^9-
^

Well pray you, father.
rlo. Now, good sir, what are you?
Edg. A most poor man, made lame by fortune's blows

;

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows.
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,
I'll lead you to some biding.

G-lo. Hearty thanks.
The bounty and the benison of Heaven
To boot, and boot

!

Enter Steward.

Steio. A proclaimed prize ! Most happy I

That eyeless head of thine was first framed flesh
To_ raise my fortunes.—Thou old unhappy traitor,
Briefly thyself remember.—The sword is out
That must d3Stroy thee.

^^0. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar oppom

St<^w. Wherefore, bold peasant,
Dar'st thou support a published traitor? Hence;
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Lest that the infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.

Edg. Ch'ill not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion.

Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest.

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor volk

pass. And eh'ud ha' been zwaggered out of my life, 'twould

not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not

near the old man ; keep out, che vor'ye, or ise try whether

your costard or my bat be the harder. Ch'ill be plain

with you.

Stew. Out, dunghill

!

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir ; come ; no matter vor

your foins. \_^They figlit ; and Edgar knocks him dotvn.

Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me.—Villain, take my purse

;

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body
;

And give the letters, which thou find'st about me,

To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out

Upon the British party.— 0, untimely death. [Dies.

Edg. I know thee well ; a serviceable villain

;

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress,

As badness would desire.

G-lo. What, is he dead ?

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you.

—

Let's see his pockets ; these letters, that he speaks of,

May be my friends.—He's dead ; I am only sorry

He had no other deathsman.— Let us see:

Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not

;

To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts;

Their papers, is more lawful.

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal voivs he remembered. You
have many ojjportunities to cut him off ; if your tvill want
not, time and place will be fruitfully offered. There is

nothing done, if he return the conqueror. Then am I the

prisoner, and his bed my jail ; from the loathed toarmth

whereof, deliver me, and supply the place for^your labor.

Your wife, [so I would say,) and your
affectionate servant,

GONERIL.

undistinguished space of woman's will !
—

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life
;

And the exchange, my brother ! — Here, in the sands.

Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified

Of murderous lechers ; and, in the mature time,

With this ungracious paper strike the sight

Of the deatli-practised duke : for him 'tis well,
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That of thy death and business I can tell.

\_Exit Edgar, dragging out tJie body.

Glo. The king is mad. How stiff is my vile sense,

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge sorrows! Better I were distract;

So should my thoughts be severed from my griefs

;

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose

The knowledge of themselves.

Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Give me your Land;

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum.

Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. [Exeunt

SCENE VII. A Tent in the French Camp. Lear on a

bed asleep : Physician, Gentleman, and others attending.

Enter Cordelia and Kent.

Cor. thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work,

To match thy goodness? My life will be too short.

And every measure fail me.

Kent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o'erpaid.

All my reports go with the modest truth

;

Nor more, nor clipped, but so.

Cor. ISe better suited.

These weeds are memories of those worser hours;

I pr'ythee, put them off.

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam;

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent.

My boon I make it, that you know me not,

Till time and 1 think meet.

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord.— How does the king*

\_To the Physician.

Phys. Mad^m, sleeps still.

(Jor. you kind gods,

Cure this great breach in his abused nature!

The untuned and jarring senses, 0, wind up,

Of this child-changed father

!

Phi/s. So please your majesty,

That we may wake the king? he hath slept long.

Cor. Be governed by your knowledge, and proceed

I' the sway of your own will. Is he arrayed?

Gent. Ay, madam; in the heaviness of his sleep,

We put fresh garments on him.



ACT IV.] KING LEAR. 385

PJiys. Be bj, good madam, when we do awake him

;

I doubt not of his temperance.

Cor. Very well.

Phys. Please you, draw near.—Louder the music there.

Cor. my dear father ! Restoration, hang
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss

Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made

!

Kent. Kind and dear princess

!

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white flakea

Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face

To be exposed against the warring winds ?

To stand against the deep, dread-bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke

Of quick, cross lightning ? to watch (poor perdu
!)

With this thin helm ? Mine enemy's dog.

Though he had bit me, should have stood that night

Against my fire ; and wast thou fain, poor father,

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn,

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack !

'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once

Had not concluded all.—He wakes ; speak to him.

Phys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest.

Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares your majesty?
Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o' the grave.

—

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears

Do scald like molten lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know me ?

Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; when did you die ?

Cor. Still, still, far wide!

Phys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile,

Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ?—Fair daylight?

I am mightily abused.—I should even die with pity.

To see another thus.—I knoAv not what to say.

I will not swear these are my hands:— let's see;

—

I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assured

Of my condition.

Cor. 0, look upon me, sir,

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me.
No, sir, you must not kneel.

Lear. Pi'ay, do not mock me.
I am a very foolish, fond old man.
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly,

I fear I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I should know you, and know this man :

Vol. IV.— 25 2h
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Yet J ara doubtful ; for I am mainly ignorant

What place this is ; and all the skill I have

Remembers not these garm,ents ; nor I know not

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me

;

For, as I am a man, I think this lady

To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And so I am, I am.

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not
;

If you have poison for me, I will drink it.

I know you do not love me, for your sisters

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong.

You have some cause ; they have not.

Oor. No cause, no cause.

Lear. Am I in France ?

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.

Phys. Be comforted, good madam. The great rage,

You see is killed in him ; and yet it is danger

To make him even o'er the time he has lost.

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more,

Till further settling.

Cor. Will't please your highness walk ?

Lear. You must bear with me

;

'Pray you now, forget and forgive ; I am old and foolish.

[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and
Attendants.

G-ent. Holds it true, sir,

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain?

Kent. Most certain, sir.

G-ent. Who is conductor of his people ?

Kent. As 'tis said,

The bastard son of Gloster.

Gent. They say, Edgar,

His banished son, is with the earl of Kent
In Germany.

Kent. Report is changeable.

'Tis time to look about ; the powers o' the kingdom

Approach apace.

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be a bloody.

Fare you well, sir. [Exit.

Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly wrought.

Or "well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought^ [ExU.
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ACT \^.

SCENE I. The Camp of the British Forces^ near Dover,

Enter, with drums and colors, Edmund, Regan, Officers,

Soldiers, and others.

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold;

Or, whether since he is advised by aught

To change the course. He's full of alteration,

And self-reproving;— bring his constant pleasure.

[To an Officer, who goes out.

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried.

Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.
Reg. Now, sweet lord,

You know the goodness I intend upon you.

Tell me,— but trulj^,— but then speak the truth,

Do you not love m.y sister ?

Edm. In honored love.

Reg. But have you never found ray brother's way
To the forefended place ?

Edm. That thought abuses you.

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct

And bosomed with her, as far as we call hers.

Edm. No, by mine honorj madam.
Reg. I never shall endure her. Dear my lord,

Be not familiar with her.

Edm. Fear me not ;
—

She, and 'the duke her husband,

Enter Albany, Gonekil, and Soldier.

(j-on. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister

Should loosen him and me. [Aside.

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met.

—

Sir, this I hear,—The king is come to his daughter,
With others, whom the rigor of our state

Forced to cry out. Where I could not be honest,

I never yet was valiant. For this business.

It toucheth us as France invades our land.

Not holds the king ; with others, whom, I fear,

More just and heavy causes make oppose.

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.

Reg. Why is this reasoned?
Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy

:

For these domestic and particular broils

Are not to question here.
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Alb- Let us then deteraiine

With the ancient of war on our proceedings.

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent.

Reg. Sister, you'll go with us ?

G-on. No.

Reg. 'Tis most convenient ; 'pray you, go with us.

Gon. 0, ho, I know the riddle. [J.sicZe.] I will go.

As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised.

Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man so poor.

Hear me one word.

Alb. I'll overtake you.— Speak.

\^Exeunt Edmund, Regan, Goneril, Officers,

Soldiers, and Attendants.

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound

For him that brought it ; wretched though I seem,

I can produce a champion, that will prove

What is avouched there. If you miscarry,

Your business of the world hath so an end,

And machination ceases. Fortune love you

!

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter.

Edg. I was forbid it,

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry.

And I'll appear again. \Exit

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will overlook thy paper.

Re-enter Edmund.

Edm. The enemy's in view ; draw up your powers :

Here is the guess of their true strength and forces

By diligent discovery;— but your haste

Is now urged on you.

Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit

Edm, To both these sisters have I sworn my love

;

Each jealous of the other, as the stung

Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ?

Both ! one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoyed,

If both remain alive. To take the widow,

Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril

;

And hardly shall I carry out my side,

Her husband being alive. Now, then, we'll use

His countenance for the battle ; which being done.

Let her, who would be rid of him, devise

His speedy taking off. As for the mercy
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, —
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The battle doi.e, and they within our power,

Shall never see his pardon ; for my state

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [^UxiL

SCENE II. A Field betzveen the two Camps.

Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colors, Lear, Cor-
delia, and their Forces ; and exeunt.

Enter Edgar and Gloster.

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree

For your good host
;
pray that the right may thrive.

If ever I return to you again,

I'll bring you comfort.

G-lo. Grace go wdth you, sir

!

\_Exit Edgar.

Alarums ; afterwards a retreat. Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away

;

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en.

Give me thy hand ; come on.

Crlo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here.

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must endure

Their going hence, even as their coming hither

;

Ripeness is all. Come on.

G-lo. And that's true too.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III. The British Camp near Dover.

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colors, Edmund ; Lear
and. Cordelia, as prisoners ; Officers, Soldiers, ^c.

Edm. Some officers take them aAvay; good guard;

Until their greater pleasures first be known
That are to censure them.

Cor. We are not the first,

Who, with best meaning, have incurred the worst.

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down;
Myself could else outfrown false fortune's frown.

Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ?

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison

;

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage.

When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down,
And ask of thee forgiveness. So we'll live,

2h*
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And pray a.^d sing, and tell old tales, ami laugh

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues

Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,

Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's out:—
And take upon us the mystery of things,

As if we were God's spies. And we'll wear out,

In a walled prison, packs and sects of great ones,

That ebb and flow by the moon.

Edm. Take them away.

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia,

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught thee?

He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven,

And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes;

The goujeers shall devour them, flesh and fell.

Ere they shall make us weep ; we'll see them starve first.

Come. \^Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded.

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark.

Take thou this note; \_G-iving a paper.'] go, follow them to

prison.

One step I have advanced thee ; if thou dost

As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes. Know thou this,— that men
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded

Does not become a sword.—Thy great employment

Will not bear question ; either say, thou'lt do't,

Or thrive by other means.

Off. I'll do't, my lord.

Edm. About it ; and write happy, when thou hast done.

Mark,—I say instantly ; and carry it so.

As I have set it down.

Off. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats

;

If it be man's work, I will do it. \_Exit OflScer.

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, Officers, and
Attendants.

Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day, your valiant strain,

And fortune led you well. You have the captives,

Who were the opposites of this day's strife.

We do require them of you; so to use them,

As we shall find their merits and our safety

May equally determine.

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit

To send the old and miserable king

To some retention, and appointed guard

;

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more,

To pluck the common bosom on his side,
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And turn our irapressecl lances in our eyes

Which do command them. With him I sent the queen:

My reason all the same ; and they are ready

To-morrow, or at further space, to appear

Where you shall hold your session. At this time

We sweat and bleed ; the friend hath lost his friend

;

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are cursed

By those that feel their sharpness.

—

The question of Cordelia, and her father,

Requires a fitter place.

Alb. Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a subject of this war,

Not as a brother.

Meg. That's as we list to grace him.

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded,
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;

Bore the commission of my place and person;

The which immediacy may well stand up,

And call itself your brother.

Gron. Not so hot

:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself.

More than in your advancement.

Meg. In my rights,

By me invested, he compeers the best.

Gfon. That were the most, if he should husband you.

Meg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.

Gon. Holla, holla!

That eye that told you so looked but asquint.

Meg. Lady, I am not Avell ; else I should answer

From a full-flowing stomach.— General,

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony

;

Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine.

Witness the world, that I create thee here

My lord and master.

Cron. Mean you to enjoy him ?

Alb. The let-alone lies not in your good will.

Udm. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Meg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title thine.

[To Edmund.
Alb. Stay yet ; hear reason. Edmund, I arrest thee

On capital treason ; and, in thine, attaint

This gilded serpent. [^Pointing to GoN.]— For your claim,

fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of my wife;

Tis she is subcontracted to this lord,
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And 1, her husband, contradict your bans.

If you will marry, make your love to me,

My lady is bespoke.

Cion. An interlude !

Alb. Thou art armed, Gloster.— Let the trumpet sound,

If none appear to prove upon thy person,

Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons.

There is my pledge; \_TJirowing down a glove.'] I'll prove
it on thy heart,

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less

Than I have here proclaimed thee.

Reg. Sick, 0, sick !

Cron. If not, I'll ne'er trust poison. \_A8ide.

Edm. There's my exchange. \_Throwing down a glove.'\

What in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies.

Call by thy trumpet ; he that dares approach,

On him, on you, (who not ?) I will maintain

My truth and honour firmly.

Alb. A herald, ho!

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald

!

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers,

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

Reg. This sickness grows upon me.

Enter a Herald.

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent.

\_Exit Regan, led.

Come hither, herald.— Let the trumpet sound,

—

And read out this.

Off. Sound, trumpet. [A trumpet sounds.

Herald reads.

If any ma.n of quality, or degree, within the lists of the

army, zvill maintain upon Edmund, supposed earl of Gloster,

that he is a manifold traitor, let hiin appear at the third

nound of the trumpet. He is bold in his defence.

Edm. Sound. [1 trumpet.
Ser. Again. [2 trumpet.

Her. Again. [3 tnunpet.

[Trumpet answers within.

Enter Edgar, armed, preceded by a trumpet.

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears
Upon this call o' the trumpet.
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Ser. What are jou?
Your name, your quality? And why you answer

This present summons ?

Edg. Know, my name is lost;

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit.

Yet am I noble as the adversary

I come to cope withal.

Alb. Which is that adversary?

Edg. What's he that speaks for Edmund, earl of Gloster?

Edm. Himself;— what sayst thou to him?
Edg. Draw thy sword

,

That if my speech oiFend a noble heart,

Thy arm may do thee justice ; here is mine.

Behold, it is the privilege of mine honors.

My oath, and my profession ; I protest,

—

Maugre tliy strength, youth, place, and eminence.
Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune,

Thy valor, and thy heart,— thou art a traitor;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father

;

Conspirant 'gainst this high, illustrious prince

;

And, from the extremest upward of thy head,

To the descent and dust beneath thy feet,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou No,
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak,

Thou liest.

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name

;

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike,

And that thy tongue some 'say of breeding breathes,

What safe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn.

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head

;

With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart

;

Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,)

This sword of mine shall give them instant way.
Where they shall rest forever.—Trumpets, speak.

\_Alarums. They fight ; Edmund /a?&.
Alb. 0, save him, save him !

Gon. This is mere practice, Gloster,

By the law of arras, thou wast not bound to answer
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquished.
But cozened and beguiled.

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame,
Or with this paj er shall I stop it.— Hold, sir ;

—

Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil.

No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it.

[Gives the letter to Edmund.
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G-071 Say, if I do ; the laws are mine, net thine.

Who shall arraign me for't ?

Alb. Most monstrous

!

Know'st thou this paper?
G-on. Ask me not what I know.

\_Exit GONERIL
Alb. Go after her ; she's desperate

;
govern her.

[To an Officer, who goes out,

Edm. What you have charged me with, that have I done;
And more, much more. The time will bring it out;

'Tis past, and so am I. But what art thou,

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble,

I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let's exchange charity.

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund;
If more, the more thou hast Avronged me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son.

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices

Make instruments to scourge us.

The dark and vicious place where thee he got,

Cost him his eyes.

Edm. Thou hast spoken right; 'tis true;
The wheel is come full circle : I am here.

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness.— I must embrace thee;
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I

Did hate thee, or thy father.

Edg. Worthy prince, I know't.
Alb. Where have you hid yourself?

How have you known the miseries of your father?

Edg. By nursing them, my lord.—List a brief tale ;• -
And, when 'tis told, that my heart would burst

!

The bloody proclamation to escape.

That followed me so near, (0, our lives' sweetness

!

That we the pain of death would hourly die,

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift

Into a madman's rags ; to assume a semblance
That very dogs disdained ; and in this habit

Met I my father with his bleedino; ring-s.

Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide,

Led him, begged for him, saved him from despair

;

Never, (0 fault !) revealed myself unto him,

Cntil, some half-hour past, when I was armed.
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success,

I asked his blessing, and, from first to last,

Told him my pilgrimage. But his flawed h^art,
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(Alack, too wcalc the conflict to support
!)

'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,

Burst smilingly.

Edm. This speech of yours haln moved me.

And shall, perchance, do good. But speak you on;

You look as you had something more to say.

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in

;

For I am almost ready to dissolve,

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have seemed a period

To such as love not sorrow ; but another,

To amplify too much, would make much more.

And top extremity.

Whilst I was big in clamor, came there a man,
Who, having seen me in my worst estate.

Shunned my abhorred society ; but then finding

Who 'twas that so endured, with his strong arms
He fastened on my neck, and bellowed out

As he'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father

;

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him.

That ever ear received ; which in recounting

His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life

Began to crack. Twice then the trumpet sounded,

And there I left him tranced.

Alb. But who was this?

Edg. Kent, sir, the banished Kent ; Avho in disguise

Followed his enemy king, and did him service

Improper for a slave.

Enter a Gentleman, hastily, tvith a bloody knife.

Gent. Help! help! 0, help!

Edg. What kind of help ?

Alb. Speak, man.

Edg. What means that bloody knife ?

Gent. 'Tis hot, it smokes,

It. came even from the heart of

Alb. Who, man ? sp^ak.

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady; and her sister

By her is poisoned ; she hath confessed it.

Edm. I was contracted to them both; all three

Now marry in an instant.

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead!—
This judgment of the Heavens, that makes us tremble,

Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman.
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Enter Kent.

Edg. Here comes Kent, sir.

Alb. 0! it is he.

The time will net allow the compliment,

Which very manners urges.

Kent. I am come

To bid my king and master aye good-night;

Is he not here ?

Alb. Great thing of us forgot !
—

Speak, Edmund, v.-here's the king ? and where's Cordelia?—
Seest thou this object, Kent ?

[The bodies of Goneril and Regan are

brought in.

Kent. Alack, why thus ?

Edm. Yet Edmund was beloved.

The one the other poisoned for my sake,

And after slew herself.

Alb. Even so.— Cover their faces.

Edm. I pant for life:— Some good I mean to do,

Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send—
Be brief in it— to the castle, for my writ

Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia.

—

Nay, send in time.

Alb. Run, run, 0, run—
Edg. To whom, my lord?—Who has the office? send

Thy token of reprieve.

Edrn. Well thought on ; take my sword.

Give it the captain.

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgar.
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and me

To hang Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,

That she fordid herself.

Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile.

[Edmund is borne off.

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms; Edgah,
Officer, and others.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl!— 0, you are men of

stones

;

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so

That heaven's vault should crack.— 0, she is gone for

ever !
—

I know when one is dead, and when one lives

;

She's dead as earth.—Lend me a looking-glass

;



Act v.] KIN a LEAR. 397

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,

Why, then she lives.

Kent. Is this the promised end?
Edg. Or image of that horror ?

Alb. Fall, and cease I

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so,

It is a chance t&at does redeem all sorrows

That ever I have felt.

Kent. my good master ! [Kneeling
Lear. Tr'ythee, away.

Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all

!

I might have saved her ; now she's gone forever

!

Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha

!

What is't thou say'st ?— Her voice was ever soft.

Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman.

—

I killed the slave that was a-hanging thee.

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion,

I would have made them skip ; I am old now.

—

And these same crosses spoil me.—Who are you?
Mine eyes are none o' the best.— I'll tell you straight.

Kent. If Fortune brag of two she loved and hated,

One of them we behold.

Lear. This is a dull sight: Are you not Kent?
Kent. The same;

Your servant Kent. "Where is your servant Caius ?

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that

;

He'll strike, and quickly too.— He's dead and rotten.

Kent. No, my good lord, I am the very man ;
—

Lear. I'll see that straight.

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay,

Have followed your sad steps.

Lear. You are welcome hither.

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and deadly.

—

l^our eldest daughters have fore-doo.med themselves,

And desperately are dead.

Lear. Ay, so I think.

Alh. He knows not what he sees ; and vain it is

That we present us to him.

Edg. Very bootless.

Enter an Officer.

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord.

^^*. That's but a trifle here.—
2i
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You lords, and noble friends, know our intent

What comfort to this great decay may come,
Shall be applied. For us, v;e •will resign.

During the life of this old majesty,

To him our absolute power.—You, to your rights

;

[To Edgar and Kent.
With boot, and such addition as your honors

Have more than merited.—All friends shall taste

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their deservings.— 0, see, see!

Lear. And my poor fool is hanged ! No, no, no life

;

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,

And thou no breath at all ? 0, thou wilt come no more,
Never, never, never, never, never!—
'Pray you, undo this button : thank you, sir.

—

Do you see this?— Look on her,— look,— her lips,

—

Look there, look there !
— [lie dieg.

JEdg. He faints !— My lord, my lord,

—

Kent. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break

!

Edg. Look up, my lord.

Kent. Vex not his ghost : 0, let him pass ! he hates him,
That would upon the rack of this tough world
Stretch him out longer.

Edg. 0, he is gone indeed.

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endured so long

;

He but usurped his life.

Alb. Bear them from hence.— Our present business

Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain

[To Kent and Edgar.
Rule in this realm, and the gored state sustain.

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go

;

My master calls, and I must not say no.

Alh. The weight of this sad time we must obey;
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.

The oldest hath borne most ; we, that are young.
Shall never see so much, nor live so long.

, l^Exeunt, ivith a dead march.

/
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ROMEO AND JULIET.

PROLOGUE.

Two households, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,

From ancient grudge, break to new mutiny.
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of star-crossed lovers take their life

;

Whose misadventured, piteous overthrows
Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife.

The fearful passage of their death-marked love,

And the continuance of their parents' rage.

Which, but their children's end, nought could remove,
Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage

;

The which if you with patient ears attend,

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

ACT I.

SCENE I. A 'public Place.

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with sivords and
bucklers.

Sampson. Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry coals.

Gre. Ko, for then we should be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw.
G-re. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.
Vol. IV.— 26 2i* 401
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Crre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me.
Gre. To move, is— to stir; and to be valiant, is— to

stand to it. Therefore, if thou art moved, thou run'st away.
Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to stand ; I will

take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's.
G-re. That shows thee a weak slave ; for the weakest goes

to the wall.

Sam. True , and therefore women, being the weaker ves-
sels, are ever thrust to the wall ;— therefore I will push
Montague's men from the wall, and thrust his maids to the
wall.

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters, and us their
men.

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant ; when I
have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the maids

;

I will cut off their heads.

Gre. The heads of the maids ?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden-heads
;

take it in what sense thou wilt.

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it.

^Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to stand; and
'tis known I am a pretty piece of flesh.

Gre. 'Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst, thou
hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool ; here comes two of
the house of the Montagues.

Enter Abram ar.d Balthazar.

My naked weapon is out
;
quarrel, I will back thee.

How ? turn thy back, and run ?

Fear me not.

No, marry ; I fear thee !

Let us take th^ law of our sides ; let them begin.
I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them take it as

Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them

;

a disgrace to them, if they bear it.

Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

I do bite my thumb, sir.

Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Is the law on our side, if I say— ay?
No.
No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir ; but I

thumb, sir ?

Do you quarrel, sir ?

Quarrel, sir? no, sir.

Sam.
Gre.

Sam.
Gre.

Sam.
Gre.

they list

Sam.
which is

Abr.

Sam.
Abr.

Sam.
Gre.

Sam.
bite my

Gre.

Abr.
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Sam. If you do, sir, I am for jou ; I serve as good a man
as you.

Abr. No better.

Sam. Well, sir.

Enter Benvolio, at a distance. .

Gre. Say

—

better ; here comes one of my master's kinsmen.

Sam. Yes, better, sir.

Abr. You lie.

Sam. Draw, if you be men.— Gregory, remember thy

swashing blow. \They fight.

Ben. Part, fools
;

put up your swords
;
you know not

what you do. \_Beats down their swords.

Enter Tybalt.

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds?

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.

Ben. I do but keep the peace
;
put up thy sword,

Or manage it to part these men with me.

Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace ? I hate the word,

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.

Have at thee, coward. \They fight.

Enter several partisans of both houses, who join the fray

;

then enter Citizens, zvith clubs.

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans ! strike ! beat them down

!

Down with the Capulets ! down with the Montagues !

Enter Capulet, in his gown; and Lady Capulet.

Cap. What noise is this?— Give me my long-sword, ho!
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch !—Why call you for a sword ?

Cap. My sword, I say !— Old INIontague is come,
And flourishes his blade in spite of me.

Enter Montague and Lady Montague.

Mon. Thou villain Capulet,—hold me not, let me go.

La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe.

Enter Prince, tvith Attendants.

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,

Profaners of this neighbor-stained steel,

—

Will they not hear ?—What, ho ! you men, you beasts,

—

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage

With purple fountains issuing from your veins,

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands
Throw 3^our mistempered weapons to the ground,
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And heai" the sentence of your moved prince.

—

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word,

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,

Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our streets,

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments,

To wield old partisans, in hands as old,

Cankered with peace, to part your cankered hate.

If ever you disturb our streets again.

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time, all the rest depart away.

You, Capulet, shall go along with me

;

And, Montague, come you this afternoon.

To know our further pleasure in this case.

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place.

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[^^xeunt Prince, and Attendants ; Capulet, La. Cap.,

Tybalt, Citizens, and Servants.

Won. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began ?

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary,

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach.

I drew to part them ; in the instant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared

;

Which as he breathed defiance to my ears.

He swung about his head, and cut the winds,

Who, nothing hurt withal, hissed him in scorn.

W^hile we were interchanging thrusts and blows,

Came more and more, and fought on part and part,

Till the prince came, who parted either part.

La. Mon. 0, where is Romeo ?— saw you him to-day i

Right glad I am he was not at this fray.

Be7i. Madam, an hour before the worshipped sun
Peered forth the golden window of the east,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad

;

Where,— underneath the grove of sycamore.

That westward rooteth from the city's side,

—

So early walking did I see your son.

Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me,
And stole into the covert of the wood.
I, measuring his affections by my own,

—

That most are busied w'hen they are most alone,

—

Pursued my humor, not pursuing his.

And gladly shunned who gladly fled from me.
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen.

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew.
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Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs.

But ail so soon as the all-cheering sun

Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shadj curtains from Aurora's bed,

Away fi-om light steals home my heavy son,

And private in his chamber pens himself;

Shuts up his "windows, locks fair daylight out,

And makes himself an artificial ni<Tht.

Black and portentous must this humor prove,

Unless good counsel may the cause remove.

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ?

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of him.

Ben. Have you importuned him by any means'
Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends

But he, his own affections' counsellor.

Is to himself— I will not say, how true—
But to himself so secret and so close,

So far from sounding and discovery.

As is the bud bit with an envious worm,
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow.
We would as willingly give cure, as know.

E7iter Romeo, at a distance.

Ben. See, where he comes. So please you, step aside

;

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied.

Mon. I would thou wert so happy by thy stay,

To hear true shrift.— Come, madam, let's away.

[^Exeunt JNIoNTAGUE and Lady.
Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

Rom. Is the day so young ?

Ben. But new struck nine.

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long.

Was that my father that went hence so fast?

Ben. It was,—What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours ?

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes them short.

Ben. In love ?

Rom. Out—
Ben. Of love?

Royn. Out of her favor, where I am in love.

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view.

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still.

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will

!

Where shall we dine?— me!—What frav was here?
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Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love.

Why then, brawling love ! loving hate !

any thing, of nothing first create !

heavy lightness ! serious vanity 1

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms !

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health

!

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is!—
This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh ?

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep.

Rom. Good heart, at what ?

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression.

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression.

—

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast

;

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it pressed

With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown,

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs

!

Being urged, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes

;

Being vexed, a sea nourished with lovers' tears.

What is it else ? a madness most discreet,

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.

Farewell, my coz. {Going

Ben. Soft, I will go along;

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here;

This is not Romeo ; he's some other where.

Ben. Tell me in sadness, whom is she you love.

Bom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee?

Ben. Groan? why, no;

But sadly tell me who.

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will.

Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill

!

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.

Ben. I aimed so near, when I supposed you loved.

Rom. A right good marksman !— And she's fair I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss ; she'll not be hit

With Cupid's arrow ; she hath Dian's wit

;

And in strong proof of chastity well armed,

From love's weak, childish bow she lives unharmed.

She will not stay the siege of loving terms,

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes,

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold.
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0, she is rich in beauty ; only poor,

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

Be7i. Then she hath sworn, that she will still live /haste?

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste,

For beauty, starved with her severity,

Cuts beauty off from all posterity.

She is too fair, too wise ; v/isely too fair.

To merit bliss by making me despair.

She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow,

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.

Ben. Be ruled by me, forget to think of her.

Rom. 0, teach me how I should forget to think.

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes

;

Examine other beauties.

Rom. 'Tis the way
To call hers, exquisite, in question more.

These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows,

Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair;

He that is strucken blind, cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost.

Show me a mistress that is passing fair,

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note

Where I may read, who passed that passing fair ?

Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget.

Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt.

[^Exeunt

SCENE II. A Street.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant.

Oap. And Montague is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think,

For men so old as we to keep the peace.

Par. Of honorable reckoning are you both

;

And pity 'tis, you lived at odds so long.

But noAv, my lord, what say you to my suit?

Cai^. But saying o'er what I have said before.

My child is yet a stranger in the w^orld

;

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years

;

Let two more summers wither in their pride,

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than she arc happ}' mothers made.
Gap. And too soon marred are those so early made.

The earth hath swallowed all my hopes but she

;

She is the hopeful lady of my earth.
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But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart,

My will to her consent is but a part;

An she agree, within her scope of choico,

Lies my consent and fair-according voice.

This nio-ht I hold an old accustomed feast.

Whereto I have invited many a guest,

Such as I love ; and you, among the store,

One more, most welcome, makes my number more.

At my poor house, look to behold this night

Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light

Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel

When well-apparelled April on the heel

Of limping winter treads, even such delight

Among fresh female buds shall you this night

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see.

And like her most, whose merit most shall be

;

Which, on more view of many, mine being one,

May stand in number, though in reckoning none.

Come, go with me.— Go, sirrah, trudge about

Through fair Verona ; find those persons out.

Whose names are written there, \_G-ives a paper,'] and to

them say,

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay.

\_JiJxeunt Capulet and Pajiis.

Serv. Find them out, whose names are written here ? It

is written— that the shoemaker should meddle with his

yard,— and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pen-

cil, and the painter with his nets; but I am sent to find

those persons, whose names are here writ, and can never

find what names the writing person hath here writ. I must
to the learned.— In good time.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's burning,

One pain is lessened by another's anguish

;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning

;

One desperate grief cures with another's languish.

Take thou some new infection to thy eye,

And the rank poison of the old will die.

Rom. Your plantain-leaf is excellent for that.

Ben. For what, I pray thee ?

Rom. For your broken skin.

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ?

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is;

Shut up in prison, kept without my food.

Whipped and tormented, and— Good e'en, good fellow.
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Serv. God gi' good e'en— I praj, sir, can you read?

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.

Serv. Perhaps you have learned it without book. But,

I pray, can you read any thing you see ?

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language.

Serv. Ye say honestly ; rest you merry

!

Rom. Stay, fellow ; I can read. [^Reads.

Seignior ^Ivivimo, and his tvife and daugliters ; County
Anselme, and his beauteous sisters; The lady ividoiv of
Vitruvio; Seignior Placentio, and his lovely nieces; Mer-
cutio, and his brother Valentine ; Mine uncle Capulet, his

wife, and daughters ; My fair niece Rosaline ; Livia

;

Seignior Valentio, and his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio, and the

lively Helena.

A fair assembly. \_Crives bach the note.'\ Whither should

they come ?

Serv. Up.
Rom. Whither ?

Serv. To supper ; to our house.

Rom. Whose house ?

Serv. My master's.

Rom. Indeed, I should have asked you that before.

Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking. My master is

the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the house of

Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of wine. Rest

you merry. \^Exit.

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's

Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st

;

With all the admired beauties of Verona.

Go thither ; and, with unattainted eye.

Compare her face with some that I shall show,

And I will make thee think thy swan a croAV.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires

!

And these,— who, often drowned, could never die,

—

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars I

One fairer than my love ! the all-seeing sun

Ke'er saw her match, since first the world begun.

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being by,

Herself poised with herself in either eye

;

But in those crystal scales, let there be weighed
Your lady's love against some other maid
That I will show you, shining at this feast.

And she shall scant show well, tluit now shows best.

Rom. I'll go along, no such sight to be shown,
But to rejoice in splendor of mine own. [Exeunt.

2k
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SCENE III. A Boom in Capulet's Rouse.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La. Cap. Nurse, where's my daughter ? call her forth

to me.

Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead at twelve year old,

I bade her come.—What, lamb! what, lady-bird!—
God forbid!— where's this girl? what, Juliet!

Enter Juliet.

Jul. How now ; who calls ?

Nurse. . Your mother.

Jul. Madam, I am here

;

What is your will ?

La. Cap. This is the matter.— Nurse, give leave awhile,

We must talk in secret.— Nurse, come back again,

I have remembered me, thou shalt hear our counsel

Thou know'st my daughter's of a pretty age.

Nurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.

La. Cap. She's not fourteen.

Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth,

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four.

—

She is not fourteen. How long is it now
To Lammas-tide ?

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days.

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year.

Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen.

Susan and she— God rest all Christian souls !
—

Were of an age.—Well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for me. But, as I said,

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen

;

That shall she, marry ; I remember it well.

'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years

;

And she was weaned,— I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day

;

For I had then^ laid wormwood to my dug.

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall,

My lord and you were then at Mantua.

—

Nay, I do bear a brain;— but, as I said.

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool

!

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug,

Shake, quoth the dove-house ; 'twas no need, I trow,

To bid me trudge.

And since that time it is eleven years

;



Act I.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 411

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood^

She could have run and waddled all about,

For even the day before, she broke her brow

;

And then my husband— God be with his soul!

'A was a merry man;— took up the child.

Tea, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy face ?

Thou wilt fall backward, .when thou hast more wit

;

Wilt thou not, Jule ? and, by my holy-dam,

The pretty wretch left crying, and said

—

Ay.
To see now, how a jest shall come about

!

T warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it ; Wilt thou not, Jule ? quoth he

:

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said

—

Ay.
La. Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy peace.

Nurse. Yes, madam
;
yet I cannot choose but laugh,

To think it should leave crying, and say— Ay.
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow
A bump as big as a young cock'rel's stone

;

A parlous knock, and it cried bitterly.

Yea, quoth my husband, faWst upon thy face ?

Thou u'ilt fall backward, when thou com'st to age;
Wilt thou not, Jule? It stinted, and said

—

Ay.
Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I.

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace

!

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nursed;
An I might live to see thee married once,

I have my wish.

La. Cap. Man-y, that marry is the very theme
I came to talk of.—Tell me, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married ?

Jul. It is an honor that I dream not of.

Nurse. An honor ! were not I thine only nurse,

I'd say thou hadst sucked wisdom from thy teat.

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now; younger than you,
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem.

Are made already mothers ; by my count,

I was your mother much upon these years
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in brief;—
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.

Nurse. A man, young lady ! Lady, such a man,
As all the world—Why, he's a man of wax.

La. Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower.

Nurse. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower.

La. Cap. What say jou ? can you love the gentleman ?

This night you sliall behold him at our feast;

Read o'er the volume of young Paris' face.
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And find delight writ there with beauty's pen

;

Examine every married lineament,

And see hoAv one another lends content

;

And what obscured in this fair volume lies,

Find written in the margin of his eyes.

This precious book of love, this unbound lover,

To beautify him, only lacks a cover.

The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride.

For fair without the fair within to hide.

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory,
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story

;

So shall you share all that he doth possess,

By having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger ; women grow by men.
La. Caj). Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love?
Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move

;

But no more deep will I endart mine eye,

Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant.

Serv, Madam, the guests are come, supper served up,

you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed in

the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I must hence to

wait ; I beseech you, follow straight.

La. Cap. We follow thee.—Juliet, the county stays.

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days.

[Exeunt-

SCENE IV. A Street.

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with jive or six

mashers, torch-hearers, and others.

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse ?

Or shall we on without apology ?

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity.

We'll have no Cupid hood-winked with a scarfj-

Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath.

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper

;

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke
After the prompter for our entrance

;

But, let them measure us by what they will,

W^e'll measure them a measure, and be gone.
Rom. Give me a torch.— I am not for this ambling.

Being but heavy, I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have ycu dance.
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Rom. Not I, believe me
;
you have dancing shoes,

With nimble soles ; I have a soul of lead,

So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move.

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's "vvings,

And soar with them above a common ground.

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft,

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound,

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe :

tinder love's heavy burden do I sink.

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love

;

Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? It is too rough,

Too rude, too boisterous ; and it pricks like thorn.

3Ier. If love be rough with you, be rough with love

;

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down.

—

Give me a case to put my visage in. \_Putting on a mash
A visor for a visor !—What care I,

What curious eye doth quote deformities ?

Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me.
Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in.

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me. Let wantons, light of heart,

Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels;

For I am proverbed with a grandsire phrase,

—

I'll be a candle-holder, and look on,

—

The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done.

Mer. Tut ! dun's the mouse, the constable's own word.
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick'st

Up to the ears.— Come, we burn daylight, ho.

Rom. Nay, that's not so.

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay
We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits

Five times in that, ere once in our five wits.

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask;
But 'tis no wit to go.

Mer. Why, may one ask?
Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night.

Mer. And so did L
Rom. Well, what was yours ?

Mer. That dreamers often lie.

Rjm. In bed, asleep, while they do dreams things true.

Mer. 0, then, I see, queen Mab hath been with you.
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone

2k*
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On the fore-finger of an alderman,

Drawn with a team of little atomies

Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep

:

Her wagon-spokes made of long spinners' legs;

The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers

;

The traces, of the smallest spider's web

;

The collars, of the moonshine's watery beams

:

Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film

;

Her wagoner, a small, grey-coated gnat,

Not half so big as a round little worm
Pricked from the lazy finger of a maid

:

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut,

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub,

Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers.

And in this state she gallops night by night

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love

:

On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight:

O'er lawyer's fingers, who straight dream on fees:

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream

;

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,

Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are.

Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit

:

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail.

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep

;

Then dreams he of another benefice

:

Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts and wakes

;

And being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two,
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab,
That plats the manes of horses in the night;
And bakes the elf-locks in foul, sluttish hairs.

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes.

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs.

That presses them, and learns them first to bear,

Making them women of good carriage.

This, this is she—
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace;

Thou talk'st of nothing.

Mer. True, I talk of drjams;
Which are the children of an idle brain,

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy

;

Which is as thin of substance as the air;
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And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes

Even now the frozen bosom of the north,

And, being angered, puffs away from thence,

Turning his face to the dew-dropping south.

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves
,

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

lioin. I fear too early ; for my mind misgives,

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars.

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date

With this night's revels ; and expire the term

Of a despised life, closed in my breast,

By some vile forfeit of untimely death.

But He, that hath the steerage of my course.

Direct my sail ! On, lusty gentlemen.

Ben. Strike, drum. [Exeunt

SCENE V. A Hall in Capulet's House. Musicians
waiting.

Enter Servants.

1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take away?
He shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher !

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one o-r two
men's hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul thing.

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the court-

cupboard, look to the plate.— Good thou, save me a piece

of marchpane ; and as thou lovest me, let the porter let in

Susan Grindstone and Nell.—Antony ! and Potpan !

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready.

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked for, and
sought for, in the great chamber.

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too.—Cheerly, boys

;

be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all.

[They retire behind.

Enter Capulet, (j^c. with the guests and the maskers.

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome ! Ladies, that have their toeg

Unplagued with corns, will have a bout with you.

—

Ah ha ! my mistresses ! which of you all

AVill now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty, she

I'll swear hath corns : am I come near you now ?

You arc welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day,

That I have worn a visor ; and could tell

A whispering tale in a fiir lady's ear.

Such as would please;—''tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone.
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You are "welcome, gentlemen!— Come, musicians, play.

A hall ! a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls.

\^3Ius{e plays and they dancer

More lights, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up,

And quench the fire ; the room is grown too hot.

—

Ah, sirrah, this unlooked-for sport comes well.

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet

;

For you and I are past our dancing days.

How long is't now, since last yourself and I

Were in a mask ?

2 QajJ. By'r lady, thirty years.

1 Cap. What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not so much :

'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,

Come Pentecost as quickly as it will,

Some five-and-twenty years ; and then we masked.
2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more; his son is elder, sir;

His son is thirty.

1 Cap. " Will you tell me that ?

His son was but a ward two years ago.

Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand
Of yonder knight ?

Serv. I know not, sir.

Mom. 0, she doth teach the torches to burn bright

!

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear

;

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear

!

tSo shows a snowy dove trooping with crows.

As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows

;

The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand,

And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight

!

For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyh. This, by his voice, should be a Montague;—
Fetch me my rapier, boy.—What ! dares the slave

Come hither, covered with an antic face,

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ?

Now by the stock and honor of my kin.

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

1 Cap. AVhy, how now, kinsman ? wherefore storm you so ?

Tyh. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe

;

A villain, that is hither come in spite,

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

I Cap. Young Romeo is't ?

Tyh. 'Tis he; that villain Romeo.
1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone

;

He bears him like a portly gentleman

;
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And, to say truth, Verona brags of liim,

To be a virtuous and well-governed youth.

I would not for the wealth of all this town,
Here in my house, do him disparagement

;

Therefore be patient, take no note of him

;

It is my will; the which if thou respect,

Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns,
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest;
I'll not endure him.

1 Oap. He shall be endured

;

What, goodman boy?— I say, he shall.— Go to;—
Am I the master here, or you ? go to.

You'll not endure him!— God shall mend my soul—
You'll make a mutiny among my guests

!

You will set cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man !

Tyh. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.

1 Cap. Go to, go to.

You are a saucy boy.— Is't so, indeed?—
This trick may chance to scath you;— I know what.
You must contrary me! marry, 'tis time—
Well said, my hearts.—You are a princox; go:—
Be quiet, or— More light, more light, for shame!—-
I'll make you quiet. What ! cheerly, my hearts.

Tyh. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting,
Makes my flesh tremble in their difierent greeting,
I will withdraw; but this intrusion shall,

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [^Exit,

Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand \^To Juliet.
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is^ this—

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pilgrims hands do touch,
And palm to palm, is holy palmers' kiss.

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.

Rom. then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to deepair.

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake-

Rom. Then move not, Avhile my prayer's effect I take.
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged.

\^Kissing her.
Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
Vol. IV.— 27
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Kom. Sin from my lips ? trespass sweetly urged.

Give me my sin again.

Jul. You kiss by the book.

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with you.

Royn. What is her mother ?

Nu7'se. Marry, bachelor

!

Her mother is the lady of the house,

And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous.

I nursed her daughter, that you talked withal *

I tell you,— he that can lay hold of her,

Shall have the chinks.

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? /

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt.

Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest.

1 Caf. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone:
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

—

Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all

;

1 thank you, honest gentlemen
;
good night.

—

More torches here!— Come on, then let's to bed.

Ah, sirrah, [Tb 2 Cap-I by my fay, it waxes late.

I'll to my rest. \_Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Come hither, nurse; what is yon gentleman?
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.

Jul. What's he that now is going out of door ?

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio.

Jul. What's he that follows there, that would not dance ?

Nurse. I know not.

Jul. Go ask his name ;— if he be married.

My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague,

The only son of your great enemy.
Jul. My only love, sprung from my only hate

!

Too early seen unknown, and known too late

!

Prodigious birth of love it is to me,

That I must love a loathed enemy.

Nurse. What's this ? what's this ?

Jul. A rhyme I learned even now
Of one I danced withal. \_One calls within, Juliet.

Nurse. Anon, anon :
—

Come, let's away; the strangers all are gone. \^Uxeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Now old Desire doth in his deathbed lie.

And young Affection gapes to be his heir

;

That fair, which Love groaned for, and would die,
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With tender Juliet matched, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is beloved, and loves again,

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks

;

But to his foe supposed he must complain,

And she steal Love's sweet bait from fearful hooks.
Being held a foe, he may not have access

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear;
And she as much in love, her means much less

To meet her new-beloved any where.
But Passion lends them power, Time, means to meet.
Tempering extremities with extreme sweet. [JExiL

ACT II.

SCENE I. An open Place adjoining Capulet's Gfarden.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here?
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.

\_IIe climbs the wall, and leaps down within it.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Ben. Romeo ! my cousin Romeo !

Mer. lie is wise;
And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed.

Ben. He ran this way, and leaped this orchard walL
Call, good Mercutio.

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure, too.

—

Romeo! humors! madman! passion! lover!

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh.

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied
;

Cry but—Ah me! pronounce but— love and dove;
Speak to my gossip A'^enus one fair word.
One nickname for her purblind son and heir,

Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim,

When king Cophetua loved the beggar-maid.

—

lie heareth not, he stirreth not, he moveth not;
The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.

—

I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes.
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip.

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh,
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And the demesnes that there adjacent lie,

That in thy likeness thou appear to us.

Ben. An if he hear the-e, thou wilt anget him.

Bier. This cannot anger him ; 'twould anger him
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle

Of some strange nature, letting it there stand

Till she had laid it, and conjured it down

;

That were some spite. Mj invocation

Is fair and honest, and in his mistress' name,

I conjure only but to raise up him.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those trees,

To be consorted with the humorous night.

Blind is his love, and best befits the dark.

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.
Now will he sit under a medlar tree.

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit,

As nvaids call medlars, when they laugh alone.

—

Romeo, good night ;—I'll to my truckle-bed

;

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep.

Come, shall we go ?

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain

To seek him here, that means not to be found. \ExeunL

SCENE II. Capulet's aarden.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.
[Juliet appears above, at a window.

But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks ?

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun

!

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon.

Who is already sick and pale with grief,

That thou her maid art far more fair than she.

Be not her maid, since she is envious

;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green,

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.

—

It is my lady ; 0, it is my love !

that she knew she were !

—

She speaks, yet she says nothing ; what of that ?

Her eye discourses, I will answer it.

1 am too bold ; 'tis not to me she speaks

:

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,

Having some business, do entreat her eyes

To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
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The brightness of her cheok would shame those stars,

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven

Would through the airy region stream so bright,

That birds would sing, and think it were not night.

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand

!

that I were a glove upon that hand,

That I might touch that cheek

!

Jul. Ah me

!

Rom. She speaks.—

0, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art

As glorious to this sight, being o'er my head,

As is a winged messenger of heaven

Unto the white-upturned, wondering eyes

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him.

When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds.

And sails upon the bosom of the air.

Jtd. Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name

;

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love.

And I'll no longer be a Capulet.

Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?

Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy;

—

Thou art thyself though, not a Montague.
What's Montague ? It is nor hand, nor foot,

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part

Belonging to a man. 0, be some other name !

What's in a name ? That which we call a rose.

By any other name would smell as sweet

;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo called.

Retain that dear perfection which he owes.

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name

;

And for that name, which is no part of thee.

Take all myself.

Rom. I take thee at thy word.

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized;

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreened in night,

So stumblest on my counsel ?

Rom. By a name
1 know not how to tell thee who I am.

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,

Because it is an enemy to thee
;

Had I it written, I would tear the word.

%TuJ. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
2l



422 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act H

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound
;

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?
Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Jul. How cara'st thou hither, tell me ? and wherefore ?

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb

;

And the place death, considering Avho thou art,

If any of my kinsmen find thee here.

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'erperch these walla;

For stony limits cannot hold love out

;

And what love can do, that dares love attempt

;

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul. If they do see thee, they will- murder thee.

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye,

Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet,

And I am proof against their enmity.

Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here.

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight

;

And, but thou love me, let them find me here.

My life were better ended by their hate.

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this place ?

Rom. By Love, who first did prompt me to inquire;

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far

As that vast shore washed with the furthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise.

Jul. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my face

;

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek,

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny
What I have spoke ; but farewell compliment

!

Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say—Ay;
And I will take thy word; yet, if thou swear'st,

Thou mayst prove false ; at lovers' perjuries.

They say, Jove laughs. gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully.

—

Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won,

I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay.

So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world.

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond
;

And therefore thou mayst think my havior light

:

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true

Than those that have more cunning to be strange,

I should have been more strange, I must confess,

But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware,

My true love's passion. Therefore pardon me;

%
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And not itnpute this yielding to light love,

Which the dark night hath so discovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moan I swear,

That tips ^^ith silver all these fruit-tree tops,

—

Jul. 0, swear not by the moon, the inconstait moon.
That monthly changes in her circled orb,

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Rom. What shall I swear by ?

Jul. Do not swear at all

;

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,

Which is the god of my idolatry,

And I'll believe thee.

Rom. • If ray heart's dear love

—

Jul. AVell, do not swear. Although I joy in thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night.

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden

;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be.

Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good night!

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath.

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.

Good night, good night ! As sweet repose and rest

Come to thy heart, as that within my breast

!

Rom. 0, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ?

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ?

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it:

And yet I would it were to give again.

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it ? For what purpose, love ?

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again.

And yet I wish but for the thing I have.

My bounty is as boundless as the sea.

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee.

The more I have, for both are infinite.

[Nurse calls within.

I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu !

Anon, good nurse!— Sweet Montague, be true.

Stay but a little, I will come again. \^Exit.

Rom. blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard

Being in night, all this is but a dream.

Too flattering-swjet to be substantial.

Re-enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Three Avords, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed;

If that thy lent of love be honorable,

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
By one that I'll procure to come to thee.
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Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite;

And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay,

And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world.

Nurse. [ Within.'] Madam !

Jul. I come anon.— But if thou mean'st not well,

I do beseech thee,

Nurse. [ Within.'] Madam !

Jul. By and by, I come:—
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief:

To-morrow will I send.

Ro7n. So thrive my soul,

Jul. A thousand times good night

!

\^Exit.

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy light,

—

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their books

;

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks.

\Iletiring slowly

Re-enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist!— 0, for a falconer's voice,

To lure this tassel-gentle back again

!

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud

;

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies.

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine
With repetition of my Romeo's name.

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name

;

How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,

Like softest music to attending ears

!

Jul. Romeo !

Rom. My sweet

!

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow
Shall I send to thee ?

Rom. At the hour of nine.

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then.

I have forgot why I did call thee back.

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it.

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there.

Remembering how I love thy company.
Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget,

Forgetting any other home but this.

Jul. 'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone;
And yet no further than a wanton's bird;

Who lets it hop a little from her hand.
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,

And with a silk thread plucks it back again,

So loving-jealous of his libeity.

Rom. I would I were thj bird.
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Jul. Sweet, so would I;

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.

Good night, good night ! parting is such sweet sorrow,

That I shall say, Groocl night, till it be morrow. [^^xit.

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast !

—

'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest

!

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell

;

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. \^Exit.

SCENE III. Friar Laurence's Cell

Enter Friar Laurence, tvith a basket.

Fri. The gray-eyed morn smiles on the frowning night,

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light

;

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels

From forth day's pathway, made by Titan's wheels.

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye,

The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry,

I must fill up this osier cage of ours,

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb

;

What is her burying grave, that is her womb

;

And from her womb children of divers kind

We sucking on her natural bosom find

;

Many for many virtues excellent,

None but for some, and yet all different.

0, mickle is the powerful grace that lies

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities

;

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live,

But to the earth some special good doth give

;

Nor aught so good, but, strained from that fair use,

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse.

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied

;

And vice sometime 's by action dignified.

Within the infant rind of this small flower.

Poison hath residence, and med'cine power

;

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.

Two such opposed foes encamp them still

In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude Avill

;

And, where the Avorser is predominant,

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Horn. Goc'd morrow, father

!

Fri. Benedicite

!

2l*
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What early tongue so sweet saluteth me?—
Young son, it argues a distempered head.

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed.

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye.

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie

;

But where unbruised youth with unstuffed brain

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign.

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure,

Thou art uproused by some distemperature

;

Or if not so, then here I hit it right—
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine.

Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ?

Mom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? No

;

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe.

Fri. That's my good son ; but where hast thou been,

then ?

Mom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy

;

Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me,
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies
Within thy help and holy physic lies.

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo,

My intercession likewise steads my foe.

Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift;

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift.

Mom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is set

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet.

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine

:

And all combined, save what thou must combine
By holy marriage. When, and where, and how,
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow,
I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray.

That thou consent to marry us this day.

Fri. Holy saint Francis! what a change is here!
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear.

So soon forsaken? Young men's love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine

Hath washed thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline

!

How much salt water throw away in waste.

To season love, that of it doth not taste

!

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears.

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not washed ofi" yet.
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If e'ei- thou wast thyself, and these woes thiue,

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline

;

And art thou changed? pronounce this sentencv. then--'

Women may fall, when there's no strength in men.

Rom. Thou chid'st me oft for loving Rosaline.

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

Fri. Not in a grave,

To lay one in, another out to have.

Rom. I pray thee, chide not. She, whom I love now,

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow

;

The other did not so.

Fri. 0, she knew well.

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.

But come, young waverer, come, go with me

;

In one respect I'll thy assistant be

;

For this alliance may so happy prove,

To turn your households' rancour to pure love.

Rom. 0, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste.

Fri. Wisely, and slow ; they stumble that run fast.

\_Exeunt.

SCENE lA^ A Stirel.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

3Ier. Where the devil should this Romeo be?—
Came he not home to-night ?

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man.

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Rosaline,

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad.

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,

Hath sent a letter to his father's house.

Mer. A challenge, on my life.

Ben. Romeo Avill answer it.

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a letter.

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he

dares, being dared.

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead ! Stabbed

with a white wench's black eye ; shot thorough the car

with a love-song ; the very pin of his heart cleft with the

blind bow-boy's butt-shaft. And is he a man to encounter

Tybalt ?

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ?

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. 0, he

is the courageous captain of compliments. He fights as you
sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and proportion; rests
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me his minim rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom

;

the very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a

gentleman of the vei'y first house,— of the first and second

cause. Ah, the immortal passado ! the punto reverse ! the

hay

!

Ben. The what ?

Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, afi"ecting fantasti-

coes ; these new tuners of accents !
—By Jesu, a very good

blade !— a very tall man !— a very good whore !—Why, is

not this a lamentable thing, grandsire, that we should be

thus afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion-mongers,

these pardonnez-moys, who stand so much on the new form,

that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? 0, their

hons, their bons !

Enter Romeo.

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring.— flesh,

flesh, how art thou fishified !—Now is he for the numbers
that Petrarch flowed in ; Laura, to his lady, w^as but a kitchen

wench;— marry, she had a better love to be-rhyme her:

Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hild-

ings and harlots ; Thisbe, a gray eye or so, but not to the

purpose.— Seignior Romeo, bo7i jour ! there's a French salu-

tation to your French slop. You gave us the counterfeit

fairly last night.

Rom. Good morrow to you both. What counterfeit did

I give you ?

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip. Can you not conceive ?

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great;

and, in such a case as mine, a man may strain courtesy.

3Ier. That's as much as to say— such a case as yours
constrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rom. Meaning— to courtesy.

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy.

Rom.. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered.

Mer. Well said. Follow me this jest now, till thou hast

worn out thy pump ; that, when the single sole of it is worn,

the jest may remain, dfter the wearing, solely singulur.

Royn. single-soled jest, solely singular for the single-

ness.

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits fail.
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Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I'll cry a

match.

3Ier. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, I have
done ; for tlaou hast more of the wild-goose in one of thv
wits, than, I am sure, I have in my whole five. Was I with

you there for the goose ?

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, when thou
wast not there for the goose.

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest.

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ; it is a most
sharp sauce.

Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose ?

Mer. 0, here's a wit of cheveral, that stretches from an
inch narrow to an ell broad

!

Rom. I stretch it out for that word— broad; which,
added to the goose, proves thee, far and wide, a broad goose.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning for love ?

Now art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo ; now art thou
what thou art, by art as well as by nature ; for this drivel-

ling love is like a great natural, that runs lolling up and
down to hide his bauble in a hole.

Ben. Stop there, stop there,

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against the
hair.

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large.

Mer. 0, thou art deceived ; I would have made it short

;

for I was to come to the whole depth of my tale ; and meant,
indeed, to occupy the argument no longer.

Rom. Here's goodly gear !

Enter Nurse and Peter.

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock.
Nurse. Peter.

Peter. Anon !

Nurse. My fan, Peter.

3Ier. 'Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face; for hej*

fan's the fairer of the two.

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.
3Ier. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.
Nurse. Is it good den ?

Mer. 'Tis no less, I tell you ; for the bawdy hand of the
dial is now upon the prick of noon.

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you ?
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Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made himself to

mar.

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said.— For himself to mar,
quoth 'a?— Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may
find the young Romeo ?

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will be older when
you have found him, than he was when you sought him. I
am the youngest of that name, for 'fault of a worse.

Nurse. You say well.

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? Very well took, i' faith
;

wisely, wisely.

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence with
you.

Ben. She will indite him to some supper.

Mer. A baAvd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho !

Rom. What hast thou found ?

3Ier. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pie, that

is something stale and hoar ere it be spent.

An old hare hoar,

And an old hare hoar
Is very good meat in Lent;
Rut a hare that is hoar.

Is too much for a score,

When it hoars ere it bs spent.—
Romeo, will you come to your father's ? We'll to dinner
thither.

Rom. I will follow you.

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady, lady, lady.

[Uxeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.
Nurse. Marry, farewell!— I pray you, sir, what saucy

merchant was this, that was so full of his ropery ?

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself
talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than he will stand
to in a month.

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, I'll take him
down an 'a were lustier than he is, and twenty such Jacks

;

and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. Scurvy knave

!

I am none of his flirt-gills ; I am none of his skains-mates.— And thou must stand by too, and suffer every knave to

use me at his pleasure?

Pet. I saw no man use thee at his pleasure; if I had,
my weapon should quickly have been out, I warrant you. I
dare draw as soon as another man, if I see occasion in a
good quarrel, and the law on my side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that every part
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about me quivers. Scurvy knave !

—
'Pray you, sir, a word

;

and, as I told you, ray young lady bade me inquire you out;

what she bade me say, I will keep to myself; but first let

me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's paradise, as

they say, it Avere a very gross kind of behavior, as they say
;

for the gentlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you should

deal double with her, truly, it were an ill thing to be offered

to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing.

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. I

protest unto thee,

Nurse. Good heart ! and i' faith, I will tell her as much.
Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost not

mark me.

Nurse. I will tell her, sir,— that you do protest; which,

as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer.

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrift

This afternoon
;

And there she shall, at friar Laurence' cell,

Be shrived, and married. Here is for thy pains.

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny.

Rom. Go to ; I say you shall.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir ? well, she shail be there.

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall

:

Within this hour my man shall be with thee

;

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair,

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy

Must be my convoy in the secret night.

Farewell!— Be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains.

Farewell!— Commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee !—Hark you, sir.

Ro7n. ^Vhat say'st thou, my dear nurse i*

Nurse. Is your man seci'et ? Did you ne'er hear say

—

Two may keep counsel, putting one away ?

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man's as true as steel.

Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetast lady,

—

Lord, Lord!— when 'twas a little prating thing,— 0,

—

there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that Avould fain lay

knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as lieve see a toad,

a very toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, and tell

her that Paris is the propcrer man ; but, I'll warrant you,

when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the varsal

world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a

letter ?

Rom. Ay, nurse ; what of that ? both with an R.
Nurse. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name. R is for
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tlie dog. No; I know it begins with some other letter;

and she hath the prettiest sententious of it, of you and
rosemary, that it wouhl do you good to hear it.

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Exit.

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times.— Peter!

Pet. Anon !

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. Capulet's Garden.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did send the nurse;

In half an hour she promised tp return.

Perchance she cannot meet him : that's not so.

—

0, she is lame 1 Love's heralds should be thoughts,

Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams,

Driving back shadows over lowering hills

;

Therefore do nimble-pinioned doves draw love,

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve

Is three long hours,— yet she is not come.

Had she affections, and warm, youthful blood.

She'd be as swift in motion as a ball

;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love.

And his to me.

But old folks, many feign as they were dead

;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

Enter Nurse and Peter.

God, she comes !— honey nurse, what news ?

Hast thou met w^ith him ? Send thy man away.

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter,
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,— Lord ! why look'st thou

sad?

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily

;

If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Nurse. I' am weary
;
give me leave awhile ;

—
Fie, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had !

Jul. I would thou had'st my bones, and I thy news.

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak;— good, good nurse, speak.

Nurse. Jesu, what haste ? Can you not stay awhile ?

Do you not see that I am out of breath ?

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath
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To say to me— that thou art out of breath?

The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay,

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that

;

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance.

Let me be satisfied. Is't good or bad?
Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice

;
you know

not how to choose a man. Romeo ! no, not he ; though his

face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels all men's

;

and for a hand, and a foot, and a body,— though they be
not to be talked on, yet they are past compare. He is not
the flower of courtesy,— but, I'll warrant him, as gentle aa

a lamb.— Go thy ways, wench; serve God.—What, have
you dined at home ?

Jul. No, no. But all this I did know before;
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ?

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head have I

!

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back o' t' other side,— 0, my back, my back!—
Beshrew your heart for sending me about,

To catch my death with jaunting up and down '

Jul. V faith, I am sorry thou art not well.

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love ?

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman,
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome,
And, I warrant, a virtuous,—where is your mother?

Jul. Where is my mother?—Why, she is withm;
Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest?

Your love says like an honest gentleman,—
Where is your mother ?

Nurse. 0, God's lady dear!
Are you so hot ? Marry, come up, I trow

;

Is this the poultice for my aching bones ?

Henceforward do your messages yourself.

Jul. Here's such a coil,— come, what says Romeo ?

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day?
Jul. 1 have.

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' cell;

There stays a husband to make you a wife.

Now comes the wanton blood up into your cheeks;
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.
Hie you to church ; I must another way,
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark.
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight;

Vol. IV.— 28 2 m



434 EOMEO AND JULIET. [Act IL

But you shall bear the burden soon at night.

Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell.

Jul. Hie to high fortune !— Honest nurse, farewell.

[^ExewnL

SCENE VI. Friar Laurence's Cell.

Eiiter Friar Laurence and Romeo.

Fri. So smile the Heavens upon this holy act.

That after-hours with sorrow chide us not

!

Rom. Amen, amen ! But come what sorrow can,

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy

That one short minute gives me in her sight.

Do thou but close our hands with holy words.

Then love-devouring death do what he dare.

It is enough I may but call her mine.

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends,

And in their triumph die ! like fire and powder,

Which, as they kiss, consume. The sweetest honey
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness.

And in the taste confounds the appetite.

Therefore love moderately : long love doth so

;

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

Enter Juliet.

Here comes the lady ;— 0, so light a foot

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint.

A lover may bestride the gossamers

That idle in the wanton summer air,

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity.

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor.

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both.

Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too much.
Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Be heaped like mine, and that thy skill be more
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath

This neighbor air, and let rich music's tongue
Unfold the imagined happiness that both

Receive in either by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words,

Brags of his substance, not of ornament.

They are but beggars that can count their worth ;

But my true love is grown to such excess,

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make short work

;

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone.

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt.
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ACT III.

SCENE I. A public Place.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants.

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire

;

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad,

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl

;

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.

3Ie7'. Thou art like one of those fellows, that when he

enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his sword upon the

table, and says, Crod send me no need of thee ! and, by the

operation of the second cup, draws it on the drawer, when,

indeed, there is no need.

Ben. Am I like such a fellow ?

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood
as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be moody, and as

soon moody to be moved.

Ben. And what to ?

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should have none
shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou ! why thou wilt

quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair less, in

his beai'd, than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man
for cracking nuts, having no other reason but because thou

hast hazel eyes. What eye, but such an eye, would spy out

such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egg
is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle

as an egg, for quarrelling. Thou hast quarrelled with a

man for coughing in the street, because he hath wakened
thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not

fall out with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before

Easter ? with another, for tying his new shoes with old

riband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ?

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any man
should buy the fee simple ot my life for an hour and a

quarter.

Mer. The fee simple ? simple !

Enter Tybalt and others.

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.

Mer. By my heel, I care not.

Tyh. Follow me close, for I will speak to them. Gentle-
men, good den ; a word with one of you.

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? Couple it with
womething ; make it a word and a blow.
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Tyh. You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if you will

give me occasion.

Met. Could YOU not take some occasion without giving ?

Tyh. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo,

—

Mer. Consort ! What, dost thou make us minstrels ? an

thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but discords.

Here's my fiddlestick ; here's that shall make you dance.

'Zounds, consort

!

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men.

Either withdraw into some private place,

Or reason coldly of your grievances.

Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us.

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze;

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I.

Enter Romeo.

Tyh. W^ell, peace be with you, sir ! Here comes my man.
Mer. But I'll be hanged, sir, if he wear your livery

!

Marry, go before to the field, he'll be your follower

;

Your worship, in that sense, may call him— man.
Tyh. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford

No better term than this—Thou art a villain.

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage

To such a greeting.—Villain am I none

;

Therefore farewell. I see thou know'st me not.

Tyh. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries

That thou hast done me ; Therefore turn, and draw.

Horn. I do protest, I never injured thee

;

But love thee better than thou canst devise,

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love

:

And so, good Capulet,— which name I tender

As dearly as mine own,— be satisfied.

Mer. calm, dishonorable, vile submission

!

A la stoccata carries it away. \_Draws.

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?
Tyh. What wouldst thou have with me ?

3Ier. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine

lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you shall

use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you
pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears ? Make
haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out.

Tyh. I am for you. \_I)rawiug.

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

3Ier. Come, sir, your passado. \_They fight.

Rom. Draw, Benvolio

;
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Beat down their weapons.— Gentlemen, for shame;
Forbear this outrage.—Tybalt— Mercutio—
The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying
In Verona streets.—Hold, Tybalt;— good Mercutio.

[^Uxeunt Tybalt and his partisans.

Mer. I am hurt ;
—

A plague o' both the houses!— I am sped.

—

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Ben. What, art thou hurt?
Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 'tis enough.

—

Where is my page!— Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.

\_Exit Page.
Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much.
Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a

church door ; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve ; ask for me to-

morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I am pep-

pered, I warrant, for this world.—A plague o' both your
houses !— Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch

a man to death ! a braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights

by the book of arithmetic !—Why the devil came you be-

tween us ? I was hurt under your arm.

Rom. I thought all for the best.

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,

Or I shall faint.—A plague o' both your houses

!

They have made worm's meat of me

;

I have it, and soundly too.—Your houses

!

\_Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.
Ro7n. This gentleman, the prince's near ally,

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt

In my behalf; my reputation stained

With Tybalt's slander ; Tybalt, that an hour
Hath been my kinsman.— sweet Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate.

And in my temper softened valor's steel.

Re-enter Benvolio.

Ben. Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead

;

That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds,

V.'^hich too untimely here did scorn the earth.

Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth depend

:

This but begins the woe, others must end.

Re-enter Tybalt.

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again.

Rom. Alive! in triumph! and Mercutio slain!

Away to heaven, respective lenity,

2m*
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And fire-ejed fury be my conduct now!—
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again,

That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul

Is but a little way, above our heads,

Staying for thine to keep him company

;

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him.

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here,

Shalt with him hence.

Mom. This shall determine that.

IThe^ fight; Tybalt falls

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone !

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain.

Stand not amazed;— the prince will doom thee death

If thou art taken:— hence!— be gone!— away!

Rom. ! I am fortune's fool

!

Ben. Why dost thou stay?

[Exit Romeo.

Enter Citizens, ^c.

1 Cit. Which way ran he that killed Mercutio ?

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ?

Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me;
I charge thee in the prince's name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capulet, their wives^

and others.

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray?

Ben. noble prince, I can discover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl.

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin !— my brother's child!

Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spilled

Of my dear kinsman!— Prince, as thou art true,

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.

O cousin, cousin

!

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ?

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay.

Romeo, that spoke him fair, bade him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal

Your high displeasure.—All this— uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bowed —
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast;
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Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,

And. with a martial scorn, with one hand beats

Cold death aside, and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it. Romeo, he cries aloud.

Hold, friends ! friends, pa^'t ! and, swifter than his tongue.

His agile arm beats down their fatal points,

And 'twixt thera rushes : underneath whose arm
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled

;

But by and by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newlv entertained reveng-e.

And to't they go like lightning ; for, ere I

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain

;

And, as he fell, did Romeo- turn and fly.

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

La. Oap. He is a kinsman to the Montague.
Affection makes him false ; he speaks not true.

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,

And all those twenty could but kill one life.

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give

;

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio

;

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ?

Mon. Not Romeo, prince ; he was Mercutio's friend

;

His fault concludes but, what the law should end,

The life of Tybalt.

Prin. And, for that offence,

Immediately we do exile him hence

:

I have an interest in your hates' proceeding.

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleedinej;

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine.

That you shall all repent the loss of mine.
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses

;

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses,

Therefore use none ; let Romeo hence in haste,

Else, when he's found, that hour is his last.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will

;

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. [^Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Room in Capulet's House.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. Gallop apace, you ficry-footcd steeds,

Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a wagoner
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As Phaeton would whip you to the west,

And bring in cloudy night immediately.

—

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night

!

That runaway's eyes may wink ; and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalked of, and unseen !

—

•

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,

It best agrees with night.— Come, civil night,

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,

And learn me how to lose a winning match,

Played for a pair of stainless maidenhoods

;

Hood my unmanned blood bating in my cheeks,

"With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown bold,

Think true love acted, simple modesty.

Come, night !— Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in night

!

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night

Whiter than new snow upon a raven's back.

—

Come, gentle night ; come, loving black-browed night.—

Give me my Romeo ; and, when he shall die,

Take him and cut him out in little stars.

And he will make the face of heaven so fine,

That all the world will be in love with night,

And pay no worship to the garish sun.

—

0, I have bought the mansion of a love,

But not possessed it ; and, though I am sold.

Not yet enjoyed. So tedious is this day,

As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child, that hath new robes.

And may not wear them. 0, here comes my nurse,

Enter Nurse, with cords.

And she brings news; and every tongue, that speaks

But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence.

—

Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? the cords

That Romeo bade thee fetch ?

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.

\_Throws them down.

Jul. Ah me ! what news ? why dost thou wring thy

hands ?

Nurse. Ah, well-a-day I he's dead, he's dead, he's dead

!

We are undone, lady, we are undone

!

Alack the day!— he's gone, he's killed, he's dead!

Jul. Can Heaven be so envious?

Nurse. Romeo can,

Though Heaven cannot. Romeo! Romoo !
—

Who ever would have thought it ? Romeo

!
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Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment me thiis?

This torture should be roared in dismal hell.

Hath llomeo slain himself? say thou but 7,

And that bare vowel I shall poison more

Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice

:

I am not I, if there be such an /;
Or those eyes shut, that make the answer, I.

If he be slain, say—/; or if not, no:

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe.

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,

—

God save the mark!— here on his manly breast.

A piteous corse, a bloody, piteous corse

;

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaubed in blood.

All in gore blood; I swoonded at the sight.

Jul. 0, break, my heart!— poor bankrupt, break at

once

!

To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty 1

Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here

;

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier

!

Nurse. Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had!

courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman

!

That ever I should live to see thee dead

!

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ?

Is Romeo slaughtered ? and is Tybalt dead ?

My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord ?—
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom 1

For who is living, if those two are gone ?

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished;

Romeo, that killed him, he is banished.

Jul. God !— did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's bloa.1?

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did.

Jul. serpent heart, hid with a flowering face I

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ?

Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelical

!

Dove-feathered raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb !

Despised substance of divinest show

!

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st,

A damned saint, an honorable villain !
—

nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell,

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?

Was ever book, containing such vile matter,

So fairly bound ? 0, that deceit should dwell

In such a gorgeous palace !

Nurse. There's no trust,

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjured^
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All ftrsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.

—

Ah, where's my man? Give me some aqua titae.—
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old.

Shame come to Romeo !

Jul. Blistered be thy tongue,

For such a Avish ! he was not born to shame.
Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit

;

For 'tis a throne where honor may be crowned
Sole monarch of the universal earth.

0, what a beast was I to chide at him !

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that killed your cousin ?

J}d. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?—
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ?

That villain cousin would have killed my husband.
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring

;

Your tributary drops belong to woe,

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain

;

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband.
All this is comfort. Wherefore weep I, then ?

Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death.
That murdered me ; I would forget it fain

;

But, ! it presses to my memory.
Like damned, guilty deeds to sinners' minds:
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo— banished;
That— bajiished, that one word— banished,

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death
Was woe enough, if it had ended there

;

Or,— if sour woe delights in fellowship.

And needly will be ranked Avith other griefs,

—

Why followed not, when she said— Tybalt's dead,
Thy fatlier, or thy mother, nay, or both,

Which modern lamentation might have moved?
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death,

Romeo is banished,— to speak that word.

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead.

—

Romeo is banished,—
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound.
In that word's death ; no words can that woe sound.

—

W^here is my father, and my mother, nurse?
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse.

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? mine shall be
gpent,
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When their's are dry, for Romeo's banishment.

Take up those cords.—Poor ropes, you are beguiled,

Both you and I ; for Romeo is exiled.

He made you for a highway to my bed

;

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.

Come, cords; come, nurse; I'll to my wedding bed;

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead.

Nurse. Hie to your chamber. I'll find Romeo
To comfort you;— I w^ot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night

;

I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell.

Jul. 0, find him ! give this ring to my true knight,

And bid him come to take his last farewell. \_Exeunt.

SCENE III. Friar Laurence's Oell.

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo.

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man
;

Affliction is enamored of thy parts,

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Rom. Father, what news ? What is the prince's doom ?

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand,

That I yet know not ?

Fri. Too familiar

Is my dear son with such sour company.
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom.
Rom. What less than doomsday is the prince's doom?
Fri. A gentler judgment vanished from his lips,

Not body's death, but body's banishment.

Rom. Ha! banishment? be merciful, say— death;

For exile hath more terror in his look.

Much more than death: do not say— banishment.

Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banished.

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no w^orld without Verona walls,

But purgatory, torture, hell itself.

Hence-banished is* banish'd from the world.

And world's exile is death.—Then banishment
Is death mistermed ; calling death banishment,
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe,

And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me.
Fri. deadly sin ! rude unthankfulness

!

Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince,

Taking thy part, hath rushed asidn the law.

And turned that black word death to banishment.
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.
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Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy. Heaven is here,

Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog,

And little mouse, every unworthy thing,

Live here in heaven, and may look on her,

But Romeo may not.— More validity.

More honorable state, more courtship lives

In carrion flies, than Romeo. They may seize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand,

And steal immortal blessing from her lips

;

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty,

Still blush as thinking their own kisses sin

;

But Romeo may not ; he is banished.

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly

;

They are free rnen, but I am banished.

And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death ?

Hadst thou no poison mixed, no sharp-ground knife,

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean,

But— banished— to kill me; banished?

friar, the damned use that word in hell

;

Howlings attend it. How hast thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend professed,

To mangle me with that word— banishment?

Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word.

Rom. 0, thou wilt speak again of banishment.

Fri. I'll give thee armor to keep ofi" that word;
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

Rom. Yet banished ?— Hang up philosophy !

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom

;

It helps not, it prevails not ; talk no more.

Fri. 0, then I see that madmen have no ears.

Rom. How should they, when that wise men have no eyes?

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not feel.

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love.

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered.

Doting like me, and like me banished.

Then miglit'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear thy hair.

And fall upon the ground, as I do now,

Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

Fri. Arise ; one knocks : good Romeo, hide thyself.

[Knocking tvithin.

Rom. Not 1 ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans,

Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. [Knocking.
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Fri. Hark, how they knock!—Who's there?- -Romeo, arise

Thou wilt be taken.—Stay awhile : stand up
;

\_Knocking.

Run to my study.— By and by;— God's will!

What wilfulness is this?— I come, I come. \_KnocTcing.

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what's your will?

Nurse. [ WithinJ] Let me come in, and you shall know
my errand;

I come from lady Juliet.

Fri. Welcome, then.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. holy friar, 0, tell me, holy friar,

Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo ?

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears made drunk.

Nurse. 0, he is even in my mistress' case,

Just in her case !

Fri. woful sympathy !

Piteous predicament

!

Nurse. Even so lies she,

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering.

—

Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man.

For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand

;

Why should you fall into so deep an ?

Rom. Nurse

!

Nurse. Ah sir! ah sir!—Well, death's the end of aU,

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? How is it with her ?

Doth she not think me an old murderer,

Now I have stained the childhood of our joy

With blood removed but little from her own ?

Where is she ? and how doth she ? and ^what says

My concealed lady to our cancelled love ?

Nurse. 0, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps;

And now falls on her bed, and then starts up,

And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries,

And then down falls again.

Rom. As if that name,

Shot from the deadly level of a gun,

Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand
Murdered her kinsman.— 0, tell me, friar, tell me,

In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack

The hateful mansion. \_Drawiyig his sword

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand.

Art thou a man ? Thy form cries out, thou arft

;

Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote

2n
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The unreasonable fury of a beast.

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man !

Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both !

Thou hast amazed me ; by my holy order,
I thought thy disposition better tempered.
Ilast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself,

And slay thy lady too, that lives in thee,

By doing damned hate upon thyself?
Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth?
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet
In thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst lose.

Fie, fie ! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit

;

Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all,

And usest none in that true use indeed
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax.
Digressing from the valor of a man

;

Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury.
Killing that love which thou hast vowed to cherish;
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love,

Misshapen in the conduct of them both,

Like powder in a skilless soldier's flask,

Is set on fire by thine own ignorance.
And thou dismembered with thine own defence.
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive.

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead

,

There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou bappy too.

The law, that threatened death, becomes thy friend
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy.
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back

;

Happiness courts thee in her best array

;

But, like a misbehaved and sullen wench.
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love.

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed.

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her

;

But look thou stay not till the watch be set,

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua;
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends.
Beg pardon of the prnice, and call thee back
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy
Than thou Avent'st forth in lamentation.

—

(JO before, nur»e ; commend me to thy lady»;

Ajid bid her hasten all the house to bed,
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Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto.

Romeo is coming.

Nurse. Lord, I could have staid here all the night,

To hear good counsel. 0, what learning is !
—

My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.

Rom. Do so, and bid ujy sweet prepare to chide.

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bade me give you, sir.

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. \_Exit Nurse.
Rom. How well my comfort is revived by thi ;

!

Fri. Go hence; good night! and here stands all your
state

;

Either be gone before the watch be set,

Or by the break of day, disguised from hence.

Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man.
And he shall signify from time to time

Every good hap to you, that chances here.

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell
;
good night.

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me,
It were a grief, so brief to part with thee.

Farewell. [Exeunt.

SCENE lY. A Room in Capulet's House.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris,

Oajy. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily,

That we have had no time to move our daughter.

Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly.

And so did I;—Well, we were born to die.

—

'Tis very late ; she'll not come down to-night.

I promise you, but for your company,
I would have been abed an hour ago.

Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo.

Madam, good night ; commend me to your daughter.

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow

;

To-night she's mewed up to her heaviness.

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

Of my child's love. I think she will be ruled

In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not.

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed

;

Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love

;

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next—
But, soft ; what day is this ?

Par. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday ? ha ! ha ! Well, Wednesday is too soon

;

0' Thursday let it be ;
— 0' Thursday, tell her,
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She shall be married to this noble earl.

—

Will you be ready ? Do you like this haste ?

We'll keep no great ado;— a friend or two.

—

For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late,

It may be thought we held him carelessly,

Being our kinsman, if we revel much

;

Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends,

And there an end. But what say you to Thursday?

Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-morrow.

Cap. Well, get you gone :— 0' Thursday be it, then.

—

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed.

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.

—

Farewell, my lord.—Light to my chamber, ho !

Afore me.—It is so very late, that we
May call it early, by and by.— Good night. [ExeunL

SCENE V. Juliet's Ohamher.

Enter Romeo and Juliet.

Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day.

It was the nightingale, and not the lark.

That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear;

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree.

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn^

No nightingale ; look, love, what envious streaks

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east.

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops

;

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

Jul. Yon light is not daylight, I know it, I.

It is some meteor that the sun exhales,

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,

And light thee on thy way to Mantua.

Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ?

I am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I'll say yon gray is not the morning's eye,

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow

;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat

The vanity heaven so high above our heads

;

I have more care to stay, than will to go.

—

Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.

—

How is't, my soul ? let's talk ; it is not day.

Jul. It is, it is ; hie hence, be gone, away.
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It is the lark that sings so out of tune,

Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps.

Some say the lark makes sweet division

;

This doth not so, for she divideth us.

Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes

;

0, now I Avould they had changed voices too 1

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray,

Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.

0, now be gone ; more light and light it grows.

Rom. More light and light ?— more dark and dark our
woes.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Madam

!

Jul. Nurse ?

Nurse. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber.
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. \^Exit Nurse.

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out.

Rovi. Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I'll descend.

[Romeo descends.

Jul. Art thou gone so ? my love ! my lord ! my friend !

I must hear from thee every day i' the hour,

For in a minute there are many days.

! by this count I shall be much in years,

Ere I again behold my Romeo.
Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul. 0, think'st thou we shall ever meet again ?

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve

For sweet discourses in our time to come.

Jul. God ! I have an ill-divining soul.

Methinks I see thee, now thou art below.

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb.

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale.

Rom. And ti^ust me, love, in my eye so do you

;

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu

!

\^Exit Romeo.
Jul. fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle

:

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
That is renowned for faith ? Be fickle, fortune

;

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long.

But send him back.

La. Qap. [ Within.'] Ho, daughter ! are you up ?

Jul. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mother?
Is she not down so late, or up so early ?

What unaccustomed cause procures her hither?

Vol. IV.— 29 2n*
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Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet ?

Jul. Madam, I am not well.

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ?

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears ?

An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live

;

Therefore, have done. Some grief shows much of love

;

But much of grief shows still some want of wit.

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend

Which you weep for.

Jul. Feeling so the loss,

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. .^

La. Caf. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his

death,

As that the villain lives which slaughtered him.

Jul. What villain, madam ?

La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo.
Jul. Villain and he are many miles asunder.

God pardon him ! I do with all my heart

;

And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart.

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor-murderer lives.

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands.

'Would none but I might venge my cousin's death !

La. Gap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not
j

Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua,

—

Where that same banished runagate doth live,

—

That shall bestow on him so sure a draught,

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company

;

And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied.

Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied

With Romeo, till I behold him— dead—
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vexed :

—
Madam, if you could find out but a man
To bear a poison, I would temper it.

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof,

Soon sleep in quiet.— 0, how my heart abhors

To hear him named,— and cannot come to him,

—

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt

Upon his body that hath slaughtered him !

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man.
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time.

What are are they, I beseech your ladyship ?

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child;
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One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness,

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy.

That thou expect'st not, nor I looked not for.

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that?

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday morn.

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,

The county Paris, at Saint Peter's church,

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too,

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haste ; that I must Aved

Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo.

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam,

I will not marry yet ; and when I do, I swear,

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,

Rather than Paris.—These are news indeed

!

La. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him so yourself,

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew;

But for the sunset of my brother's son,

It rains downright.

—

r

How now, a conduit, girl? what, still in tears?

Evermore showering ? In one little body

Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind. ^

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea,

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is,

Sailing in this salt flood : the winds, thy sighs,

Who,— raging with thy tears, and they with them,

—

Without a sudden calm, will overset

Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife?

Have you delivered to her our decree ?

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives you thanks.

I would the fool were married to her grave

!

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife.

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ?

Is she not proud? doth she not count her blessed,

Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought

So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ?

Jul. Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that you have

;

Proud can I never be of what I hate

;

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love.

Cap. How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What is this ?

Proud,— and, I thank you,— and, 1 thank you not;—
And yet not proud.— Mistress minion, you,
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Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds,

But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next,

To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church,

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.

Out, you green-sickness carrion ! out, you baggage

!

You tallow-face !

La. Caj}. Fie, fie ! what, are you mad ?

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,

Hear me with patience but to speak a word.

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch !

I tell thee what,— get thee to church o' Thursday,

Or never after look me in the face.

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me

;

My fingers itch.—Wife, we scarce thought us blessed,

That God had sent us but this only child;

But now I see this one is one too much,
And that we have a curse in having her.

Out on her, hilding

!

Nurse. God in heaven bless her!—
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? Hold your tongue,

Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go.

Nurse. I speak no treason.

Cap. 0, God ye good den

!

Nurse. May not one speak ?

Cap^^ Peace, you mumbling fool

!

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl,

For here we need it not.

La. Gap. You are too hot.

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad. Day, night, late,

early.

At home, abroad, alone, in company.
Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been
To have her matched ; and having now provided

A gentleman of princely parentage,

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly trained,

Stuffed, (as they say,) with honorable parts,

Proportioned as one's heart could wish a man,

—

And then to have a wretched, puling fool,

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender.

To answer— I'll not wed,—I cannot love,

I am too young—I pray you, p>ardon me ;

But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you

:

Graze where -you will, you shall not house with me;
Look to't, think on't, I do not use to jest.

Thursday is near, lay hand on heart, advise;
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An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend;

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the streets,

For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,

Nor what is mine, shall never do thee good.

Trust to't ; bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. [^JExit.

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds,

That sees into the bottom of my grief?

0, sweet my mother, cast me not aAvay !

Delay this marriage for a month, a week

;

Or, if you do not, make my bridal bed

In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a wora

,

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. \_Uxit.

Jul. God !— nurse ! how shall this be prevented ?

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven

;

How shall that faith return again to earth.

Unless that husband send it me from heaven

By leaving earth ?— Comfort me, counsel me.

—

Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems

Upon so soft a subject as myself!—
What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy?

Some comfort, nurse.

Nurse. 'Faith, here 'tis. Romeo
Is banished ; and all the Avorld to nothing,

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you

;

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I think it best you married with the county.

0, he's a lovely gentleman !

Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam,
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye,

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match,

For it excels your first ; or if it did not,

Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were,

As living hero, and you no use of him.

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart?

Nurse. From my soul too
;

Or else beshrew them both.

Jul. Amen

!

Nurse. To what ?

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much.

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone,

[laving displeased my father, to Laurence' cell.

To make confession, and to be absolved.

Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done. [^Exit,
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Jul. Ancient damnation ! most wicked fiend

!

Is it more sin— to wish me thus forsworn,

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue
Which she hath praised him with above compare
So many thousand times ?— Go, counsellor ; •

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.

—

I'll to the friar, to know his remedy;
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit

ACT IV.

SCENE I. Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris.

Fri. On Thursday, sir ? The time is very short.

Par. My father Capulet will have it so

;

And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste.

Fri. You say you do not know the lady's mind:
Uneven is the course ; I like it not.

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death,

And therefore have I little talked of love

;

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous.

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway

;

And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage.

To stop the inundation of her tears;

Which, too much minded by herself alone,

May be put from her by society.

Now do you know the reason of this haste.

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be slowed.

[Aside.

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enter Juliet.

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife

!

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

Par. That may-be, must be, love, on Thursday next.

Jul. What must be, shall be.

Fri. That's a certain text

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ?

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you.
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Par. Do not deny to him that you love me.

Jul. I will confess to you that I love him.

Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me.

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price,

Beinof spoke behind your back, than to your face.

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abused with tears.

Jul. The tears have got small victory by that;

For it was bad enough before their spite.

Par. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with that report.

Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;

And what I spake, I spake it to my face.

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slandered it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.

—

Are you at leisure, holy father, now

;

Or shall I come to you at evening-mass?

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now.

My lord, wo must entreat the time alone.

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion.

—

Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you;

Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. \_Exit Paris

Jul. 0, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so,

Come weep with me
;
past hope, past cure, past help

!

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;

It strains me past the compass of my wits.

I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it,

On Thursday next be married to this county.

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this,

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it.

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help,

Do thou but call my resolution wise,

And with this knife I'll help it presently.

God joined my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands;

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo sealed,

Shall be the label to another deed.

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this shall slay them both.

Therefore, out of thy long-experienced time.

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold

'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that

Which the commission of thy years and art

Could to no issue of true honor bring.

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die,

If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy.

Fri. Hold, daughter; I do spy a kind of hope.

Which craves as desperate an execution,
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As that is desperate which we would prevent.

If, rather than to marry county Paris,

Thou hadst the strength of will to slay thyself;

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake

A thing like death to chide away this shame,»

That cop'st with death himself to 'scape from it

;

And, if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy.

Jul. 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlements of yonder tower

;

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk

Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears

;

Or hide me nightly in a charnel-house,

O'er covered quite with dead men's rattling bones.

With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls

;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave.

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud

;

Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble,

And I will do it without fear or doubt.

To live ^n unstained wife to my sweet love.

Fri. Hold, then
;
go home, be merry, give consent

To marry Paris. Wednesday is to-morrow;
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone

;

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber.
Take thou this phial, being then in bed,

And this distilled liquor drink thou off;

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy humor, which shall seize

Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep

His natural progress, but surcease to beat

:

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade

To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall,

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life

;

Each part deprived of supple government.
Shall, stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death:

And in this borrowed likeness of shrunk death

Thou shalt remain full two-and-forty hours.

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead;
Then (as the manner of our country is)

In thy best robes uncovered on the bier.

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault,

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake,

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift

;
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And hither shall he come ; and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.

And this shall free thee from this present shame

;

If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear,

Abate thy valor in the acting it.

Jul. Give me, give me ! 0, tell me not of fear.

Fri. Hold
;
get you gone ; be strong and prosperous

In this resolve. I'll send a friar with speed

To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall help afford.

Farewell, dear father ! [Exeunt

SCENE II. A Room in Capulet's House.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and Servants.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.

—

[Exit Servant.

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try if they

can lick their fingers.

Cap. How canst thou try them so?

2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his

own fingers ; therefore he that cannot lick his fingers, goes

not with me.

Cap. Go, begone.

—

[Exit Servant.

We shall be much unfurnished for this time.

—

What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ?

Nurse. Ay, forsooth.

Gap. Well, he nmy chance to do some good on her,

A peevish, self-willed harlotry it is.

Enter Juliet.

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift with merry look.

Cap. How now, my headstrong? where have you been

gadding ?

Jul. Where I have learned me to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition

To you, and your behests ; and am enjoined

By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here.

And beg your pardon.—Pardon, I beseech you

!

Henceforward I am ever ruled by you.

Cap. Send for the county
;
go tell him of this

;

I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell;

2o
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And gave him what becomed love I might,

Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty.
Cafp. Why, I am glad on't ; this is well,— stand up-,

This is as't should be.—Let me see the county

;

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.

—

Now, afore God, this reverend, holy friar.

All our whole city is much bound to him.
Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my clohet,

To help me sort such needful ornaments
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ?

La. Qap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time enough.
Oap. Go, nurse, go with her ;—we'll to church to-morrow.

[Uxeunt Juliet and Nurse.
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision

;

'Tis now near night.

Oap. Tush ! I will stir about.
And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife.

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her;
I'll not to bed to-night;— let me alone;
I'll play the housewife for this once.—What, ho!
They are all forth. Well, I will walk myself
To county Paris, to prepare him up
Against to-morrow; my heart is wondrous light,

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaimed. \_Exeunt.

SCENE IIL Juliet's Ohamher.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best.—But, gentle nurse,

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night

;

For I have need of many orisons

To move the Heavens to smile upon my state,

Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. What, are you busy ? Do you need my help ?

Jul. No, madam ; we have culled such necessaries

As are behoveful for our state to-morrow

;

So please you, let me now be left alone,

And let the nurse this night sit up with you

;

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all,

In this so sudden business.

La. Cap. Good night

!

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need.

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.



Act IV.: ROMEO AND JULIET. 459

Jul. Fai-ewell !— God knows when we shall meet again.

I have a faint, cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almost freezes up the heat of life
;

I'll call them back again to comfort me.

—

Nurse !—What should she do here ?

My dismal scene I needs must act alone.

—

Come, phial.

—

What if this mixture do not work at all ?

Must I of force be married to the county ?—
No, no;— this shall forbid it;— lie thou there.

—

\_Laying down a dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar

Subtly hath ministered to have me dead

;

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonored,

Because he married me before to Romeo ?

I fear it is ; and yet, methinks, it should not,

For he hath still been tried a holy man

;

I will not entertain so bad a thought.

—

How if, when I am laid into the tomb,

I wake befor-e the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me ? There's a fearful point

!

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault.

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ?

Or, if I live, is it not very like,

The horrible conceit of death and night,

Together with the terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones

Of all my buried ancestors are packed
;

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth.

Lies festering in his shroud ; where, as they say,

At some hours in the night spirits resort ;
—

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I,

So early waking, what with loathsome smells,

And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth,

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;—
0! if I wake, shall I not be distraught.

Environed with all these hideous fears?

And madly play with my forefathers' joints

;

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ?

And, in this rage, with some groat kinsman's bone,

As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ?

0, look ! methinks I see my cousin's ghost

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
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Upon a rapier's point.— Stay, Tybalt, stay !
—

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee.

\_Slte throws herself on the led,

SCENE IV. Capulet's Hall.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more spices,

nurse.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the pastry.

[Exit Nurse.

Enter Capulet.

Gap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath crowed.
The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock.

—

Look to the baked meats, good Angelica

:

Spare not for cost.

La. Gap. Go, go, you cot-quean, go,

Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow
For this night's watching.

Cap. No, not a whit ; what ! I have watched ere now
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your time

;

But I will watch you from such watching now.
\_Exit Lady Capulet

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood !— Now, fellow,

What's there?

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets.

Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not what.

Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit 1 Serv.]— Sirrah,

fetch drier logs

;

Call Peter, he will show thee where they are.

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs,

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit.

Cap. 'Mass, and well said ; a merry whoreson ! ha.

Thou shalt be loggerhead.— Good faith, 'tis day;
The county will be here with music straight,

[Music within,

For so he said he would. I hear him near.

—

Nurse !—Wife !— what, ho ;
— what, nurse, I say !

Enter Nurse.

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up

;

I'll go and chat with Paris.—Hie, make haste,
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Make baste ! the bridegroom be is conie already.

Make baste, I say

!

[^Exeunt

SCENE V. Juliet's Chamber; Juliet on the bed.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Mistress !—what, mistress !—Juliet !—fast, I war-

rant her, she.

—

Why, lamb! why, lady;— fie, you slug-a-bed !
—

Why, love, I say !— madam ! sweet-heart !— why, bride !

What, not a word ?—You take your pennyworths now

;

Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant,

The county Paris bath set up bis rest,

That you shall rest but little.— God forgive me,
(Marry and amen !) how sound is she asleep

!

I needs must wake her.—Madam, madam, madam

!

Ay, let the county take you in your bed;

He'll fright you up, in faith.—Will it not be ?

What, dressed ! and in your clothes ! and down again !

I must needs wake you. Lady ! lady ! lady !

Alas! alas!—Help! help! my lady's dead!—
0, well-a-day, that ever I was born !

—
Some aqua-vitae, ho!— my lord! my lady!

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Ga^. What noise is here ?

Nurse. lamentable day!

La. Cap. What is the matter ?

Nurse. Look, look ! heavy day

!

La. Cap. me, me !—my child, my only life,

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee !
—

Help, help!— call help.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is come.

Nurse. She's dead, deceased, she's dead ; alack the day !

La. Cap. Alack the day ! she's dead, she's dead, she's

dead.

Cap. Ha ! let me see her.— Out, alas ! she's cold

;

Her blood is settled; and her joints are stiff;

Life and these lips have long been separated.

Death lies on her, like an untimely frost

Upon the sweetest flower of all the field

!

Accursed time ! unfortunate old man.
Nurse. lamentable day

!

20*
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La. Cap. . woful time !

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail,

Ties up mj tongue, and will not let me speak.

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, with Musicians.

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church?
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return.

son, the night before thy wedding-day
Hath death lain with thy bride.— See, there she lies

Flower as she was, defloured by him.

Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir

;

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die,

And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's.

Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's face,

And doth it give me such a sight as this ?

La. Cap. Accursed, unhappy, wretched, hateful day

!

Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw
In lasting labor of his pilgrimage

!

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child,

But one thing to rejoice and solace in,

And cruel death hath catched it from my sight.

Nurse. woe ! woful, woful, woful day

!

Most lamentable day ! most woful day,

That ever, ever I did yet behold

!

day! day! day! hateful day!
Never was seen so black a day as this.

woful day, woful day

!

Par. Beguiled, divorced, wronged, spited, slain

!

Most detestable death, by thee beguiled,

By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown !
—

love ! life !— not life, but love in death

!

Gap. Despised, distressed, hated, martyred, killed!

Uncomfortable time ! why cam'st thou now
To murder, murder our solemnity?—

child! child!—my soul, and not my child!

Dead art thou, dead!— alack! my child is dead;
And, with my child, my joys are buried

!

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives not.

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself

Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all,

And all the better is it for the maid.
Your part in her you could not keep from death;
But Heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The most you sought was— her promotion;
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanced;
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced,
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Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

0, in this love, you love your child so ill,

That you run mad, seeing that she is well.

She's not well married, that lives married long;

But she's best married, that dies married young.

Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary

On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is,

In all her best array bear her to church.

For though fond nature bids us all lament,

Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

Cap. All things, that we ordained festival,

Turn from their office to black funeral

;

Our instruments, to melancholy bells

;

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast

;

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change

;

Our bridal flowers serve for a "buried corse.

And all things change them to the contrary.

Fri. Sir, go you in,— and, madam, go with him;
And go, sir Paris;— every one prepare

To follow this fair corse unto her grave.

The Heavens do lower upon you, for some ill

;

Move them no more, by crossing their high will.

{^Exeunt Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris, and Friar.

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be gone
Nurse. Honest, good fellows, ah, put up

;
put up

;

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. \_Exit Nurse.

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Musicians, musicians. Heart's ease, heart's ease;

0, an you will have me live, play— heart's ease.

1 Mus. Why heart's ease ?

Pet. musicians, because my heart itself plays— 3Iy
heart is full of ivoe. 0, play me some merry dump, to

comfort me.

2 Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now.
Pet. You will not then ?

Mus. No.
Pet. I will then give it you soundly.

1 Mus. What will you give us ?

Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek ; I will give
you the minstrel.

1 3Ius. Then will I give you the serving-creature.

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger on
your pate I will carry no crotchets ; I'll re you, I'll fa
you. Do you note me ?
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1 3Ius. An you re us, and /a us, you note us.

2 3fus. 'Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out

your Avit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; I will dry-beat you
with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger.— Answer me
like men

:

When griping grief the heart doth wound,
And doleful dumps the mind oppress,

Then music with her silver sound,—
Why, silver sound? why, music with her silver sound?
What say you, Simon Catling ?

1 3Ius. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound.

Pet. Pratest ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ?

2 Mus. I say— silver sound, because musicians sound

for silver.

Pet. Pratest too !—What say you, James Soundpost?

3 3Ius. 'Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. 0, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer ; I will say

for you. It is— music with her silver sound, because mu
flicians have seldom gold for sunding :

—
Then music ivith her silver sound,

With speedy help doth lend redress.

[Exit, singing.

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same !

2 Mus. Hang him. Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; tarry

for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE I. xMantua. A Street.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep,

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand.

My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne;

And, all this day, an unaccustomed spirit

Lifts me above the gi'ound with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamed my lady came and found me dead,

(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think,)

And breathed such life with kisses in my lips,
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That I revived, and Avas an emperor.

Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possessed,

When but love's shadows are so rich in joy!

JEnter Balthasak.

News from Verona!— How now, Balthasar ?

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar?

How doth my lady ? Is my father well ?

How doth my Juliet ? That I ask again

;

For nothing can be ill, if she be well.

Bal. Then she is w^ell, and nothing can be ill.

Her body sleeps in Capels' monument,
And her immortal part with angels lives

;

I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault,

And presently took post to tell it you;

0, pardon me for bringing these ill news,
Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Rom. Is it even so? Then I defy you, stars!—
Thou know'st my lodging; get me ink and paper,
And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night.

Bal. Pardon rae, sir, I will not leave you thus.
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import
Some misadventure.

Rom. Tush, thou art deceived

;

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.

Hast thou no letters to me from the friar?

Bal. No, my good lord.

Rom. No matter; get thee gone,
And hire those horses; I'll be with thee straight.

[^Exit Balthasar.
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let's see for means.— mischief! thou art swift
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men !

I do remember an apothecary,

—

And hereabouts he dwells,—whom late I noted
In tattered weeds, with overwhelming brows,
Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks.

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones;
And in his nee-dy shop a tortoise hung.
An alligator stuffed, and other skins

Of ill-shaped fishes ; and about his shelves
A beggarly account of empty boxes,
Green, earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses,
Were thinly scattered to make up a show.
Noting this penury, to myself I said—

Vol. IV.— 30
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And if a man did need a poison now,

Whose sale is present death in Mantua,

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.

0, this same thought did but forerun my need;

And this same needy man must sell it me.

As I remember, this should be the house;

Being holida}'', the beggar's shop is shut.

—

What, ho ! apothecary.

Enter Apothecary.

Ap. Who calls so loud ?

Rom. Come hither, man.— I see that thou art poor ;

Hold, there is forty ducats ; let me have

A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear

As will disperse itself through all the veins.

That the life-weary taker may fall dead

;

And that the trunk may be discharged of breath

As violently, as hasty powder fired

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have : but Mantua's law

Is death to any he that utters them.

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness,

And fear'st to die ? Famine is in thy cheeks

;

Need and oppression stareth in thy eyes

;

Upon thy back hangs ragged misery

;

The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law.

The world affords no law to make thee rich

;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my Avill, consents.

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will,

And drink it off; and, if you had the strength

Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight.

Rom. There is thy gold, w^orse poison to men's souls,

Doing more murders in this loathsome w^orld,

Than these poor compounds that thou mayst not sell.

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none.

Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.

Come, cordial ; and not poison
;
go with me

To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Friar Laurence's Cell

E7iter Friar John.

<rohn. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho

!
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Enter Friar Laurence.

Lau. This same should be the voice of friar John.

Welcome from Mantua ; what says Romeo ?

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

John. Going to find a barefoot brother out,

One of our order to associate me.

Here in this city visiting the sick,

And finding him, the searchers of the town,

Suspecting that we both were in a house

Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Sealed up the doors, and would not let us forth;

So that my speed to Mantua there was stayed.

Lau. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo ?

John. I could not send it,— here it is again,

—

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee.

So fearful were they of infection.

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood,

The letter was not nice, but full of charge.

Of dear import; and the neglecting it

May do much danger. Friar John, go hence

;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. \^Exit.

Lau. Now must I to the monument alone

;

Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake.
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo
Hath had no notice of these accidents

;

But I will write again to Mantua,
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come

,

Poor living corse, closed in a dead man's tomb ! [Exit,

SCENE III. A Qhurch-yard ; in it a Monument belong-

ing to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his Page, hearing flowers and a torch.

Par. Give me my torch, boy. Hence, and stand aloof;

—

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along.

Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground;
So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread,

(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,)
But thou shalt hear it ; whistle then to me,
A-S signal that thou hear'st something approach.
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.
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Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone

Here in the church-yard
;
yet I will adventure. {Retires.

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bridal bed.

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain

The perfect model of eternity

;

Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain,

Accept this latest favor at my hands

;

That living honored thee, and, being dead,

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! [ The hoy whistles.

The boy gives warning, something doth approach.

What cursed foot wanders this way to-night.

To cross my obsequies, and true-love's rites ?

What, with a torch!— muffle me, night, a while. [Retires.

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, ivith a torch, mattock, ^e.

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching-iron.

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light. Upon thy life, I charge thee,

Whate'er thou hear'st or see'st, stand all aloof,

And do not interi-upt me in my course.

Why I descend into this bed of death,

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face

;

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger

A precious ring; a ring that I must use

In dear employment ; therefore hence, be gone ;

—

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry

In what I further shall intend to do.

By Heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint,

And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs.

The time and my intents are savage-wild;

More fierce, and more inexorable far.

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea.

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Roin. So shalt thou show me friendship.—Take thou that;

Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow.

Bal. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout

;

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. \_Retires.

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death,

Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth,

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

[Breaking open the door of the monument.
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food

!

Par. This is that banished, haughty Montague,
That murdered my love's cousin ;— with which grief,

It is supposed the fair creature died,

—
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And here is come to do some villanous shame
To the dead bodies. I will apprehend him.— [^Advances.

Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague

;

Can vengeance be pursued further than death ?

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee.

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die.

JRom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither.

—

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man

;

Fly hence and leave me;—think upon these gone;

Let them affright thee.—I beseech thee, youth,.

Heap not another sin upon my head,

By urging me to fury.—0, be gone !

By Heaven, I love thee better than myself;

Por I come hither armed against myself.

Stay not; begone;— live, and hereafter say

—

A madman's mercy bade thee run away.
Par. I do defy thy conjurations.

And do attach thee as a felon here.

Mom. Wilt thou provoke me ? Then have at thee, boy.

[The^ fight.

Page. Lord ! they fight, I will go call the watch.

[Uxit Page.

Par. 0, I am slain ! [Falls.']— If thou be merciful,

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. \^JJies.

Rom. In faith, I will.— Let me peruse this face;

Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris.

What said my man, when my betossed soul

Did not attend him as we rode? I think

He told me Paris should have married Juliet.

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet,

To think it was so ?— 0, give me thy hand,

One Avrit with me in sour misfortune's book

!

I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave ;

—

A grave ? 0, no ; a lantern, slaughtered youth

;

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interred.

[^Laying Paris z'?i the monument
How oft, when men are at the point of death,

Have they been merr^^ ! which their keepers call

A lightning before death ; 0, how may I

Call this a lightning ?— my love ! my wife !

Death, that hath sucked the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty.

Thou art not conquered ; beauty's ensign yet

2p
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Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks.

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.

—

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet?

0, what more favor can I do to thee,

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain,

To sunder his that was thine enemy ?

Forgive me, cousin !— Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe

That unsubstantial death is amorous

;

And that the lean, abhorred monster keeps

Thee here in dark to be his paramour?

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee

;

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again ; here, here will I remain

With worms that are thy chambermaids ; 0, here

Will I set up my everlasting rest

;

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this Avorld-wearied flesh.— Eyes, look your last!

Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, 0, you

The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss

A dateless bargain to engrossing death !

—

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavory guide !

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashing rocks thy seasick, -weary bark

!

Here's to my love! [Drinks.']— true apothecary!

Thy drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss I die. [Dies

Enter, at the other end of the church-yard, Friar Lau
RENCE, with a lantern, crow, and spade.

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed I how oft to-night

Have my old feet stumbled at graves !—Who's there ?

Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ?

Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well.

Fri. Bliss be upon you 1 Tell me, good my friend,

What torch is yond' that vainly lends his light

To grubs and eyeless skulls ? as I discern,

It burneth in the Capels' monument.

Bal. It doth- so, holy sir ; and there's my master.

One that you love.

Fri. Who is it?

Bal. Romeo.

Fri. How long hath he been there ?

Xal. Full half an hour.

Fri. Go with me to the vault.

Bal. I dare not, sir.

My master knows not but I am gone hence
j
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And fearfully did menace me with death,

If I did stay to look on his intents.

Fri. Stay, then, I'll go alone.—Fear comes upon me

;

0, much I fear some ill, unlucky thing.

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here,

I dreamed my master and another fought,

And that my master slew him.

Fri. Romeo ? \_Advance8.

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains

The stony entrance of this sepulchre?—
What mean these masterless and gory swords

To lie discolored by this place of peace ?

[^Enters tlte monument,

Romeo ! 0, pale !—Who else ? what, Paris too ?

And steeped in blood ! Ah, what an unkind hour

Is guilty of this lamentable chance !
—

The lady stirs. [Juliet ivahes, and stirs

Jul. comfortable friar ! where is my lord ?

I do remember well where I should be.

And there I am.—Where is my Romeo ? [^JVoise tvitJdn

Fri. I hear some noise.—Lady, come from that nest

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep

;

A greater power than we can contradict

Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away.

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead;

And Paris too ; come, I'll dispose of thee

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns.

Stay not to question, for the watch is coming

;

Come, go, good Juliet!— \Noise again.'] I dare stay no

longer. [Exit.

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.

What's here ? a cup, closed in my true love's hand ?

Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end.

—

churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop,

To help me after?— I will kiss thy lips;

Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them.

To make me die with a restorative. {^Kisses Mm
Thy lips are wnrm !

1 Watch. \_Within.~\ Lead, boy.—Which way?
Jul. Yea, noise?— then I'll be brief.— happy dagger!

\_Snatcliing Romeo's dagger.

This is thy sheath. \_Stabs herself.] There rust, and let me
die. [Falls on Romeo's bodg, and dies.

Filter Watch, with the Page of Paris.

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch doth burn.
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1 Watch. The gi'ound is bloody ; search about the church'
yard

:

Go, some of you, whoe'er you find attach. \JExeunt some.
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain

;

And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead,

Who here hath lain these two days buried.

—

Go, tell the prince,— run to the Capulets,

—

Haise up the Montagues,— some others search ;
—

\_Exeunt other Watchmen.
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie

;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes,

We cannot without circumstance descry.

Enter some of the Watch, with Balthazar.

2 Watch. Here's Romeo's man ; we found him in the

church-yard.

1 Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come hither.

Enter another Watchman, with Friar Laurence.

3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, and weeps.
We took this mattock and this spade from him,

As he was coming from this church-yard side.

1 Watch. A great suspicion ; stay the friar too.

Enter the Prince and Attendants.

Prince. What misadventure is so early up,

That calls our person from our morning's rest?

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others.

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad ?

La. Cap. The people in the street cry— Romeo,
Some— Juliet, and some— Paris; and all run,

With open outcry, toward our monument.
Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our ears ?

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris slain

;

And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before.

Warm, and new killed.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul murder
comes.

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughtered Romeo's man

;

With instruments upon them, fit to open
These dead men's tombs.

Cap. Heavens !— wife ! look how our daughter bleeds

!

This dagger hath mista'en,— for lo ! his house
Is empty on the back of Montague,

—

A.nd is missheathed in my daughter's bosom.
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La. Cap. me ! this siglit of death is as a bell,

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Enter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up,

To see thy son and heir more early down.

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night;

Grief of my son's exile hath stopped her breath.

What further woe conspires against mine age ?

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.

Mo7i. thou untaught ! what manners is in this,

To press before thy father to a grave ?

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while,

Till we can clear these ambiguities.

And know their spring, their head, their true descent;-

And then will I be general of your woes.

And lead you even to death. Mean time forbear,

And let mischance be slave to patience.

—

Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least.

Yet most suspected, as the time and place

Doth make against me, of this direful murder

;

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge

Myself condemned and myself excused.

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know in this.

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath

Is not so long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet

;

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife.

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day

Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death

Banished the new-made bridegroom from this city;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined.

You— to remove that siege of grief from her—
Betrothed, and would have married her perforce,

To county Paris.—Then comes she to me

;

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means

To rid her from this second marriage,

Or in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, so tutored by ray art,

A sleeping potion ; which so took effect

As I intended, for it wrought on her

The f'.rm of death; meantime I writ to Romeo,
That he should hither come as this dire night,

To help to take her from her borrowed grave,

2p*
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Being the time the potion's force should cease.

But he which bore my letter, friar John,

Was stayed by accident ; and yesternight

Returned my letter back. Then all alone

At the prefixed hour of her waking,

Came I to take her from her kindred's vault:

Meaning to keep her closely at my cell,

Till I conveniently could send to Romeo.
But, when I came, (some minute ere the time

Of her awakening,) here untimely lay

The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead.

She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth,

And bear this work of Heaven with patience.

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb

;

And she, too desperate, would not go with me,
But (as it seems) did violence on herself.

All this I know ; and to the marriage

Her nurse is privy. And, if aught in this

Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacrificed some hour before his time,

Unto the rigor of severest law.

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man.
Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this ?

Bal. I brought my master news of Juhet's death

;

And then in post he came from Mantua,
To this same place, to this same monument.
This letter he early bade me give his father

;

And threatened me with death, going in the vault,

If I departed not, and left him there.

Prince. Give me the letter ; I will look on it.

—

Where is the county's page, that raised the watch?
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ?

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's grave

;

And bade me stand aloof, and so I did.

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb

;

And, by and by, my master drew on him

;

And then I ran away to call the watch.

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's words,
Their course of love, the tidings of her death;
And here he Avrites— that he did buy a poison
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.

—

Where be these enemies? Capulet ! Montague!—
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate,

That Heaven finds means to kill your joys with love!
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And I, for winking at your discords too,

Have lost a brace of kinsmen;— all are punished.

Cop. brother Montague, give me thy hand.

This is my daughter's jointure, for no more

Can I demand.

3Ion. But I can give thee more.

For I will raise her statue in pure gold

;

That, while Verona by that name is known,

There shall no figure at such rate be set.

As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie;

Poor sacrifices of our enmity

!

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it brings

,

The sun for sorrow will not show his head.

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things

;

Some shall be pardoned, and some punished.

For never was a story of more woe.

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeunt.
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HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle.

Francisco on his post. Enter to him, Bernardo.

Bernard. Who's there ?

Fran. Nay, answer me; stand, and unfold

Yourself.

Ber. Long live the king

Fran. Bernardo ?

Ber. Ay.

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour.

Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve
;
get thee to bed, Francisco.

Fran. For this relief, much thanks; 'tis bitter cold,

And I am sick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet guard?

Fran. Not a mouse stirring.

Ber. Well, good night.

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.

Fran. I think I hear them.— Stand, ho ! Who's there ?

Hor. Friends to this ground,

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane.

Fran. Give you good night.

Mar. 0, farewell, honest soldier

;

Who hath relieved you ?

Fran. Bernardo hath my place.

Give you good night. \_Exit Francisco,

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo !

479
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Ber. Say,
What, is Horatio there ?

Hor. A piece of him.
Ber. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Marcellus.
Hor. What, has this thing appeared again to-night ?

Ber. I have seen nothing.

Mar. Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy;
And will not let belief take hold of him,
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us.

Therefore I have entreated him along
With us to watch the minutes of this night;
That, if again this apparition come,
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it.

Hor. Tush, tush ! 'twill not appear.
Ber.

^

Sit down awhile;
And let us once again assail your ears.

That are so fortified against our story,

What we two nights have seen.

Sor. Well, sit we down,
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all.

When yon same star, that's westward from the pole,
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself,
The bell then beating one,

—

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again!

Enter Ghost.

Ber. In the same figure like the king that's dead.
Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, Horatio.
Ber. Looks it not like the king? Mark it, Horatio.
Hor. Most like

;
— it harrows me with fear and wonder.

Ber. It would be spoke to.

^ar. Speak to't, Horatio.
Hor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night,

Together with that fair and warlike form
In which the majesty of buried Denmark
Did sometimes march ? By Heaven, I charge thee, speak.

3Iar. It is offended.

Ber. See! it stalks away.
Hor. Stay; speak: speak, I charge thee speak.

[Exit Ghost.
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer.
Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look pale

;

Is not this something more than fantasy ?

What think you of it?
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Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe,

Without the sensible and true avouch

Of m.ine own eyes.

Mar. Is not this like the king?
Hor. As thou art to thyself.

Such was the very armor he had on,

When he the ambitious Norway combated

;

So frowned he once, when, in an angry parle,

He smote the sledded Polack on the ice.

'Tis strange.

Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump at this dead hour,

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not
;

But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion,

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that knows,
Why this same strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land

;

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon.

And foreign mart for implements of war

;

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task

Does not divide the Sunday from the week :

What might be toward, that this SAveaty haste

Doth make the night joint-laborer with the day;
Who is't that can inform me ?

Ror. That can I

;

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king,

Whose image even but now appeared to us.

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
Thereto pricked on by a most emulate pride,

Dared to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet
(For so this side of our known world esteemed him)
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a sealed compact,
Well ratified by law and heraldry.

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands,

Which he stood seized of, to the conqueror :

Against the which, a moiety competent
Was gaged by our king ; which had returned
To the inheritance of Fortinbras,

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart,
And carriage of the article designed.
His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras,
Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Sharked up a list of landless resolutes,

For food and diet, to some enterprise

Vol. IV.— 31 2q
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That hath a stomach in't ; which is no other,

(As it doth well appear unto our state,)

But to recover of us, by strong hand,

And terms compulsative, those 'foresaid lands

So by his father lost. And this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations

;

The source of this our watch ; and the chief head

Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. I think it be no other, but even so.

Well may it sort, that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king

That was, and is, the question of these wars.

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Home,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell,

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets.******
As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood,

Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star.

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands,

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.

And even the like precurse of fierce events,

—

As harbingers preceding still the fates.

And prologue to the omen coming on.

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated

Unto our climatures and countrymen.

—

Re-enter Ghost.

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again !

I'll cross it, though it blast me.— S'tay, illusion

!

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice.

Speak to me.

If there be any good thing to be done.

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me,

Speak to me.

If thou art privy to thy country's fate,

Which, happily, foreknowing, may avoid,

0, speak !

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth.

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death,

[^Coek crow*

Speak of it;— stay, and speak!— Stop it, Marcellus.

Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan?

Hor. Do, if it will not stand.
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Ber. 'Tis here'

Eor. 'Tis here!

Mar. 'Tis gone \^Exit Ghost.

We do it wrong, being so majestical,

To ofifer it the show of violence

;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable,

And our vain blows malicious mockery.

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock crew.

Hot. And then it started like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard,

The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn.

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat

Awake the god of day; and at his warning,

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,

The extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine ; and of the truth herein

This present object made probation.

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes
Wherein our Savior's birth is celebrated.

This bird of dawning singeth all night long.

And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad

;

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm.

So hallowed and so gracious is the time.

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it.

But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill.

Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice.

Let us impart what we have seen to night

Unto young Hamlet ; for, upon my life.

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him.

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it,

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?

Mar. Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning know
Where we shall find him most convenient. [Exeunt.

SCENE II, The same. A Room of State in the same.

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes,
VoLTiMAND, Cornelius, Lords, and Attendants.

King Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death

The memory be green ; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe

;
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Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature,

That we with wisest sorrow think on him.

Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,

The imperial jointress of this warlike state,

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy,

—

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye

;

With mirth in funeral, and Avith dirge in marriage,

In equal scale weighing delight and dole,

—

Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barred

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone

With this affair along.— For all, our thanks.

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,

—

Holding a weak supposal of our worth

;

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death,

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage,

He hath not failed to pester us with message,

Importing the surrender of those lands

Lost by his father, with all bands of law,

To our most valiant brother.— So much for him.

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting.

Thus much the business is. We have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

Wlio, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpose,— to suppress

His further gait herein ; in that the levies.

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his subject:— and we here despatch

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway

;

Giving to you no further personal power

To business with the king, more than the scope

Of these related articles allow.

Farewell; and let your haste commend your duty.

Cor. Vol. In that, and all things will we show our duty.

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell.

\^Exeu7it Voltimand and Ci)RNELIUS,

And now, Laertes, what's the news with you?

You told us of some suit ; what is't, Laertes ?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane,

And lose your voice. What wouldst thou beg, Laertes ?

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?

The head is not more native to the heart.

The hand more instrumental to the mouth.
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Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldst thou have, Laertes?

Laer. My dread lord,

Your leave and favor to return to France

;

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark,

To show my duty in your coronation

;

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done.

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France,

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.

King, Have you your father's leave ? What says Polo-

nius ?

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave,

By laborsome petition ; and, at last.

Upon his will, I sealed my hard consent.

I do beseech you, give him leave to go.

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine,

And thy best graces spend it at thy will.

—

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,

Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind.

[^Aside.

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you?

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i' the sun.

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not, forever, with thy veiled lids,

Seek for thy noble father in the dust.

Thou know'st 'tis common ; all that live must die,

Passing through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.
Queen. If it be,

Why seems it so particular with thee ?

Ham. Seems, madam ? nay, it is ; I know not seems.

'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother.

Nor customary suits of solemn black,

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye.

Nor the dejected havior of the visage,

Together with the modes, forms, shows of grief.

That can denote me truly. These, indeed, seem,

For they are actions that a man might play

;

But I have that within which passeth show
;

These but the trappings and the suits of woe.

King. 'Tis sweet and coniniendablc in your nature, Hamlet.

To give these mourning duties to your father,

But you must know, your father lost a father;

That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound
2q*
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In filial obligation, for some term,

To do obsequious sorrow. But to persever

In obstinate condolement, is a course

Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief:

It shows a will most incorrect to Heaven
;

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient

;

An understanding simple and unschooled.

For Avhat we know must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense.

Why should we, in our peevish opposition,

Take it to heart. Fie ! 'tis a fault to Heaven,

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried,

From the first corse, till he that died to-day,

This 77iust be so. We pray you, throw to earth

This unprevailing woe ; and think of us

As of a father. For let the world take note,

You are the most immediate to our throne

;

And with no less nobility of love,

Than that w^hich dearest father bears his son,

Do I impart toward you. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg,

It is most retrograde to our desire

;

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain

Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye.

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayei'S, Hamlet

;

I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg.

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply;

Be as ourself in Denmark.— Madam, come;
This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet
Sits smiling to my heart ; in grace whereof

No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day.

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell

;

And the king's rouse the heaven shall bruit again,

Respeaking earthly thunder. Come away.

\_Exeunt King, Queen, Lords, ^c, PoLONlUS,

and Laertes.
Sam. that this too, too solid flesh would melt.

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew !

Or that the Everlasting had not fixed

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter. God ! God

!

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world

!
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Fie on't ! fie ! 'tis an iinweeded garden

That grows to seed; things rank, and gross in nature,

Possess it merely. That it should come to this !

But two months dead!— nay, not so much, not two:

So excellent a king; that was, to this,

Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother,

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!

Must I remember? why, she would hang on him,

As if increase of appetite had grown

By what it fed on. And yet, within a month,

—

Let me not think on't;— Frailty, thy name is w^oman !
—

A little month; or ere those shoes were old.

With which she followed my poor father's body,

Like Niobe, all tears;— why she, even she,

—

Heaven! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,

Would have mourned longer,— married with my uncle,

My father's brother; but no more like my father,

Than I to Hercules. Within a month,

—

Ere the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

—

She married.— most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets !

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good;

But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue!

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus.

Eor. Hail to your lordship !

Ham. I am glad to see you well;

Horatio,— or I do forget myself.

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever.

Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that name with you

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio?—
Marcellus ?

Mar. My good lord,

—

Ham. I am very glad to see you; good even, sir.

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?

Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.

Ham. I Avould not hear your enemy say so;

Nor shall you do my ear that violence.

To make it truster of your own report

Against yourself: I know you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore ?

We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart.

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral.
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Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student

;

1 think it was to see my mother's wedding.

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon.

Sam. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral baked meats
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables,

'Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven,

Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio !

My father,— methinks I see my father.

Hor. Oh where,

My lord?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.

Hor. I saw him once ; he was a goodly king.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I shall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight.

Ham. Saw ! who ?

Hor. My lord, the king, your father.

Ham. The king, my father?

Hor. Season your admiration for a while

With an attent ear ; till I may deliver,

Upon the Avitness of these gentlemen,

This marvel to you.

Ham. For God's love, let me hear.

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen,

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch,

In the dead waste and middle of the night,

Been thus encountered : A figure like your father,

Armed at all points, exactly, cap-a-pe,

Appears before them, and, with solemn march.

Goes slow and stately by them. Thrice he walked.

By their oppressed and fear-surprised eyes,

Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distilled

Almost to jelly with the act of fear,

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me
In dreadful secrecy impart they did

;

And I, with them, the third night kept the watch

;

Where, as they had delivered, both in time.

Form of the thing, each word made true and good.

The apparition comes. I knew your father

;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this ?

Hor. My lord, upon the platform where we watched^
Ham. Did you not speak to it?

Hor. My lord, I did.

But answer made it none
;
yet once, methought.

It lifted up its head, and did address
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Itself tc motion, like as it would speak

;

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud;

And at the sound it shrunk in haste awaj.

And vanished from our sight.

Ham. 'Tis very strange.

Sor. As I do live, my honored lord, 'tis true

;

And we did think it writ down in our duty,

To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me.

Hold you the watch to-night ?

All. We do, my lord.

Ham. Armed, say you ?

All. Armed, my lord.

Ham. From top to toe?

All. My lord, from head to foot.

Ha7n. Then saw you not

His face ?

Hor. yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up.

Ham. What, looked he frowningly?

Hor. A countenance more
In sorrow than in anger.

Ham. Pale, or red?
Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fixed his eyes upon you?
Hor. Most constantly.

Ham. I would I had been there.

Hor. It would have much amazed you.

Ham. Very like,

Very like. Staid it long ?

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred.
Mar. Ber. Longer, longer.

Hor. Not when I saw it.

Ham. His beard was grizzled? no?
Hor. It was as I have seen it in his life,

A sable silvered.

Ham. I will watch to-night;

Perchance 'twill walk again.

Hor. I warrant you it wilL

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person,

I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape,
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

If you have hitherto concealed this sight,

Let it be tenable in your silence still

;

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night,

Give it an understanding, but no tongue
;

I will requite your loves. So, fare you well.
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Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve,

I'll visit you.

All. Our duty to your honor.

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you. Farewel'..

\_Exeunt HoRATio, Marcellus, ayid Bernardo,
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well

;

I doubt some foul play. 'Would the night were come!
Till then sit still, my soul. Foul deeds will rise.

Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men"s eyes. \Exit.

SCENE III. A Room in Polonius's House.

Enter Laertes ayid Ophelia.

Laer. My necessaries are embarked ; farewell.

And, sister, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep.

But let me hear from you.

Oph. Do you doubt that?
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favor,

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood;
A violet in the youth of primy nature,

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,

The perfume and suppliance of a minute

;

No more.

OpJi. No more but so ?

Laer. Think it no more.
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone

In thews and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes,
The inward service of the mind and soul

Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now;
And now no soil, nor cautel doth besmirch
The virtue of his will ; but, you must fear,

His greatness weighed, his will is not his own

;

For he himself is subject to his birth.

He may not, as unvalued persons do,

Carve for himself ; for on his choice depends
The safety and health of the whole state

;

And therefore must his choice be circumscribed
Unto the voice and yielding of that body
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you,
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it.

As he in his particular act and place

May give his saying deed ; which is no further,

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.

Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain,
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If with too credent ear you list his songs

;

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open

To his unmastered importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister;

And keep you in the rear of your affection,

Out of the shot and danger of desire.

The chariest maid is prodigal enough,

If she unmask her beauty to the moon.

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes
;

The canker galls the infants of the spring,

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed

;

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth,

Contagious blastments are most imminent.

Be wary, then ; best safety lies in fear
;

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep,

As watchman to my heart ; but, good my brother,

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do.

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven,

Whilst, like a puffed and reckless libertine.

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads.

And recks not his own read.

Lacr. 0, fear me not.

I stay too long;— but here my father comes.

Enter Polonius.

A double blessing is a double grace

;

Occasion smiles upon a second leave.

Pol. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame;
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,

And you are staid for. There,—my blessing with you;
[^Laying his hatid on Laertes' head.

And these few precepts in thy memory
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,

Nor any unproportioned thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel

;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatched, unfledged comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in,

Bear it that the opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man tiniie ear, but few thy voice

;

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment.

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,

But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy

;
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For the apparel oft proclaims the man
;

And they in France, of the best rank and station,

Are most select and generous, chief in that.

Neither a borrower nor a lender be

;

For loan oft loses both itself and friend

;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
This above all,— to thine own self be true;

And it must follow, as the night the day,

Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee

!

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord.

Pol. The time invites you
;
go, your servants tend.

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well

What I have said to you.

OpJi. 'Tis in my memory locked,

And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell. \_Exit Laertes.
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you ?

Oph. So please you, something touching the lord Hamlet.
Pol. Marry, well bethought.

'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you yourself

Have of your audience been most free and bounteous.
If it be so, (as so 'tis put on me,
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you,
You do not understand yourself so clearly.

As it behoves my daughter, and your honor.

What is between you? Give me up the truth.

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late, made many tenders
Of his aifection to me.

Pol. Aifection ? puh ! you speak like a green girl,

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ?

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should think.

Pol. Marry, I'll teach you. Think yourself a baby

;

That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay,
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly;
Or (not to crack the Avind of the poor phrase,

Wronging it thus) you'll tender me a fool.

Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with love.

In honorable fashion.

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it
;
go to, go to.

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, my lord,

With almost all tbe holy vows of heaven.
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know,

When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul
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Lends the tongue vows. These blazes, daughter,

Givinof more light than heat,— extinct in both,

Even in their praise, as it is a making,

—

You must not take for fire. From this time,

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence

;

Set your entreatments at a higher rate.

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet,

Believe so much in him, that he is young

;

And with a larger tether may he walk,

Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia,

Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers,

Not of that die which their investments show,

But mere implorators of unholy suits,

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds,

The better to beguile. This is for all;—
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth.

Have you so slander any moment's leisure,

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet.

Look to't, I charge you; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. ^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus.

Earn. The air bites shrewdly; it is very cold.

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it is struck.

Hor. Indeed? I heard it not; it then draws near the

season,

Wherein this spirit held his wont to walk.

[^ flourish of trumpets^ and ordnance shot off

ivithin.

What does this mean, my lord?

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse,

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering upspring reels;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down,

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is it a custom ?

Ham. Ay, marry, is't.

But to my mind,— though I am native here.

And to the manner born,— it is a custom

More honored in the breach, than the observance

2r
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This heavy-headed revel, east and west,

Makes us traduced, and taxed of other nations.

They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase
Soil our addition ; and indeed it takes

From our achievements, though performed at height,

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So, oft it chances in particular men,
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them,
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty,

Since nature cannot choose his origin,)

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion,

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason
;

Or by some habit, that too much o'erleavens

The form of plausive manners;— thnt these men,
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect

;

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star,

—

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace,

As infinite as man may undergo)
Shall in the general censure take corruption

From that particular fault. The dram of bale

Doth all the noble substance often doubt
To his own scandal.

Enter Ghost.

Sor. Look, my lord, it comes

!

Sam. Angels and ministers of grace, defend us

!

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damned.
Bring with the airs from heaven, or blasts from hell,

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable.

Thou com'st in such a questionable shape,

That I will speak to thee. I'll call thee, Hamlet,
King, father, royal Dane. 0, answer me.
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell,

Why thy canonised bones, hearsed in death.

Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre.

Wherein we saw thee quietly inurned,

Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws,

To cast thee up again ! What may this mean,
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel,

Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon.
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature,

So horridly to shake our disposition,

VVith thoughts beyond the regions of our souls ?

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ?

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it,
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As if it some impartment did desire

To you alone.

Mar. Look, with what courteous action

It waves you to a more removed ground !

But do not go with it.

Hor. No, by no means.

Ham. It will not speak ; then I will follow it.

Hor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear?

I do not set my life at a pin's fee

;

And, for my soul, what can it do to that,

Being a thing immortal as itself?

It waves me forth again;—I'll follow it.

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord,

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff.

That beetles o'er his base into the sea ?

And there assume some other horrible form,

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason,

And draw you into madness ? Think of it.

The very place puts toys of desperation,

Without more motive, into every brain,

That looks so many fathoms to the sea.

And hears it roar beneath.

Ham. It waves me still.

Go on, I'll follow thee.

Mar. You shall not go, my lord.

Ham. Hold off your hands.

Hor. Be ruled
;
you shall not go.

Ham. My fate cries out,

And makes each petty artery in this body
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve.— [Ghost beckons.

Still am I called;— unhand me, gentlemen;—
\_Breaking from them.

By Heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me

:

I say, away;— go on, I'll follow thee.

\_Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet.

. Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination.

Mar. Let's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.

Hor. Have after.—To what issue will this come ?

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark.

Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. \_Exeunu
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SCENE V. A more remote Part of the Platform.

Enter Ghost and Hamlet.

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak, I'll go no further.

Ghost. Mark me.

ITam. I will.

Ghost. Mj hour is almost come.
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames

Must render up myself.

Ham. Alas, poor ghost!

Ghost. Pitj me not, but lend thy serious hearing

To what I shall unfold.

Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear.

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.

Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thy father's spirit

;

Doomed for a certain term to walk the night

;

And, for the day, confined to fast in fires.

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature,

Are burned and purged away. But that I am forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood

;

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres

;

Thy knotted and combined locks to part.

And each particular hair to stand on end.

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine.

But this eternal blazon must not be

To ears of flesh and blood.— List, list, list!

—

If thou didst ever thy dear father love,

Ham. Heaven

!

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.
Ham. Murder
Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is

;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.

Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings as swift

As meditation, or the thoughts of love.

May sweep to my revenge.

Ghost. I find thee apt

;

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,

WoulJet thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear.

'Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,

A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged process of my death
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Rankly abused. But know, thou noble youth,

The serpent that did sting thy father's life.

Now wears his crown.

Ham. my prophetic soul ! my uncle

!

Crhost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,

(0 wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power

So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming virtuous queen.

Hamlet, what a falling-off was there !

From me, whose love was of that dignity,

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
1 made to her in man-iage ; and to decline

Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor

To those of mine

!

But virtue, as it never will be moved,

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven

;

So lust, though to a radiant angel linked,

Will sate itself in a celestial bed.

And prey on garbage.

But soft ! methinks I scent the morning air
\

Brief let me be.— Sleeping within mine orchard,

My custom always of the afternoon,

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial.

And in the porches of mine ears did pour

The leperous distilment ; whose effect

Holds such an enmity with blood of man.

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through

The natural gates and alleys of the body;

And with a sudden vigor, it doth posset

And curd, like eager droppings into milk.

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine,

And a most instant tetter barked about.

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

All my smooth body.

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand.

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatched

;

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

Unhouseled, disappointed, unaneled

;

No reckoning made, but sent to my account

With all my imperfections on my head.

hon-ible ! horrible ! most horrible

!

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not

;

Let not the roy:vl bed of Denmark be

A couch for luxury and damned incest.

Vol. IV.— 32 2 r *
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]5ut, howsoever thou pursu'st this act,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

Against thy mother aught ; leave her to Heaven,
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge.

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once !

The glowworm shows the matin to be near,

And 'gins to pale his ineffectual fire

;

Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [^Uxit

Ham. all you host of heaven I earth ! What else ?

And shall I couple hell?— fie !— Hold, hold, my heart;

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old.

But bear me stifily up!— Remember thee?

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

In this distracted globe. Remember thee ?

Yea, from the tables of my memory
I'll wipe away all trivial, fond records.

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past,

That youth and observation copied there

;

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of my brain.

Unmixed with baser matter. Yes, by Heaven

!

O most pernicious woman !

\dllain, villain, smiling, damned villain

!

My tables,— meet it is, I set it down,

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain

;

At least, I am sure it may be so in Denmark. [ Writing.

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word

;

It is. Adieu, adieu I remember me.

1 have sworn't.

Hor. \_Within.^ My lord, my lord,

Mar. \_Within.^ Lord Hamlet,

ffor. [ Within.'] Heaven secure him !

Ham. So be it!

Mar. [ Within.'] Illo, ho, ho, my lord

!

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come.

Hnter Horatio and Marcellus.

Mar. How is't, my noble lord?

Hor. What news, my lord ?

Ham. wonderful

!

Hor. Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No

:

You will reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by Heaven.

Mar. Noi I, my lord.
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Ham. How say you, then ; Avould heart of man once
think it?

But you'll be secret,

Hor. 3Iar. Ay, by Heaven, my lord.

Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Denmark,
But he's an arrant knave.

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave,

To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right
;
you are in the right

;

And so, without more circumstance at all,

I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part

;

You, as your business, and desire, shall point von J

—

For every man hath business, and desire.

Such as it is,— and, for my own poor part,

Look you, I will go pray.

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my lord

Ham. I am sorry they offend you, heartily; yes,

'Faith, heartily.

Hor. There's no offence, my lord.

Ham. Yes, by saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio,
And much offence too. Touching this vision here,
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you.
For your desire to know what is between us,

O'ermaster it aa you may. And now, good friends,

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers.

Give me one poo)- request.

Hor. What is't, my lord?
We will.

Ha7n. Never make known what you have seen to nio-ht.

Hor. Mar. My lord, we will rot,

Ham. Nay, but swear't.

Hor. In f\iitli,

My lord, not I.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

Ham. Upon my sword.

Mar. Wo have sworn, my lord, already.

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed,

Ghost. [Beneath.'] Swear.

Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say'st thou so? art thou there, true-
penny ?

Come on,— you hear this fellow in the cellarao-e,

—

Consent to swear.

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord.
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Mam. Never to speak of this that you have seen,

S\year by my sword.

G-host. \_Beneath.^ Swear.

Ham. Sic et ubique ! then we'll shift our ground.

—

Come hither, gentlemen,

And lay your hands again upon my sword.

Swear by my sword,

Never to speak of this that you have heard.

Ghost. [Beneath.~\ Swear by his sword.

Ham. Well said, old mole ! Canst work i' the earth so

fast?

A worthy pioneer !— Once more remove, good friends.

Hor. day and night,— but this is wondrous strange !

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome.

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

But come ;
—

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy

!

How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself.

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet
To put an antic disposition on,

—

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall.

With arms encumbered thus, or this head-shake,

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase.

As, Well., loell, we hnotv ;— or. We could, an if we would;
— or. If we list to speak;— or. There he, an if they

'might ;—
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note

That you know aught of me.—This not to do, swear

;

So grace and mercy at your most need help you

!

Ghost. [Beneath.'\ Swear.

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So, gentlemen,
With all my love I do commend me to you;
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is

May do, to express his love and befriending to you,

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together;

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.

The time is out of joint;— cursed spite!

That ever I was born to set it right

!

Nay, come, let's go together. \Exeunt.
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ACT II.

SCENE I. A Boom in Polonius's Souse.

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo.

Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, Reynaldo.

Rey. I will, my lord.

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Reynaldo,

Before you visit him, to make inquiry

Of his behavior.

Jtey. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well said ; very well said. Look you, sir.

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris

;

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep,

What company, at what expense ; and finding,

By this encompassment, and drift of question.

That they do know my son, come you more nearer

Than your particular demands will touch it.

Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him

;

As thus,—/ knoiv his father and his friends,

And, in part, him.— Do you mark this, Reynaldo?

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord.

Pol. A^id, in part, him ;— hut, you may say, not well;

But, ift he he I mean, he's very wild

;

Addicted so and so;— and there put on him

What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank

As may dishonor him; take heed of that;

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips.

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrelling,

Drabbing ;— you may go so far.

Rey. My lord, that would dishonor him.

Pol. 'Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge.

You must not put another scandal on him.

That he is open to incontinency

;

That's not my meaning. But breathe his faults so quaintly,

That they may seem the taints of liberty

;

The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind

;

A savageness in unreclaimed blood,

Of general assault.

Rey. But, my good lord,

—

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ?
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Rey. Ay, my lord,

I would know that.

Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift;

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant.

You laying these slight sullies on my son,

As 'twere a thing a little soiled i' the working,

Mark you.

Your party in converse, him you would sound,

Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes,

The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assured,

He closes with you in this consequence

;

Good sir, or so ; or friend, or geyitlevian,—
According to the phrase, or the addition.

Of man and country.

Rey Very good, my lord.

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,— He does—
What was I about to say ?— By the mass, I was about to

say something.—Where did I leave ?

Rey. At, closes in the consequence.

Pol. At, closes in the consequence.

—

Ay, marry

;

He closes with you thue :—/ hnow the gentleman ;

I saw him yesterday, or t'other day.

Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you say^

There was he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse;

There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance,

I saw him enter such a house of sale,

(
Videlicet, a. brothel,) or so forth.

See you now

;

Y^our bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth

;

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,

With windlaces, and with assays of bias.

By indirections find directions out

;

So, by my former lecture and advice.

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not ?

Rey. My lord, I have.

Pol. God be wi' you ; fare you well.

Rey. Good my lord,

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.

Rey. I shall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his music.

Rey. Well, my lord.

[Uxit.

Enter Ophelia.

Pol. Farewell !—How now, Ophelia ? what's the matter ?

Oj h. my lord, my lord, I have been so afirighted

!
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Pol. With what, in the name of Heaven ?

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet,

Lord Hamlet,— with his doublet all unbraced

;

No hat upon his head ; his stockings fouled,

Ungartered and down-gyved to his ankle

;

Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other

;

And with a look so piteous in purport.

As if he had been loosed out of hell,

To speak of horrors,— he comes before me.

Pol. Mad for thy love ?

Oph. My lord, I do not know;

But, truly, I do fear it.

Pol. What said he?

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard;

Then goes he to the length of all his arm

;

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow,

He falls to such perusal of my face.

As he would draw it. Long staid he so
;

At last,— a little shaking of mine arm,

And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

—

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound,

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk.

And end his being. That done, he lets me go;

And, with his head over his shoulder turned,

He seemed to find his way without his eyes
;

For out o' doors he went without their help.

And, to the last, bended their light on me.

Pol. Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king.

This is the very ecstacy of love

;

Whose violent property foredoes itself,

And leads the will to desperate undertakings,

As oft as any passion under heaven,

That does afflict our natures. I am sorry,

—

What, have you given him any hard words of late?

Oph. No, my good lord; but, as you did command,

I did repel his letters, and denied

His access to me.

Pol. That hath made him mad.

I am sorry, that with better heed and judgment,

I had not quoted him. I feared he did but trifle.

And meant to wreck thee : but, beshrew my jealousy

It seems, it is as proper to our ago

To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions.

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king.
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This must be known, which, being kept close, might move
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love.

Come. \_^xeunt

SCENE II. A Boom in the Castle.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guildenstehn, ani
Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and Guildenstern

!

Moreover that we much did long to see you,

The need we have to use you, did provoke
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it.

Since not the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was. What should it be,

More than his father's death, that thus hath put him
So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of. I entreat you both.

That,— being of so young days brought up with him;
And, since, so neighbored to his youth and humor,

—

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court

Some little time ; so by your companies
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather,

So much as from occasion you may glean,

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus,

That, opened, lies within our remedy.
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talked of you

;

And, sure I am, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you
To show us so much gentry and good will,

As to expend your time with us awhile.

For the supply and profit of our hope.

Your visitation shall receive such thanks
As fits a king's remembrance.

Ros. Both your majesties

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us,

Put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Ciuil. But we both obey.

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent.

To lay our service freely at your feet.

To be commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guildenstern.

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Rosoncrantz.
And I beseech you instantly to visit
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My too much changed son.— Go, some of you.

And brino; these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence, and oui practicea,

Pleasant and helpful to him !

Queen. Ay, Amen!
\_Exeunt Ros., Guil., and sojue Attendants.

Enter Polonitir

Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good lord.

Are joyfully returned.

King. Thou still hast been the father of good news.

Pol. Have I, my lord ? Assure you, my good liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul.

Both to my God, and to my gracious king

;

And I do think (or else this brain of mine

Hunts not the trail of policy so sure

As it hath used to do) that I have found

The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy.

King. 0, speak of that ; that do I long to hear.

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors

;

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in.

\_Exit POLONIUS.

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found

The head and source of all your son's distemper.

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main

;

His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage.

Re-enter PoLONius, ivith Voltimand and Cornelius.

King. Well, we shall sift him.—Welcome, my good friends !

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway?
Vol. Most fair return of greetings and desires

:

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress

His nephew's levies ; which to him appeared

To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack
;

But, better looked into, he truly found

It was against your highness; whereat grieved—
That so his sickness, age, and impotence,

Was falsely borne in hand,— sends out arrests

On Fortiubras ; which he, in brief, obeys

;

Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine,

Makes vow before his uncle, never more
To give the assay of arms against your majesty
Whereon ohl Norway, overcmne with joy,

Gives hira three thoiisanrl crowns in annual fee;

And his cor;-.misRion, to employ those soldiere,

2s
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So levied as before, against the Polack
;

With an entreaty, herein further shown,

\_Grive8 a paper

That it inight please you to give quiet pass

Through y:)ur dominions for this enterprise;

On such regards of safety, and allowance,

As therein are set down.

King. It likes us well

;

And, at our more considered time, we'll read,

Answer, and think upon this business.

Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labor.

Go to your rest ; at night we'll feast together
;

Most welcome home !

\_Uxeunt VoLTiMAND and Cornelius

Pol. This business is well ended.

My liege, and madam, to expostulate

What majesty should be, what duty is.

Why day is day, night, night, and time is time,

Were nothing but to waste day, night, and time.

Therefore,— since brevity is the soul of wit.

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,

—

I will be brief. Your noble so»n is mad.

Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness,

What is't, but to be nothing else but mad?
But let that go.

Queen. More matter, with less art.

\Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all.

That he is mad, 'tis true ; 'tis true, 'tis pity

;

And pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure

;

But farewell it^ for I will use no art,

jMad let us grant him, then ; and now remains,

That we find out the cause of this efi"ect

;

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect

;

For this effect, defective, comes by cause.

Thus i-t remains, and the remainder thus.

Perpend.

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine

;

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark.

Hath given me this. Now gather and surmise.

To the celestial, and my souVs idol, the most beautified

Ophelia,

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a vile

phrase; but you shall hear — Thua :
—

In her exoellent white bosom, these, &c.
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Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ?

Pol. Ciood madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful.

—

Doubt thou the stars are fire-; [Reads.

Doubt that the sun doth move :

Doubt truth to be a liar

;

But never doubt I love.

dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I have not

art to reckon my groans ; hut that I love thee best, most

best, believe it. Adieu.
Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst thin

machine is to him, Hamlet.

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me

;

And more aboye, hath his solicitings.

As they fell out by time, by means, and place,

All given to mine ear.

King. But how hath she

Received his love ?

Pol. What do you think of me ?

King. As of a man faithful and honorable.

Pol. 1 would fain prove so. But what might you think,

When I had seen this hot love on the wing,

(As I perceived it, I must tell you that,

Before my daughter told me,) what might you.

Or my dear majesty your queen here, think,

If I had played the desk or table-book

;

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb;
Or looked upon this love with idle sight

;

What might you think ? No, I went round to work,

And my young mistress thus did I bespeak :
—

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy star ;

This must not be; and then I precepts gave her,

That she should lock herself from his resort.

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice;

And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,)

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast

;

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness

;

Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension,

Into the madness wherein now he raves.

And all we mourn for.

King. Do you think 'tis this ?

Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Hath there been such a time, (I'd fain know that,)

That I have positively said, ' Tis so.

When it proved otherwise ?
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King. Not that I know.
Pol. Take this froo. this, if this be otherwise.

\_Pointing to his head and shoulder.

If circumstances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further?

Pol. You know sometimes he walks four hours together.

Here in the lobby.

Queen. So he does, indeed.

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him.

Be you and I behind an arras then

;

Mark the encounter : if he love her not,

And be not from his reason fallen thereon,

Let me be no assistant for a state,

But keep a farm, and carters.

King. We will try it.

Enter Hamlet, reading.

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes
reading.

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away

;

I'll board him presently,— 0, give me leave.

—

\_Exeunt King, Queen, arid Attendants.
How does my good lord Hamlet ?

Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy.

Pol. Do you know me, my lord?

Ham. Excellent well
;
you are a fishmonger.

Pol. Not I, my lord.

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man.
Pol. Honest, my lord ?

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, rs to be

one man picked out of ten thousand.

Pol. That's very true, my lord.

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, being

a god, kissing carrion.—Have you a daughter ?

Pol I have, my lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun. Conception is a bless-

ing ; but as your daughter may conceive ;—friend, look to't.

Pol. How say you by that ? \^Aside.^ Still har-'ing on
my daughter :— yet he knew rne not at first ; he said I was
a fishmonger. He is far gone, far gone ; and, truly, in my
youth I suffered much extremity for love ; very near this.

I'll speak to him again.—What do you read, my lord?

Ham. Words, words, words.

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ?
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Ham. Eetween who?
Pol. I mean the matter that you read, my lord.

Ham. Slanders, sir; for the satirical rogue says here,

that old men have gray beards; that their faces are wrin-

kled ; their eyes purging thick a-mber, and plum-tree gum

;

and that they have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most

weak hams. All of which, sir, though I most powerfully

and potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty to have it

thus set down ; for yourself, sir, should be as old as I am,
if, like a crab, you could go backward.

Pol. Though this be madness, yet there's method in it.

[Aside.'] Will you walk out of the air, my lord ?

Ham. Into my grave ?

Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air.— How pregnant
sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that often madness
hits on, which reason and sanity could not so prosperously

be delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly contrive the

means of meeting between him and my daughter.—My
honorable lord, I will most humbly take my leave of you.

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that I

will more willingly part withal ; except my life, except my
life, except my life.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. These tedious old fools

!

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is.

Ros. God save you, sir! [Tb Polonius.
[Exit POLONIUS.

Guil. My honored lord '

Ilos. My most dear lord !

Havi. My excellent good friends ! How dost thou,

Guildenstern ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do
ye both ?

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Gull. IIapp3% in that we are not overhappy

;

On fortune's cap Ave are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ?

Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the middle
of her favors ?

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we.

Ham.. In the secret parts of fortune ? 0, most true

;

Bhe is a strumpet. What new^s ?

Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world is grown honest.

Havi. Then is doomsday near. But your news i? not

2s*
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true. Let me question more in particular. What have
you, my good friends, deserved at the hands of fortune, that

she sends you to prison hither ?

Guil. Prison, my lord

!

Ham. Denmark's a prison.

Ros. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodly one ; in which ihere are many confines,

wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one of the worst.

Ros. We think not so, my lord

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you ; for there is nothing

either good or bad, but thinking makes it so ; to me it is a

prison.

Ros. Why, then your ambition makes it one ; 'tis too

narrow for your mind.

Ham. God ! I could be bounded in a nutshell, and
count myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I have
bad dreams.

G-uil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for the very
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a dream.
Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow.

Ros. Truly ; and I hold ambition of so airy and light a
quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow.

Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our monarchs,
and outstretched heroes, the beggars' shadows. Shall we to

the court ? for, by my fay, I cannot reason.

Ros. Guil. We'll wait upon you.

Ham. No such matter ; I will not sort you with the rest

of my servants ; for, to speak to you like an honest man, I

am most dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten way of

frie! Iship, what make you at Elsinore ?

J.us. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion.

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; but
I thank you ; and sure, dear friends, my thanks are too dear,

a halfpenny. Were you not sent for ? Is it your own
inclining? Is it a fi'ee visitation? Come, come; deal

justly witli me : come, come ; nay, speak.

Gtiil. What should we say, my lord ?

Ham. Any thing— but to the purpose. You were sent

for ; and there is a kind of confession in your looks, which
your modesties have not craft enough to color. I know the

good king and queen have sent for you.

Ros. To what end, my lord?

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me conjure you
by the rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy of our

youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved love, and by
what more dear a better proposer could charge you withal,
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be even and direct with me, whether jdu Avere sent for,

or no.

Bos. What say you? [To Guildenstern.
.Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you; [^Aside ;^— if

you love me, hold not off.

Guil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation pre-

vent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king and queen

moult no feather. I have of late (but wherefore, I know
not^ lost all my mirth, forgone all custom of exercises ; and,

indeed, it goes so heavily with my disposition, that this

goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory

;

this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave

o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted with

golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to me, than a

foul and pestilent congregation of vapors. What a piece

of work is a man! How noble in reason ! how infinite in

faculties ! in form, and moving, how express and admirable !

in action, how like an angel ! in apprehension, how like a

god ! the beauty of the Avorld ! the paragon of animals

!

And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust ? Man
delights not me, no, nor woman neither ; though, by your

smiling, you seem to say so.

Ros. My lord, there is no such stuff in my thoughts.

Ham. Why did you laugh, then, when I said, Man delights

not me f

Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what
lenten entertainment the players shall receive from you.

We coted them on the way ; and hither are they coming, to

offer you service.

Ha)n. He that plays the king shall be welcome ; his

majesty shall have tribute of me : the adventurous knight

shall use his foil and target. The lover shall not sigh gratis;

the humorous man shall end his part in peace
;
[the clown

shall make those laugh, whose lungs are tickled o' the sere;]

and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse

shall halt for't.—What players are they?
Ros. Even those you were wont to take such delight in,

the tragedians of the city.

Ham. How chances it, they travel? Their residence,

both in reputation and profit, was better both ways.

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the means of the

late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they lid when
I was in the city ? Are they so followed ?

Res No, indeed, they are not.
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Ham. How comes it ? Do they grow rusty ?

Ro^. Nay, their endeavor keeps in the wonted pace. But

there is, sir, an aie^ry of children, little eyases, that cry out

on the top of the question, and are most tyrannically clapped

for't. These are now the fashion ; and so herattle the

common stages, (so they call them,) that many, wearing

rapiers, are afraid of goose quills, and dare scarce come
thither.

Ham. What, are they children ? who maintains them ?

how are they escoted ? Will they pursue the quality, no

longer than they can sing ? will they not say afterwards, if

they should grow themselves to common players, (as it is

most like, if their means are no better,) their writers do

them wrong, to make them exclaim against their own
succession ?

Ro8. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both sides;

and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them on to controversy.

There was, for a while, no money bid for argument, unless

the poet and the player went to cuffs in the question.

Ham. Is it possible ?

Gruil. 0, there has been much throwing about of brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ?

Ros. Aj, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and his load too.

H(im. It is not very strange ; for my uncle is king of

Denmark, and those that would make mouths at him while

my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred ducats

apiece, for his picture in little. 'Sblood, there is something

in this more than natural, if philosophy could find it out.

[Flourish of trmnpets within.

Guil. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your
hands. Come, then ; the appurtenance of welcome is fash-

ion and ceremony. Let me comply with you in this garb

;

lest my extent to the players, which, I tell you, must show

fairly outward, should more appear like entertainment than

yours. You are welcome ; but my uncle-father, and aunt-

mother, are deceived.

Guil. In what, my dear lord?

Ham,. I am but mad north-north-west ; when the wind ia

southerly, I know a hawk from a handsaw.

Hnter Polonius.

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen !

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern ;—and you too ;—at each

ear a hearer. That great baby, you see there, is not yet

out of his swaddling-clouts.
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Ros. Happily, he's the second time come to them; for,

they say, an old man is twice a child.

Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the players

;

mark it.—You say right, sir ; o' Monday morning ; 'twas

then, indeed.

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Rc«-

cius was an actor in Rome,
Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.

Ham. Buzz, buzz

!

Pol. Upon my honor,

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass,

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tragedy,

comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pasto-

ral, tragical-historical, tragical-comical-historical-pastoral,

scene individable, or poem unlimited.—Seneca cannot be too

heavy, nor Plautus too light for the law of writ and the

liberty. These are the only men.
Ham. Jephthah, judge of Israel,— what a treasure

hadst thou

!

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ?

Ham. Why

—

One fair daughter, and no more.

The which he loved passing well.

Pol. Still on my daughter. \_Aside.

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah ?

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a

daughter, that I love passing well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

Pol. What follows then, my lord ?

Ham. AVhy, As hy lot, God wot, and then, you know,
It came to pass. As most like it ivas,—The first row of the

pious chanson will show you more ; for look, my abridgment
comes.

Enter four or five Players.

You are welcome, masters ; w'elcome, all.—I am glad to see

thee well;— welcome, good friends.— old friend! Why,
thy face is valanced since I saw thee last. Com'st thou to

beard me in Denmark ?—What! my young lady and mis-
tress ! By-'r-lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than
when I saw you last, by the altitude of a chopine. 'Pray
God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be not
cracked within the ring.—Masters, you are all welcome.
We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at any thing we
see ; we'll have a speech straight. Come, give us a taste
of your quality ; come, a passionate speech.

Vol. IV.— 33
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1 Play. What speech, my lord ?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech, once—but it was
never acted ; or, if it was, not above once ; for the play, I

remember, pleased not the million ; 'twas caviare to the

general ; but it was (as I received it, and others, whose

judgments, in such matters, cried in the top of mine) an

excellent play ; well digested in the scenes, set down with

as much modesty as cunning. I remember one said there

were no sallets in the lines, to make the matter savory ; nor

no matter in the phrase, that might indite the author of

affection ; but called it, an honest method, as wholesome as

sweet, and by very much more handsome than fine. One
speech in it I chiefly loved ; 'twas Eneas' tale to Dido

;

and thereabout of it especially, where he speaks of Priam's

slaughter. If it live in 3'our memory, begin at this line

;

let me see, let me see ;
—

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast,—
'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus.

The rugged Pyrrhus,— he whose sable arms,

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble,

Wlien he lay couched in the ominous horse,—
Hath no7v this dread and black complexion smeared
With heraldry more disrnal ; head to foot

Noiv he is total gules ; horridly tricked

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons

;

Baked and imjjasted ivith the parching streets,

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light

To their lord's murder. Roasted in ivrath, and fire,

And thus oversized tvith coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus
Old grandsire Priam seeks. So proceed you.

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken ; with good accent,

and good discretion.

1 Play. Anon he finds hitn

Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword,

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls,

Repugnant to command. Unequal matched,

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes wide ;

But tvith the whiff and wind of his fell sword
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium^

Seemiyig to feel this blow, tvith flaming top

Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash

Takes prisoner Pyrrhus ear ; for lo ! his swordy

WJtich was declining on the milky head

Of reverend Priam, seemed i the air to stick.
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So as a painted tyrant^ Pyrrhus stood ;

And, like a neutral to his tvill and matter,

Did nothing.

But, as ive often see, against some storm,

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still,

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below

As hush as death ; anon the dreadful thunder
Doth rend the region ; so, after Pyrrhus" pause,

A roused vengeance sets him new a-work ;

And never did the Cyclo^^s' hammers fall

On Mars'8 armor, forged for 2^^oof eterne,

With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword
Now falls on Priam.—
Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune ! All you gods,

In general synod, take aioay her power ;

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel,

And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven.

As low as to the fiends !

Pol. This is too long.

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your beard.
—

'Pr'y-

thee, say on.— He's for a jig, or a tale of bawdry, or he
Bleeps.— Say on: come to Hecuba.

1 Play. But who, ah, ivoe ! had seen the mobled
queen

Ham. The mobled queen ?

Pol. That's good ; mobled queen is good.

1 Play. Run barefoot up and down, threatening the

flames
With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head.

Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe.

About her lank and all o er-teemed loins,

A blanket, hi the alarm of fear caught up,

Who this had seen, tvith tongue in venoyn steeped,

'Gainst fortunes state ivould treason have pronounced.
But if the gods themselves did see her then.

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport

In mincing loith his sword her husband's limbs ;

The instant burst of clamor that she made,
{Unless things mortal move them not at all,)

Would have made milch the burning eye of heaven,

And passion in the gods.

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his color, and has
tears in his eyes.

—
'Pry'thee, no more.

ILwi. 'Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest of this

Boou.— Good my lord, will you see the players well be-
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stowed ? Do you hear, let them be well used ; for they are

the abstract, and brief chronicles, of the time. After your
death you were better have a bad epitaph, than their ill

report while you live.

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their desert.

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better. Use every man
after his desert, and who shall 'scape whipping ? Use them
after your own honor and dignity ; the less they deserve,

the more merit is in your bounty. Take them in.

Pol. Come, sirs.

[^Exit PoLONius, ^vitJi some of the Players

Ham. Follow him, friends ; we'll hear a play to-morrow.

—Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you play the murder
of Gonzago ?

1 Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You could, for a

need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which

I would set down, and insert in't ? could you not ?

1 Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Very well.—Follow that lord ; and look you mock
him not. \^Exit Player.]— My good friends, \^To Ros. and
GuiL.] I'll leave you till night

;
you are welcome to

Elsinore.

Ros. Good my lord !

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern<

Ham. Ay, so, good bye to you ;— now I am alone.

0, what a rogue and peasant slave am I

!

Is it not monstrous, that this player here,

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion.

Could force his soul so to his own conceit,

That from her .working, all his visage wanned;
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect,

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing?

For Hecuba

!

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,
That he should weep for her ? What would he do,

Had he the motive and the cue for passion,

That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech

;

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free.

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed,

The very faculties of eyes and ears

:

Yet I,
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A dull and muddj-mettled rascal, peak,

Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause,

And can say nothing; no, not for a king,

Upon whose property, and most dear life,

A damned defeat was made. Am I a coward?

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ?

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face (

Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i' the throat,

As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ?

Ha!
Why, I should take it; for it cannot be,

But I am pigeon-livered, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this,

I should have fatted all the region kites

With this slave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain !

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain

!

Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave

;

That I, the son of a dear father murdered,

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words,

And fall a cursing like a very drab,

A scullion !

Fie upon't ! fob ! About my brain ! Humph ! I have heard.

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play,

Have, by the very cunning of the scene,

Been struck so to the soul, that presently

They have proclaimed their malefactions

;

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak

With most miraculous organ. I'll have these players

Play something like the murder of my father.

Before mine uncle ; I'll observe his looks

;

I'll tent him to the quick ; if he do blench,

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen,

May be a devil ; and the devil hath power

To assume a pleasing shape
;
yea, and, perhaps,

Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

(As he is very potent with such spirits,)

Abuses me to damn me. I'll have grounds

More relative than this. The play's the thing.

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. [Exit

2t
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ACT III.

SCENE I. A Boom in the Castle.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz,
and GUILDENSTERN.

King. And can you, by no drift of conference,

Get from him why he puts on this confusion

;

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?

Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted;

But from what cause he will by no means speak.

Cruil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded;

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof,

"When we would bring him on to some confession

Of his true state.

Queen. Did he receive you well ?

Ros. Most like a gentleman.

G-iiil. But with much forcing of his disposition.

Ros. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands,

Most free in his reply.

Queen. Did you assay him
To any pastime ?

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players

We o'er-raught on the way. Of these we told him

;

And there did seem in him a kind of joy

To hear of it. They are about the court

;

And, as I think, they have already order

This night to play before him.

Pol. 'Tis most true;

And he beseeched me to entreat your majesties,

To hear and see the matter.

King. With all my heart ; and it doth much content me
To hear him so inclined.

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge.

And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Ros. We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too;

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither

;

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here

Affront Ophelia.

Her father and myself, (lawful espials)

Will so bestvW ourselves, that, seeing, unseen,
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"We may of their encounter frankly judge

:

And gather by him, as he is behaved,

If t be the affliction of his love, or no,

That thus he suffers for.

Queen. I shall obey you;

And for your part, Ophelia, do I wish,

That your good beauties be the happy cause

Of Hamlet's wildness. So shall I hope, your virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again,

To both your honors.

Oph. Madam, I wish it may.
\_Exit Queen.

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here.— Gracious, so please you,

We will bestow ourselves.— Read on this book
;

[To Ophelia.

That show of such an exercise may color

Your loneliness.—We are oft to blame in this,

—

'Tis too much proved,— that with devotion's visage,

And pious action, we do sugar o'er

The devil himself.

King. 'tis too true ! how smart

A lash that speech doth give my conscience!

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art,

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,

Than is my deed to my most painted word.

heavy burden ! [^Adde.

Pol. I hear him coming ; let's withdraw, my lord.

\_Exeunt King and PoLONlUS.

j^ Enter Hamlet. -^

^ Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question ;— V

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles.

And, by opposing, end them?— To die,— to sleep,

—

No more ;— and, by a sleep, to say we end

The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to,
—

'tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wished. To die;— to sleep ;•-

To sleep! perchance to dream;— ay, there's the rub,

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil.

Must give us pause. There's the respect.

That makes calamity of so long life

;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
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The pangs of despised love, the law's delay.

The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,_

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear

To grunt and sweat under a weary life
;

But that the dread of something after death,—

•

The undiscovered country, from whose bourn

No traveller returns,— puzzles the will;

And makes us rather bear those ills we have,

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all

;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought

;

And enterprises of great pith and moment,
With this regard, their currents turned awry,

And lose the name of action.— Soft you, now!
The fair Ophelia.— Nymph, in thy orisons A

sV Be all my sins remembered.
"

Oph. Good my lord,

How does your honor for this many a day ?

Sam. I humbly thank you ; well.

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours,

That I have longed long to re-deliver
;

I pray you, now receive them.

Ham. No, not I;

I never gave you aught.

Oph. My honored lord, you know right well, you did,

And, with them, words of so sweet breath composed

As made the things more rich. Their perfume lost.

Take these again ; for to the noble mind,

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.

There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest ?

Oph. My lord?

Ham. Are you fair ?

Oph. What means your lordship ?

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, your honesty

should admit no discourse to your beauty.

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than

with honesty ?

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will sooner

transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, than the force

of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness ; this was

some time a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I

did love vou once.
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Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so.

Ham. You should not have believed me ; for virtue can-

not so inoculate our old stock, but we shall relish of it. I

loved you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery ; why wouldst thou be a

breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent honest ; but

yet I could accuse me of such things, that it were better my
mother had not borne me. I am very proud, revengeful,

ambitious ; with more offences at my beck, than I have

thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them shape, oi

time to act them in. What should such fellows as I do crawl-

ing between earth and heaven ! We are arrant knaves, all

;

believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. Where's

your father 'I

Oph. At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he may play

the fool no where but in's own house. Farewell.

Oph. 0, help him, you sweet Heavens

!

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague for

thy dowry. Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou

shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery ;
farewell.

Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool ; for wise men
know well enough, what monsters you make of them. To

a nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell.

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him !

Havi. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough.

God hath given you one face, and you make yourselves an-

other; you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and nickname God's

creatures, and make your wantonness your ignorance. Go
to ; I'll no more of it ; it hath made me mad. I say, we

will have no more marriages : those that are married already,

all but one, shall live ; the rest shall keep as they are. To

a nunnery, go. \_Exit Hamlet.

Oph. 0, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown !

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue, sword;

The expectancy and rose of the fair state.

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form.

The observed of all observers ! quite, quite down

!

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched,

That sucked the honey of his music vows,

Now see that noble and most sovereign rea-5on.

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune, and harsh

;

That unmatched form and feature of blown youth»

2t*
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Blasted with ecstasy. 0, woe is me !

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see

!

He-enter King and Polonius.

King. Love! his affections do not that way tend;

Nor what he spake, though it lacked form a little.

Was not like madness. There's something in his soul,

O'er which his melancholy sits on brood

;

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose,

Will be some danger; which for to prevent,

I have, in quick determination,

Thus set it down. He shall with speed to England,
For the demand of our neglected tribute.

Haply, the seas, and countries different,

With variable objects, shall expel

This something-settled matter in his heart

;

Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus

From fashion of himself. What think you on't ?

Pol. It shall do well ; but yet, I do believe,

The origin and commencement of his grief

Sprung from neglected love.— How now, Ophelia ?

You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said

;

We heard it all.— My lord, do as you please;

But, if you hold it fit after the play,

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him
To show his grief; let her be round with him;
And I'll be placed, so please you, in the ear

Of all their conference. If she find him not.

To England send him ; or confine him, where
Your wisdom best shall think.

King. It shall be so

;

Madness in great ones must not unwatched go. {^Exeunt,

SCENE II. A Hall in the same.

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it

to you, trippingly on the tongue ; but if you mouth it, as

many of our players do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke

my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with your hand,

thus ; but use all gently ; for in the very torrent, tempest,

and (as I may say) whirlwind of your passion, you must
acquire and beget a temperance, that may give it smooth-

ness. 0, it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious

periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags,
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to split the ears of the groundlings ; who, for the most part,

are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb shows, and
noise. I would have such a fellow whipped for o'erdoing

Termagant ; it out-herods Herod. 'Praj you, avoid it.

1 Play. I warrant your honor.

Ham. Be not too tame neither ; but let your own discre-

tion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, the word
to the action; with this special observance, that you o'erstep

not the modesty of nature ; for any thing so overdone is

from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first,

and now, was, and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to

nature ; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own im-

age, and the very age and body of the time, his form, and
pressure. Now this, overdone, or come tardy off, though it

make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious

grieve ; the censure of which one, must, in your allowance,

o'erweigh a Avhole theatre of others. 0, there be playei"S,

that I have seen play,— and heard others praise, and that

highly,— not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the

accent of Christians, nor the gait of Christian, pagan, nor

man, have so strutted and bellowed, that I have thought

some of nature's journeymen had made men, and not made
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably.

1 Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently wuth us.

Ham. 0, reform it altogether. And let those that play

your clowns, speak no more than is set down for them ; for

there be of them, that will themselves laugh, to set on some
quantity of barren spectators to laugh too ; though, in the

mean time, some necessary question of the play be then to

be considered. That's villanous ; and shows a most pitiful

ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make you ready.

\Exeunt Players.

Enter Polonius, Rosenceantz, and Guildenstern.

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this piece of work ?

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently.

Ham. Bid the players make haste.— [Exit Polonius,
Will you two help to hasten them ?

Both. Ay, my lord.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and GuildensterHc
Ham. What, ho ; Horatio !

Enter Horatio.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man
As e'er my conversation coped withal.
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Hof. my dear loi'd,-

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter;

For what advancement may I hope from thee,

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits.

To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be flattered?

Ko, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp

;

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee.

Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice.

And could of men distinguish her election.

She hath sealed thee for herself. For thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing

;

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards

Hast ta'en with equal thanks ; and blessed are those.

Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled,

That they are not -a pipe for fortune's finger

To sound what stop she please. Give me that man
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart,

As I do thee.— Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king

;

One scene of it comes near the circumstance,

Which I have told thee, of my father's death.

I pr'ythee when thou seest that act afoot.

Even Avith the very comment of thy soul

Observe my uncle. If his occulted guilt

Do not itself unkennel in one speech.

It is a damned ghost that we have seen

;

And my imaginations are as foul

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note

;

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face

;

And, after, we will both our judgments join

In censure of his seemino-.

Mor. Well, my lord
;

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing,

And scape detecting, I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to the play; I must be idle;

Get you a place.

Danish march. A flourish. -E'??^^r King, Queen, Polonius,
Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and others.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ?

Ham. Excellent, i' faith ; of the chameleon's dish. I eat

the an-, promise-crammed
;
you cannot feed capons so.

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet; these

words are not mine.
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H%m. No, nor mine now. Mj lord,— you played once

in the university, you say? \_To Polonius.

Pol. Tiiat did I, my lord ; and was accounted a good

actor.

Ham. And what did you enact?

Pol. I did enact Julius C;3esar. I was killed i' the Capitcl

;

Brutus killed me.

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a calf

there.— Be the players ready?

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience.

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me.

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attractive.

Pol. ho! do you mark that? \_To the King,

Ham,. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ?

[Lying down at Ophelia's feet.

Oph. No, my lord.

Ham. I mean my head upon your lap ?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think I meant contrary matters ?

Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids' legs.

Oph. What is, my lord ?

Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I?
Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. ! your only jig-maker. What should a man do,

but be merry ? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother
looks, and my father died within these two hours.

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long ? Nay, then let the devil wear black, for

I'll have a suit of sables. Heavens ! die two months ago,

and not forgotten yet ? Then there's hope a great man's

memory may outlive his life half a year. But, by'r lady,

he must build churches then ; or else shall he suffer not

thinking on, with the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is, For,

0,for, 0, the hohhy-horse is forgot.

Trumpets sound. The Dumb Show folloivs.

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly ; the Queen em-

bracing him, and he her. She kneels, and makes shoio

of protestation unto him. He takes her up, and declines

his head upon her neck ; lays him down upon a hank of

fiowtrs ; she, seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon comes

in a fellotv, takes off his crown, kisses it, and pours
2>oison in the King's ears, and exit. The Queen returns

;
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finds the King dead, and makes passionate action. The
Poisoner, with some two or three 3Iutes, comes in again,

seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried

away. The Poisoner wooes the Queen with gifts; she

seems loath and unwilling awhile ; but, in the end, accepts

his love. [Exeunt.

Oph. What means this, my lord ?

Ham. jNIarry, this is miching raalicho ; it means mischief.

Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument of the play

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow. The players cannot

keep counsel ; they'll tell all.

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant ?

Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him. Be not

you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to tell you what it

means.

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; I'll mark the

play.

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy.

Here stooping to your clemency,

We beg your hearing patiently.

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?

Oph. 'Tis brief, my lord,

Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a King and a Queen.

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round
Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus' orbed ground

;

And thirty dozen moons, with borrowed sheen.

About the world have times twelve thirties been

;

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands,

Unite commutual in most sacred bands.

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done

!

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late.

So far from cheer, and from your former state,

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must

;

For women fear too much, even as they love;

And women's fear and love hold quantity

;

In neither aught, or in extremity.

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know;
And as my love is sized, my fear is so.



Act III.] HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 527

Whore love is great, the littlest doubts are fear

;

Whore little fears grow great, great love grows theie.

P. King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too

;

My operant powers their functions leave to do

;

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,

Honored, beloved ; and, haply, one as kind

For husband shalt thou

P. Queen. 0, confound the rest

!

Such love must needs be treason in my breast

;

In second husband let me be accursed !

None wed the second, but who killed the first.

Ham. That's wormwood.
P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage move,

Are base respects of thrift, but none of love

;

A second time I kill my husband dead.

When second husband kisses me in bed.

P. King. I do believe you think what now you speak

;

But, what we do detex-mine oft we break.

Purpose is but the slave to memory

;

Of violent birth, but poor validity

;

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree;

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be.

Most necessary 'tis, that we forget

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt.

What to otirselves in passion we propose,

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

The violence of either grief or joy

Their own enactures with themselves destroy

;

Where joy most revefs, grief doth most lament

;

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

This world is but for aye ; nor 'tis not strange,

That even our loves should with our fortunes change *

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove,

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love.

The great man down, you mark his favorite flics

;

The poor advanced makes friends of enemies.

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend

;

For who not needs, shall never lack a friend

;

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun,

—

Our wills and fates do so contrary run,

—

That our devices still are overthrown

;

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own.

So think thou wilt no second husband wed

;

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead.
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P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light

!

Sport and repose lock from me day and night

!

To despei-ation turn my trust and hope

!

An anchor's cheer in prison he my scope !

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy,

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy

!

Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife.

If, once a widow, ever I be wife

!

Ham. If she should break it now, [To OPH.
P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here a

while

;

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

The tedious day with sleep. \_Sleeps.

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain

;

And never come mischance between us twain ! [Exit,

Sam. Madam, how like you this play ?

Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinks.

Sam. 0, but she'll keep her word.

King. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no offence

in't?

Sam. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no of-

fence i' the world.

King. What do you call the play ?

Sam. The mouse-trap. Marry, how ? Tropically. This

play is the image of a murder done in Vienna ; Gonzago
is the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista

;
you shall see anon

;

'tis a knavish piece of work. But what of that ? your ma-
jesty, and we that have free souls, it touches us not. Let
the galled jade wince, our withers Sre unwrung.

—

Enter Lucianus.

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord.

Sam. I could interpret between you and your love, if

I could see the puppets dallying.

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

Sam. It would cost you a groaning to take off my edge.

Oph. Still better, and worse.

Sam. So you mistake your husbands.—Begin, murderer

;

— leave thy damnable faces, and begin. Come;—
The croaking raven

Doth bellow for revenge.

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time

agreeing

;

Confederate season, else no creature seeing

;

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected,
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With Hecat's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected,

Thy natural magic and dire property,

On wholesome life usurp immediately.

[Poitrs the poison into the sleeper ^ ears.

Ram. He poisons him i' the garden for his estate. Hia
name's Gonzago ; the story is extant, and written in very
choice Italian : you shall see, anon, how the murderer gets

the love of Gonzago's wife.

Oph. The king rises.

Mam. What ! frighted with false fire

!

Queen. How fares my lord ?

Pol. Give o'er the play.

King. Give me some light ; away !

Pol. Lights, lights, lights

!

\_Exeunt all hut Hamlet and Hokatio.
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep,

The hart ungalled play

;

For some must watch, while some must sleep

;

Thus runs the world away.

—

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if the rest

of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two Provincial

roses on my razed shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry of
players, sir ?

Hor. Half a share.

Ham. A whole one, L
For thou dost know, Damon dear,

This realm dismantled was
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here

A very, very— peacock.

Hor. You might have rhymed.
Ham. good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word for a

thousand pound. Didst perceive?

Hor. Very well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,

Hor. I did very well note him.
Ham. Ah, ha!—come, some music; come, the recorders.

—

For if the king like not the comedy.
Why, then, belike,— he likes it not, perdy.

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Come, some music.

Quil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you
Ham. Sir, a whole history.

G-uil. The king, sir,

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ?

Q-uil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered.
Vol. IV.— 34 2u
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Ham. With drink, sir?

Cruil. No, my lord, with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more richer to

Bignify this to the doctor ; for, for me to put him to hia

purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into more choler.

Q-uil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some frame,

and start not so wildly from my affair.

Ham. I am tame, sir;— pronounce.

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great affliction

of spirit, hath sent me to you.

Ham. You are welcome.

Cruil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the

right breed. If it shall please you to make me a whole-

some answer, I will do your mother's commandment ; if

not, your pardon, and my return, shall be the end of my
business.

Ham. Sir, I cannot.

Guil. What, my lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit's diseased.

But, sir, such answer as I can make, you shall command;
or, rather, as you say, my mother : therefore no more, but

to the matter. My mother, you say,

Ros. Then thus she says : Your behavior hath struck her

into amazement and admiration.

Ham. wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother !

—

But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother's admira-

tion ? Impart.

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, ere you

go to bed.

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother.

Have you any further trade with us ?

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers.

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper?

You do, surely, but bar the door upon your own liberty, if

you deny your griefs to your friend.

Ha?}}. Sir, I lack advancement.

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of the

king himself for your succession in Denmark ?

Ha})}. Ay, sir, but While the grass grows,— the proverb

is something musty.

Enter the Players, with recorders.

0, the recorders;— let me see one.— To withdraw with

you.—Why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as

if you would drive me into a toil ?
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Guil. rnj lord, if my duty be too bold, my lore is too

unmannerly.

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you play

upon this pipe ?

G-uil. My lord, I cannot.

Ham. I pray you.

Gruil. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I do beseech you.

G-uil. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages with

your fingers and thumb, give it breath with your mouth,

and it will discourse most eloquent music. Look you, these

are the stops.

G-uil. But these I cannot command to any utterance of

harmony ; I have not the skill.

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you
make of me ! You would play upon me

;
you would seera

to know my stops
;
you would pluck out the heart of my

mystery : you would sound me from my lowest note to the

top of my compass : and there is much music, excellent

voice, in this little organ
;
yet cannot you make it speak.

'Sblood, do you think I am easier to be played on than a

pipe ? Call me what instrument you will, though you can
fret me, you cannot play upon me.

Enter PoLONius.

God bless you, sir !

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and
presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in shape
of a camel ?

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed.

Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel.

Pol. It is backed like a weasel.

Ham. Or, like a whale.

Pol. Very like a whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by.

—

They fool me to the top of my bent.—I will come by and by.

Pol. I will say so. [^Fxit Polonius.
Ham. By and by is easily said.— Leave me, friends.

[^Exeunt Ros., GuiL , IIor., ^c
'Tis now the very witching time of night

;

When church-yards yawn, and hell itself breathes out

Contagion to this -Nvorld. Now could I drink hot blood.

And do such bittei business as the day
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Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother,

—

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom

;

Let me be cruel, not unnatural.

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none

;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites;

How in my words soever she be shent,

To give them seals, never, my soul, consent

!

[^Exif

SCENE III. A Boom in the same.

Enter King, RosENCRANTZ, and Guildenstern.

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us,

To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you;

I your commission will forthwith despatch

And he to England shall along with you.

The terms of our estate may not endure

Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunacies.

G-uil. We will ourselves provide.

Most holy and religious fear it is,

To keep those many many bodies safe.

That live, and feed, upon your majesty.

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound,

With all the strength and armor of the mind,

To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease of majesty

Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw
What's near it, with it. It is a massy wheel,

Fixed on the summit of the highest mount.

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortised and adjoined ; which, when it falls,

Each small annexment, petty consequence.

Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage

;

For .Ave will fetters put upon this fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros. Cruil. We will haste us. [^Exeunt Ros. and GuiL.

Enter PoLONius.

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet.

Behind the arras I'll convey myself.

To hear the process ; I'll warrant she'll tax him home

;
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And, as you said,— and wisely was it said,

—

'Tis meet that some more audience than a mother,
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege;

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed.

And tell you what I know.

King. Thanks, dear my lord.

\_Exit POLONIUS.
0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven;
It hath the primal, eldest curse upon't,

A brother's murder !— Pray can I not,

Though inclination be as sharp as will;

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;
And, like a man to double business bound,
I stand in pause where I shall first begin.

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood?
Is there not rain enough in the SAveet heavens,
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy,
But to confront the visage of ofi'ence?

And what's in prayer, but this twofold force,

—

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall.

Or pardoned, being down? Then I'll look up;
My fault is past. But, 0, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !— •

That cannot be; since I am still possessed
Of those effects for which I did the murder,
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.
May one be pardoned, and retain the offence ?

In the corrupted currents of this world,

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice

;

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself

Buys out the law. But 'tis not so above;
There is no shuffling, there the action lies

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compelled,
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults.

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ?

Try what repentance can. What can it not?
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent?

wretched state ! bosom, black as death

!

limed soul ; that, struggling to be free,

Art more engaged ! Help, angels, make assay

!

Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings of steel,

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe

;

All may be well! [Retires and Icneeh,

2u*
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Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now mlglit I do it, pat, now he is praying;

And now I'll do't ; and so he goes to heaven

:

And so am I revenged ? That would be scanned.

A villain kills my father ; and, for that,

I, his sole son, do this same villain send

To heaven.

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge.

He took my father grossly, full of bread

;

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May

;

And, how his audit stands, who knows, save Heaven?
But, in our circumstance and course of thought,

'Tis heavy with him. And am I then revenged
To take him in the purging of his soul.

When he is fit and seasoned for his passage ?

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent.

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage;

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed

;

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act

That has no relish of salvation in't

:

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven

;

And that his soul may be as damned, and black,

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays

;

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. \Exit

The King rises and advances.

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below;
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. {Exit,

SCENE IV. Another Room in the same.

Enter Queen and Polonius.

Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home to him

;

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with;

And that your grace hath screened and stood between
Much heat and him I'll silence me e'en here.

'Pray you, be round with him.

Queen. I'll warrant you;
Fear me not;— withdraw, I hear him coming.

[Polonius hides himself.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter?

I
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Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy fiither much offended.

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended.

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue.

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue.

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ?

Mam. What's the matter now ?

Queen. Have you forgot me ?

Ham. No, by the rood, not so.

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife

;

And,—'would it were not so!— you are my mother.

Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can speak.

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down
;
you shall not

budge

;

You go not, till I set you up a glass

Where you may see the inmost part of you.

Queen. What wilt thou do 1 thou wilt not murder me ?

Help, help, ho

!

Pol. \_Behind.'] What, ho! help!

Ham. How now ! a rat ?

\_Draw».

Dead, for a ducat, dead.

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras.

Pol. [Behind.'] 0, I am slain.

[Falls and dies.

Queen. me, what hast thou done ?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

Is it the king ?

[Lifts up the arras, and draws forth PoLONlUS.

Queen. 0, what a rash and bloody deed is this !

Ham. A bloody deed ; almost as bad, good mother,

As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

Queen. As kill a king

!

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.

—

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell

!

[To POLONIUS.

I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune

:

Thou find'st to be too busy, is some danger.

—

Leave wringing of your hands. Peace ; sit you down.

And let me wring your heart ; for so I shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff;

If damned custom have not brazed it so.

That it be proof and bulwark against sense.

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st wag thy

tongue

In noise so rude against me ?

Ham. Such an act,
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That blurs the grace and blush of modesty

;

Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes oflf the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love,

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage-vows

As false as dicers' oaths : 0, such a deed

As from the body of contraction plucks

The very soul ; and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words. Heaven's face doth glovr;

Yea, this solidity and compound mass,

With tristful visage, as against the doom,

Is thought-sick at the act.

Queen. Ah me, what act,

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ?

Ham. Look here upon this picture, and on this*

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See, what a grace was seated on this brow

!

Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himself;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;
A station like the herald Mercury,

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill;

A combination, and a form, indeed.

Where every god did seem to set his seal,

To give the world assurance of a man.
This was your husband.—Look you now, what follow3t

Here is your husband ; like a mildewed ear,

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed.

And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ?

You cannot call it love ; for, at your age,

The heyday in the blood is tame, it's humble,

And waits upon the judgment. And what judgment
Would step from this to this ? Sense sure you have,

Else could you not have motion : but, sure, that sense

Is apoplexed ; for madness would not err

;

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thralled,

But it reserved some quantity of choice,

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't,

That thus hath cozened you at hoodman blind ?

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight.

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all.

Or but a sickly part of one true sense.

Could not so mope.
shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell,

If thou canst mutine in a matron's- bones.

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax.
And melt in her own fire ; proclaim no shame,
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When the compulsive ardor gives the charge

;

Since frost itself as actively doth burn,

And reason panders will.

Queen. Hamlet^ speak no more.

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul

;

And there I see such black and grained spots

As will not leave their tinct.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed

;

Stewed in corruption ; honeying, and making love

Over the nasty st}^ ;

Queen. 0, speak to me no more

;

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears.

No more, sweet Hamlet.
Ham. A murderer, and a villain

;

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tithe

Of your precedent lord;— a vice of kings;

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule

;

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,

And put it in his pocket

!

Queen. No more.

Enter Ghost.

Ham. A king

Of shreds and patches.

—

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings,

You heavenly guards !—What would your gracious figure?

Queen. Alas, he's mad.
Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide,

That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by
The important acting of your dread command?
0, say

!

Ghost. Do not forget. This visitation

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.

But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits.

0, step between her and her fighting soul

;

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works.

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady ?

Queen. Alas, how is't with you?
That you do bend your eyes on vacancy.

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ?

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep

;

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,

Starts up, and stands on end. gentle son,
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Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look

Ham. On him ! on him !—Look you, how pale he glares l

His form and cause conjoined, preaching to stones,

Would make them capable.— Do not look upon me;
Lest, "vvith this piteous action, you convert

My stern affects : then what I have to do

Will want true color ; tears, perchance, for blood.

Queen. To whom do you speak this ?

Ham. Do you see nothing there?

Queen. Nothing at all
;
yet all, that is, I see.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ?

Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves.

Ham. Why, look you, there ! look, how it steals away

!

My father, in his habit as he lived !

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

lExit Ghost.

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain.

This bodiless creation ecstasy

Is very cunning in.

Ham. Ecstasy

!

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time,

And makes as healthful music. It is not madness,
That I have uttered; bring me to the test.

And I the matter will reword; which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul.

That not your trespass, but my madness speaks.

It will skin and film the ulcerous place
;

Whiles rank corruption mining all within,

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to Heaven

;

Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come

;

And do not spread the compost on the weeds,

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue,

For in the fatness of these pursy times,

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg

;

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good.

Queen. Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in twain
Ham. 0, throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night ; but go not to my uncle's bed

;

Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this

;

That to the use of actions fair and good
He likewise gives a frock, or livery.
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That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night;

And that shall lend a kind of easiness

To the next abstinence; the next more easy;

For use almost can change the stamp of nature,

And either quell the devil or throw him out

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night

!

And when you are desirous to be blessed,

I'll blessing beg of you.— For this same lord,

[Pointing to POLONIUS.

I do repent. But Heaven hath pleased it so,

—

To punish me with this, and this with me

;

That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow him, and will answer well

The death I gave him. So, again, good night!—
I must be cruel, only to be kind

;

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.

—

But one word more, good lady.

Queen. What shall I do?

Ham. I^ot this, by no means, that I bid you do.

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed

;

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse

;

And let him for a pair of reechy kisses.

Or paddling in your neck with his damned fingers,

Make you to ravel all this matter out.

That I essentially am not in madness.

But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him know;
For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise,

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib.

Such dear concernings hide? who would do so?

No, in despite of sense, and secrecy,

Unpeg the basket on the house's top.

Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape,

To try conclusions, in the basket creep,

And break your own neck down.

Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of breath,

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe

What thou hast said to me.

Ham. I must to England; you know that?

Queen. Alack,

I had forgot ; 'tis so concluded on.

Ham. There's letters sealed; and my two school-fellows,—

Whom I Avill trust, as I will adders fanged,

—

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way,

And marshall me to knavery. Let it work;

For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer

Hoist with his own petar; and it shall go hard,
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But I will delve one yard below their mines,

And blow them at the moon. 0, 'tis most sweet,

When in one line two crafts directly meet.

—

This man shall set me packing.

I'll lug the guts into the neighbor-room.

Mother, good night.—Indeed, this counsellor

Is now most still, most secret, and most grave,

Who was in life a foolish, prating knave.

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you.

Good night, mother.

[^xeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging in Polonius

ACT IV.

SCENE I. The same.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern.

King. There's matter in these sighs ; these profound

heaves

:

You must translate ; 'tis fit we understand them.

Where is your son ?

Queen. Bestow on us this place a little while.

—

\_To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, who
go out.

Ah, my good lord, what I have seen to-night

!

King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet V

Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both contend

Which is the mightier. In his lawless fit.

Behind the arras hearing something stir,

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat! a rat!

And, in his brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.

King. heavy deed !

It had been so with us, had we been there.

His liberty is full of threats to all

;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answered ?

It will be laid to us, whose providence

Should have kept, short, restrained, and out of haunt,

This mad young man : but, so much was our lov3,

We would not understand what was most fitj

But, like the owner of a foul disease.
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To keep it from divulging, let it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ?

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath killed

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore,

Among a mineral of metals base,

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done.

King. Gertrude, come away

!

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch.

But we will ship him hence ; and this vile deed

We must, with all our majesty and skill.

Both countenance and excuse.—Ho ! Guildenstern

!

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Friends both, go join you with some further aid.

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain,

And from his mother's closet hath he dragged him.

Go, seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this.

[^Exeunt Ros. and GuiL,

Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends;

And let them know, both what we mean to do,

And what's untimely done ; so, haply, slander,

—

Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter,

As level as the cannon to his blank.

Transports his poisoned shot, may miss our name,

And hit the woundless air.— 0, come away

!

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11. Another Room in the same.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Safely stowed,— [Ros. ^c. iv-ithin. Ham-
let ! lord Hamlet !] But soft !— what noise ? who calls on

Hamlet ? 0, here they come.

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body ?

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin.

Ros. Tell us where 'tis ; that we may take it thence,

And bear it to the chapel.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what?
Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine own.

Besides, to be demanded of a sponge !—What replication

should be made by the son of a king?

2v
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Jios. Take you me for a sponge, my lord?

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's countenancej

his reward, his authorities. But such officers do the king

best services in the end. He keeps them, like an ape doth

nuts, in the corner of his jaw ; first mouthed to be last

swallowed. When he needs what you have gleaned, it is

but squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry again.

Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Sam. I am glad of it. A knavish speech sleeps in a

foolish ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body is, and
go with us to the king.

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is not

with the body. The king is a thing

Gruil. A thing, my lord ?

Ham. Of nothing ; bring me to him. Hide fox, and all

after. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. Another Room in the same.

Enter King, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the body.

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose

!

Yet must we not put the strong law on him.

He's loved of the distracted multitude.

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes

;

And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weighed,

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even,

This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause. Diseases, desperate grown.

By desperate appliances are relieved.

Enter Rosencrantz.

Or not at all.— How now ? what hath befallen ?

Ros. Where the dead body is bestowed, my lord,

We cannot get from him.

King. But where is he ?

Ros. Without, my lord
;
guarded, to know your pleasure.

King. Bring him before us.

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern.

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ?

Ham. At supper.

King. At supper? Where?

1
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Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten ; a

certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at him. Your

worm is your only emperor for diet ; Ave fat all creatures

else, to fat us ; and we fat ourselves for maggots. Your

fat king, and your lean beggar, is but variable service ; two

dishes, but to one table ; that's the end.

King. Alas, alas !

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath ate of a

king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm.

King. What dost thou mean by this ?
'

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may go a

progress through the guts of a beggar.

King. Where is Polonius ?

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see. If your messen-

ger find him not there, seek him i' the other place yourself.

But, indeed, if you find him not within this month, you shall

nose him as you go up the stairs into the lobby.

King. Go seek him there. [To some Attendants.

Ham. He will stay till you come. \_Exeunt. Attendants.

Khig. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety,—

•

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve

For that which thou hast done,— must send thee hence

With fiery quickness. Therefore prepare thyself;

The bark is ready, and the wind at help,

The associates tend, and every thing is bent

For England.

Ham. For England ?

King. Ay, Hamlet.

Ham. Good.

King. So is it, if thou know'st our purposes.

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them.— But, come; for

England!— Farewell, dear mother.

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet.

Ham. My mother. Father and mother is man and wife

;

man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my mother. Come, for

England. \_Exit.

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed aboard

;

Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night.

Away ; for every thing is sealed and done

That else leans on the aff'air. Pray you, make haste.

[^Exeunt Ros. and GuiL

And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught,

(As my great power thereof may give thee sense;

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danish sword, and thy free awe

Pays homage to us,) thou mayst not coldly set
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Our sovereign process ; which imports at full,

By letters conjuring to that effect,

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England;

For like the hectic in my blood he rages.

And thou must cure me. Till I know 'tis done,

Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. \^Exit.

SCENE IV. A Plain in Denmark.

filter FoRTiNBRAS, and Forces^ marching.

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king;

Tell him, that, by his license, Fortinbras

Claims the conveyance of a promised march

Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous.

If that his majesty would aught with us,

We shall express our duty in his eye.

And let him know so.

Cap. I will do't, my lord.

For. Go softly on. {Exeunt Fortinbras and Force$.

• Fnter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, ^c.

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these?

Cap. They are of Norway, sir.

Ham. How purposed, sir,

I pray you?
Qap. Against some part of Poland.

Ham. Who
Commands them, sir?

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras.

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir,

Or for some frontier?

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition.

We go to gain a little patch of ground.

That hath in it no profit but the name.

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it;

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole,

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee.

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it.

Cap. Yes, 'tis already garrisoned.

Ham. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand ducats,

Will not debate the question of this straw.

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace;

That inward breaks, and shows no cause without

Why the man dies.— I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap. God be wi'you, sir. \_Ezit Captain
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Ros. Wiirt please you go, my lord?

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little before.

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil.

How all occasions do inform against me,

And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man,
If his chief good, and market of his time,

Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more.

Sure he that made us with such large discourse,

Looking before, and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason

To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be

Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple

Of thinking too precisely on the event,

—

A thought, which, quartered, hath but one part wisdom.
And, ever, three parts coAvard,— I do not know
Why yet I live to say. This thing's to do;
Sith 1 have cause, and will, and strength, and means.
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me.
Witness, this army of such mass and charge,

Led by a delicate and tender prince;

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puifed,

Makes mouths at the invisible event

;

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure.

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare.

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great,

Is, not to stir without great argument

;

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw.

When honor's at the stake. How stand I, then,

That have a father killed, a mother stained.

Excitements of my reason, and my blood.

And let all sleep 'i Avhile, to my shame, I see

The imminent death of twenty thousand men,
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame,

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause.

Which is not tomb enough, and continent,

To hide the slain?— 0, from this time forth,

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! \Exit,

SCENE V. Elsinore. A Room in the Castle.

JEnter Queen and Horatio.

Queen. 1 Avill not speak with her.

Ilor. She is importunate; indeed, distract;

Her mood will needs be pitied.

Queen. What would she have?
Vol. IV. ~ 35 2 v *
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Ilo7\ She speaks much of her father ; says she hears

There's tricks i' the world ; and hems, and beats her heart;

Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt,

That carry but half sense. Her speech is nothing,

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it.

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts

;

Which, as her winks and nods, and gestures yield them,
Indeed, would make one think there might be thought,

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

Queen. 'Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may
strew

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

Let her come in. \JExit Horatio.
To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is.

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss

;

So full of artless jealousy is guilt,

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia.

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark?
Queen. How now, Ophelia ?

Oph. How should I your true love know^
From another one ?

By his cockle hat and staff,

And his sandal shoon. [Singing.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song?
Oph. Say you ? nay ; 'pray you, mark.

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings.

He is dead and gone;
At his head a grass-green turf.

At his heels a stone.

O, ho!

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia,-

Oph. 'Pray you, mark.

White his shroud as the mountain snow,

[Sings.

Enter King.

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded all with sweet floivers

;

Which hewept to the grave did gOy

With true love showers.
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King. How do you, pretty lady?

Oph. Well, God 'ield you ! They say the owl was a

baker's daughter ! Lord, we know what we are, but

know not what we may be. God be at your table

!

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. 'Pray, let us have no words of this ; but when they

ask you what it means, say you this

:

G-ood morrow, 'tis Saint Valentine's day^

All in the morning betime,

And I a maid at your window,
To he your Valentine.

Then up he rose, and donned Ms clothes,

And dupped the chamber-door

;

Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia !

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end on't.

By Gris, and by Saint Charity,

Alack, and fie for shame !

Young men will do't if they come tot;

By cock they are to blame.

Quoth she, before you tumbled me.

You promised me to ived

;

[He answers.]

So would I ha' done, by yonder sun.

An thou hadst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus ?

Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be patient : but

I cannot choose but weep, to think they should lay him
i' the cold ground. My brother shall know of it, and so I

thank you for your good counsel. Come, my coach ! Good
night, ladies

;
good night, sweet ladies

;
good night, good

night. l^Exit.

King. Follow her close ! give her good watch, I pray

you. \_Exit Horatio,

0! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs

All from her father's death. And now behold,

Gertrude, Gertrude,

When sorrows come, they come not single spies,

But in battalions ! First, her father slain

;

Next, your son gone; and he most violent author

Of his own just remove. The people muddied,
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Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers,

For good Polonius' death ; and we have done but greenly,

In hugger-mugger to inter him. Poor Ophelia

Divided from herself, and her fair judgment

;

Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts.

Last, and as much containing as all these.

Her brother is in secret come from France

;

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear

With pestilent speeches of his father's death

;

Wherein necessity, of matter beggared.

Will nothing stick our person to arraign

In ear and ear. my dear Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering piece, in many places

Gives me superfluous death ! \^A noise within.

Queen. Alack ! what noise is this

:

Enter a Gentleman.

King. Attend.

Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard the door.

What is the matter ?

Gent. Save yourself, my lord

;

The ocean, overpeering of his list.

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste,

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O'erbears your officers! The rabble call him lord;

And, as the world were now but to begin.

Antiquity forgot, custom not known,
The ratifiers and props of every word.

They cry, Choose we ; Laertes shall he king

!

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,

Laertes shall he king, Laertes king

!

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry

!

this is counter, you false Danish dogs.

King. The doors are broke. \Noise within.

Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes following.

Laer. Where is this king ?— Sirs, stand you all without.

Danes. No, let's come in.

Laer. I pray you, give me leave.

Danes. We will, we will.

\_They retire without the door.

Laer. I thank you; — keep the door.— thou vile king,

Give me my father.
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Queen. Calmly, good Laertes.

Laer. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims me
bastard

;

Cries, cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot

Even here, between the chaste, unsmirched brow
Of my true mother.

King. What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ?—
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person

;

There's such divinity doth hedge a king,

That treason can but peep to what it would,

Acts little of his will.—Tell me, Laertes,

Why thou art thus incensed.—Let him go, Gertrude ;

—

Speak, man.

Laer. Where is my father ?

King. Dead.

Queen. But not by Mm.
King. Let him demand his fill.

Laer. How came he dead? I'll not be juggled with.

To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil 1

Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit

!

I dare damnation. To this point I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes ; only I'll be revenged
Most thoroughly for my father.

King. Who shall stay you?
Laer. My will, not all the world's

;

And, for my means, I'll husband them so well,

They shall go far w^ith little.

King. Good Laertes,

If you desire to know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge,

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe,

Winner and loser ?

Laer. None but his enemies.

King. Will you know them, then ?

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms

;

And like the kind, life-rendering pelican.

Repast them with my blood.

King. Why, now you speak
Like a good child, and a true gentleman.
That I am guiltless of your father's death,

And am most sensibly in grief for it.

It shall as level to your judgment pierce

As day does to your eye.
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Danes [ Witlnn.~\ Let her come in.

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ?

Enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed with straws and
jiowers.

heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt,

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye!—
By Heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight,

Till our scale turn the beam. rose of May

!

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia

!

Heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ?

Nature is fine in love; and where 'tis fine,

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Oph. They hore him barefaced on the bier;

Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny

;

And in his grave rained many a tear ;—
Fare you well, my dove

!

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge,

It could not move thus.

Oph. You must sing, Doivn-a-dowoi, an you call him
a-down-a. 0, how the wheel becomes it ! it is the false

steward, that stole his master's daughter.

Laer. This nothing's more than matter.

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; 'pray

you, love, remember ; and there is pansies, that's for thoughts.

Laer. A document in madness ; thoughts and remem-
brance fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines ;
— there's

rue for you ; and here's some for me ;—we may call it herb

of grace o' Sundays;— you may wear your rue with a dif-

ference.—There's a daisy.— I would give you some violets;

but they withered all, when my father died.—They say he

made a good end-

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy,— [Sings.

Laer. Thought and afiliction, passion, hell itself,

She turns to favor, and to prettiness.

Oph. And will he not come again ? [Sings.

And will he not come again ?

No, no, he is dead;
Go to thy death-bed,

He never will come again.
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His heard was as ivliite as snow.

All flaxen was his j^oll

;

He is gone, he is gone,

And we cast away moan;
God 'a mercy on his soul

!

And of all Christian souls ! I pray God. God be wi' you

!

\_Exit Ophelia
Laer. Do you see this, God ?

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief.

Or you deny me right. Go but apart,

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will.

And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me.

If by direct or by collateral hand

They find us touched, we will our kingdom give,

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours,

To you in satisfaction ; but, if not.

Be you content to lend your patience to us,

And we shall jointly labor with your soul

To give it due content.

Laer. Let this be so

;

His means of death, his obscure funeral,

—

No trophy, sword, or hatchment, o'er his bones.

No noble right, nor formal ostentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth,

That I must call't in question.

King. So you shall

;

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall.

I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt

SCENE VL A^iother Room in the same.

Enter Horatio, and a Servant.

Hor. What are they that would speak with me

;

Serv. Sailors, sir;

They say they have letters for you.

Hor. Let them come in.

—

[Exit Servant.

I do not know from what part of the world

I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.

1 Sail. God bless you, sir.

Hor. Let his bless thee, too.

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. There's a lotter



552 HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. [Act IV.

for you, sir. It comes from the ambassador that was bound
for England ; if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know
it is.

Hor. [Ileads.~\ Horatio, tvheri thou shalt hate overlooked

this, give these fellows some means to the king ; they have

letters for him. Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate

of very tvarlike appoiyitment gave us chase. Finding our-

selves too sloiv of sail, we put on a compelled valor ; and in

the grapple I hoarded them. On the instant, they got clear

of our ship ; so I alone became their prisoner. They have

dealt with me like thieves of mercy ; hut they knew what they

did ; I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king have

the letters I have sent ; and repair thou to me with as much
haste as thou wouldst fly death. I have words to speak in

thine ear, tvill make thee dumh ; yet are they much too light

for the hore of the matter. These good fellows ivill hring

thee where I am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern hold their

course for England ; of them I have much to tell thee.

Farewell.

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.

Come, I will give you way for these your letters

;

And do't the speedier, that you may direct me
To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII. Another Room in the same.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance seal,

And you must put me in your heart for friend

;

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear,

That he, which hath your noble father slain,

Pursued my life.

Laer. It well appears,—But tell me,

Why you proceeded not against these feats.

So crimeful and so capital in nature.

As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things else.

You mainly were stirred up.

King. 0, for two special reasons;

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinewed.

But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his mother,

Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself,

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,)

She is so conjunctive to my life and soul.

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere.
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I could not but by her. The other motive,

Why to a public count I might not go,

Is, the great love the general gender bear him

;

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection.

Would, like the spring that turneth wood to stone,

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows,

Too slightly timbered for so loud a wind.

Would have reverted to my bow again.

And not where I had aimed them.

La&r. And so have I a noble father lost;

A sister driven into desperate terms

;

Whose worth, if praises may go back again,

Stood challenger on mount of all the age

For her perfections.—But my revenge will come.

King. Break not your sleeps for that
;
you must not ihink

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull.

That we can let our beard be shook with danger,

And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear m( re.

I loved your father, and we love ourself;

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,

—

How now ! what news ?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet.
This to your majesty; this to the queen.

King. From Hamlet ! who brought them ?

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say ; I saw them not

;

They were given me by Claudio ; he received them
Of him that brought them.

King. Laertes, you shall hear them.

—

Leave us. \^Exit Messenger.

[Reads.] High and mighty, you shall Tcnoiv I am set

naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I heg leave to

see your kingly eyes ; ivhen I shall, first asking your jyardon
thereunto, recount the occasion of my sudden a^id more
strange return. Hamlet.

What should this mean ! Are all the rest come back ?

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ?

Laer. Knew you the hand?

King. 'Tis Hamlet's character. Naked^—
And, in a postcript here, he says, alone.

Can you advise me ?

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come;
It warms the very sickness in my heart,

2w
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That I shall live and tel. him to his teeth,

Thus diddest thou.

King. If it be so, Laertes,

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ?—
Will you be ruled bj me ?

Laer. Ay, my lord
;

So you will not o'errule me to a peace.

King. To thine own peace. If he be now returned,—
As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,—I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device,

Under the which he shall not choose but fall.

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe

;

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice,

And call it accident.

Laer. My lord, I will be ruled

;

The rather, if you could devise it so.

That I might be the organ.

King. It falls right.

You have been talked of since your ti-avel much,
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality

Wherein, they say, you shine. Your sum of parts

Did not together pluck such envy from him.

As did that one ; and that, in my regard.

Of the unworthiest siege.

Laer. What part is that, my lord?

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,

Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes
The light and careless livery that it wears.

Than settled age his sables and his weeds.

Importing health and graveness.— Two months sincC5,

Here was a gentleman of Normandy,

—

I have seen myself, and served against the French,

And they can well on horseback : but this gallant

Had witchcraft in't ; he grew unto his seat

;

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse,

As he had been incorpsed and demi-natured

With the brave beast. So far he topped my thought,

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks.

Come short of what he did.

Laer. A Norman was't?

King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamord.
King. The very sa.me.

Laer. T know him well ; he is the brooch, indeed,

And gem of all the nation
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King. He made confession of you

;

And gave you such a masterly report,

For art and exercise in your defence,

And for your rapier most especial,

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed,

If one could match you. The scrimers of their nation.

He swore, had neither motion, guard, or eye,

If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet so envenom Avith his envy,

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg

Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you.

Now, out of this,

Laer. What out of this, my lord?

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you?

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,

A face Avithout a heart ?

Laer. Why ask you this ?

King. Not that I think you did not love your father,

But that I know love is begun by time,

And that I see, in passages of proof.

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it;

And nothing is at a like goodness still

;

For goodness, growing to a plurisy.

Dies in his own too-much. That we would do.

We should do when we would; for this ivould changes,

And hath abatements and delays as many.

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents

;

And then this should is like a spendthrift's sigh,

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the ulcer;

Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake.

To show yourself in deed your father's son

More than in words?
Laer. To cut his throat i'the church.

Kivg. No place, indeed, should murder sanctuarize

;

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes,

Will you do this, keep close within your chamber

;

Hamlet, returned, shall know you are come home.

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence.

And set a double varnish on the fame

The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, together,

And wager o'er your heads. He, being remiss,

Most generous, and free from all contriving.

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease,

Or with a little shufliing, you may choose
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A sword uubated, and in a pass of practice,

Requite . him for your father.

Laer. I "will do't;

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword.

I bought an unction of a mountebank,

So mortal, that but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm S6 rare,

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under the moon, can save the thing from death,

That is but scratched withal. I'll touch my point

With this contagion; that, if I gall him slightly.

It may be death.

King. Let's further think of this

;

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means,

May fit us to our shape. If this should fail.

And that our drift look through our bad performance,

'Twere better not assayed ; therefore this project

Should have a back, or second, that might hold.

If this should blast in proof.— Soft, let me see;—
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings,

—

I ha't.

When in your motion you are hot and dry,

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,)

And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepared him
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping,

If he by chance escape your venomed stuck,

Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise ?

Enter Queen.

How now, sweet queen ?

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel.

So fast they follow.—Your sister's drowned, Laertes.

Laer. Drowned ! where ?

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook,

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream

;

Therewith fantastic garlands did she make
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name.

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them:

There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds

Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke
;

When down her weedy trophies, and herself,

P'ell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide?

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up :

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ;

As one incapable of her own distress,
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Or like a creatm-e native and indued

Unto that clement ; but long it could not be,

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

Pulled the poor wretch from her melodious lay

To muddy death.

Laer. Alas, then, she is drowned?
Queen. Drowned, drowned.
Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia,

And therefore I forbid my tears. But yet

It is our trick ; nature her custom holds.

Let shame say what it will : when these are gone,

The women will be out.—Adieu, my lord

!

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze.

But that this folly drowns it. \^Exit.

King. Let's follow, Gertrude.

How muoh I had to do to calm his rage

!

Now fear I, this will give it start again

;

Therefore, let's follow. [Exeunt

ACT V.

SCENE I. A Ohurch-yard.

Enter two Clowns, with spades, &c.

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian burial, that wilfully

seeks her own salvation ?

2 Olo. I tell thee she is ; therefore make her grave straight.

The crowner hath set on her, and finds it Christian burial.

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned herself in

her own defence?

2 Clo. Why, 'tis found so.

1 Clo. It must be se offendendo ; it cannot be else. For
here lies the point. If I drown myself wittingly, it argues

an act ; and an act hath three branches ; it is, to act, to do,

and to perform. Argal, she drowned herself wittingly.

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver.

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water
;
good ; here

stands the man
;
good. If the man go to this water, and

drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he goes ; mark you
that : but if the water come to him, and drown him, he
drowns not himself; argal, he that is not guilty of his own
death, shortens not his own life.

2 Clo. But is this law

'

2w*
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1 Clo. Ay, marry is't : crowner's-quest law.

2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't ? If this had not been
a gentlewoman, she should have been buried out of Christian

burial.

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'st ; and the more pity ; that

great folks shall have countenance in this world to drown or

hang themselves more than their even-Christian. Come, my
spade. There is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers,

and grave-makers ; they hold up Adam's profession.

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman ?

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.

2 Clo. Why, he had none.

1 Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou understand
the Scripture ? The Scripture says, Adam digged. Could
he dig without arms ? I'll put another question to thee : if

thou answerest me not to the purpose, confess thyself

2 Clo. Go to.

1 Clo. What is he that builds stronger than either the

mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ?

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives a

thousand tenants.

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gallows does

well. But how does it well ? It does well to those that do

ill : noAv thou dost ill to say the gallows is built stronger

than the church ; argal, the gallows may do well to thee.

To't again ; come.

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a shipwright,

or a carpenter ?

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.

2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell.

1 Clo. To't.*

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter Hamlet and Hokatio, at a distance.

1 Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for your dull

ass will not mend your pace with beating ; and, when you
are asked this question next, say, a grave-maker ; the houses

that he makes, last till doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan,
and fetch me a stoup of liquor. \_Exit 2 Clown.

1 Clown digs, and sings.

lyi youth, when I did love, did love,

MethougM it was very sweet,

To contract, 0, the time, for, ah, my behove^

0, methought there was nothing meet.
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Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? he

sings at grave-making.

Hor. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness.

Ham. 'Tis e'en so ; the hand of little employment hath

the daintier sense.

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps,

Hath claived me in his clutch,

And hath shipped me into the land,

As if I had never been such.

[Throws up a skull.

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing once.

How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were Gain's

jaw-bone, that did the first murder ! This might be the

pate of a politician, which this ass now o'erreaches ; one

that might circumvent God, might it not ?

Ho7\ It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which could say, Grood-morrow^

sweet lord ! How dost thou good lord ? This might be my
lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-one's horse,

when he meant to beg it ; might it not ?

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Why, e'en so ; and now my lady Worm's ; chapless,

and knocked about the mazzard with a sexton's spade.

Here's fine revolution, an we had the trick to see't. Did
these bones cost no more the breeding, but to play at loggats

with them ? mine ache to think on't.

1 Clo. A pickaxe and a spade, a spade, [Sings.

For— and a shrouding sheet,

0, a pit of clay for to be made
For such a guest is meet.

[Throws up a skull.

Ham. There's another. Why may not that be the skull

of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddets now, his quillets, his

cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? why does he suffer this

rude knave noAv to knock him about the sconce with a dirty

shovel, and will not tell him of his action of battery ?

Humph! this fellow might be in's time a great buyer of

land, with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his dou-

ble vouchers, his recoveries. Is this the fine of his fines,

and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full

of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch him no more of hia

purchases, and double ones too, than the length and breadth

of a pair of indentures ? The very conveyances of his lands
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will hardly lie in this box ; and must the inheritor himself

have no more ? ha ?

Ilor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins?

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too.

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek out

assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow.— Whose
grave's this, sirrah ?

1 Clo. Mine, sir.

—

0, a pit of clay for to he made [Sings.

For such a guest is meet.

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed, for thou liest in't.

1 Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not yours;

for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine.

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is thine.

'Tis for the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest.

1 Olo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away again, from me
to you.

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for?

1 Qlo. For no man, sir.

Ham. What woman, then ?

1 Clo. For none neither.

. Ham. Who is to be buried in't?

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her soul,

she's dead.

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak by the

card, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, Horatio,

these three years I have taken note of it ; the age is grown
so picked, that the toe of the peasant comes so near the

heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe.—How long hast thou

been a grave-maker ?

1 Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day
that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras.

Ham. How long's that since ?

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that ? Every fool can tell that.

It was that very day young Hamlet was born ; he that is

mad, and sent into England.

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ?

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad. He shall recover his

wits there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great matter there.

Ham. Why?
1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the mau

are as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad ?

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say.
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Ham. How strangely ?

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground ?

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark. I have been sexton here,

man and bov, thirty years.

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot ?

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as we
have many pocky corses now^a-days, that scarce will hold
the laying in,) he will last you some eight year, or nine
year ; a tanner will last you nine year.

Ham. Why he more than another ?

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade,

that he will keep out water a great while ; and your water
is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead body. Here's a
skull now hath lain you i' the earth three-and-twenty years.
Ham. Whose was it ?

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; whose do you
think it was ?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue, he poured
a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This same skull, sir,

was Yorick's skull, the king's jester.

Ham. This? \_Tahes the skull.

1 Clo. E'en that.

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick !— I knew him, Horatio; a
fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy. He hath
borne me on his back a thousand times ; and now, how ab-
horred in my imagination it is ! my gorge rises at it. Here
hung those lips, that I have kissed I know not how oft.

Where be your gibes now ? your gambols ? your songs ?

your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set the table

on a roar ? Not one now, to mock your own grinning ?

quite chap-fallen ? Now get you to my lady's chamber, and
tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favor she must
come ; make her laugh at that.

—
'Prythee, Horatio, tell mo

one thing.

Hor. What's that, my lord?
Ha7n. Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion

i' the earth ?

Hor. E'en so.

Ham. And smelt so ? pah ! [Throu's doivn the skull.

Hor. E'en so, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! Why
may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, till

he find it stopping a bunghole ?

Hor. 'Tvirere to consider too curiously, to consider so,

VoL. IV.— 36
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Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither

Trith modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it : As thus

;

Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth

to dust ; the dust is earth ; of earth we make loam : And
why of that loam, whereto he was converted, might they

not stop a beer-barrel ?

Imperious Caesar, dead, and turned to clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away.

0, that the earth, which kept the world in awe,

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw

!

But soft ! but soft ! aside.—Here comes the king.

Enter Priests, ^c. in procession ; the corpse of Ophelia,

Laertes, and Mourners following ; King, Queen, their

Trains, ^c.

The queen, the courtiers ! Who is this they follow,

And with such maimed rites ? This doth betoken,

The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand
Foredo its own life. 'Twas of some estate

:

Couch we awhile, and mark. \_Retiring with HoRATIO.
Laer. What ceremony else ?

Ham. That is Laertes,

A very noble youth. Mark.
Laer. What ceremony else ?

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarged

As we have warranty. Hei' death was doubtful

;

And, but that great command o'ersways the order

She should in ground unsanctified have lodged

Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers.

Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her;

Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants.

Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done ?

1 Priest. No more be done I

We should profane the service of the dead,

To sing a requiem, and such rest to her

As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i' the earth ;

—

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh.

May violets spring!— I tell thee, churlish priest,

A ministering angel shall my sister be,

When thou liest howling.

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia

!

Queen. Sweets to the sweet. Farewell

!

\_Scattering Jiowers.
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I hoped thou shoiildst have been ray Hamlet's "wife

;

I thought thy bride-bed to have decked, sweet maid,

And not have strewed thy grave.

Laer. 0, treble woe

Fall ten times treble on th;it cursed head,

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense

Deprived thee of !— Hold off the earth a while.

Till I have caught her once more in mine arms.

[LeaiJS into the grave.

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead;

Till of this flat a mountain you have made
To o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head

Of blue Ol3aiipus.

Ham. \_Advancing .~\ What is he, whose grief

Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow

Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand

Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I,

Hamlet the Dane. \_Leaps into the grave,

Laer. The devil take thy soul

!

[^(^rappling with him.

Sam. Thou pray'st not well.

I pry'thee, take thy fingers from my throat

;

For, though I am not splenetive and rash.

Yet have I in me something dangerous,

Which let thy wisdom fear. Hold off thy hand.

King. Pluck them asunder.

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet!
All. Gentlemen,

—

£[or. Good my lord, be quiet.

l^The Attendants 2>«^^ them, and they come

out of the grave.

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme,

Until my eyelids will no longer wag.

Queen. my son ! what theme ?

Ham. I loved Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers

Could not, with all their quantity of love.

Make up my sum.—What wilt thou do for her?

King. 0, he is mad, Laertes.

Queen. For love of God, forbear him.

Ham. Zounds, show me what thou' It do

Woo'tweep? woo't fight? woo't fast? woo't tear thyself?

Woo't drink up eisel, eat a crocodile ?

I'll do't.—Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface me with leaping in her grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and so will I.

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
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Millions of acres on us ; till our ground,

Singein-g his pate against the burning zone,

Make Ossa like a wart ! Naj , an thou'lt mouth,

I'll rant as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere madness;
And thus awhile the fit will work on him

;

Anon, as patient as the female dove,

When that her golden couplets are disclosed.

His silence will sit drooping.

Ham. Hear you, sir;

What is the reason that you use me thus ?

I loved you ever. But it is no matter

;

Let Hercules himself do what he may.
The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. \^Exit.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.

—

[Exit Horatio.
Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech

;

[To Laertes.
We'll put the matter to the present push.

—

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.

—

This grave shall have a living monument.
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see

;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham. So much for this, sir ; now shall you see the

other ;
—

You do remember all the circumstance ?

Hor. Remember it, my lord

!

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting

That would not let me sleep ; methought I lay

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly,

And praised be rashness for it,—Let us know,

Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well,

W^hen our deep plots do pall ; and that should teach us,

There's a divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will.

Hor. That is most certain

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarfed about me, in the dark

Groped I to find out them ; had my desire

;

Fingered their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew

To mine own room again; making so bold,
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My fears forgetting manners, to unseal

Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio,

A royal knavery ; an exact command,

—

Larded with many several sorts of reasons,

—

Importing Denmark's health, and England's too,

With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life,

—

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated,

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe,

My head should be struck oflF.

Hor. Is't possible ?

Ham. Here's the commission ; read it at more leisure.

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ?

Hor. Aj, 'beseech you.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies.

Or could I make a prologue to my brains.

They had begun the play.—I sat me down

;

Devised a new commission ; wrote it fair

:

I once did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair, and labored much
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now
It did me yeoman's service. Wilt thou know
The effect of what I wrote ?

Hor. Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,

—

As England was his faithful tributary

;

As love between them like the palm might flourish

;

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear,

And stand a comma 'tween their amities

;

And many such like as's of great charge,

—

That, on the view and knowing of these contents,

Without debatement further, more, or less,

He should the bearers put to sudden death,

Not shriving time allowed.

Hor. How was this sealed?

Ham. Why, even in that was Heaven ordinant

;

I had my father's signet in my purse.

Which was the model of that Danish seal

;

Folded the writ up in form of the other;

Subscribed it
;
gave't the impression

;
placed it safely.

The changeling never known. Now, the next day
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this Avas sequent

Thou know'st already.

Hor. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to't.

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this employment

;

They are not near my conscience; their defeat

Does by their own insinuation grow.

2x
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'Tis dangerous when the baser nature conaes

"Between the pass and fell incensed points

Of mighty opposites.

Hor. Why, what a king is this ?

Ham. Does it not, think thee, stand me now upon ?

He that hath killed my king, and whored my mother;
Popped in between the election and my hopes;
Thrown out his angle for my proper life,

And with such cozenage ; is't net perfect conscience,

To quit him with this arm ; and is't not to be damned,
To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil ?

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from England,

What is the issue of the business there.

Ham. It will be short ; the interim is mine

;

And a man's life, no more than to say, one.

But I am very sorry, good Horatio,

That to Laertes I forgot myself;

For by the image of my cause, I see

The portraiture of his, I'll count his favors.

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towering passion.

Hor. Peace ; who comes here ?

Enter OsRic.

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark.
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know this water-

fly?

Hor. No, my good lord.

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice to

know him. He hath much land and fertile ; let a beast be

lord of beasts, and this crib shall stand at the king's mess.

'Tis a chough ; but, as I say, spacious in the possession

of dirt.

Os,r. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I should

impart a thing to you from his majesty.

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of spirit.

Your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the head.

Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No, believe me, sir, 'tis very cold ; the wind is

northerly.

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. Bu^ yet, methinks, it is very sultry and hot; or

my complexion—
Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry,—as 'twere,

—I cannot tell how.—My lord, his majesty bade me signify
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to you thiit lie lias laid a great wager on your head. Sir»

this is the mutter,

Ham. I beseech you, remember—
[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat.

Osr. Nay, good my lord; for my east, in good faith.

Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes : believe me, an

absolute gentleman, full of most excellent diiferences, of

very soft society, and great showing. Indeed, to speak

feelingly of him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for

you shall find in him the continent of what part a gentleman

would see.

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in you;—
though I know, to divide him inventorially, would dizzy the

arithmetic of memory ; and yet but raw neither, in respect

of his quick sail. But in the verity of extolment, I take

him to be a soul of great article ; and his infusion of such

dearth and rareness, as to make true diction of him, hia

semblable is his mirror ; and, who else would trace him, his

umbrage, nothing more.

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him.

Ham. The concerAancy, sir ? why do we wrap the gen-

tleman in our more rawer breath ?

Osr. Sir ?

Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another tongue ?

You will do't, sir, really.

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman?

Osr. Of Laertes ?

Hor. His purse is empty already ; all his golden words

are spent.

Ham. Of him, sir.

Osr. I know you are not ignorant

Ham. I would you did, sir
;
yet, in faith, if you did, it

would not much approve me.—Well, sir.

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare with

him in excellence ; but to know a man well, were to know
himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the imputation

laid on him by them, in his meed he's unfellowed.

Ham. What's his weapon ?

Osr. Rapier and dagger.

Ham. That's two of his weapons ; but, well.

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him six Barbary
horses ; against the which he has impawned, as I take it,

six French rapiers and poniards, with their assigns, as girdle,

hangers, and so. Three of the carriages, in faith, aie very
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dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most delicate

carriages, and of very liberal conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages ?

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the margent ere you

had done.

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrase would be more german to the matter,

if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; I would it might

be hangers till then. But, on. Six Barbary horses against

six French swords, their assigns, and three liberal conceited

carriages ; that's the French bet against the Danish. Why
is this impawned, as you call it ?

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen passes be-

tween yourself and him, he shall not exceed you three hits

;

he hath laid on twelve for nine ; and it would come to im-

mediate trial, if your lordship would vouchsafe the answer.

Ham. How, if I answer no ?

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall ; if it please his

majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me. Let the

foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the king hold

his purpose, I will win for him, if I can ; if not, I will gain

nothing but my shame, and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I deliver you so ?

Ham. To this effect, sir ; after what flourish your nature

will.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. [Exit.

Ham. Yours, yours.— He does well to commend it him-

self; there are no tongues else for's turn.

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell on his head.

Ham. He did comply with his dug, before he sucked it.

Thus has he (and many more of the same bevy, that, I

know, the drossy age dotes on) only got the tune of the

time, and outward habit of encounter ; a kind of yesty col-

lection, which carries them through and through the most

fanned and winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them to

their trial, the bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his mnjesty commended him to you by
young Osric, who brings back to him, that you attend him
in the hall. He sends to know if your pleasure hold to play

with Laertes, or that you will take longer time.

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; they follow the

king's pleasure. If his fitness speaks, mine is ready • now,

or whensoever, provided I be so able as now.
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Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming down.

Ham. In happy time.

Lord: The queen desires you to use some gentle enter-

tainment to Laertes, before you fall to play.

Ham. She well instructs me. [^Exit Lord
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think bo ; since he went into France, 1

have been in continual practice ; I shall win at the odds.

But thou wouldst not think how ill all's here about my
heart ; but it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my lord,

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of gain-

giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman.
Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it. I will

forestall their repair hither, and say you are not fit.

Ham. Not a whit ; we defy augury. There, is a special

providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 'tis not

to come ; if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it be not

now, yet it will come : the readiness is all. Since no man,
of aught he leaves,—knows ;—what is't to leave betimes ?

Let be.

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and Attend-
ants, ivith foils, ^e.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me.
\_The King puts the hand of Laertes iyito that

of Hamlet.
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir. I have done you wrong;

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman.

This presence knows, and you must needs have heard,

How I am punished with a sore distraction.

What I have done.

That might your nature, honor, and exception,

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness.

Was't Hamlet wronged Laertes ? Never, Hamlet.

If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away,
And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it then? His madness.— If't be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged

;

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this audience,

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts,

That I have shot my arrow o'er the house,

And hurt my brother.

2x*
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Laer. I am satisfied in nature,

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most

To my revenge ; but in my terms of honor,

I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement,

Till by some elder masters, of known honor,

I have a voice and precedent of peace,

To keep my name ungorged. But till that time,

I do receive your offered love like love.

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely.

And will this brother's wager frankly play.—

Give us the foils ; come on.

Laer. Come, one for me.

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance

Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night,

Stick fiery off indeed.

Laer. You mock me, sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.

King. Give him the foils, young Osric.— Cousin Hamlet,

You know the wager ?

Ham. Very well, my lord

;

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side.

King. I do not fear it. I have seen you both.

—

But since he's bettered, we have therefore odds.

Laer. This is too heavy ; let me see another.

Ham. This likes me well. These foils have all a length ?

\_They prepare to play.

Osr. Ay, my good lord.

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table.—
If Hamlet give the first or second hit.

Or quit in answer of the third exchange.

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire.

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath;

And in the cup an union shall he throw.

Richer than that which four successive kings

In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak.

The trumpet to the cannoneer without,

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth,

How the king drinks to Hamlet.— Come, begin ;—
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.

Ham. Come on, sir.

Laer. Come, my lord. \_TJiey pla^'.
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Kam. One.

Laer. No.

Sam. Julgment.

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well,— again.

King. Stay, give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is thine

;

ilere's to thy health.— Give him the cup.

[^Trumpets sound ; and cannon shot off within.

Ham. I'd play this bout first ; set it by awhile.

Come.—Another hit; what say you? \_They play.

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.

King. Our son shall win.

Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath —
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin ; rub thy brows.

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.

Ham. Good madam,

—

King. Gertrude, do not drink.

Queen. I will, my lord ;—I pray you, pardon me.

King. It is the poisoned cup ; it is too late. [^Aside.

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by.

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now.

King. I do not think it.

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience.

\^Aside.

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes. You do but dally.

I pray you, pass with your best violence

;

I am afraid you make a wanton of me.

Laer. Say you so? come on. \_They play

Osr. Nothing neither way.

Laer. Have at you now.

[Laertes ivounds Hamlet, then, in scuffling, they

change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes.

King. Part them ; they are incensed.

Ham. Nay, come again. \The Queen falU.

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho!

Hor. They bleed on both sides;— how is it, my lord?

Osr. How is't, Laertes ?

Laer. Why, as the woodcock to mine own springe, Osric

;

I am justly killed with mine own treachery.
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San. IIow does the queen?

King. She swoons to see them bleed.

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,— my dear Hamlet

!

The drink, the drink;— I am poisoned! [Dies.

Ham. villany !—Ho ! let the door be locked.

Treachery ! seek it out. [Laertes falh.

Laer. It is here, Hamlet ; Hamlet, thou art slain

;

No medicine in the world can do thee good

;

In thee there is not half an hour's life.

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,

Unbated, and envenomed. The foul practice

Hath turned itself on me ; lo, here I lie,

Never to rise again. Thy mother's poisoned

;

I can no more ; the king, the king's to blame.

Ham. The point

Envenomed too!— Then, venom, to thy work.

[Stahs the King
Osr. and Lords. Treason ! treason !

King. 0, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt.

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane,

Drink off this potion.—Is the union here ?

Follow my mother. [King 'die%.

Laer. He is justly served;

It is a poison tempered by himself.

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet.

Mine and my father's death come not upon thee

;

Nor thine on me! \I)ie9>

Hami Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee.

I am dead, Horatio.—Wretched queen, adieu!—
You that look pale and tremble at this chance,

That are but mutes or audience to this act,

Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death.

Is strict in his arrest,) 0, I could tell you,

—

But let it be.—Horatio, I am dead

;

Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

Hor. Never believe it

;

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane,
Here's yet some liquor left.

Ham. As thou'rt a man,

—

Give me the cup \ let go ; by Heaven, I'll have it.

—

God!—Horatio, what a wounded name.

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me

!

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
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Absent thee from felicity awhile,

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain

To tell my story.— [_3Iarch afar off, and shot within.

What warlike noise is this ?

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Poland,

To the ambassadors of England gives

This warlike volley.

Ilayn. 0, I die, Horatio

;

The potent poison quite o'ercrows my spirit.

I cannot live to hear the news from England

;

But I do prophesy the election lights

On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice
;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more or less,

Which have solicited,—The rest is silence. [Z>2es.

IIo7\ Now cracks a noble heart.— Good night, sweet

prince

;

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest

!

Why does the drum come hither ? [^llarch within.

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors, and others.

Fort. Where is this sight?

Hor. What is it you would see?

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search.

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc !— proud death

!

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell,

That thou so many princes, at a shot.

So bloodily hast struck?

1 Anih. The sight is dismal

;

And our affairs from England come too late.

The ears are senseless that should give us hearing,

To tell him, his commandment is fulfilled.

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead:

Where should we have our thanks ?

Hor. Not from his mouth,

Had it the ability of life to thank you

;

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question,

You from the Polack wars, and you from England,

Are here arrived
;
give order that these bodies

High on a stgge be placed to the view

;

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world,

How these things came about. So shall you hear

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts

;

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters

;

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forced cause;
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And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fallen on the inventors' heads. All this can I

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us haste to hear it,

And call the noblest to the audience.

For me, with sorrow, I embrace my fortune

;

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom,

Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me.

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak,

And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more;
But let this same be presently performed,

Even while men's minds are wild ; lest more mischance

On plots and errors happen.

Fort. Let four captains

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage

;

For he was likely, had he been put on,

To have proved most royally; and, for his passage,

The soldier's music, and the rites of war,

Speak loudly for him.

—

Take up the bodies.— Such a sight as this.

Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss.

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. \^A dead march.

[Exeunt, hearing off the dead bodies ; after which

a peal of ordnance is shot off within.
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OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Venice. A Street.

Enter Roderigo and Iago.

Boderigo. Tush, never tell me; I take it much un-

kindly,

That thou, Iago,—who hast had my purse,

As if the strings were thine,— shouldst know of this.

logo. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me.

—

If ever I did dream of such a matter,

Abhor me.

Rod. Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in thy hate.

Iago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones of the

city.

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant,

Oft capped to him ;— and, by the faith of man,

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place:

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance,

Horribly stuffed with epithets of war

;

And, in conclusion, nonsuits

My mediators
; for, certes, says he,

/ have already chose my officer.

And what was he ?

Forsooth, a great arithmetician,

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine,

A fellow almost damned in a fair wife

;

That never set a st^uadron in the field,

Nor the division of a battle knows
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric,

Vol. IV. — 37 2y 57"
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Wherein the toged consuls can propose

As masterly as he. Mere prattle, without practice,

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election.

And I— of Avhom his eyes had seen the proof

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds,

Christian and heathen— must he he-lee'd and calmed

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster

;

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be,

And I (God bless the mark !} his Moorship's ancient.

Rod. By Heaven, I rather would have been his hangman,
lago. But there's no remedy ; 'tis the curse of service

;

Preferment goes by letter, and affection.

Not by the old gradation, where each second

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself,

Whether I in any just term am affined

To love the Moor,

Rod. I would not follow him, then.

lago. sir, content you

;

I follow him to serve my turn upon him.

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters

Cannot be truly followed. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave,

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage.

Wears out his time, much like his master's ass.

For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, cashiered

;

Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are,

Who, trimmed in forms and visages of duty.

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves

;

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords.

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lined theil

coats,

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul

;

And such a one do I profess myself.

For, sir.

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago.

In following him, I follow but myself:

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty,

But seeming so, for my peculiar end

:

For when my outward action doth demonstrate

The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at. I am not what I am.

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe,

If he can carry't thus

!
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lago. Call up her father.

Rouse him ; make after him, poison his delight,

Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen,
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell.

Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy,

Yet throw such changes of vexation on't.

As it may lose some color.

Rod. Here is her father's house; I'll call aloud.

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire yell,

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is spied in populous cities.

Rod. What, ho ! Brabantio ! seignior Brabantio ! ho

!

lago. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves ! thieves

!

thieves

!

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags!
Thieves ! thieves

!

Brabantio, above, at a window.

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons?
What is the matter there ?

Rod. Seignior, is all your family within ?

lago. Are your doors locked?
Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this ?

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are robbed; for shame, put on
your gown

;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul

;

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise

;

Awake the snorting citizens Avith the bell.

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you.
Arise, I say.

Bra. What, have you lost your wits ?

Rod. Most reverend seignior, do you know my voice ?

Bra. Not I ; what are you ?

Rod. My name is— Roderigo.

Bra. The worse welcome;
I have charged thee not to haunt about my doors.

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say,

My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness,
Being full of supper, and distempering draughts,

Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come
To start my quiet.

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir,

Bra. But thou must needs be sure.

My spirit, and my place, have in them power
To make this l?itter to thee.
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Rod. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? This is Venice;

My house is not a grange.

Rod. Most grave Brabantio,

In simple and pure soul I come to you.

logo. 'Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not

serve God if the devil bid you. Because we come to do

you service, you think we are ruffians. You'll have your

daughter covered with a Barbary horse
;
you'll have your

nephews neigh to you
;

you'll have coursers for cousins,

and genets for germans.

Bra. What profane wretch art thou?

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your daughter

and the Moor are now making the beast with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

lago. You are— a senator.

Bra. This thou shalt answer. I know thee, Roderigo.

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech you,

If't be your pleasure, and most wise consent,

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter

At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night.

Transported— with no worse nor better guard,

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier

—

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you and your allowance,

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs:
But if you know not this, my manners tell me,

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe,

That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence.

Your daughter,— if you have not given her leave,

—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt

;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes,

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger,

Of here and every where. Straight satisfy yourself;

If she be in her chamber, or your house.

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho

!

Give me a taper;— call up all my people.

—

This accident is not unlike my dream

;

Belief of it oppresses me already.

—

Light, I say ! light

!

{^Ejcit, from ahoi e.

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you.
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place.

To be produced (as, if I stay, I shall)
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Against the Moor. For, I do know, the state

—

However this may gall him with some check

—

Cannot with safety cast him I for he's embarked
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars,

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls,

Another of his fathom they have not.

To lead their business ; in which regard.

Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains,

Yet, for necessity of present life,

I must show out a flag and sign of love.

Which is, indeed, but sign. That you shall surely find

him.

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search

;

And there will I be with him. So, farewell. \^Exit,

Enter, below, Brabantio, and Servants with torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil
;
gone she is

;

And what's to come of my despised time.

Is nought but bitterness.— Now, Roderigo,

Where didst thou see her?— 0, unhappy girl!

—

With the Moor, say'st thou ?—Who would be a father ?

—

How didst thou know 'twas she ? 0, thou deceiv'st me
Past thought !—What said she to you?—Get more tapers;

Raise all my kindred.— Are they married, think you?

Rod. Truly, I think they are.

Bra. Heaven!— How got she out?— treason of

the blood !

—

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds
By what you see them act.— Is there not charms,

By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo,

Of some such thing ?

Rod. Yes, sir ; I have, indeed.

Bra. Call up my brother.— that you had had her !

—

Some one way, some another.— Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ?

Rod. I think I can discover him ; if you please

To get good guard, and go along with me.

Bra. 'Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll call;

I may command at most.— Get weapons, ho!
And raise some special officers of night.

—

On, good Roderigo;— I'll deserve your pains. [ExeunU
2 Y*
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SCENE II. The same. Another Street.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants.

lago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men,
Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience,

To do no contrived murder ; I lack iniquity

Sometimes, to do me service. Nine or ten times

I had thought to have yerked him here under the ribs.

0th. 'Tis better as it is.

Iago. Nay, but he prated,

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms

Against your honor.

That, with the little godliness I have,

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir,

Are you fast married ? for, be assured of this,

—

That the magnifico is much beloved

;

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential

As double as the duke's. He will divorce you

;

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance

The law (with all his might, to enforce it on)

Will give him cable.

0th. Let him do his spite

;

My services, which I have done the seignory,

Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honor,

I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being

Prom men of royal siege ; and my demerits

May speak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune

As this that I have reached. For know, Iago,

But that I love the gentle Desdemona,
I would not my unhoused, free condition

Put into circumscription and confine

For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come yonder ?

Enter Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers with

torches.

Iago. These are the raised father, and his friends.

You were best go in.

0th. Not I ; I must be found

;

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul.

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ?

Iago. By Janus, I think no.

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant.
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The goodness of the night upon you, friends!

What is the news ?

Oas. The duke does greet you, general

,

And he requires jouv haste, post-haste appearance,

Even on the instant.

0th. What is the matter, think you?
Oas. Something from Cyprus, as I may devine

;

It is a business of some heat. The galleys

Have sent a dozen sequent messengers
This very night at one another's heels

:

And many of the consuls, raised, and met,

Are at the duke's already. You have been hotly called for

;

When, being not at your lodging to be found,

The senate hath sent about three several quests.

To search you out.

0th. 'Tis well I am found by you.

I will but spend a word here in the house,

And go with you. [Exit,

Qas. Ancient, what makes he here ?

lago. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carrack

:

If it prove lawful prize, he's made forever.

Cas. I do not understand.

lago. He's married.

Oas. To who?

Re-enter Othello.

lago. Marry, to— come, captain, will you go ?

0th. Have wnth you
Oas. Here comes another troop to seek for you.

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of night,

with torches and weaporis.

lago. It is Brabantio.— General, be advised;

He comes to bad intent.

0th. Hola ! stand there !

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moor.
Bra. Down with him, thief!

\_They draw on both sides,

lago. You, Roderigo I come, sir, I am for you.

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust

them.

—

Good seignior, you shall more command with years,

Than with your weapons.
Bra. thou foul thief, where hast thou stowed my

daughter ?

Damned as thou art, thou hast enchanted her;
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For I'll refer me to all things of sense,

If she in chains of magic were not bound.

Whether a maid-^-so tender, fair, and happy;

So opposite to marriage, that she shunned

The wealthy, curled darlings of our nation

—

Would ever have, to incur a general mock,

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom

Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense.

That thou hast practised on her with foul charms

;

Abused her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals,

That waken motion.— I'll have it disputed on;

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee,

For an abuser of the world, a practiser

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.

—

Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist,

Subdue him at his peril.

0th. Hold your hands,

Both you of my inclining, and the rest.

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go,

To answer this your charge ?

Bra. To prison ; till fit time

Of law, and course of direct session,

Call thee to answer.

0th. What if I do obey?

How may the duke be therewith satisfied

;

Whose messengers are here about my side,

Upon some present busines^^ of the state.

To bring me to him ?

Off. 'Tis true, most worthy seignior,

The duke's in council ; and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Bra. How ! the duke in council I

In this time of the night?— Bring him away.

Mine's not an idle- cause : the duke himself.

Or any of my brothers of the state,

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own.

For if such actions may have passage free.

Bond-slaves, and pagan-*, shall our statesmen be.

[Exeunt.
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SCENE III. The same. A Council Chamber.

The Duke, and Senators, sitting at a table; Officers

attending.

Duke. There is no composition in these news,

That gives them credit.

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportioned

;

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys.

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty.

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred.

But though they jump not on a just account,

(As in these cases where the aim reports,

'Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus.

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment;

I do not so secure me in the error.

But the main article I do approve

In fearful sense.

Sailor. \_Within.'] What, ho! what, ho! what, ho!

Enter an Officer with a Sailor.

Off. A messenger from the galleys.

Duke. Now ; the business !

Sailor. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes;

So was I bid report here to the state,

By seignior Angelo.

Duke. How say you by this change ?

1 Sen. This cannot be,

By no assay of reason ; 'tis a pageant.

To keep us in false gaze. When we consider

The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk

;

And let ourselves again but understand,

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,

So may he with more facile question bear it.

For that it stands not in such warlike brace.

But altogether lacks the abilities

That Rhodes is dressed in ;— if we make thought of this,

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful.

To leave that latest which concerns him first;

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain,

To wake, and wage a danger profitless.

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes.

Off. Here is more news.
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Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

Steering with due course to the isle of Rhodes,

Have there injointed them with an after-fleet.

1 Sen. Ay, so I thought.— How many, as you guess t

Mess. Of thirty sail ; and now do they restem

Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance

Their purposes toward Cyprus.— Seignior Montano,

Your trusty and most valiant servitor,

With his free duty recommends you thus.

And prays you to believe him.

Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus.

—

Marcus Lucchese, is he not in town ?

1 Sen. He's now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste ; despatch

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor.

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Roderigo, and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you
Against the general enemy Ottoman.

I did not see you ; welcome, gentle seignior

;

[To Brabantio.

We lacked your counsel and your help to-night.

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me;
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business,

Hath raised me from my bed ; nor doth the general care

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief

Is of so floodgate and o'erbearing nature.

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows,

And it is still itself.

Duke. Why, what's the matter?

Bra. My daughter ! my daughter

!

Sen. Dead ?

Bra. Ay, to me;
She is abused, stolen from me, and corrupted

By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks.

For nature so preposterously to err.

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,

Sans witchcraft could not

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding.

Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself.

And you of her, the bloody book of law

You shall yourself read in the bitter letter,

After your own sense
;
yea, though our proper son

Stood in your action.
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Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems,

Your special mandate, for the state affairs,

Hath hither brought.

Duke and Sen. We are sorry for it.

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to this ?

\_To Othello.

Bra. Nothing, but this is so.

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend seigniors,

My very noble and approved good masters.

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter,

It is most true ; true, I have married her

;

The very head and front of my offending

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech,

And little blessed with the set phrase of peace

;

For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith.

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used

Their dearest action in the tented field;

And little of this great world can I speak.

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle;

And therefore little shall I grace my cause.

In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience,

I will a round unvarnished tale deliver

Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms,

What conjuration, and what mighty magic,

(For such proceeding I am charged withal,)

I won his daughter with.

Bra. A maiden never bold;

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion

Blushed at herself; and she,— in spite of nature.

Of years, of country, credit, every thing,

—

To fall in love with what she feared to look on

!

It is a judgment maimed, and most imperfect,

That will confess— perfection so could err

Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven

To find out practices of cunning hell,

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again

That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood,

Or with some dram conjured to this effect,

He Avrought upon her.

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof;

Without more certain and more overt test.

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods

Of modern seeming, do prefer against him.

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak.

Did you by indirect and forced courses
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Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ?

Or came it by request, and such fair question

As soul to soul affordeth ?

0th. I do beseech you,
Send for the lady to the Sagittary,

And let her speak of me before her father.

If you do find me foul in her report,

The trust, the office, I do hold of you,

Not only take away, but let your sentence
Even fall upon my life.

Diike. Fetch Desdemona hither

Oih. Ancient, conduct them
;
you best know the place.

—

\Exeunt Iago and Attendants.
And till she come, as truly as to Heaven
I do confess the vices of my blood,

So justly to your grave ears I'll present

How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,

And she in mine.

Duke. Say it, Othello.

Oih. Her father loved me ; oft invited me

;

Still questioned me the story of my life,

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes,

That I have passed.

I ran it through, even from my boyish days,

To the very moment that he bade me tell it.

Wherein I speke of most disastrous chances,

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field

;

Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly breach

;

Of being taken by the insolent foe.

And sold to sla^ery; of my redemption thence,

And portance in my travel's history

:

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts wild.

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven,
It was my hint to speak, such was the process

;

And of the cannibals that each other eat.

The anthropophagi, and men whose heads

Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to hear,

Would Desdemona seriously incline

:

But still the house affairs would draw her thence

;

Which ever as she could with haste despatch.

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear.

Devour up my discourse ; which I, observing,

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof by parcels she had something heard,
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But not intentively. I did consent

;

And often did beguile her of her te.irs,

When I did speak of some distressful stroke,

That my youth suflFered. My story being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs

:

She swore— In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing strange;

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

;

She wished she had not heard it
;
yet she wished

That Heaven had made her such a man : she thanked me

;

And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story.

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake;

She loved me for the dangers I had passed

;

And I loved her that she did pity them.

This only is the witchcraft I have used;

Here comes the lady, let her witness it

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants.

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too.

—

Good Brabantio,

Take up this mangled matter at the best.

Men do their broken weapons rather use,

Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak;

If she confess that she was half the wooer,

Destruction on my head, if my bad blame

Lights on the man !— Come hither, gentle mistress

;

Do you perceive in all this noble company,

Where most yoa owe obedience ?

De%. My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty.

To you I am bound for life and education

;

My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you

;
you are the lord of duty

;

I am hitherto your daughter. But here's my husband;
And so much duty as my mother showed
To you, preferring you before her father.

So much I challenge that I may profess

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be with you !— I have done.—
Please it your grace, on to the state affairs

;

I had rather to adopt a child, than get it.

—

Come hither. Moor.
I here do give thee that with all my heart.

Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart

I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel,

2z
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I am glad at soul I have no other child

;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny,

To hang clogs on them.—I have done, my lord.

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sentence,

Which has a grise, or step, may help these lovers

Into your favor.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended.

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended.
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone,

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes,

Patience her injury a mockery makes.
The robbed, that smiles, steals something from the thief;

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief.

.

Bra. So let the Turlc of Cyprus us beguile;

We lose it not, so long as we can smile.

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he heai^s;

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow.

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall,

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal

;

But words are words ; I never yet did hear
That the bruised heart was pierced through the ear.

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state.

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes
for Cyprus.— Othello, the fortitude of the place is best

known to you ; and though we have there a substitute of

most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress

of effects, throws a more safer voice on you
;
you must

therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your new for

tunes with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition.

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators,

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war
My thrice-driven bed of down. I do agnize

A natural and prompt alacrity,

I find in hardness ; and do undertake
These present wars against the Ottomites.

Most humbly therefore bending to your state,

I crave fit disposition for my wife

;

Due reference of place, and exhibition,

With such accommodation, and besort,

As levels with her breeding.

Duke. If you please,

Be't at her father's.

Bra. I'll not have it so.
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0th. Nor I.

Des. Nor I; I would not there resiile,

To put my father in impatient thoughts,

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke.

To my unfohling lend a gracious ear

;

And let me find a charter in your voice.

To assist my simpleness.

Duke. What would you, Desdemona ?

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him,

My downright violence and storm of fortunes

May trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued
Even to the very quality of my lord,

I saw Othello's visage in his mind

;

And to his honors, and his valiant parts,

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,

The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me,
And I a heavy interim shall support

By his dear absence. Let me go with him.

0th. Your voices, lords;— 'beseech you, let her will

Have a free way.
Vouch with me, Heaven ; I therefore beg it not,

To please the palate of my appetite

;

Nor to comply with heat (the young affects.

In me defunct) and proper satisfaction;

But to be free and bounteous to her mind.

And Heaven defend your good souls, that you think

I will your serious and great business scant,

For she is with me. No, when light-winged toys "

Of feathered Cupid seel with wanton dulness

My speculative and active instruments.

That my disports corrupt and taint my business,

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm,

And all indign and base adversities

Make head against my estimation !

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine,

Either for her stay, or going: the affair cries— haste,

And speed must answer it
;
you must hence to-night.

Des. To-night, my lord ?

Duke. This night.

0th. With all my heart

Duke. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again.

Othello, leave some officer behind.

And he shall our commission bring to you:
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With such things else of quality and respect,

As doth import you.

0th. Please your grace, my ancient;

A man he is of honesty and trust

;

To his conveyance I assign my wife,

With what else needful your good grace shall think

To be sent after me.

Duke. Let it be so.

—

Good night to every one.— And, noble seignior,

\To Brabantio.

If virtue no delighted beauty lack.

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona well.

Bra. Look to her. Moor ; have a quick eye to see

;

She has deceived her father, and may thee.

[Exewit Duke, Senators, Officers, S^G.

Otli. My life upon her faith.— Honest lago,

My Desdemona must I leave to thee.

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her

;

And bring them after in the best advantage.

Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour

Of love, of worldly matters and direction.

To spend with thee ; we must obey the time.

\_Exeunt Othello and Desdemoha.
Rod. lago—
lago. What say'st thou, noble heart?

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou?

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself.

lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee after it.

Why, thou silly gentleman.

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a torment ; and

then have we a prescription to die, when death is our phy-

sician.

lago. 0, villanous ! I have looked upon the world for

four times seven years, and since I could distinguish between

a benefit and an injury, I never found a man that knew how
to love himself. Ere I would say I would drown myself

for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would change my humanity

with a baboon.

Rod. What should I do ? I confess it is my shame to be

so fond ; but it is not in virtue to amend it.

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! 'tis in ourselves, that we are thus,

or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to the which, our

wills are gardeners ; so that if we will plant nettles, or sow

lettuce ; set hyssop, and weed up thyme ; supply it with one
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gender of herbs, or distract it with many ; either to have it

sterile with idleness, or manured with industry ; why, the

power and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If

the balance of our lives had not one scale of reason to poise

another of sensuality, the blood and baseness of our natures
would conduct us to most preposterous conclusions. But
we have reason to cool our raging motions, our carnal

stings, our unbitted lusts ; whereof I take this, that you
call— love, to be a sect, or scion.

Rod. It cannot be.

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a permission
of the will. Come, be a man ; drown thyself! drown cats,

and blind puppies. I have professed me thy friend, and I

confess me knit to thy deserving with cables of perdurable
toughness ; I could never better stead thee than now. Put
money in thy purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favor
with an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy purse. It

cannot be, that Desdemona should long continue her love to

the Moor,— put money in thy purse;— nor he his to her.

It was a violent commencement, and thou shalt see an an-
swerable sequestration;— put but money in thy purse.

—

These Moors are changeable in their wills :— fill thy purse
with money; the food that to him now is as luscious as

locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida.

She must change for youth ; when she is sated with his body,
she will find the error of her choice.— She must have change,
she must ; therefore put money in thy purse.— If thou wilt

needs damn thyself, do it in a more delicate way than
drowning. Make all the money thou canst. If sanctimony
and a frail vow, betwixt an erring barbarian and a super-
subtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, and all the
tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore make money.
A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way ; seek
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, than to be
drowned and go without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the
issue ?

lago. Thou art sure of me.— Go, make money ;—I have
told thee often, and I retell thee again and again, I hate the
Moor. My cause is hearted ; thine hath no less reason.
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against him ; if thou
canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a
sport. There are many events in the womb of time, which
will be delivered. Traverse

;
go

;
provide thy money. We

will have more of this to-morrow.—Adieu.
Rod. Where shall we meet i' the morning?
Vol. IV.— 38 2z*
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lago. At my lodging.

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes.

lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo ?

Rod. What say you ?

lago. No more of drowning ; do you hear ?

Rod. I am changed. I'll sell all my land.

lago. Go to ; farewell
;
put money enough in your purse.

\Exit RoDERIGO.
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse

;

For I mine own gained knowledge should profane,

If I would time expend with such a snipe,

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor

;

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets

He has done my office. I know not if't be true;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well

;

The better shall my purpose work on him.

Cassio's a proper man. Let me see now;
To get his place, and to plume up my will

;

A double knavery,— How? how?— Let me see.

—

After some time, to abuse Othello's ear,

That he is too familiar with his wife.

—

He hath a person ; and a smooth dispose

To be suspected ; framed to make women false.

The Moor is of a free and open nature.

That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so

;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose.

As asses are.

I have't;— it is engendered.— Hell and night

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light. [JKcti

ACT II.

SCENE I. A Seaport toivn in Cyprus. A Platform,

Enter Montano and Two Gentlemen.

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea?

1 Gent. Nothing at all. It is a high-wrought flood;

I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main.

Descry a sail.

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land;

A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements.

If it hath ruffianed so upon the sea,
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What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them,

Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this ?

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet.

P^or do but stand upon the foaming shore,

The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds

;

The wind-shaked surge, with high and monstrous main,

Seems to cast water on the burning bear,

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole.

I never did like molestation view

On the enchafed flood.

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet

Be not ensheltered and embayed, they are drowned

;

It is impossible they bear it out.

Enter a third Gentleman.

3 Crent. News, lords ! our wars are done

;

The desperate tempest hath so banged the Turks,

That their designraent halts. A noble ship of Venice

Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufi'erance

On most part of their fleet.

3Ion. How ! is this true ?

3 Grenf. The ship is here put in,

A Veronese ; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello,

Is come on shore; the Moor himself 's at sea,

And is in full commission here for Cyprus.

3fon. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor.

3 Gent. But this same Cassio,— though he speak of

comfort.

Touching the Turkish loss,— yet he looks sadly,

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted

With foul and violent tempest.

3fon. 'Pray Heaven, he be

,

For I have served him, and the man commands
Like a full soldier. Let's to the seaside, ho

!

As well to see the vessel that's come in.

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello !

Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue,

An indistinct regard.

3 Gent. Come, let's do so

;

For every minute is expectancy
Of more arrivance.

Enter Cassio.

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle,

That so approve the Moor. 0, let the Heavens
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Give liim defence against the elements,

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea

!

Mon. Is he well shipped?

Cas. His bark is stoutly timbered, and his pilot

Of very expert and approved allowance

;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death,

Stand in bold cure.

\_Within.~\ A sail, a sail, a sail!

Enter another Gentleman.

Cas. What noise ?

4 Grent. The town is empty ; on the brow o' the sea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry—A sail.

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor.

2 Q-ent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy;

[^Gruns heard.

Our friends, at least.

Gas. I pray you, sir, go forth,

And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived.

2 a-ent. I shall. [Exit,

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wived ?

Cas. Most fortunately. He hath achieved a maid

That paragons description, and wild fame

;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,

And in the essential vesture of creation.

Does bear all excellently.— How now? who has put in?

Re-enter second Gentleman.

2 G-ent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general.

Cas. He has had most favorable and happy speed.

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds,

The guttered rocks, and congregated sands,

—

Traitors ensteeped to clog the guiltless keel,

As having sense of beauty, do omit

Their mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdemona.
Mon. What is she?

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain,

Left in the conduct of the bold lago

;

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts,

A se'ennight's speed.— Great Jove, Othello guard.

And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath

;

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship.

Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms,

Give renewed fire to our extincted spirits,

And bring aP Cyprus comfort !— 0, behold,
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Enter Desdemoxa, Emilia, Iago, Roderigo, and Attend-

ants.

The riches of the ship is come on shore

!

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees.—
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of Heaven,

Before, behind thee, and on every hand,

Enwheel thee round

!

Bes. I thank you, valiant Cassio.

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ?

Oas. He is not yet arrived ; nor know I aught

But that he's well, and Avill be shortly here.

Des, 0, but I fear;— How lost you company?
Qas. The great contention of the sea and skies

Parted our fellowship. But, hark ! a sail.

[Cry within^ A sail, a sail! then guns heard.

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel;

This likewise is a friend.

Cas. See for the news.

—

\_Exit Gentleman.

Good ancient, you are welcome;— welcome, mistress.

—

\^To Emilia.

Let it not gall your patience, good Iago,

That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding

That gives me this bold show of courtesy. \_Kissmg her,

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me.

You'd have enough.

Des. Alas, she has no speech.

Iago. In faith, too much

;

I find it still, when I have list to sleep.

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant.

She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

And chides with thinking,

E^nil. You have little cause to say so.

Iago. Come on, come on
;
you are pictures out of doors,

Bells in your parlors, wild-cats in your kitchens,

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended.

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your beds.

I)es. 0, fie upon thee, slanderer

!

Iago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk;

You rise to play, and go to bed to Avork.

Emil. You shall not Avrite my praise.

Iago. No, let me not.

Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou shouldst

praise mo?
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layo. gentle lady, do not put me to't

;

For I am nothing, if not cvitical.

J)es. Come on, assay;—there's one gone to the harbor!

Jago. Ay, madam.
Des. I am not merry; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.

—

Come, how wouldst thou praise me ?

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention

Comes from my pate, as bird-lime does from frize,

It plucks it out brains and all. But my muse labors,

And thus she is delivered :

—

If she be fair and wise,— fairness, and wit,

The one's for use, the other useth it.

Des. Well praised ! How if she be black and witty ?

lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit,

She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.

Emil. How, if fair and foolish?

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair,

For even her folly helped her to an heir.

Des. These are old, fond paradoxes, to make fools laugh

i' the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her

that's foul and foolish ?

lago. There's none so foul, and foolish thereunto,

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do.

Des. heavy ignorance !—thou praisest the worst best.

But what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving woman
indeed ! one, that, in the authority of her merit, did justly

put on the vouch of very malice itself?

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud;

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud;

Never lacked gold, and yet went never gay

;

Fled from her wish, and yet said,— Noio I may

;

She that, being angered, her revenge being nigh.

Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly

;

She, that in wisdom never was so frail.

To change the cod's head for a salmon's tail

;

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind.

See suitors following, and not look behind

;

She AYas a wight,— if ever such wight were,

—

Des. To do what?
lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer.

Des. 0, most lame and impotent conclusion !—Do not

learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband.— How
Bay you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and liberal

counsellor ?
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Cas. He speaks home, madam
;
you may relish him mere

in the soldier, than in the scholar.

lago. [Aside.'] He takes her by the palm. Ay, well

said, whisper ; with as little a web as this, will I ensnare

as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will

gyve thee in tliine own courtship. You say true ; 'tis so,

indeed. If such tricks as these strip you out of your lieu-

tenantry, it had been better you had not kissed your three

fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt to play

the sir in. Very good ; well kissed ! an excellent courtesy I

'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your lips? 'would

they were clyster-pipes for your sake ! \_Trumi)€t.'\ The
Moor— I know his trumpet.

Cas. 'Tis truly so.

De$. Let's meet him, and receive him.

Cas. Lo, where he comes

!

Enter Othello, and Attendants.

0th. my fair warrior

!

Bes. My dear Othello!

0th. It gives me wonder, great as my content,

To see you here before me. my soul's joy

!

If after every tempest come such calms.

May the Avinds blow till they have wakened death I

And let the laboring bark climb hills of seas,

Olympus-high ; and duck again as low

As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die,

'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear,

My soul hath her content so absolute,

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des. The Heaven* forbid

But that our loves and comforts should increase,

Even as our days do groAV !

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers!—
I cannot speak enough of this content

;

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy.

And this, and this, the greatest discords be,

[Kissing her.

That e'er our hearts shall make 1

lago. 0, you are well tuned now!
But I'll set down the pegs that make this music.

As honest as I am. [Aside.

0th. Come, let's to the castle.

—

News, fiiends ; our wars are done ; the Turks are drowned-

How do our old acquaintance of this isle?—
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Honey, you shall be well desin.'d in Cyprus

;

I have found great love amongst them. my sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote

In mine own comforts.—I pr'ythee, good lago,

Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers.

Bring thou the master to the citadel

;

He is a good one, and his worthiness

Does challenge much respect.— Come, Desdemona;
Once more, well met at Cyprus.

[ Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and
Attendants.

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbor. Come
hither. If thou be'st valiant,— as (they say) base men,
being in love, have then a nobility in their natures more than
is native to them,—list me. The lieutenant to-night watches
on the court of guard.—First, I must tell thee this.—Des-
demona is directly in love with him.

Rod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible.

lago. Lay thy finger—thus, and let thy soul be instructed.

Mark me with what violence she first loved the Moor, but
for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies ; and will she
love him still for prating ? Let not thy discreet heart think
it. Her eye must be fed ; and Avhat delight shall she have
to look on the devil ? When the blood is made dull with the
act of sport, there should be— again to inflame it, and to

give satiety a fresh appetite— loveliness in favor ; sympathy
in years, manners, and beauties ; all which the Moor is de-

fective in. Now, for want of these required conveniences,
her delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to heave
the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor ; very nature will

instruct her in it, and compel her to some second choice.

Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most pregnant and unforced
position,) who stands so eminently in the degree of this for-

tune, as Cassio does ? a knave, very voluble ; no further

conscionable, than in putting on the mere form of civil and
humane seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and
most hidden, loose affection ? Wliy, none ; why, none. A
slippery and subtle knave : a finder out of occasions ; that

has an eye can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though
true advantage never present itself: a devilish knave!
besides, the knave is handsome, young; and hath all those

requisites in him, that folly and green rninds look after : a

pestilent, complete knave ; and the woman hath found him
already.

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she is full of most
blessed condition.
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lago. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is made of

grapes ; if she had been blessed, she would never have loved

the Moor. Blessed pudding ! Didst thou not see her pad-

dle with the palm of his hand ? didst not mark that ?

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy.

lago. Lechery, by tliis hand ; an index, and obscure

prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They

met so near with their lips, that their breaths embraced

together. Villanous thoughts, Roderigo ! when these mu-

tualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master

and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion. Pish!—
But, sir, be you ruled by me. I have brought you from

Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, I'll lay't

upon you. Cassio knows you not;— I'll not be far from

you. Do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by

speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or from what

other course you please, which the time shall more favorably

minister.

Rod. Well.

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in cholcr ; and,

haply, with his truncheon may strike at you. Provoke him,

that he may ; for, even out of that, will I cause these of

Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualifications shall come into no

true taste again, but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall

you have a shorter journey to your desires, by the means I

shall then have to prefer them ; and the impediment most

profitably removed, without the which there were no expecta-

tion of our prosperity.

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity.

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the cita-

del ; I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell.

Rod. Adieu. [Exit,

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it;

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit.

The Moor— howbeit that I endure him not—
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature

;

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona

A most dear husband. Now I do love her too

;

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure,

I stand accountant for as great a sin,)

But partly led to diet my revenge.

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leaped into my seat; the thought whereof

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwirds;

And nothing can or shall content my soul,

Till I am even with him, wife for wife;

3a
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Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,

—

If this poor trash of Venice, -whom I trace

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip
;

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,

For I fear Cassio with my nightcap too

;

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me,
For making him egregiously an ass,

And practising upon his peace and quiet.

Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confused;
Knavery's plain face is never seen, till used. \_Uxit.

SCENE II. A Street.

Enter a Herald, with a proclamation; People following.

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant

general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, importing
the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man put him-
self into triumph ; some to dance, some to make bonfires,

each man to what sport and revels his addiction leads him

;

for, besides these beneficial news, it is the celebration of his

nuptials. So much was his pleasure should be proclaimed.
All offices- are open ; and there is full liberty of feasting,

from this present hour of five, till the bell hath told eleven.

Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, and our noble general,

Othello

!

[Uxeunt.

SCENE III. A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Othello, DESDEMOisrA, Cassio, and Attendants.

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night.

Let's teach ourselves that honorable stop,

N^ to outsport discretion.

Cas. lago hath direction what to do

;

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye
Will I look to't.

0th. lago is most honest.

Michael, good night ; to-morrow, with our earliest,

Let me have speech with you.— Come, my dear love,

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue

;

\_To Desdemona,
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That profit's jet to come 'twixt me and you.

—

Good night. l_Uxeunt Oth., Des., and Attend.

Unter Tago.

Cas. Welcome, lago ; we must to the watch.

lago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet ten o'clock.

Our general cast us thus early, for the love of his Desde
mona ; whom let us not therefore blame ; he hath not yet

made wanton the night with her ; and she is sport for Jove.

Cas. She's a most exquisite lady.

Jago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game.
Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate creature.

lago. What an eye she has ! Methinks it sounds a par-

ley of provocation.

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks, right modest.

Jago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm to love ?

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Jago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come, lieutenant,

I have a stoup of wine ; and here without are a brace of

Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a measure to the

health of black Othello.

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor and un-

happy brains for drinking. I could well wish courtesy would
invent some other custom of entertainment.

lago. 0, they are our friends. But one cup ; I'll drink

for you.

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night ; and that was
craftily qualified too, and, behold, what innovation it makes
here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task

my weakness with any more.

Jago. What, man ! 'tis a night of revels ; the gallanta

desire it.

Cas. Where are they ?

Jago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in.

Cas. I'll do't ; but it dislikes me. \_Uxit Cassio.

Jago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him,

With that which he hath drunk to-night already,

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool, Roderigo,

Whom love has turned almost the wrong side outward,

To Desdemona hath to-night caroused

Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch.

Three lads of Cyprus,— noble swelling spirits,

That hold their honors in a wary distance,

The very elements of this warlike eye.

Have I to-night flustered with flowing cups.
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And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of drankards,
Am I to put our Cassio in some action

That may oifend the isle.— But here they come:
If consequence do but approve my dream,
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

He-enter Cassio, with him Montano, and Gentlemen.

Cas. 'Fore Heaven, they have given me a rouse already^
Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as I am a

soldier.

lago. Some wine, ho !

And let me the eanakin clinic, clink; [Sings.
And let me the eanakin clink:

A soldiers a man;
A life's hut a span ;

Why, then, let a soldier drink.

Some wine, boys ! [ Wine brought in.

Cas. 'Fore Heaven, an excellent song.

lago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) they are
most potent in potting. Your Dane, your German, and
your swag-bellied Hollander,— drink, ho !— are nothing to
your English.

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ?

lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane dead
drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain ; he gives
your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle can be filled.

Cas. To the health of our general.

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you justice.

lago. 0, sweet England !

King Stephen was a loorthy peer,

His breeches cost him but a crown ;

He held them sixpence all to dear,

With that he called the tailor— lawn,

Se was a wight of high renoivn.

And thou art but of low degree;
'Tis pride that pulls the country doivn

;

Then take thine auld cloak about thee.

Some wine, ho !

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other.

lago. Will you hear it again ?

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place,

that doCvS those things.—Well,— Heaven's above all; and
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there be souls that must be saved, and there be souls must

not be saved.

lago. It's true, good lieutenant.

Qas. For mine own part,— no oiFence to the general, or

any man of quality,— I hope to be saved.

lago. And so do I too, lieutenant.

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the lieu-

tenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's have no more

of this; let's to our affairs.— Forgive us our sins !—Gentle-

men, let's look to our business. Do not think, gentlemen,

I am drunk; this is my ancient;— this is my right hand,

and this is my left hand.— I am not drunk now; I can

stand well enough, and speak well enough.

All. Excellent well.

Gas. Why, very well, then
;
you must not think, then,

that I am drunk. \^Exit.

Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, let's see the watch.

lago. You see this fellow, that is gone before.

—

He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar

And give direction ; and do but see his vice

;

'Tis to his virtue a just equinox.

The one as long as the other ; 'tis pity of him.

I fear the trust Othello puts him in,

On some odd time of his infirmity

Will shake this island.

Mon. But is he often thus?

lago. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep.

He'll Avatch the horologe a double set,

If drink rock not his cradle.

Mon. It were well

The general were put in mind of it.

Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature

Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio,

And looks not on his evils. Is not this true?

Enter Rodekigo.

lago. How now, Roderigo ? [^Aside.

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. \_Exit Roderiqo.

3Ion. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor
Should hazard such a place, as his own second,

With one of an ingraft infirmity;

It were an honest action to say

So to the Moor.
lago. Not I, for th\s fair island.

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ?

\_Cry ivithin— Help! help!

3a*
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Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.

(7a3. You rogue ! you rascal

!

Mon. What's the matter, lieutenant?

Cas. A knave !— teach me my duty !

I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.

Rod. Beat me

!

Gas. Dost thou prate, rogue ?

[Striking Roderigo.
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant

;

\_Staying him.

I pray you, sir, hold your hand.

Cas. Let me go, sir.

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard.

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk.

Gas. Drunk! \Tliey jiglit.

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry—A mutiny.
\_Aside to Rod., who goes out.

Nay, good lieutenant,— alas, gentlemen,

—

Help, ho !— Lieutenant,— sir,— Montano,— sir ;
—

Help, masters!— Here's a goodly watch, indeed!

[Bell rings.

Who's that that rings the bell?— Diablo, ho!
The town will rise ; God's will, lieutenant ! hold

;

You will be shamed forever.

Enter Othello and Attendants.

0th. What is the matter here ?

Mon. I bleed still ; I am hurt to the death ;
— he dies.

0th. Hold, for your lives.

lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, sir, Montano,—gentlemen,-—

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ?

Hold, hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for shame !

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ?

Are we turned Turks ; and to ourselves do that.

Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ?

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl.

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage.

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion.

—

Silence that dreadful bell ; it frights the isle

From her propriety.—What is the matter, masters?

Honest lago, that look'st dead, with grieving,

Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee.

lago. I do not know ;— friends all but now, even now,
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Divesting them for bed; and then, but now,
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(As if some planet had unwitted men,)

Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast,

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak

Any beginning to this peevish odds ; _

And 'would in action glorious I had lost

These legs, that brought me to a part of it

!

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot?

Cas. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak.

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil

;

The gravity and stillness of your youth

The world hath noted, and your name is great

In mouths of wisest censure. What's the matter,

That you unlace your reputation thus,

And spend your rich opinion, for the name
Of a night brawler ? Give me answer to it.

3Ion. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger.

Your officer, lago, can inform you—
While I spare speech, (which something now offends me)

—

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught

By me that's said or done amiss this night

;

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice

;

And to defend ourselves it be a sin,

When violence assails us.

0th. Now, by Heaven,
My blood begins my safer guides to rule

;

And passion, having my best judgment collied.

Assays to lead the way. If I once stir.

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on

;

And he that is approved in this offence.

Though he had twinned with me, both at a birth,

Shall lose me.—What ! in a town of war.

Yet Avild, the people's hearts brimful of fear,

To manage private and domestic quarrel.

In night, and on the court of guard and safety

!

'Tis, monstrous.— lago, who began it?

3Ion. If partially affined, or leagued in office,

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth,

Thou art no soldier.

lago. Touch me not so near.

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth,

Than it should do ofTonce to Michael Cassio

;

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him.— Thus it is, general.

Montrtno and myself being in speech.
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There comes a fellow, crying out for help

;

And Cassio following with determined sword,

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause

;

Myself the crying fellow did pursue,

Lest, by his clamor, (as it so fell out,)

The town might fall in fright. He, swift of foot,

Outran my purpose ; and I returned the rather

For that I heard the clink and fall of swords,

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night,

I ne'er might say bef9re. When I came back
(For this was brief) I found them close together,

At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were
When you yourself did part them.

More of this matter can I not report ;
—

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget.

—

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,

—

As men in rage strike those that wish them best,

—

Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received.

From him that fled, some strange indignity,

Which patience could not pass.

0th. I know, lago,

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter,

Making it light to Cassio.— Cassio, I love thee;
But never more be officer of mine.

—

Enter Desdemona, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up;—
I'll make thee an example.

Bes. What's the matter, dear?
0th. All's well now, sweeting ; come away to bed.

Sir, for your hurts,

Myself will be your surgeon:— Lead him off.

[ To MoNTANO, who is led off.

lago, look with care about the town

;

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.

—

Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life, •

To have their balmy slumbers waked with strife.

\_Exeunt all hut Iago and Cassio.
lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ?

Cas. Ay, past all surgery.

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid

!

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! 0, I have
lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal part, sir, of

myself, and what remains is bestial.— My reputation, Iago,
my reputation.
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lago. A.S I am an honest man, I thought you had receive*!

some bodily wound ; thei'e is more offence in that, than in

reputation. Reputation is an idle and most false imposition
;

oft got without merit, and lost without deserving. You have

lost no reputation at all, unless you repute yourself such a

loser. What, man ! there are ways to recover the general

again. You are but now cast in his mood, a punishment
more in policy than in malice ; even so as one would beat

his offenceless dog, to affright an imperious lion. Sue to him
again, and he's yours.

Qas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive so

good a commander, with so slight, so drunken, and so indis-

creet an officer. Drunk? and speak parrot? and squabble?

swagger ? swear ? and discourse fustian with one's own
shadow ?— thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no
name to be known by, let us call thee— devil

!

lago. What was he that you followed Avith your sword ?

What had he done to you ?

Cas. I know not.

lago. Is it possible ?

Oas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly

;

a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— that men should put

an enemy in their mouths, to steal away their brains ! that

we should, with joy, revel, pleasure, and applause, transform

ourselves into beasts !

lago. Why, but you are now well enough. How came
you thus recovered ?

Oas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to give place

to the devil, wrath ; one unpcrfectness shows me another,

to make me frankly despise myself.

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler. As the time,

the place, and the condition of this country stands, I could

heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is as it is,

mend it for your own good.

Oas. I Avill ask him for my place again ; he shall tell me
I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such

an answer would stop them all. To be now a sensible man,
by and by a fool, and presently a beast ! 0, strange !

—

Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient is a devil.

lago. Come, come, good wine is a familiar good creature,

if it be well used ; exclaim no more against it. And, good
lieutenant, I think, you think I love you.

Oas. I have well approved it, sir.— I drunk!
lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some

time, man. I'll tell you what you shall do. Our general's

wife is noAv the general ;— I may say so in this respect, for

Vol. IV.— 39
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that lie hath devoted and given up himself to the contem-

plation, mark, and denotement of her parts and graces :—
Confess yourself freely to her ; importune her ; she'll help

to put you in your place again ; she is of so free, so kind,

so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in

her goodness, not to do more than she is requested. This

broken joint between you and her husband, entreat her to

splinter ; and, my fortunes against any lay worth naming,

this crack of your love shall grow stronger than it was before.

Qas. You advise me well.

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and honest

kindness.

Qas. I think it freely ; and betimes in the morning, I

will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me.

I am desperate of my fortunes, if they check me here.

lago. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant ; I

must to the watch.

Oas. Good night, honest lago. [^Exit Cassio.

lago. And what's he, then, that says,—I play the villain?

"When this advice is free, I give, and honest,

Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course

To win the Moor again ? for, 'tis most easy

The inclining Desdemona to subdue

In any honest suit ; she's framed as fruitful

As the free elements. And then for her

To win the Moor,— were't to renounce his baptism,

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,

—

His soul is so enfettered to her love,

That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

Even as her appetite shall play the god

With his weak function. How am I then a villain,

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course,

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell

!

When devils will their blackest sins put on.

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows,

As I do now; for while this honest fool

Plies Desdemona, to repair his fortunes.

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor,

I'll pour this pestilence into his ear,

—

That she repeals him for her body's lust

;

And, by how much she strives to do him good,

She snail undo her credit with the Moor.

So will I turn her virtue into pitch

;

And out of her own goodness make the net

That shall enmesh them all.— How now, Koderigo?
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Enter Roderigo.

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, nv)t like a hound
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is

almost spent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well cud-

gelled ; and, I think, the issue will be— I shall have so

much experience for my pains ; and so, with no money at

all, and a little more wit, return to Venice.

lago. How poor are they that have not patience !

What wound did ever heal but by degrees ?

Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witchcraft;

And wit depends on dilatory time.

Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee.

And thou, by that small hurt, hath cashiered Cassio;

Though other things grow fair against the sun,

Yet fruits that blossom first, will first be ripe.

Content thyself awhile.— By the mass, 'tis morning;
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short.

—

Retire thee
;
go where thou art billeted.

Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter

;

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two things are to be

done,

—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress

;

I'll set her on
;

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart,

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find

Soliciting his wife. Ay, that's the way

;

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit.

ACT III.

SCE-NE I. Before the Castle.

Enter Cassio and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here, I will content your pains,

Something that's brief; and bid— good morrow, general?

[Music,

Enter Clown.

Ch. Why, masters, have your instruments been at Naples,

that they speak i' the nose thus ?

1 Mus. How, sir, how

!

Glo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instruments?
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1 Mu%. Ay, marry, are they, sir.

Qlo. 0, thereby hangs a taiL

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir?

Oh. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument that I know.

But, masters, here's money for you ; and the general so

likes your music, that he desires you of all loves, to make
no more noise with it.

1 3Ius. Well, sir, we will not.

Olo. If you have any music that may not be heard, to't

again ; but, as they say, to hear music, the general doea

not greatly care.

1 Mus. We have none such, sir.

Olo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll away.

Go ; vanish into air ; away. [Exeunt Musicians.

Oas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ?

Qlo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you.

Oas. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillet. There's a poor piece

of gold for thee ; if the gentlewoman that attends the gen-

eral's wife be stirring, tell her there's one Cassio entreats

her a little favor of speech. Wilt thou do this ?

Olo. She is stirring ; if she will stir hither, I shall seem
to notify unto her. [Exit.

Enter Iago.

Oas. Do, good my friend.— In happy time, Iago.

Iago. You have not been abed, then ?

Oas. Why, no ; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, Iago,

To send in to your wife. My suit to her

Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

Iago. I'll send her to you presently;

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and business

May be more free. [Exit.

Oas. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew
A Florentine more kind and honest.

Enter Emilia.

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant ; I am sorry

For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well.

The general, and his wife, are talking of it

;

And she speaks for you stoutly. The Moor replies,

That he you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus,
And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom.
He might not but refuse you. But, he protests, he loves you
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And needs no other suitor, but his likings,

To take the saf'st occasion by the front,

To bring you in again.

Oas. Yet, I beseech you,—

'

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

—

Give me advantage of some brief discourse

With Desdemona alone.

Emil. 'Pray you, come in

;

I will bestow you where you shall have time

To speak your bosom freely.

Cas. I am much bound to you. {^Exeunt,

SCENE II. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen.

0th. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot;

And, by him, do my duties to the state.

That done, I will be walking on the works

;

Repair there to me.'

Iago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't.

0th. This fortification, gentlemen,— shall we see't?

Q-ent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. Before the Castle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia.

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do

All my abilities in thy behalf.

Emil. Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my husband,

As if the case were his.

Des. 0, that's an honest fellow.— Do not doubt, Cassio,

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam,
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio,

He's never any thing but your true servant.

Des. sir, I thank you. You do love my lord
;

You have known him long ; and be you well assured

He shall in strangeness stand no further off

Than in a politic distance.

Cas. Ay, but, lady,

That policy may either last so long,

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet,

Or breed itself so out of circumstance,

3b
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Thai, 1 being absent, and my place supplied.

My general will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here,

I give thee* "warrant of thy place ; assure thee,

If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it

To the last article : my lord shall never rest

;

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience;
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift

;

I'll intermingle every thing he does

With Cassio's suit. Therefore be merry, Cassio

;

For thy solicitor shall rather die.

Than give thy cause away.

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance.

Emil. Madam, here comes
My lord.

Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave.

Des. Why, stay.

And hear me speak.

Oas. Madam, not now ; I am very" ill at ease

;

Unfit for mine own purposes.

Des.
^

^

Well, well.

Do your discretion. \^Exit CASSia
Iago. Ha ! I like not that.

0th. What dost thou say ?

Iago. Nothing, my lord; or if— I know not what
Otli. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife ?

Iago. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think it,

That he would steal away so guiltylike.

Seeing you coming.

0th. I do believe 'twas he.

Des. How now, my lord ?

I have been talking with a suitor here,

A man that languishes in your displeasure.

0th. Who is't you mean ?

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord,

If I have any grace or power to move you.
His present reconciliation take

;

For, if he be not one that truly loves you.
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,
I have no judgment in an honest face.

I pr'ythee call him back.

0th. Went he hence now?
Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled.

That he hath left part of his grief with me;
I suffer with him. Good love, call him back.
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0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time.

Des. But shall' t be shortly ?

Otli. The sooner, sweet, for you

Des. Shall't be to-night at supper ?

0th. No, not to-night.

Des. To-morrow dinner, then ?

0th. I shall not dine at home

;

I meet the captains at the citadel.

De8. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday morn
;

Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday morn.

—

I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not

Exceed three days. In faith, he's penitent

;

And yet his trespass, in our common reason,

(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples

Out of their best,) is not almost a fault

To incur a private check. When shall he come ?

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul.

What you could ask me, that I should deny.

Or stand so mammering on. What, Michael Cassio,

That came a wooing with you, and so many a time,

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly.

Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do

To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much,

—

0th. 'Pr'ythee, no more. Let him come when he will;

I will deny thee nothing.

Des. Why, this is not a boon;

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves,

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm

;

Or sue to you to do peculiar profit

To your own person. Nay, when I have a suit,

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed.

It shall be full of poize and difficulty,

And fearful to be granted.

0th. I will deny thee nothing;

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this.

To leave me but a little to myself.

Des. Shall I deny you? no. Farewell, my lord.

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona; I will come to thje

straight.

Des. Emilia, come.— Be it as your fancies teach you;

Whate'er you be, I am obedient. \_Exit with Emilia.

0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul,

But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not.

Chaos is come again.

lago. My noble lord,

0th. What dost thou say, lago 2
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lago. Did Michael Cassio, wlien you wooed my lady,

Know of your love ?

OtJi. He did, from first to last. Why dost thou ask ?

lago. But for a satisfaction in my thought

;

No further harm.

0th. Why of thy thought, lago?
lago. I did not think he had been acquainted ^'ith her.

0th. yes ; and went between us very oft.

lago. Indeed ?

0th. Indeed ! ay, indeed.—Discern'st thou aught in that ?

Is he not honest ?

lago. Honest, my lord ?

0th. Ay, honest.

lago. My lord, for aught I know.
0th. What dost thou think?

lago. Think, my lord?

0th. Think, my lord!

By Heaven he echoes me.
As if there were some monster in his thought
Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean something;
I heard thee say but now— Thou lik'dst not that.

When Cassio left my wife. What didst not like ?

And, when I told thee, he was of my counsel

In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst, Indeed f
And didst contract and purse thy brow together

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me.
Show me thy thought.

lago. My lord, you know I love you.
0th. I think thou dost;

And— for I know thou art full of love and honesty,

And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them breath—
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more

;

For such things, in a false disloyal knave,

Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just.

They are close denotements, working from the heart,

That passion cannot rule.

lago. For Michael Cassio,

—

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest.

0th. I think so too.

lago. Men should be what they seem

;

Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none '

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem.
lago. W^hy then^ I think Cassio's an honest man.
0th. Nay, yet there's more in this.

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings,
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As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts

The worst of words.

lago. Good my lord, pardon me

;

Though I am bound to every act of duty,

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and false,-—

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not ? W.ho has a breast so pure,

But some uncleanly apprehensions

Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit

With meditations lawful ?

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago.

If thou but think'st him wronged, and mak'st his ear

A stranger to thy thoughts.

lago. I do beseech you,

—

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess,

As, I confess, it is my nature's plague

To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy

Shapes faults that are not,— I entreat you, then,

From one that so imperfectly conjects.

You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble

Out of his scattering and unsure observance.

It were not for your quiet, nor your good.

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom.

To let you know my thoughts.

0th. What dost thou mean ?

lago. Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord,

Is the immediate jewel of their souls.

Who steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something, nothing.

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands

;

But he that filches from me my good name,

Robs me of that which not enriches him.

And makes me poor indeed.

0th. By Heaven, I'll know thy thought.

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand;
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody.

0th. Ha!
lago. 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy

;

It is the green-eyed monster, which doth make
The meat it feeds on. Tiiat cuckold lives in bliss.

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;

But, 0, Avhat damned minutes tells he o'er.

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves

!

0th. 0, misery

!

lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough;
But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter,

3b*
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To him that ever fears he shall be poor.

—

Good Heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend

From jealousy !

0th.
" Why! why is this?

Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy,

To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions ? No ; to be once in doubt

Is— once to be resolved. Exchange me for a goat,

When I shall turn the business of my soul

To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,

Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous,

To say— ray wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well

;

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous

;

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt

;

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago

;

I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove

;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,

—

Away at once with love, or jealousy.

lago. I am glad of this, for now I shall have reason

To show the love and duty that I bear you
With franker spirit ; therefore, as I am bound, ^

Receive it from me.— I speak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio

;

Wear your eye— thus, not jealous, nor secure.

I would not have your free and noble nature,

Out of self-bounty, be abused ; look to't.

I know our country disposition well

;

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks
They dare not show their husbands ; their best conscience

Is— not to leave undone, but keep unknown.
0th. Dost thou say so ?

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you

;

And, when she seemed to shake, and fear your looks.

She loved them most.

0th. And so she did.

lago Why, go to, then;
She that, so young, could give out such a seeming,
To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak,

—

He thought 'twas witchcraft.— But I am much to blame
J

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon.
For too much loving you.

0th. I am bound to thee forever.

lago. I see this hath a little dashed your spirits.

0th. Not a jot, not a jot.
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lago. Trust me, I fear it has.

I hope you will consider, what is spoke

Comes from my love;— but I do see you are moved.—

I am to pray you not to strain my speech

To grosser issues, nor to larger reach,

Than to suspicion.

0th. I will not.

lago. Should you do so, my lord,

My speech should fall into such vile success

As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy friend.

—

My lord, I see you are moved.

Oth, No, not much moved;

—

I do not think but Desdemona's honest.

lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to think so \

Oth. And yet, how nature, ei'ring from itself,

—

lago. Ay, there's the point.— As,— to be bold with you,—

Not to affect many proposed matches,

Of her own clime, complexion and degree

;

Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends:

Fob! one may smell, in such, a will most rank,

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.

But pardon me ; I do not, in position.

Distinctly speak of her ; though I may fear

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment,

May fall to match you with her country forms,

And (happily) repent.

Oth. Farewell, farewell.

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more;

Set on thy wife to observe. Leave me, lago.

lago. My lord, I take my leave. [Croing.

Oth. Why did I marry ? This honest creature, doubt-

less.

Sees, and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

lago. My lord, I would I might entreat your honor

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time

;

And though it be fit that Cassio have his place,

(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,)

Yet, if you please to hold him off a while.

You shall by that perceive him and his means.

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment

With any strong or vehement importunity
;

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time,

Let me be thought too busy in my fears,

(As worthy cause I have to fear— I am,)

And hold her free, I do beseech your honor

Oth. Fear not my government.
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lago. I once more take my leave. \Exit.
0th. This fellow's of exceeding honesty,

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit

Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard,
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings^

I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind,
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black;
And have not those soft parts of conversation
That chamberers have;— or, for I am declined
Into the vale of years;— yet that's not much;

—

She's gone ; I am abused ; and my relief

Must be to loathe her. O, curse of marriage.
That we can call these delicate creatures ours,

And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad.
And live upon the vapor of a dungeon.
Than keep a corner in the thing I love,

For others' use. Yet 'tis the plague of great ones

;

Prerogatived are they less than the base

;

'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death

;

Even then this forked plague is fated to us,

When we do quicken. Desdemona comes.

Enter Desdemona and Emilia.

If she be false, 0, then Heaven mocks itself!—
I'll not believe it.

D^s. How now, my dear Othello?
Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.
0th. I am to blame.

J)es. Why is your speech so faint? Are you not well?
0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.
Bes. 'Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away again.

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour
It will be well.

0th. Your napkin is too little

;

[Re puts the handkerchief from him, and it drops.
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you.

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well.

[Exeunt 0th. and Des.
Einil. I am glad I have found this napkin

;

This was her first remembrance from the Moor.
My wayward husband hath a hundred times
Wooed me to steal it; but she so loves the token,
(For he conjured her she would ever keep it,)

That she reserves it evermore about her,
To kiss, and talk to. I'll have the work ta'sn out.
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And give 't lago.

What he'll do with it, Heaven knows, not I

;

I nothing, but to please his fantasy.

Enter Iago.

lago. How now ! what do you here alone ?

Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you.

Iago. A thing for me?—It is a common thing—
Emil. Ha

!

Iago. To have a foolish wife.

Eviil. 0, is that all ? What will you give me now
"For that same handkerchief?

Iago. What handkerchief?

Emil. What handkerchief?

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona;
That which so often you did bid me steal.

Iago. Hast stolen it from her ?

Emil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence

,

And, to the advantage, I, being here, took't up.

Look, here it is.

Iago. A good wench
;
give it me.

Emil. What will you do with it, that you have been sc

earnest

To have me filch it ?

Iago. ' Why, what's that to you?
{^Snatching it.

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import,

Give it me again. Poor lady ! she'll run mad,

When she shall lack it.

Iago. Be not you known oft; I have use for it.

Go, leave me. \_Exit Emilia.

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin.

And let him find it. Trifles light as air.

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong

As proofs of holy writ. This may do something.

The Moor already changes with my poison.

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons,

Which, at the first, • are scarce found to distaste

;

But, with a little act upon the blood,

Burn like the mines of sulphur.—I did say so;—
Enter Othello.

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora,

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world.

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep

Which thou ow'dst yesterday.
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0th. Ha ! ha ! false to me ?

To me?
lago. Why, how now, general ? No more of that.

0th. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on the rack.—

I swear 'tis better to be much abused,

Than but to know't a little.

lago. How now, my lord ?

0th. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust?

I saw it not, thought it not ; it harmed not me

;

I slept the next night well, was free and merry

;

I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips.

He that is robbed, not wanting what is stolen.

Let him not know it, and he's not robbed at all.

lago. I am sorry to hear this.

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp,

Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body.

So I had nothing known. 0, now, forever.

Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content

!

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars,

That make ambition virtue ! 0, farewell

!

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife.

The royal banner ; and all quality.

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war

!

And, you mortal engines, whose rude throats

The immortal Jove's dread clamors counterfeit,

Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone !

lago. Is it possible !— My lord,

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore

;

Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof;

\_Ta1dng him hy the throat.

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul.

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog.

Than answer my waked wrath.

lago. Is it come to this?

0th. Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it,

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop,

To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life

!

Ingo. My noble lord,

—

Otli. If thou dost slander her, and torture me.

Never pray more ; abandon all remorse

;

On horror's head horrors accumulate
;

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed;—
For nothing canst thou to damnation add,

Greater than that.

lago. grace, Heaven, defend me \
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Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ?

God be wi' you; take mine office.— Avretched fool,

—

That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice!—
monstrous world ! Take note, take note, world,

To be direct and honest, is not safe.

—

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence,

I'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence.

0th. Nay, stay.—Thou shouldst be honest.

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool,

And loses that it works for.

0th. By the world,

I think my wife be honest, and think slie is not

;

I think that thou art just, and think thou art not;

I'll have some proof. Her name, that was as fresh

As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black

As mine own face.—If there be cords, or knives.

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams,

I'll not endure it.
—

'Would I w^ere satisfied!

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion.

I do repent me that I put it to you.

You would be satisfied ?

0th. Would? nay, I will.

lago. And may ; but how ? how satisfied, my lord ?

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on ?

Behold her tupped ?

0th. Death and damnation ! !

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think,

To bring them to that prospect. Damn them, then,

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster.

More than their own ! What then ? how then ?

What shall I say ? Where's satisfaction ?

It is impossible you should see this.

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say.

If imputation, and strong circumstances,

—

Which lead directly to the door of truth,

—

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it.

0th. Give me a living reason she's disloyal.

lago. I do not like the office

;

But, sith I am entered in this cause so far,—

-

Pricked to it by foolish honesty and love,

—

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately

;

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul,
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That in tlieir sleeps will mutter their affairs

;

One of this kind is Cassio.

In sleep I heard him say,

—

Siveet Desdemona,
het us he wary, let us hide our loves

!

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand,

Cry,

—

sweet creature! and then kiss me hard.

As if he plucked up kisses by the roots,

That grew upon my lips ; then laid his leg

Over my thigh, and sighed, and kissed ; and then

Cried,

—

Cursed fate, that gave thee to the Moor!
0th. 0, monstrous ! monstrous

!

lago. Nay, this was but his dream.

0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusion

;

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.

lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs,

That do demonstrate thinly.

0th. I'll tear her all to pieces.

lago. Nay, but be wise
;
yet we see nothing done

;

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,

—

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief,

Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand?
0th. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift.

lago. I know not that ; but such a handkerchief

(I am sure it was your wife's) did I to-day

See Cassio wipe his beard with.

0th. If it be that,—
lago. If it be that, or any that was hers.

It speaks against her with the other proofs.

0th. that the slave had forty thousand lives;

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge

!

Now do I see 'tis true. Look here, lago

;

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven.

'Tis gone.

—

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell

!

Yield up, love, thy crown, and hearted throne,

To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught

;

For 'tis of aspics' tongues

!

lago. Pray, be content.

0th. blood, lago, blood

!

lago. Patience, I say
;
your mind, perhaps, may change.

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea,

Whose icy current and compulsive course

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on

To the Propontic and the Hellespont

;

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace.

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love,
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Till that a capable and wide revenge

Swallow chem up.—Now, by yond' marble heaven,

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [^Kneeh.

I here engage my words.

lago. Do not rise yet.— \_Kneels.

Witness, you ever-burning lights above !

You elements that clip us round about

!

Witness, that here lago doth give up

The execution of his wit, hands, heart.

To wronged Othello's service ! Let him command,
And to obey shall be in me remorse,

What bloody work soever.

0th. I greet thy love,

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous,

And will upon the instant put thee to't.

Within these three days let me hear thee say

That Cassio's not alive.

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your request.

But let her live.

0th. Damn her, lewd minx ; 0, damn her

!

Come, go with me apart ; I Avill withdraw

To furnish me with some swift means of death

For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

lago. I am your own forever. \^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The same.

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown.

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cassio lies ?

Oh. I dare not say he lies anywhere.

Des. Why, man ?

Olo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier lies, is

stabbing.

Des. Go to : where lodges he ?

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you w^here

I lie.

Des. Can any thing be made of this ?

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to devise

a lodging, and say— he lies here, or he lies there, were to

lie in my own throat.

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified by report '**

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, make
questions, and by them answer.

Bes. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him I have

moved my lord in his behalf, and hope all will be well.

Vol. IV. — 40 3 c
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Clo. To do this, is within the compass of man's wit;

and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [^Exit

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia?

Emil. I know not, madam.
Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse

Full of cruzadoes. And, hut my noble Moor

Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness

As jealous creatures are, it Avere enough

To put him to ill thinking.

Emil. Is he not jealous ?

Des. Who, he? I think the sun, where he was born.

Drew all such humors from him.

Emil. Look, where he comes.

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio

Be called to him.—How is't with you, my lord?

Enter Othello.

0th. Well, my good lady. [J.sicZe.] 0, hardness to

dissemble !

How do you, Desdemona ?

Des. Well, my good lord.

0th. Give me your hand; this hand is moist, ray lady.

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow.

0th. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart

;

Hot, hot, and moist. This hand of yours requires

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,

Much castigation, exercise devout

;

For here's a young and sweating devil here,

That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,

A frank one.

Des. You may, indeed, say so
;

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

0th. A liberal hand. The hearts, of old, gave hands

;

But our new heraldry is— hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come, now, your promise.

0th. What promise, chuck ?

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you.

0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me

;

Lend me thy handkerchief.

Des. Here, my lord.

0th. That which I gave you.

Des. I have it not about me
0th. Not?
Des. No, indeed, my lord.

0th. That is a fault.

That handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give

;
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She was a charmer, and could almost read

The thoughts of people. She told her, while she kept it,

'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father

Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it,

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye

Should hckl her loathly, and his spirits should hunt

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me

;

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,

To give it her. I did so ; and take heed of 't,

Make it a darling, like your precious eye

:

To lose or giv't away, were such perdition,

As nothing else could match.

Des. Is it possible ?

0th. 'Tis true; there's magic in the web of it.

A sibyl, that had numbered in the world

The sun to make two hundred compasses,

In her prophetic fury sewed the work.

The worms were hallowed that did breed the silk

;

And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful

Conserved of maidens' hearts.

Des. Indeed ! is't true ?

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well.

Des. Then would to Heaven that I had never seen it.

0th. Ha ! wherefore ?

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ?

0th. Is't lost ? is't gone ? Speak, is it out of the way ?

Des. Heaven bless us

!

0th. Say you?
Des. It is not lost ; but what an if it were ?

0th. Ha!
Des. I say it is not lost.

0th. Fetch't ; let me see it.

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now

;

This is a trick to put me from my suit

;

I pray, let Cassio be received again.

0th. Fetch me that handkerchief; my mind misgives.

Des. Come, come

;

You'll never meet a more sufficient man.

0th. The handkerchief,

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio,

0th. The handkerchief,

Des. A man that, all his time.

Hath founded his good fortune on your love

;

Shared dangers with you ;

0th. The handkerchief,
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Bes. In sooth,

You are to blame.

OtJi. Away! {^Exit Othello.

Emil. Is not this man jealous ?

Des. I ne'er saw this before.

Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief;

I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man.

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food;

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full,

They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband.

Enter Iago and Cassio.

lago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't

;

And, lo, the happiness ! Go, and importune her.

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news with you ?

Cas. Madam, my former suit. I do beseech you.

That, by your virtuous means, I may again

Exist, and be a member of his love,

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart,

Entirely honor ; I would not be delayed.

If my oifence be of such mortal kind,

That neither service past, nor present sorrows,

Nor purposed merit in futurity.

Can ransom me into his love again,

But to know so must be my benefit

;

So shall I clothe me in a forced content.

And shut myself up in some other course,

To fortune's alms.

Des. Alas ! thrice gentle Cassio,

My advocation is not now in tune

;

My lord is not my lord; nor should I know him.

Were he in favor, as in humor, altered.

So help me, every spirit sanctified.

As I have spoken for you all my best

;

And stood within the blank of his displeasure,

For my free speech ! You must awhile be patient

;

What I can do, I will ; and more I will.

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you.

Iago. Is my lord angry ?

Emil. He went hence but now,
And, certainly, in strange unquietness.

Iago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon,
When it hath blown his ranks into the air

;

And, like the devil, from his very arm
Puffed his own brother ;—And can he be angry ?
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Something of moment, then. I will go meet him

;

There is matter in't indeed, if he be angrj.

Des. I pr'ythee, do so.— Something, sure, of state,

—

\_Exit Iago.

Either from Venice ; or some unhatched practice,

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,

—

Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and, in such cases,

Men's natures wrangle with inferior things,

Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so

;

For let our finger ache, and it indues

Our other healthful members even to that sense

Of pain. Nay, we must think men are not gods

;

Nor of them look for such observances

As fit the bridal.— Beshrew me much, Emilia,

I was, (unhandsome warrior as I am)

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul

;

But now I find I had suborned the witness.

And he's indicted falsely.

Emil. Pray Heaven it be state matters, as you think
;

And no conception, nor no jealous toy.

Concerning you.

Des. Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause.

Emil. But jealous souls will not be answered so

;

They are not ever jealous for the cause,

But jealous for they are jealous. 'Tis a monster.

Begot upon itself, born on itself.

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mind

!

Emil. Lady, amen.

Des. I will go seek him. Cassio, walk here about

;

If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit,

And seek to effect it to my uttermost.

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship.

\_Exeunt Desdemona mid Emilia

Eyiter Bianca

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio !

Cas. What make you from home?
How is it with you, my most fair Bianca?

I' faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio.

What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights ?

Eightscore hours? and lovers' absent hours.

More tedious than the dial eightscore times?

weary reckoning !

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca
;

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been pressed;

o C *
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But I shall, in a more continuate time,

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca,

IGiving her Desdemona's handkerchief
Take me this work out.

Biaii. Cassio, whence came this?
This is some token from a newer friend.

To the felt absence now I feel a cause.

Is it come to this? Well, well.

Cas. Go to ! woman,
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth.

From whence you have them. You are jealous, now,
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance.
No, in good troth, Bianca.

Bian. Why, whose is it?

Cas. I know not, sweet ; I found it in my chamber.
I like the work well, ere it be demanded,
(As like enough it will,) I'd have it copied.

Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time.

Bian, Leave you ! wherefore ?

Cas. I do attend here on the general;
And think it no addition, nor my wish,

To have him see me womaned.
Bian. Why, I pray you?

. Cas. Not that I love you not.

Bian. But that you do not love me
I pray you, bring me on the way a little;

And say if I shall see you soon at night.

Cas. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you.
For I attend here ; but I'll see you soon.

Bian. 'Tis very good; I must be circumstanced.

[^Bxeunt

ACT IV.

SCENE I. Before the Castle.

Enter Otuello and Iago.

lago. Will you think so ?

0th. Think so, lagc >

Iago. What?
To kiss in private ?

0th. An unauthorized kiss.
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lago. Or to be naked witli lier friend abed.

An hour or more, not meaning any harm ?

Otli. Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm ?

It is hypocrisy against the devil.

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so,

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt Heavsn.
lago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip

;

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,

0th. What then?
lago. Why then, 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being hers,

She may, I think, bestow't on any man.
0th. She is protectress of her honor too

;

May she give that?

lago. Her honor is an essence that's not seen

;

They have it very oft, that have it not.

But, for the handkerchief,

0th. By Heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it.

—

Thou saidst,— 0, it comes o'er my memory,
As doth the raven o'er the infected house.

Boding to all,— he had my handkerchief.

lago. Ay, what of that ?

0th. That's not so good, now.
lago. W^hat if I had said I had seen him do you wrong ?

Or heard him say,— as knaves be such abroad,

Who having, by their own importunate suit,

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress.

Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose

But they must blab

0th. Hath he said any thing?

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assured,

No more than he'll unswear.

0th. What hath he said?

lago. 'Faith, that he did,— I know not what he did.

0th. What? what?
lago. Lie

0th. With her?
lago. With her, on her ; Avhat you will.

0th. Lie with her ! lie on her !—We say lie on her, when
they belie her. Lie with her ! that's fulsome.— Handker-
chief,— confessions,— handkerchief,—To confess, and be

hanged for his labor.— First to be hanged, and then to con-

fess :— I tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself in

such shadowing passion, Avithout some instruction.— It is

not words that shake me thus.— Pish!— Noses, ears,

and lips.— Is it possible?— Confess!— Handkerchief—
devil I

— [^i'alls in a trance.
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lago. Work on,

My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are caught

;

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus.

All guiltless meet reproach.—What, ho ! my lord

!

Enter Cassio.

My lord, I say ! Othello ! How now, Cassio ?

Cas. What is the matter?

lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy

;

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday.

Cas. Rub him about the temples.

lago. No, forbear.

The lethargy must have his quiet course

;

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by.

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs.

Do you withdraw yourself a little while,

He will recover straight ; when he is gone,

I would on great occasion speak with you.

—

[Exit Cassio.

How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ?

0th. Dost thou mock me ?

lago. I mock you ! no, by Heaven

;

'Would you would bear your fortunes like a man.

0th. A horned man's a monster, and a beast.

lago. There's many a beast, then, in a populous city,

And many a civil monster.

0th. Did he confess it?

lago. Good sir, be a man;
Think every bearded fellow that's but yoked.

May draw with you ; there's millions now alive,

That nightly lie in those unproper beds,

Which they dare swear peculiar
;
your case is better.

0, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock,

To lip a wanton in a secure couch.

And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know

;

And,' knowing what I am, I know what she shall be.

0th. 0, thou art wise; 'tis certain.

lago. Stand you awhile apart:

Confine yourself but in a patient list.

Whilst you were here, ere while mad Avith your grief,

(A passion most unsuiting such a man,)

Cassio came hither. I shifted him away.

And laid good 'scase upon your ecstasy

;

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me

;

The which he promised. Do but encave yourself,

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns,
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That dwell in every region of his face

;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,

—

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when

He hath, and is again to cope your wife.

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience

;

Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen,

And nothing of a man.

0th. Dost thou hear, lago?

I will be found most cunning in my patience

;

But (dost thou hear?) most bloody.

lago. That's not amiss

;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ?

[Othello withdraws.

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca,

A housewife, that, by selling her desires.

Buys herself bread and clothes. It is a creature

That dotes on Cassio,— as 'tis the strumpet's plague,

To beguile many, and be beguiled by one

;

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excess of laughter !— Here he comes.

—

Re-enter Cassio.

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad

;

And his unbookish jealousy must construe

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behavior

Quite in the wrong.— How do you now, lieutenant?

Cas. The worser, that you give me the addition,

Whose want even kills me.

lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure oft.

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, \_Speaking lower.

How quickly should you speed?

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff!

0th. Look, how he laughs already ! [Aside*

lago. I never knew a woman love man so.

Gas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i' faith, she loves me.

0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out.

[Aside.

lago. Do you hear, Cassio ?

0th. Now he importunes him

To tell it o'er. Go to; well said, well said. [Aside.

lago. She gives it out that you shall marry her.

Do you intend it?

Cas. Ha, ha, ha !

0th. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ?

[Aside.

Cas. I marry her !—what ? a customer ! I pr'ythee, bear
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some charity to mj wit ; do not think it so unwholesome
Ha, ha, ha

!

0th. So, so, so, so. They laugh that win. \_Aside

lago. 'Faith, the cry goes that you shall marry her.

Oas. Pr'ythee, say true.

layo. I am a very villain else.

0th. Have you scored me ? Well. \^A8ide,

Oas. This is the monkey's own giving out ; she is per-

suaded I will marry her, out of her own love and flattery,

not out of my promise.

0th. lago beckons me ; now he begins the story.

[^Aside.

Cas. She w^as here even now ; she haunts me in every

place. I Avas, the other day, talking on the sea-bank with

certain Venetians ; and thither comes this bawble ; by this

hand, she falls thus about my neck ;

0th. Crying, dear Cassio ! as it were : his gesture

imports it. ]^Aside.

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so hales,

and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha !

—

0th. Now he tells how she plucked him to my chamber.

0, I see that nose of yours, but not that dog I shall throw
it to. [Aside.

Cas. Well, I must leave her company.
lago. Before me ! look where she comes.

Enter Bianca.

Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a perfumed one.

—What do you mean by this haunting of me ?

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What did

you mean by that same handkerchief you gave me even
now ? I was a fine fool to take it. I must take out the

whole work ?—A likely piece of work that you should find

it in your chamber, and not know who left it there ! This

is some minx's token, and I must take out the work ! There,

—give it your hobby-horse. Wheresoever you had it, I'll

take out no more work on't.

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now ? how now ?

0th. By Heaven, that should be my handkerchief.

[Aside.

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you may

;

an you will not, come when you are next prepared for.

[Exit
lago. After her, after her.

Oas. 'Faith, I must ; she'll rail in the street else.

lago. Will you sup there ?
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Cas. 'Faith, I intend so.

lago. Well, I may chance to see you; for I would very

tain speak with you.

Cas. Pr'y thee, come ; will you ?

lago. Go to ; say no more. \_Exit Cassio

0th. How shall I murder him, lago?
lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice?

0th. lago!

Jago. And did you see the handkerchief?

0th. Was that mine ?

lago. Yours, by this hand ; and to see how he prizes

the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it him, and he hath

given it his whore.

0th. I would have him nine years a killing.—A fine wo-

man ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman !

lago. Nay, you must forget that.

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to-night

;

for she shall not live. No, my heart is turned to stone

;

I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 0, the world hath not a

sweeter creature ; she might lie by an emperor's side, and
command him tasks.

lago. Nay, that's not your way.

0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is.— So delicate

with her needle !—An admirable musician ! 0, she will sing

the savageness out of a bear !— Of so high and plenteous

wit and invention!—
lago. She is the worse for all this.

0th. 0, a thousand, a thousand times.—And then, of so

gentle a condition !

lago. Ay, too gentle.

0th. Nay, that's certain. But yet the pity of it, lago !

— lago, the pity of it, lago !

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her patent

to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes near nobody.

0th. I will chop her into messes 1— Cuckold me !

lago. 0, 'tis foul in her.

0th. With mine officer I

lago. That's fouler.

0th. Get me some poison, lago, this night.— I'll not

expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty unprovide

my mind again ; this night, lago.

lago. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in her bed,

even the bed she hath contaminated.

0th. Good, good ; the justice of it pleases ; very good.

lago. And, for Cassio,— let me be his undertaker. You
shall hear more by midnight. \A truinpet within
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0th. Excellent good.—What trumpet is that same ?

lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodovico,

Come from the duke ; and, see, your wife is with him.

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants.

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general

!

0th, With all my heart, sir

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you.

\_G-ives him a packet.

0th. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

l_0pens the packet, and reads.

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico ?

lago. I am very glad to see you, seignior;

Welcome to Cyprus.

Lod. I thank you. How does lieutenant Cassio ?

Lago. Lives, sir.

L)es. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my lord

An unkind breach ; but you shall make all well.

0th. Are you sure of that ?

Les. My lord?

0th. This fail you not to do, as you will—
[Reads.

Lod. He did not call ; he's busy in the paper.
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio ?

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio.

0th. Fire and brimstone

!

Des. My lord?

0th. Are you wise ?

Des. What, is he angry ?

Lod. May be, the letter moved him;
For, as I think, they do command him home.
Deputing Cassio in his government.

Des. By my troth, I am glad on't.

0th. Indeed

!

Les. My lord?
0th. I am glad to see you mad.
Des. How, sweet Othello?

0th. Devil

!

[Striking her,

Des. I have not deserved this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in Venice,
Though I should swear I saw it. 'Tis very much;
Make her amends, she weeps.

0th. devil, devil!

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears,
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Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile.

—

Out of my sight

!

Des. I will not stay to offend you. [Croing.

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady.

—

I do beseech your lordship, call her back.

0th. Mistress,

Des. My lord?

0th. What would you with her, sir ?

Lod. Who, I, my lord ?

0th. Ay
;
you did wish that I would make her turn

;

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on.

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep

;

And she's obedient, as you say,— obedient,

—

Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.

—

Concerning this, sir,— 0, well-painted passion !

I am commanded home.— Get you away;
I'll send for you anon.— Sir, I obey the mandate,

And will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunt

!

\^Exit Desdemona.
Cassio shall have my place. And,— sir,— to-night,

I do entreat that we may sup together.

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.— Goats and monkeys!
\^Exit.

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate

Call— all-in-all sufficient?—This the noble nature

Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue

The shot of accident, nor dart of chance,

Could neither graze, nor pierce?

lago. He is much changed.

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ?

lago. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my censure.

What he might be,— if what he might, he is not,

—

I would to Heaven he were.

Lod. What, strike his wife

!

lagc. 'Faith, that was not so well. Yet 'would I knew
That stroke would prove the worst.

Lod. Is it his use ?

Or did the letters work upon his blood.

And new-create this fault ?

lago. Alas, alas !

It is not honesty in me to speak

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him

;

And his own courses will denote him so,

That I may save my speech. Do but go after,

And mark how he continues.

Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him. [Exeunt.

3d
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SCENE IL A Boom in the Castle.

Enter Othello and Emilia.

0th. You have seen nothing, then ?

Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect.

0th. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together.

Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then I heard
Each syllable that breath made up between them.

0th. What, did they never whisper ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

0th. Nor send you out o' the way ?

Emil. Never.

0th. To. fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

0th. That's strange.

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest,

Lay down my soul at stake. If you think other,

Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom.

If any wretch hath put this in your head.

Let Heaven requite it with the serpent's curse !

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true,

There's no man happy ; the purest of their wives

Is foul as slander.

0th. Bid her come hither;— go.

—

{^Exit Emilia.

She says enough;— yet she's a simple bawd
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore,

A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets

:

And yet she'll kneel, and pray ; I have seen her do't.

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona.

Dcs. My lord, what is your will ?

0th. 'P^^'ay, chuck, come hither.

Des . What is your pleasure ?

0th. Let me see your eyes;

Look in my face.

2)g.s. What horrible fancy's this ?

0th. Some of your function, mistress
;

\_To Emilia.

Leave procreants alone, and shut the door

;

Cough, or cry,

—

Hem, if any body come.

Your mystery, your mystery;— nay, despatch.

\_Ezit Emilia.

Des. Upon my knees, what doth thy speech import ?

[ understand a fury in your words,

Uut not the woids.
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0th. Why, what art thou ?

Des. Your wife, my lord
;
your true

And loyal wife.

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself;

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves

Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-damned.

Swear— thou art honest.

Des. Heaven doth truly know it.

0th. Heaven truly knows that thou art false a.-i hell.

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? How am I false?

Oth. Desdemona !— away ! away ! away !

Des. Alas, the heavy day !—Why do you weep ?.

Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ?

If, haply, you ray father do suspect,

An instrmnent of this your calling back,

Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him,

Why, I have lost him too.

Oth. Had it pleased Heaven
To try me with affliction ; had he rained

All kinds of sores, and shames, on ray bare head;

Steeped me in poverty to the very lips

;

Given to captivity me and ray utmost hopes

;

I should have found in some part of my soul

A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn

To point his slow, unmoving finger at,

—

0! 0!
Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well

:

But there, where I have garnered up ray heart;

Where either I must live, or bear no life

;

The fountain from the which my current runs.

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence,

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads

To knot and gender in!— Turn thy complexion there!

Patience, thou young and rose-lipped cherubim

;

Ay, there, look grim as hell

!

Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest.

Otli. 0, ay ; as suraraer flies are in the shambles,

That quicken even with blowing. thou weed,

Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet.

That the sense aches at thee.— 'Would thou hadst ne'e?

been born !

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed?

Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book,

Made to write whore upon ? What committed

!

Committed !— 0, thou public commoner I
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I should make very forges of my cheeks,

That would to cinders bui'n up modesty,

Did I but speak thy deeds.—What committed

!

Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks;

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets,

Is hushed within the hollow mine of earth,

And will not hear it. What committed !
—

Impudent strumpet

!

JDes. By Heaven, you do me wrong.

Oth. Are not you a strumpet ?

Bes. No, as I am a Christian.

If to preserve this vessel for my lord,

From any other foul, unlawful touch,

Be— not to be a strumpet, I am none.

Oth. What, not a whore ?

Des. No, as I shall be saved.

Oth. Is it possible?

Des. Heaven, forgive us

!

Oth. I cry you mercy, then;

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice,

That married with Othello.—You, mistress,

Re-enter Emilia.

That have the office opposite to saint Peter,

And keep the gate of hell
;
you ! you ! ay, you

!

We have done our course ; there's money for your pains

;

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. [Exit.

Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?

How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ?

Des. 'Faith, half asleep.

Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord ?

Des. With who?
Emil. Why, with my lord, madam.

Des. Who is thy lord ?

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady.

Des. I have none. Do not talk to me, Emilia;

I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none,

But what should go by water. 'Pr'ythee, to-night

Lay on my bed my wedding-sheets,— remember;—
And call thy husband hither.

Emil. Here is a change indeed

!

[Exit

Des. 'Tis meet I should be used so, very meet.

How have I been behaved, that he might stick

The small'st opinion on my great'sf abuse ?
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He-enter Emilia, wifJi Iago.

lago. What is jour pleasure, madam ? How is it with you T

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach young babes,

Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks.

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith,

I am a child to chiding;.

Iago. What's the matter, lady?
Umil Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhored her,

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her,

As true heai'ts cannot bear.

Des. Am I that name, Iago ?

Iago. What name, fair lady?
Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was.

Emil. He called her whore ; a beggar in his drink
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet.

Iago. Why did he so ?

Des. I do not know; I am sure, I am none such.

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas, the day

!

Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches,

Her father and her country, and her friends,

To be called— whore? would it not make one weep?
Des. It is my wretched fortune.

Iago. Beshrew him for it

!

How comes this trick upon him ?

Des. Nay, Heaven doth know
Emil. I will be hanged, if some eternal villain,

Some busy and insinuating rogue.

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office.

Have not devised this slander. I'll be hanged else.

Iago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is impossible.

Des. If any such there be, Heaven pardon him

!

Emil. A halter pardon hira ! and hell gnaw his bones !

Why should he call her—whore ? who keeps her company ?

What place ? what time ? what form ? what likelihood ?

The Moor's abused by some most villanous knave.

Some base, notorious knave, some scurvy fellow.

—

Heaven, that such companions thou'dst unfold;

And put in every honest hand a whip,

To lash the rascal naked through the world.

Even from the east to the west

!

Iago. Speak within door.

Emil. 0, fie upon him ! some such squire he was.
That turned your wit the seamy side without.

And made you to suspect me with the Moor.
Iago. You are a fool

;
go to.

Vol. IV.— 41 3d*
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Des. good lago,

"What shall I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven,

I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel.

—

If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love.

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed

;

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense,

Delighted them in any other form

;

Or that I do not yet, and ever did.

And ever will,— though he do shake me off

To beggarly divorcement,— love him dearly.

Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much

;

And his unkindness may defeat my life.

But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore

;

It does abhor me, now I speak the word

;

To do the act that might the addition earn.

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me.

lago. I pray you, be content ; 'tis but his humor.

The business of the state does him offence.

And he does chide with you.

Des. If 'twere no other,

—

lago. It is but so, I warrant you. [^Trumpets

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper

!

And the great messengers of Venice stay.

Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well.

[_Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.

Enter Roderigo.

How now, Roderigo ?

Rod, I do not find that thou deal'st justly with me.

lago. What in the contrary ?

Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some device, lago;

and rather (as it seems to me now) keep'st from me all

conveniency, than suppliest me with the least advantage of

hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it ; nor am I yet

persuaded, to put up in peace what already I have foolishly

suffered.

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ?

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words

and performances are no kin together.

lago. You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. ^Vith nought but truth. I have wasted myself out

of my means. The jewels you have had from me, to de-

liver to Desdemona, would half have corrupted a votarist.

You have told me she has received them, and returned me
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expectations and comforts of sudden respect and acquit-

tance ; but I find none.

lago. Well
;
go to ; very well.

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ; nor 'tia

not very well. By this hand, I say, it is very scurvy ; and
begin to find myself fobbed in it.

lago. Very well.

Rod. I tell you 'tis not very well. I will make myself

known to Desdemona. If she will return me my jewels,

I will give over my suit, and repent my unlawful solicita-

tion ; if not, assure yourself, I will seek satisfaction of you.

lago. You have said now.

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing but Avhat I protest

intendment of doing.

lago. V/hy, now I see there's mettle in thee ; and even,

from this instant, do build on thee a better opinion than

ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo. Thou hast taken

against me a most just exception ; but yet I protest I have

dealt most directly in thy affiiir.

Rod. It hath not appeared.

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and your
suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, Roderigo,

if thou hast that within thee, indeed, which I have greater

reason to believe now than ever,—I mean, purpose, courage,

and valor,— this night show it. If thou the next night

following enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this world

with treachery, and devise engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason, and compass?

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come from Venice,

to depute Cassio in Othello's place.

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Othello and Desdemona
return again to Venice.

lago. 0, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes away
with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be lingered

here by some accident; wherein none can be so determinate,

as the removing of Cassio.

Rod. How do you mean— removing of him?

—

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's place J

knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me do?
lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a right.

He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither will I go to

him ;—he knows not yet of his honorable fortune. If you
will watch his going thence, (which I will fashion to tall

out between twelve and one,) you may take him at your

pleasure ; I will be near to second your attempt, and he
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shall fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but

go along with me ; I will show you such a necessity in his

death, that you shall think yourself bound to put it on him.

It is now high supper-time, and the night grows to waste:

about it.

Rod. I will hear further reason for this.

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and
Attendants.

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further.

0th. 0, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk.

Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your ladyship.

Des. Your honor is most welcome.

0th. Will you walk, sir?—
0,— Desdemona,

Des. My lord?

0th. Get you to bed on the instant, I will be returned

forthwith. Dismiss your attendant there ; look, it be done.

Des. I will, my lord.

[^Exeunt 0th., Lod., and Attendants.

Emil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did.

Des. He says he will return incontinent.

He hath commanded me to go to bed.

And bade me to dismiss you.

Emil. Dismiss me

!

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia,

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu.

We must not now displease him.

Emil. I would you had never seen him

!

Des. So would not I ; my love doth so approve him,

That even his stubbornness, his checks, and frowns,

—

Pr'ythee, unpin me,— have grace and favor in them.

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed.

Des. All's one.—Good father! how foolish are our minds!—
If I do die before thee, 'pr'ythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

Emil. Come, come, you talk.

Des. My mother had a maid called— Barbara;
She was in love ; and he she loved, proved mad.
And did forsake her. She had a song of— willow;

An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune.

And she died singing it. That song, to-night.
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"Will not go from my mind ; I have mucli to do,

But to go hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara. 'Pr'ythee, despatch.

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ?

Bes. No; unpin me here.—
This Ludovico is a proper man.

Emil. A very handsome man.
Des. And he speaks well.

Emil. I know a lady in Venice, who would have walked

barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his nether lip.

I.

Des. The poor soul sat sighing hy a sycamore tree.

Sing all a green willow ; [Singing.

Ser hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,

Sing willow, willow, willow

:

The fresh streams ran hy her, and murmured her moans

,

Sing willow, &c.

Ser salt tears fell frotn her, and softened the stones ;

Lay by these

:

Sing willow, willow, willow ;

Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he'll come anon.

—

Sing all a green willovj must he my garland,

II.

Let nobody blame him ; his scorn 1 approve,—
Nay, that's not next— hark! who is it that knocks?

Emil. It is the wind.

Des. I called my love, false love; hut what said he then?

Sing willotv, &c.

If I court mo women, you'll couch with mo men.

So get thee gone : good night. Mine eyes do itch

;

Doth that bode weeping ?

Emil. 'Tis neither here nor there.

Des. I have heard it said so.— 0, these men, these

men !
—

Dost thou ''n conscience think,— tell me, Emilia,

—

That there be women do abuse their husbands

In such gross kind ?

Emil. There be some such, no question.

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world?
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Emil Why, would not you ?

Des. No, by tliis heavenly light !

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light

;

I might do't as well i' the dark.

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ?

Emil. The world is a huge thing. 'Tis a great price

For a small vice.

Des. Good troth, I think thou wouldst not

Emil. By my troth, I think I should ; and undo't, when
I had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a

joint-ring ; nor for measures of lawn ; nor for gowns, pet-

ticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition : but for the

whole world,— who would not make her husband a cuckold,

to make him a monarch ? I should venture purgatory for't.

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong for the

whole world.

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the world ; and,

having the world for your labor, 'tis a wrong in your own
world, and you might quickly make it right.

Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many

To the vantage, as would store the world they played for.

But I do think, it is their husbands' faults

If wives do fall. Say, that they slack their duties,

And pour our treasures into foreign laps

;

Or else break out in peevish jealousies.

Throwing restraint upon us ; or, say, they strike us,

Or scant our former having in despite

:

Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some grace.

Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know
Their wives have sense like them: they see, and smell,

And have their palates both for sweet and sour,

As husbands have. What is it that they do.

When they change us for others ? Is it sport ?

I think it is ; and doth affection breed it ?

I think it doth ; is't frailty, that thus errs ?

It is so too ; and have not we aflFections ?

Desires for sport ? and frailty, as men have ?

Then, let them use us well ; else, let them know,
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to.

Des. Good night, good night; Heaven me such usage

send,

Not to pick bad from bad; but, by bad, mend ! [Exeunt.
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ACT V.

SCENE I. A Street.

Enter Iago and Roderigo.

lago. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight ti'iW. ho

come

;

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home.

Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow.

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that,

And fix most firm thy resolution.

Rod. Be near at hand; I may miscarry in't.

Iago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy sword.

\_Retires to a little distance

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed

;

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons.

'Tis but a man gone;— forth, my sword; he dies.

\_G-oes to his stand.

lag. I have rubbed this young quat almost to the sense,

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio,

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other,

Every way makes my gain. Live Roderigo,

He calls me to a restitution large

Of gold and jewels that I bobbed from him,

As gifts to Desdemona;
It must not be; if Cassio do remain,

He hath a daily beauty in his life.

That makes me ugly; and, besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril

:

No, he must die.—But so, I hear him coming.

Unter Cassio.

Rod. I know his gait; 'tis he;— villain, thou diest.

\_Rushes from his post, and makes a pass at

Cassio.

Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed,

But that my coat is better than thou think'st

;

I will make proof of thine.

'[Dro'ws and wo7inds RODERIOO
Rod. 0, I am slain !

[Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio behind
in the leg, and exit.

Cas. I am maimed forever :—Help, ho ! murder ! mur-
der ! [Falls.
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Enter Othello, at a distance.

0th The voice of Cassio.— lago keeps his word.

Rod. 0, villain that I am !

0th. Hark ! 'Tis even so.

Cas. 0, help ! ho ! light ! a surgeon !

0th. 'Tis he;— brave lago, honest, and just,

That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong

!

Thou teachest me,— minion, your dear lies dead

And your fate hies apace.— Strumpet, I come.

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted

;

Thy bed, lust-stained, shall with lust's blood be spotted.

lUxit Othello.

Enter LoDOVico and Gratiano, at a distance.

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ! no passage ? murder ! murder

!

(rm. 'Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direful.

Cas. 0, help!

Lod. Hark

!

Rod. wretched villain !

Lod. Two or three groans;— it is a heavy night.

These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe

To come into the cry without more help.

Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to death.

Enter Iago, with a light.

Lod. Hark

!

Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light and weapons.

Iago. Who's there ? whose noise is this, that cries on

murder ?

Lod. We do not know.

Iago. Did you not hear a cry ?

Cas. Here, here ; for Heaven's sake, help me.

Iago. What's the matter?

G-ra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it.

Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow.

Iago. What are you here that cry so grievously ?

Cas. Iago ! 0, I am spoiled, undone by villains I

Give me some help.

Iago. me, lieutenant! what villains have done this?

' Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout.

And cannot make away.

Iago. treacherous villains !

—

What are you there ? come in, and give some help.

\_To LoDovico and Gratiano,

Rod. 0, help me here !
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Cas. That's one of thera.

lago. murderous slave ! villain !

[IaGO stabs RODERIGO.
Rod. damned lago ! inhuman dog

!

0! 0! 0!
lago. Kill men i' the dark !—Where be these bloody

thieves ?

How silent is this town!-— Ho! murder! murder!
What may you be ? are you of good, or evil ?

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us.

lago. Seignior Lodovico ;

Lod. He, sir.

lago. I cry you mercy ; here's Cassio hurt

By villains.

Cira. Cassio ?

lago. How is it, brother ?

Cas. My leg is cut in two.

lago. Marry, Heaven forbid!—
Light, gentlemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is't that cried ?

lago. Who is't that cried ?

Bian. my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio !

Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio !

lago. notable strumpet !— Cassio, may you suspect

Who they should be, that have thus mangled you ?

Cas. No.

Gfra. I am sorry to find you thus. I have been to seek yotu

lago. Lend me a garter. So.— 0, for a chair,

To bear him easily hence

!

Bian. Alas, he faints :— Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio !

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in this injury.

Patience awhile, good Cassio.— Come, come;
Lend me a light.— Know we this face, or no?
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman,

Roderigo 1 No :—Yes, sure ; heaven ! Roderigo.

Gra. What, of Venice ?

lago. Even he, sir ; did you know him ?

G-ra. Know him ? ay,

lago. Seignior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon

;

These bloody accidents must excuse my manners,

That so neglected you.

Gra. I am glad to see you.

lago. How do you, Cassio?— 0, a chuir, a chair!

315
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Gra Roderigo

!

lago. He, he, 'tis be.—0, that's well said ;—the chair.

—

\^A chair brought in.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence

;

I'll fetch the general's surgeon.— For you, mistress,

\^To BlANCA.

Save you your labor. He that lies slain here, Cassio,

Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ?

Oas. None in the world; nor do I know the man.

lago. \_To Bian.] What, look you j^ale ?— 0, bear him
out o' the air.

—

[Cassio and Rod. are borne off.

Stay you, good gentlemen.— Look you pale, mistress?

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ?

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon.

—

Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her

;

Do you see, gentlemen ? Nay, guiltiness will speak,

Though tongues were out of use.

Unter Emilia,

Emil. 'Las, what's the matter; what's the matter, husband?

lago. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark,

By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scaped

;

He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead.

E^nil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio !

lago. This is the fruit of whoring.
—

'Pr'ythee, Emilia,

Go know of Cassio where he supped to-night.

—

What, do you shake at that ?

Bian. He supped at my house ; but I therefore shake not.

lago. 0, did he so ? I charge you, go with me.

JEmil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet

!

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest,

As you that thus abuse me.

Emil. As I ? fob ! fie upon thee

!

lago Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio dressed.

—

Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale.

—

Emilia, run you to the citadel.

And tell my lord and lady what has happened,

—

Will you go on, I pray ?— This is the night, [^Aside.

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. [^Exeunt.
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frfCENE II. A Bedchamber: Desdemona in bed

asleep. A light burning.

Enter Othello.

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars!—
It is the cause.—Yet I'll not shed her blood,

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow.

And smooth as monumental alabaster.

\_Takes off his sword-

Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men.

Put out the light, and then—Put out the li^ht.

If I quench thee, thou flamini^ minister,

r can again thy former light restore,

Should I repent me;— but once put out thine,

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat.

That can thy light relume. When I have plucked thj

rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again
;

It needs must wither.— I'll smell it on the tree.

—

[^Kissing her.

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade

Justice to break her sword !— One more, one more.

—

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,

And love thee after.— One more, and this the last;

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep,

But they are cruel tears. This sorrow's heavenly;

It strikes where it doth love.— She wakes—
Des. Who's there? Othello?

0th. Ay, Desdemona.
Des. Will you come to bed, ray lord ?

0th. Have you prayed to-night, Desdemona?
Des. Ay, my lord.

0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime,

Unreconciled as yet to Heaven and grace,

Solicit for it straight.

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by thai ?

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by.

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit

;

No,— Heaven forfend !— I would not kill thy souL

Des. Talk you of killing ?

0th. Ay, I do.

Des. Then, Heaven
Have mercy on me

!
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OtJi. Amen, with all my heart

!

Des. If you say so, I hope jou -will not kill me.

0th. Humph!
Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then,

When your eyes roll so. Why I should fear, I knoA^ not,

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel I fear.

0th. Think on thy sins.

Des. They are loves I bear to yon.

Otli. Ay, and for that thou diest.

Des. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving.

—

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ?

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame.

These are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope,

They do not point on me.

0th. Peace, and be still

!

Des. I will so. What's the matter ?

0th. That handkerchief, which I so loved, and gave
thee.

Thou gav'st to Cassio.

Des. No, by my life and soul

;

Send for the man, and ask him.

0th. Sweet soul, take heed.

Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed.

Des. Ay, but not yet to die.

0th. Yes, presently.

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin

For to deny each article with oath,

Cannot remove, nor choke the strong conception,

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me

!

0th. I say, amen.
Des. And have you mercy too ! I never did

Oifend you in my life ; never loved Cassio,

But with such general warranty of Heaven
As I might love. I never gave him token.

0th. By Heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his hand.
perjured woman ! thou dost stone my heart,

And mak'st me call, what I intend to do,

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice

:

1 saw the handkerchief.

Des. He found it, then

;

I never gave it him.— Send for him hither,

And let him confess a truth.

0th. He hath confessed.

Des. What, my lord?

0th. That he hath —used thee.
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Des. How ? unlawfully ?

Otli. Ay.
Des. He'll not say so.

0th. No, his mouth is stopped;

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't.

Des. My fear interprets, then,—What, is he dead ?

0th. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge

Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas ! he is betrayed, and I undone.

0th. Out, strumpet ! weep'st thou for him to my face ?

Des. 0, banish me, my lord, but kill me not.

0th. Down, strumpet

!

Des. Kill me to-morrow ; let me live to-night.

0th. Nay, if you strive,

Des. But half an hour.

0th. Being done,

There is no pause.

Des. But while I say one prayer.

0th. It is too late. [lie sjnothers her.

Emil. \Within.~\ My lord, my lord ! what, ho ! my lord !

my lord !

0th. What noise is this?—Not dead ? not yet quite dead?
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful

;

I would not have thee linger in thy pain.

—

So, so.

Emil. [Within.'] What, ho! my lord, my lord!

0th. Who's there?

Emil. [ Within.'] good my lord, I would speak a word
with you.

0th. Yes;— 'tis Emilia;— by and by.— She's dead.

'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death.

The noise was high.—Ha ! no more moving ?

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? Were't good ?

I think she stirs again-—No.—What's the best?

If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife.

My wife! my wife! what wife?— I have no wife.

0, insupportable ! 0, heavy hour !

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse

Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe

Should yawn at alteration.

Emil. [ Within.] I do beseech you I may speak with you,

good my lord !

0th. I had forgot thee. 0, come in, Emilia.

—

Soft,— by and by.—Let me the curtains draAv.

—

Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now?
[Unlocks the door

3b*
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Enter Emilia.

Emil. good my lord, yonder's foul murder done.

0th What? now?
Emil. But now, my lord

!

Oth. It is the very error of the moon

:

She comes more near the earth than she was wont

;

And makes men mad.
EmiL Cassio, my lord, has killed a young Venetian,

Called— Roderigo.

Oth. Roderigo killed

!

And Cassio killed?

Emil. No, Cassio is not killed.

Oth. Not Ca'isio killed ? Then murder's out of tune,

And sweet revenge grows harsh.

Des. 0, falsely, falsely murdered

!

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ?

Oth. That! what?
Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice.^

Help ! help, ho ! help !— lady, speak again

!

Sweet Desdemona ! sweet mistress, speak

!

Des. A guiltless death I die.

Emil. 0, who hath done
This deed?

Des. Nobody; I myself; farewell.

Commend me to my kind lord ; 0, farewell. [Dies.

Oth. Why, how should she be murdered ?

Emil. Alas, who knows?
Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I.

E7nil. She said so ; I must needs report the truth.

Oth. She's like a liar, gone to burning hell

;

'Twas I that killed her.

Emil. 0, the more angel she,

And you the blacker devil

!

Oth. She turned to folly, and she was a whore
Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil.

Oth. She was false as water.

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say
That she was false ; 0, she was heavenly true

!

Oth. Cassio did tup her; ask thy husband else.

I were damned beneath all depth in hell,

But that I did proceed upon just grounds
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

Emil. My husband ?

Oth. Thy husband.
Emil. That she was false to wedlock?
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0th. Aj, with Cassio

Nay, had she been true,

If Heaven Avould make me such another world

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

I'd not have sold her for it.

Emil. My husband?
0th. Ay, 'twas he that told me first;

An honest man he is, and hates the slime

That sticks on filthy deeds.

Emil. My husband ?

0th. What needs this iterance, woman ? I say, thy hus«

band !
—

Emil. mistress, villany hath made mocks with love !
—

My husband say that she was false ?

OtJi. He, woman.
I say, thy husband. Dost understand the word ?

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago.

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart

;

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

0th. Ha!
Emil. Do thy worst.

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven,

Than thou wast worthy her.

0th. Peace, you were best.

Emil. Thou hast not half the power to do me harm,

As I have to be hurt. gull! dolt!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,

—

I care not for thy sword ; I'll make thee known,

Though I lost twenty lives.—Help ! help, ho ! help !

The Moor has killed my mistress. Murder ! murder

!

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Iago.

Mon. What is the matter ?— How now, general ?

Emil. 0, are you come, Iago ? You have done well,

That men must lay their murders on your neck.

Crra. What is the matter ?

Emil. Disprove this, villain, if thou boost a man.

He says thou told'st him that his wife was false

:

I know thou didst not ; thou'rt not such a villain.

Speak, for my heart is full.

lacjo. I told him what I thought ; and told no more

Than what he found himself was apt and true.

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false?

Iago. I did.
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Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie

;

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie.

—

She false with Cassio !— Did you say with Cassio ?

lago. With Cassio, mistress
;
go to, charm your tongue.

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to speak

My mistress here lies murdered in her bed.

All. Heavens forefend

!

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on.

0th. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed.

G-ra. 'Tis a strange truth.

Mon. monstrous act

!

Emil. Villany, villany, villany !

—

I think upon't,— I think,— I smell't ;— villany!

I thought so then ;
— I'll kill myself for grief.

—

villany, villany

!

lago. What, are you mad ? I charge you, get you home.

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak;

'Tis proper to obey him, but not now.

—

Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home.

0th. ! ! ! \_Hanging over his wife.

Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar;

For thou hast killed the sweetest innocent,

That e'er did lift up eye.

0th. 0, she was foul !— [^Rising.

1 scarce did know you, uncle. There lies your niece,

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopped.

I know this act shows horrible and grim.

Grra. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy father's dead

;

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now,

This sight would make him do a desperate turn,

Yea, curse his better angel from his side,

And fall to reprobation.

0th. 'Tis pitiful : but yet lago knows
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame

A thousand times committed. Cassio confessed it

;

And she did gratify his amorous works

With that recognizance and pledge of love

Which I first gave her. I saw it in his hand;

It was a handkerchief, an antique token

My father gave my mother.

Emil heaven ! heavenly powers !

lago. Come, hold your peace.

Emil. 'Twill out, 'twill out ;—I hold my peace, sir ? no

;

No, I will speak as liberal as the air

;
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Let Heaven, and men, and devils, let them all,

All, all, cry shame against .. ->, yet I'll speak.

lago. Be wise, and get you home.

Emil. I will not.

[Iago offers to stab his ivife.

G-ra. Fie

!

Your sword upon a woman ?

Emil. thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief thou

speak'st of,

I found by fortune, and did give my husband

;

For often, with a solemn earnestness,

(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,)

He begged of me to steal it.

Iago. Villanous whore !

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it,

And I did give't my husband.

Iago. Filth, thou liest,

Emil. By Heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen

;

murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool

Do with so good a wife ?

[Iago stabs Emilia, then runs out,

0th. Are there no stones in heaven,

But what serve for the thunder?— Precious villain!

Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he has killed his wife.

Emil. Ay, ay ; 0, lay me by -my mistress' side

!

Gra. He's gone, but his wife's killed.

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this weapon,

Which I have here recovered from the Moor.

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass,

But kill him rather. I'll after that same villain,

For 'tis a damned slave.

\_Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.

0th. I am not valiant, neither.

But every puny whipster gets my sword.

—

But why should honor outlive honesty ?

Let it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady?

Hark, canst thou hear me? I will play the swan,

And die in music:— Willow, willow, willow.—
Moor, she was chaste ; she loved thee, cruel Moor

;

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true

;

So speaking as I think, I die,—I die. [Dies.

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber

;

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper;

0, here it is.—Uncle, I must come forth.

Vol. IV. — 42
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Grra. [ WitJnn.'l If thou attempt it, it will cost thoe dear

;

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

0th. Look in upon me, then, and speak with me,

Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter Gratiano.

Gra. What is the matter ?

0th. Behold I I have a weapon

;

A better never did itself sustain

Upon a soldier's thigh. I have seen the day.

That, with this little arm, and this good sword,

I have made my way through more impediments

Than twenty times your stop.— But, 0, vain boast!

Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so now.

—

Be not afraid, though you do see me weaponed

;

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt,

And very seamark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismayed ? 'Tis a lost fear

;

Man but a rush against Othell-o's breast,

And he retires ; where should Othello go ?

—

Now, how dost thou look now ? ill-starred wench

!

Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt,

This look of thine shall hurl my soul from heaven,

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl?

Even like thy chastity.

—

O, cursed, cursed slave !—Whip me, ye devils,

From the possession of this heavenly sight

!

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur !

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !

—

Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ?

Dead? 0! 0! 0!

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a ehair^

and Ofiicers, with Iago, prisoner.

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man?
0th. That's he, that was Othello ; here I am.

Lod. Where is that viper ? Bring the villain forth.

0th. I look down towards his feet— but that's a fable;

If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Othello wounds Iago.

Lod. Wrench his sword from him.

Iago. 1 bleed, sir ; but not killed.

0th. 1 am not sorry, neither: I'd have thee live;

For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die.

Lod. thou Othello, that was once so good,
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Fallen in the practice of a cursed slave,

What shall be said to thee ?

OtJi. Why, any thing.

An honorable murderer, if you will

;

For nought I did in hate, but all in honor.

Lod. This wretch hath part confessed his villany.

Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ?

0th, Ay.
Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause.

0th. I do believe it ; and I ask your pardon.

Will you, I pray you, demand that demi-devil,

Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body ?

lago. Demand me nothing. What you know, you know

;

From this time forth I never will speak word.

Lod. What? not to pray?
Gra. Torments will ope your lips.

0th. Well, thou dost best.

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befallen,

Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter,

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo

;

And here, another. The one of them imports

The death of Cassio to be undertook

By Roderigo.

0th. villain!

Cas. Most heathenish, and most gross

!

Lod. Now, here's another discontented paper,

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems,

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain

;

But that, belike, lago, in the interim,

Came in and satisfied him.

0th. 0, the pernicious caitiff i
—

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief

That was my wife's ?

Oas I found it in my chamber:
And he himself confessed, but even now.
That there he dropped it, for a special purpose.

Which wrought to his desire.

0th. fool! fool! fool!

Oas. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter,

—

How he upbraids lago, that he made him
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came
That I was cast. And even but now he spake,

After long seeming dead,— lago hurt him,

lago set him on.

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us

;

Your power and your command ia taken off,
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And Cassio rules In Cyprus. For this slave,

—

If there be any cunning cruelty,

That can torment him much, and hold him long,

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest,

Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state.— Come, bring him away.

0th. Soft you; a word or two, before you go.

I have done the state some service, and they know it;

No more of that.— I pray you, in your letters.

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate,

Nor set down aught in malice, Then must you speak

Of one that loved not wisely, but too well;

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought,

Perplexed in the extreme ; of one, whose hand.

Like the base Jiidean, threw a pearl away,

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdued eyea.

Albeit unused to the melting mood,

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this

;

And say, besides,— that in Aleppo once,

Where a malignant and a turbaned Turk

Beat a Venetian, and traduced the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog,

And smote him— thus. [^Stahs MmBelf.

Lod. bloody period

!

G-ra. All, that's spoke, is marred.

0th. I kissed thee, ere I killed thee.—No way but this,

[Falling upon Desdemona,

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies.

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon

;

For he was great of heart.

Lod. Spartan dog.

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea

!

Look on the tragic loading of this bed

;

[To IaqO.

This is thy work: the object poisons sight:—
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house.

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,

For they succeed to you.—To you, lord governor,

Remains the censure of this hellish villain

;

The time, the place, the torture,— 0, enforce it!

Myself will straight abroad ; and, to the state.

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [IJxeunt,
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VENUS AND ADONIS.
'Vilia miretur vulgus; mihi flavus Apollo

Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.'

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD.

Eight Honourable,

I KNOW not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished

lines to your lordship, nor how the world will censure nie for choosing so

strong a prop to support so weak a burden : ouly, if your honour seem but

pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of all

idle hours, till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the

first heir of my invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble

a god-father, and never after ear so ban en a land, for fear it yield me still

so bad a harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey, and your honour to

your heart's content; which I wish may always answer your own wish and

the world's hopeful expectation.

Your honour's in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

EvEK as the sun with purple-colonr'd face

Had ta'en his last leave of the weeping morn,
Rose-cheek 'd Adonis hied him to the chase

;

Hunting he loved, but love he laugli'd to scorn

;

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him,
And like a bold-faced suitor 'gins to woo him.

'Thrice-fairer than myself,' thus she began,
' The iield's chief flower, sweet above compare,
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man.
More white and red than doves or roses are

;

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife,

Saith tliat the world hath ending with thy life.

'Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,

And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow;
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meecl
A thousand houey secrets shalt thou know

:

Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses,

And being set, I'll smother thee with kisses

;

' And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety,

But rather famish them amid their plenty.
Making tliem red and pale with fresh variety.
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty:
A siunmer's day will seem an iiour but short,
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.'

663
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With this she seizeth on his sweating palm,
The precedent of pith and livelihood.
And trembling in her passion, calls it balm,
Earth's sovereign salve to do a goddess good

:

Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force
Courageously to pluck him from his horse.

Over one arm the lusty courser's rein,

tinder her other vi^as the tender boy,
Who blush'd and pouted in a dull disdain.
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy

;

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire.

He red for shame, but frosty in desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough
Nimbly she fastens :— O, liow quick is love !

—
The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove

:

Backward she push'd him, as she would be thrust,
And govern'd him in strength, though not in lust.

So soon was she along as he was dovra,
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips

:

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown,
And 'gins to chide, but" soon she stops his lips;

And kissing speaks, with lustful language broken,
' If thou wilt chide, thy lips sliall never open.'

He burns with bashful shame ; she 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 again she seeks

:

He saith she is immodest, blames her 'miss

;

What follows more she murders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast,

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone,
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste,
Till either gorge be stuff 'd or prey be gone

;

Even so she kissed his brow, his cheek, his chin,
And where she ends she doth anew begin.

Forced to content, but never to obey.
Panting he lies and breatheth in her face

;

She feedeth on the steam as on a prey.
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace;
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers.

So they were dew'd with such distilling showers.

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net.

So fasten 'd in her arms Adonis lies;

Pure shame and awed resistance 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 she entreats, and prettily entreats.
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale

;

Still is be sullen, still he lours and frets,

'Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale

;
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Being red, she loves him best; and being white,
Her best is better'd with a more delight.

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love

;

And by her fair immortal hand she swears,
From his soft bosom never to remove,
Till he take truce with her contending tears,

Whicli long have rain'd, making her cheeks all wet;
And one sweet kiss shall ixiy this countless debt.

Upon this promise did he raise his chin,

Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave,
Who, being look'd on, ducks as quickly in ;,

So offers he to give what slie did crave

;

/

But when her lips were ready for his pay.

He winks, and turns his lips another way.

Never did passenger in summer's heat
More thirst for drink than she for this good turn.

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get

;

She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn

:

' O, pity,' "gan she cry, ' flint-hearted boy!
'T is but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy ?

'I have been woo'd, as I entreat thee now,
Even by the stern and direful god of war.
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow,
Who conquers where lie comes in every jar

;

Yet liath he been my captive and my slave,

And begg'd for that which thou unask'd shalt have.

' Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

His batter'd shield, his uncontrolled crest,

And for my sake luith learn 'd to sport and dance,
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest.

Scorning his cliurlish drum and ensign red,

Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

'Thus he that overruled I oversway'd.
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain:
Strong-tempered steel his stronger strength obey'd.

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain.

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might.
For mastering her that foil'd the god of fight

!

' Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine,

—

Tliough mine be not so fair, yet are they red—
The kiss shall l)e thine own as well as mine.
What seost thou in the ground ? hold up thy head

:

Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies
•

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes ?

' Art thou ashamed to kiss ? then wink again,
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem jiight

;,

Love keeps his revels where tliere are but twain;
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight

:

These blue-vein'd violets whereon we lean

Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

3p*
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' The tender spring upon thy tempting lip

Shows thee unripe ; yet niayst thou well be tasted

:

Make use of time, let not advantage slip

;

Beauty within itself should not be wasted :

Fair flowers that are not gathered in their prime
Rot and consume themselves in little time.

'Were I hard-favour'd , foul, or wrinkled-old,
Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
O'erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold.

Thick-sighted, barren, lean and lacking juice.

Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for thee

;

But having no defects, why dost abhor me ?

' Thou canst not see one vvrinkle in my brow

;

Mine eyes are gray and bright and quick in turning;
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow.
My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning;
My smooth moist liand, were it with thy hand felt,

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

' Bid me discourse, I will' enchant thine ear,

Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green,
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevelPd hair.

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen

:

Love is a spirit all compact of fire.

Kot gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

' Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie

;

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support me;
Two strengthless doves will draw me through the sky,
From morn till night, even where I list to sport me:

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be
That thou siiouldst think it heavy unto thee ?

' Is thine own heart to thine own face affected ?

Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left ?

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected,

Steal tliine own freedom and complain on theft.

Narcissus so liimself himself forsook,
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook.

* Torches are made to light, jewels to wear,
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use,

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear

:

Things growing to themselves are growth's abuse

:

Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth beauty

;

Thou wast begot ; to get it is thy duty.

* Upon the earth's increase why shouldst thou feed,

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed ?

By law of nature thou art bound to breed.
That thine may live when thou thyself art dead

;

And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive,
In that thy likeness still is left alive.'

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat,
For where they lay the shadow had forsook them,
And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat,
With burning eye did hotly overlook them

;
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"Wishing Adonis had his team to guide,
So he were like him and by Venus' side.

And now Adonis, with a Vmj spright.
And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye.
His louring brows o'erwhelming his fair sight.
Like misty vapours when they blot the sky.
Souring his cheeks cries ' Fie, no more of lovel
The sun doth burn my face ; I must remove'

' Ay me,' quoth Venus, ' young, and so unkind ?

What bare excuses makest tliou to be gone 1

I 'll sigh celestial breath, whose gentle"wind
Shall cool the heat of tliis descending sun :

I '11 make a shadow for thee of my hairs ;

If they burn too, I '11 quench them with my tears.

' The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm,
And, lo, I lie between tliat sun and thee :

The heat I have from thence doth little harm.
Thine eye darts forth the fire tliat burnetii me

;

And were I not immortal, life were done
Between this heavenly and earthly sun.

' Art thou obdurate, ilinty, hard as steel,

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth ?

Art thou a woman's son, and canst not feel

What 't is to love ? how want of love tormenteth ?

O, had thy mother borne so hard a mind.
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind,

* What am I, that thou shouldst contemn me this ?

Or what great danger dwells upon my suit ?

What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss?
Speak, fair ; but speak fair words, or else be mute

:

Give me one kiss, I '11 give it thee again.
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

' Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,
Well-])ainted idol, image dull and dead,
Statue contenting but the eye alone,
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred !

Thou art no man, though of a man's complexion,
For men will kiss even by their own direction.'

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue,
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause

;

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong;
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause:
And now she weeps, and now she fain woidd speak,
And now her sobs do her inteiidments break.

Sometimes she shakes her head and then his hand,
Now gazeth she on liim, now on the ground;
Sometimes lier arms infold liini like a band :

She would, he will not in her arms be bound

;

And when from thence he struggles to be gone.
She locks her lily fingers one in one.



668 YENUS AND ADONIS.
' Fondling,' she saith, ' since I have hemm'd thee here
"Within the circuit of this ivory pale,

I '11 be a park, and thou shalt be my deer

;

Teed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale

:

Graze on my lips ; and if those hills be dry.

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

'Within this limit is relief enough.
Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain,

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough.
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain

:

Then be my deer, since I am such a park

;

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.*

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,
That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple

:

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain,.

He might be buried in a tomb so simple

;

Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie,

Why, there Love lived and there he could not die.

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits,

Open'd their moutlis to swallow Venus' liking.

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits ?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking ?

Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn,
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scom

!

Now which way shall she turn V what shall she say ?

Her words are done, her woes the more increasing

;

The time is spent, her object will away,
And from her twining arms doth urge releasing.

' Pity,' she cries, ' some favour, some remorse !

'

Away he springs and hasteth to his horse.

But, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by,
A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud,
Adonis' trampling courser doth espy,
And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud:
The strong-neck'd steed, being tied unto a tree,

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he.

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds,
And now his woven girths he breaks asunder;
The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds,
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven's thunder,
The iron bit he crusbeth 'tween his teeth,

Controlling what he was controlled with.

His ears up-prick'd ; his braided hanging mane
Upon his compass'd crest now stand on end;
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again,
As from a furnace, vapours doth he send

:

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire,

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps.
With gentle majesty and modest pride

;

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps.
As who should say^Lo, thus my strength is tried,
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And this I do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.'

What recketh he his rider's an^ry stir,

His flattering ' Holla,' or his ' btand, I say ' ?

What cares he now for curb or pricking spur?
For rich caparisons or trapping gay ?

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees,

For nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

Look, when a painter would surpass the life,

In limning out a well-proportion 'd steed,
His art with nature's workmanship at strife,

As if the dead the living should exceed

;

So did this horse excel a common one
In shape, in courage, colour, pace and bone.

Round-lioof 'd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long,
Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril wide,
High crest, short ears', straight legs and passing strong,
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide:
Look, what a liorse sliould have he did not lack,
Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Sometime he scuds far off and there he stares;
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather

;

To bid the wind a base he now prepares.
And whether he run or fly they know not whether;
For through his mane and tail the high wind sings,
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather'd wings.

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her

;

She answers him as if she knew his mind

:

Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her,
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind,
Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels,

Beating his kind embracements with her heels.

Then, like a melancholy malcontent.
He veils his tail that, like a falling plume.
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent

:

He stamps and bites the poor flies in Ids fume.
His love, perceiving how he is enraged.
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged.

His testy master goeih about to take him;
When, lo, the unbackM breeder, full of fear,
Jealous of catching, swiftly dotli forsake him,
Witli lier the horse, and left Adonis there:
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them,
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them.

All swoln with chafing, do'wni Adonis sits,

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast

:

And now the happy season once more fits,

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest;
For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue.
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An oven that is stopp'd, or river stayVl,
Burnetii more hotly, swelleth with more rage:
So of concealed sorrow may be said

;

Free vent of words love's fire doth assuage

;

But when the heart's attorney once is mute.
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit.

He sees 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 eartli with disturbed mind.
Taking no notice that slie is so nigh,
For all askance he holds her in his eye.

O, what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she came stealing to the wayward boy!
To note the fighting conflict of her hue,
How white and red each other did destroy

!

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flash'd forth fire, as lightning from the sky.

Now was she just before him as he sat.

And like a lowly lover down she kneels

;

With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat,
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels

:

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's print.
As apt as new-fall'n snow takes any dint.

O, what a war of looks was then between them 1

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing

;

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them

;

. Her eyes woo'd still, his eyes disdain'd the wooing

:

And all this dumb play had his acts made plain
With tears, which, chorus-like, lier eyes did rain.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand,
A lily prison 'd in a gaol of snow.
Or ivory in an alabaster band

;

So white a friend engirts so white a foe

:

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,
Show'd like two silver doves that sit a-billing.

Once more the engine of her thoughts began

:

' O fairest mover on this mortal round.
Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,
My heart all w'nole as thine, thy heart my wound

;

For one sweet look thy help 1 would assure thee.

Though nothing but my body's bane would cure thee.'

' Give me my hand,' saith he, 'why dost thou feel it ?
'

' Give me my heart,' saith she, ' and thou shalt have it

;

O, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it,

And being steel'd, soft sighs can never grave it

:

Then love's deep groans I never shall regard,
Because Adonis' heart hath made mine hard.'

' For shame,' he cries, ' let go, and let me go

;

My day's delight is past, my horse is gone.
And 't is your fault I am bereft him so

:

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone

;
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For all my mind, my thought, my busy care,

Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.'

Thus she replies: ' Thy palfrey, as he should.

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire

:

Affection is a coal that must he cool'd ;

Else, suffer'd, it will set the lieart on fire

:

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none;
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone.

' How like a" jade he stood, tied to the tree,

Servilely mastered with a leathern rein

!

But when he saw his love, liis youth's fair fee.

He held such petty bondage in disdain ;

Throwing tl\e base thong from his bending crest,

Enfranciiising his niouth, his back, his breast.

' Who sees his true-love in her naked bed,

Teacliing the sheets a whiter hue than white,
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,

His other agents aim at like delight ?

Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold
To toucli the fire, the weather being cold ?

• Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy

;

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee,

To take advantage on presented joy.
Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee:
O, learn to love ; the lesson is but plain.

And once made perfect, never lost again.'

' I know not love,' quoth he, ' nor will not know it,

Unless it be a boar, and tlien I chase it

;

'T is much to borrow, and I will not owe it;

My love to love is love but to disgrace it

;

For I liave heard it is a life in death,
Tliat laughs and weeps, and all but with a breath.

' Who wears a garment shapeless and vmfinish'd ?

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forlh ?

If springing tilings be any jot diminisird,
They willier in their prinie, prove nothing worth:
The colt that 's back'd and burden 'd being young
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong.

' You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part,

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat

:

Remove your siege from my unyielding lieart

;

To love's alarms it will not o\)e the gate

:

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your flattery;

For where a heart is hard they make no battery.'

' What ! canst thou talk ? ' quoth she, ' hast thou a tongue ?

O, would thou hadst not, or I had no liearing!

Tliy mermaid's voice hath done me double wrong

;

I had my load before, now press'd with bearing :

Melodious discord, lieaveiily tune harsh-sounding,
Ear's deep-sweet music, and heart's deep-sore wounding.
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' Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invisible

;

Or were I deaf, tliy outward parts would move
Each part in me that were but sensible

:

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,

Yet should I be in love by touching thee.

' Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me,
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch,
And nothing but the very smell were left me,
Yet would my love to thee be still as mucli

;

For from the stillitory of thy face excelling
Comes breath perfumed that breedeth love by smelling.

' But, O, what banqu^et wert thou to the taste,

Being nurse and feeder of the other four

!

Would they not wish the feast might ever last,

And bid Suspicion donble-lock the door.
Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest.
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast i*

'

Once more the ruby-colour'd portal open'd.
Which to his speech did honey passage yield;
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken 'd

Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the held.
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds.

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds.

This ill presage advisedly she marketh :

Even as the wind is hush'd before it raineth,
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh.
Or as the berry breaks before it staineth,
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun.
His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

And at his look she flatly falleth down,
For looks kill love and love by looks reviveth;
A smile recures the wounding of a frown

;

But blessed bankrupt, tliat by love so thriveth

!

The silly boy, believing she is dead.
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red

;

And all amazed brake off his late intent.

For sharply he did tliink to reprehend her,

Which cunning love did wittily prevent

:

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her

!

For on the grass she lies as she were slain,

Till his breath breatlieth life in her again.

He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks,
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard.
He chafes her lips ; a thousand ways he seeks
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr'd:
He kisses her ; and she, by her good will,

Will never rise, so he will kiss her still.

The night of sorrow now is turn'd to day

:

Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth.
Like the fair sim, when in his fresh ari'ay

He cheers the morn and all the earth relieveth

;
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And as the bright sun glorifies the sky,

So is her face illumined with her eye

;

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd,

As if from thence they borrow'd all their shine.

Were never four such lamps together mix'd,
Had not his clouded with his brow's repine;
But hers, which through the crystal tears gave light,

Shone like the moon in water seen by night.

' O, where am I ? ' quoth she, ' in earth or heaven,
Or in the ocean drench'd, or in the fire ?

What hour is this ? or morn or weary even ?

Do I delight to die, or life desire ?

But now I lived, and life w^as death's annoy;
But now I died, and death was lively joy.

' O, thou didst kill me : kill me once again :

Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, tliat hard heart of thine,
Hath taught them scornful tricks and such disdain
That they have murder'd this poor heart of mine

;

And tliese mine eyes, true leaders to their queen,
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen.

' Long may they kiss each other, for this cure!
O, never let tlieir crimson liveries wear!
And as they last, their verdure still endure.
To drive infection from the dangerous year

!

That the star-gazers, having writ on death.
May say, the plague is banish'd by thy breath.

' Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted, .

What bargains may I make, still to be sealing ?

To sell myself I can be well contented,
So thou wait buy and pay and use good dealing

;

Which piu'chase if tliou make, for fear of slips

Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips.

' A thousand kisses buys my heart from me

;

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.
What is ten hundred touches unto thee ?

Arc they not quickly told and quickly gone ?

Say, for non-pay)nent tliat the debt should double,
Is twenty Imndred kisses such a trouble ?

'

' Fair queen,' quoth he, ' if any love you owe me,
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years

:

Before I know myself, seek not to know me

;

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears

:

Tlie mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast.

Or being early pluck'd is sour to taste.

' Look, the w^orld's comforter, with weary gait.

His day's hot task liatii ended in the wCvSt;

The owl, niglit's lierald, shrieks, " 'Tis very late ;

"

The slieep are gone to fold, birds to their nest.

And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven's light

Do summon us to part and bid good-night.

Vol. IV.— 43 3«
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' Now let me say " Good-ni^lit," and so say you

;

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.'
' Good-night,' quoth she, and, ere he says 'Adieu,'
The honey fee of parting tender'd is

:

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace;
Incorporate then they seem ; face grows to face.

Till, breathless, he disjoin'd, and backward drew
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth,
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
"Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth

:

He with her plenty press'd, she faint with dearth,
Their lips together glued, fall to the earth.

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey,
And glutton-like she feeds, yet never tilleth

;

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey,
Paying what ransom the insulter willeth

;

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high,
That she will draw his lips' rich treasure dry :

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil.

With blindfold fury she begins to forage

;

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil,

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage

;

Planting oblivion, beating reason back,
Forgetting shame's pure blush and honour's wrack.

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
Like a wild bird being tamed with too much handling.
Or as the fleet-foot roe that 's tired with chasing,
Or like the froward infant still'd with dandling,
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth.

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering,
And yields at last to every light impression ?

Things out of hope are compass 'd oft with venturing.
Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission:
Affection faints not like a pale-faced coward.
But then woos best when most his choice is froward.

When he did frown, O, had she then gave over,
Such nectar from his lips she had not suck'd.
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover

;

What though the rose have prickles, yet 't is pluck'd

:

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast.

Yet love breaks through and picks them all at last.

For pity now she can no more detain him

;

The poor fool prays her that he may depart

:

She is resolved no longer to restrain him ;

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart,
The which, by Cupid's bow she doth protest.
He carries thence incaged in his breast.

* Sweet boy,' she says, ' this night I '11 waste in sorrow.
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tell me. Love's master, shall we meet to-morrow ?

Say, sliall we ? shall we ? wilt thou make the match ?
'
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He tells her, no ; to-morrow lie intends
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

' The boar !

' quoth she ; whereat a sudden pale,
Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose,
Usurps her cheek ; she trembles at liis tale.

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws:
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck,
He ou her belly falls, she on her back.

Now is she in tlie very lists of love.

Her champion mounted for tlje hot encounter:
All is imaginary she dotli prove.
He will not manage her, although he mount her;
That worse than Tantalus' is her annoy,
To clip Elysium and to lack her joy.

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes,
Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw.
Even so she languishetii in her mishaps.
As those poor birds tliat helpless berries saw.
The warm effects which she in him finds missing
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

But all in vain
;
good queen, it will not be

:

She hath assay 'd as much as may be proved;
Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee;
She 's Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved.

' Fie, fie,' he says, ' you crush me ; let me go

;

You have no reason to withhold me so.'

' Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, ' sweet boy, ere this,

But that thou told'st me thou wouldst hunt the boar.
O, be advised ! thou know'st not what it is

With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore.
Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still,

Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill.

' On his bow-back he hath a battle set

Of bristly pikes, tliat ever tlu'eat his foes;
His eyes, like glow-worms, shine when he doth fret;
His snout digs sepulclires where'er he goes;
Being moved, he strikes whate'er is in his way,
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay.

' His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm'd.
Are better proof than tliy spear's i)oint can enter;
His short tliick neck cannot be easily harm'd;
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture:
The thorny brambles and embracing bushes.
As fearful of him, part, through whom he rushes.

'Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine,
To which Love's eyes pay tributary gazes;
Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips and crystal eyne,
Wliose full perfection all the world amazes;

liut liaving tliee at vantage,— wondrous dread!
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead.
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' O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still

;

Beauty hath nought to do with sucly foul fiends:

Come "not within his danger by thy will

;

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends.

When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble,
I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did tremble.

' Didst thon not mark my face ? was it not white ?

Saw'st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ?

Grew I not faint ? and fell I not downright ?

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie,

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest,

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my breast.

' For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy
Doth call himself Affection's sentinel;

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny.
And in a peaceful hour doth cry " Ball, kill 1

"

Distempering gentle Love in his desire,

As air and water do abate the fire.

' This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy.

This canker that eats up Love's tender spring,

This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy,
That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring,
Knocks at my heart and whispers in mine ear
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear

:

'And more than so, presenteth to mine eye
The picture of an angry-chafing boar.

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie

An image like thyself, all stain'd with gore

;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the head.

' What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,
That tremble at the imagination ?

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed,

And fear doth teach it divination :

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow.
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

' But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me;
Uncouple at the timorous fij'ing hare.

Or at the fox wiiich lives by subtlety.

Or at the roe which no encounter dare

:

Pursue these fearful creatures o'er the downs,
And on thy well-breathed horse keep with thy hounds.

'And when thou hast on foot tlie purblind hare,

Mark the poor Avretch, to overshoot his troubles

How he outruns the wind and with what care

He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles

:

The many musets through the wliich he goes
'

Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

' Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep.
To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell,

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep,
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell.
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And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer:
Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear

:

' For there his smell with others being mingled,
The hot scent-snuffing homids are driven to doubt,
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out

;

Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies,

As if another chase were in the skies.

' By this, poor "Wat, far off upon a liill,

Stands on his hinder legs witli listening ear,

To hearken if liis foes pursue liim still

:

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear;
And now his grief may be compared well
To one sore sick that heiirs the passing-bell.

* Then shalt thou see the dew-bediibbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting witli the way,
Each envious brier liis weary legs doth scratch,

Each shadow makes him stop, eacli murmur stayc
For misery is trodden on by many.
And being low never relieved by any.

'Lie quietly, and hear a little more;
Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise:

To make thee hate the luanting of the boar,
Unlike mj'self thou hear'st me moralize,
Applying this to that, and so to so

;

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 spent.' ' Why, what of that ? ' quoth she.

'I am,' quoth he, 'expected of my friends;
And nov/ 't is dark, and going I shall fall.'

' In night,' quoth she, 'desire sees best of all.

' But if thou fall, O, then imagine this.

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips,

And all is but to rob thee of a kiss.

Eicli preys make true men thieves ; so do thy lips

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn.

Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn.

' Now of this dark night I perceive the reason

:

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine.
Till forging Nature be condemn'd of treason,
For stealing moulds from lieaven that were divine;
Wherein she framed thee in high heaven's despite,

To shame the sun by day and her by night.

' And therefore hath she bribed the Destinies
To cross the curious workmanship of nature.
To mingle beauty with intirmities,

And i»ure perfection with impure defeature,
jVIaking it subject to the tyranny
Of mad mischances and much misery

;

3u*
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' As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,

Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood,
The marrow-eating sicl^ness, whose attaint

Disorder breeds by heating of the blood

:

Siu-feits, imposthumes, grief, and damn'd desi)air.

Swear ]S[ature's death for framing thee so fair.

'And not the least of all these maladies
But in one minute's fight brings beauty under:
Both favour, savour, hue and qualities,

Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder,
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd and done,

As mountain-snow melts with the midday sun.

'Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity.

Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns,

That on the earth woiM breed a scarcity

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,

Be prodigal : the lamp that bums by night

Dries up his oil to lend the world his light.

' Wliat is thy body but a swallowing grave,

Seeming to bury that posterity

Which by the rights of time thou needs must have,

If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity ?

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain,

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

' So in thyself thyself art made away

;

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife.

Or theirs whose desiderate hands themselves do slay,

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life.

Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets,

But gold that 's put to use more gold begets.'

'Nay, then,' quoth Adon, 'you will fall again

Into your idle over-handled theme

:

The kiss I gave you is bestow'd in vain,

And all in vain you strive against the stream

;

For, by this black-faced night, desire's foul nurse.

Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse.

' If love have Idnt you twenty thousand tongues,

And every tongue more moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's song.

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;
For know, my heart stands armed in mine eaXy

And will not let a false sound enter there

;

' Lest the deceiving harmony should run
Into the quiet closme of my breast

;

And then my little heart were quite undone,
In his bedchamber to be barr'd of rest.

No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan.

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

' Wliat have you urged that I cannot reprove ?

The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger

:

I hate not love, but your device in love.

That lends embracements unto every stranger.
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You do it for increase : O stranf]^e excuse,
When reason is the bawd to lust's abuse!

* Call it not love, for LoVe to heaven is fled,

Since sweatin.i>- Lust on earth usurp'd his name;
Under whose simple senil)lance he hath fed
Upon fresli beauty, blotting it with blame;
Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves,
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

* Love comforteth like sunshine after rain,

But Lust's elTect is tempest after sun
;

Love's fjentle spring dotli always fresh remain,
Lusfs winter comes ere summer half be done;
Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies;

Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies.

* More I could tell, but more I dare not say

;

The text is old, the orator too green.
Therefore, in sadness, nov,"^ I will away:
My face is full of shame, my heart of teen;

Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended,
Do burn themselves for having so offended.'

With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace,
Of those fair arms which bound liim to her breast,

And homeward tlirouuh the dark laund runs apace;
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress'd.

Look, liow a bright star shooteth from the sky,

So glides he in the night from Venus' eye;

Which after him slie darts, as one on shore
Gazing upon a bite-embarked friend,

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more.
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend:
So did the merciless and pitchy nigiit

Told in the object that did feed her sight.

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware
Hath drop])'d a precious jewel in the flood,

Or stonish'd as night-wanderei"S often are,

Their light blownout in some mistrustful wood,
Even so confounded in the dark she lay,

Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans.
That all the neighbour eaves, as seeming troubled,
Make verbal repetition of her moans

;

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled:
' Ay me! ' she cries, and twenty times ' Woe, woe!

'

And twenty exihoes twenty times cry so.

She marking them begins a wailing note
And sings extem])orally a woeful ditty

:

How love makes young men tlu-all and old men dote;
How love is wise in folly, foolisli-witty

:

Her lieavy anthem still concludes in woe,
And still the choir of echoes answer so.
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Her song was tedious and outwore the night,
For lovers' hours are long, though seeming short:
If pleased themselves, otiiers, they think, delight
In such-like circumstance, with such-like sport:
Their copious stories oftentimes begun
End without audience and are never done.

For who hath she to spend the night withal
But idle sounds resembling parasites,

Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call,

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits i

She says "T is so :' they answer all ' 'T is so ;'

And would say after her, if she said ' No.'

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest.

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high,
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast
TJie sun ariseth in his majesty

;

Who doth the world so gloriously behold
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish 'd gold.

Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow:
' O thou clear god, and patron of all light.

From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow
The beauteous influence that makes him bright,
There lives a son that suek'd an earthly mother,
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.'

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove,
Musing the morning is so much o'erworn,
And yet she hears no tidings of her love

:

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn

:

Anon she hears them chant it lustily.

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

And as she runs, the bushes in the way
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face.

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay

:

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace,
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake.

By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay;
"Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder
Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his way.
The fear whereof dotli make him shake and shudder;
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds
Appals her senses and her spirit confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,
Because the cry remaineth in one place,

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud:
Finding their enemy to be so curst.
They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first.

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear.

Through which it enters to surprise her heart

;

Who, overcome by douj^t and bloodless fear.

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part

:
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Like soldiers, wlien tlieir captain once doth yield,
They basely fly and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy

;

Till, cheering up her senses all dismay'd.
She tells them 't is a causeless fantasy,
And childish error, that they are afraid

;

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more:—
And witli that word she spied the hunted boar,

"Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red,
Like milk and blood being mingled both together,
A second fear through all her sinews spread,
"Which madly hurries her she knows not whither :

Thi^way she runs, and now she will no further,
But back retires to rate the boar for murther.

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways

;

She treads the path that slie untreads again

;

Her more than haste is mated with delays,
Like tlie proceedings of a drunken brain,
Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting;
In hand with all things, nought at all eifecting.

Here kennell'd in a brake she finds a hound.
And asks the weary caitiff for his master,
And there anotherlicking of his wound,
'Gainst venom'd sores the only sovereign plaster;
And here slie meets another sadly scowling.
To whom she speaks, and he replies with iiowling.

"When he liath ceased his ill-resounding noise.
Another flap-mouth 'd mourner, black and grim.
Against the welkin volleys out his voice

;

Anotlier and another answer him,
Clapping their proud tails to the ground below.
Shaking their scratch 'd ears, bleeding as they go.

Look, how the world's poor people are amazed
At apparitions, signs and prodigies,
Whereon witli fearful eyes they long have gazed,
Infusing tliem with dreadful prophecies;
So she at these sad signs flraws up her breath
And sighing it again, exclaims on Death.

' Hard-favour'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean.
Hateful divorce of love,'— thus chides she Death,

—

' Grim-grinning ghost, earth's worm, what dost thou mean
To stifle beauty and to steal liis breath,
"Who when he lived, his breatli and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ?

' If he be dead,— O no, it cannot be,
Seeing liis beauty, thou shouldst strike at it :

—
O yes, it may; tiiou hast no ej'es to see.

But hatefully at random dost thou liit.

Thy mark is feeble age, l)ut tliy false dart
Mistakes tliat aim and cleaves an infant's heart.
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'Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke,
And, hearing liim, thy power had lost his power.
Tlie Destinies will curse thee for this stroke

;

They bid thee crop a weed, tliou pluck'st a flower

:

Love's golden arrow at him should have fled,

And not Death's ebon dart, to strike him dead.

' Dost tliou drink tears, that thou provoke such weeping ?
"What may a heavy groan adA'antage thee?
"Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see ?

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour.
Since her best work is ruiu'd with thy rigour.'

Here overcome, as one full of despair,
She veil'd her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopt
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropt

;

But through tlie flood-gates breaks the silver rain,
And with his strong course opens them again.

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow

!

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye

;

Both crystals, where they view'd each other's sorrow,
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry

;

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain.
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again.

Variable passions throng her constant woe.
As striving who should best become her grief

;

All entertain'd, each passion labours so,

Tliat every present sorrow seenieth chief,

But none is best : then join they all together,
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather.

By this, far off she hears some huntsman hollo

;

A niu'se's song ne'er pleased her b;ibe so well:
The dire imagination slie did follow
This sound of hope doth labour to expel

;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice,

And flatters her it is Adonis' voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,

Being prison'd in her eye like pearls in glass

;

Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside,
"Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass,
To wash thQ foul face of the sluttish ground,
"Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown'd.

O hard-believing love, how strange it seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous

!

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes

;

Despair and hope makes thee ridiculous

:

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely.
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought

;

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame

;

It was not she that call'd him all-to naught

:

Now she adds honours to his hateful name

;
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She clepes him king of graves and grave for kings,
Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

' No, no,' quoth she, ' sweet Death, I did but jest

;

Yet pardon me I felt a kind of fear
When as I met the boar, that bU)ody beast,

Which knows no pity, but is still severe;
Then, gentle shadow,— truth I must confess,

—

I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's decease.

' 'T is not my fault : the boar provoked my tongue

;

Be wreakVl on him, invisible commander

;

'Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong;
I did but act, he 's author of thy slander

:

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet
Could rule them both without ten women's wit.'

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive.

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate

;

And tliat his beauty may the better thrive,

"With Death she humbly doth insinuate
;

Tells liiui of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories

His victories, his triumphs and his glories.

' O Jove,' quoth she, 'how much a fool was I

To be'of such a weak and silly mind
To wail his death who lives and nmst not die
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind !

Tor he being dead, with him is beauty slain,

And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again.

' Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear

As one with treasure laden, hemm'd with thieves;
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear.

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.'

Even at this word she hears a merry horn,
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

As falcon to the lure, away she flies;

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light

;

And in lier haste unfortunately spies

The foul boar's con(iuest on her fair delight

;

Which seen, her eyes, as murder'd witli the view,
Like stars asliamed of day, themselves withdrew;

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain,
And there, all smother'd up, in shade doth sit,

Long after fearing to creep forth again

;

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled

Into the deep dark cabins of her head :

Where they resign their office and their light
To the disposing of her troubled brain ;

Who bids them still consort with ugly night.
And never wound the heart with looks again;
Wiio, like a king iteri)lexed in his throne,
By their suggesiion gives a deadly groan,
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Whereat each tributary subject quakes;
As when tlie wind, imprison'd in the ground,
Struggling for passage, eartli's foundation shakes,
Whicii with cold terror doth men's minds confound.

Tills mutiny each part doth so surprise
That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes

;

And, being open'd, threw unwilling light

Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench 'd

In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench'd:

ISTo flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed,
But stole his blood and seem'd with him to bleed.

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth
;

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head

;

Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth
;

She thinks he could not die, lie is not dead :

Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to bow.
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now.

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly,

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three

;

And then she reprehends her mangling eye.

That makes more gashes where no breach should be

:

His face seems twain, each several limb is doubled;
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled.

' My tongue cannot express my grief for one.
And yet,' quoth she, ' behold two Adons dead!
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone,
Mine eyes are turn'd to fire, my heart to lead

:

Heavy heart's; lead, melt at mine eyes' red fire I

So shall I die by drops of hot desire.

'Alas, poor world, what treasure hath thou lost I

What face remains alive that 's worth tlie viewing ?

Whose tongue is music now ? what canst thou boast
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing ?

The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and trim

;

But true-sweet beauty lived and died with him.

' Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear

!

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you

:

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear;

The sun doth scorn you and the wind doth hiss you

:

But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air

Lurk'd like two thieves, to rob iiim of his fair:

'And therefore would he put his bonnet on.

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep;
The wind would blow it off and, being gone.
Play with his locks : then would Adonis weep

;

And straight, in pity of his tender years.

They both would strive who first should dry his tears.

' To see bis face the lion walk'd along
Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him

;

To recreate himself when he hath sung.
The tiger would be tame and gently hear him

;
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If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey
And never fright the silly lamb that day.

'When he beheld his shadow in the brook,
The fishes spread on it their golden gills

;

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took.

That some would sing, some other in their bills

Would bring liim mulberries and ripe-red cherries

;

He fed them with his sight, they him with berries.

' But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar,
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave,
Ne'er saw the beauteous livery that he wore

;

Witness the entertainment that he gave

:

If he did see his face, why then I'know
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill'd him so.

' 'Tis true, 't is true ; thus was Adonis slain

:

He ran upon the boar with his slmrp spear,

AYlio did not whet his teeth at him again,
IJut by a kiss thought to persuade him there

;

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin.

'Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confess,

With kissing him I should have kill'd him first

;

But he is dead, and never did he bless

My youth with his ; the more am I accurst.'

With this, she falleth in the place slie stood,

And stains her face with his congealed blood.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale

;

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold

;

She wliispers in his ears a heavy tale.

As if they heard the woeful words she told

;

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes.

Where, lo, two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies;

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld
A thousand times, and now no more reflect

;

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell'd.

And every beauty robb'd of his effect

:

' Wonder of time,' quoth she, ' this is my spite.

That, thou being dead, the day should yet be light.

' Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy

:

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend

:

It shall be wailed on with jealousy.

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end,
Ne'er settled eciuaily, but liigh or low.
That all love's pleasure shall not match his woe.

' It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud.
Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while

;

Tlie bottom poison, and the top o'erstraw'd
With sweets that sliall the truest sight beguile

:

The strongest body shall it make most weak.
Strike the wise dumb and teach the fool to speak.

3u
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' It shall be sparing and too full of riot,

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures

;

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures;

It shall be raging-mad and silly-mild,

Make the young old, the old become a child.

' It shall suspect where is no cause of fear

;

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust

;

It shall be merciful and too severe.
And most deceiving when it seems most just

;

Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward,
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward.

' It shall be cause of war and dire eA^ents,

And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire
;

Subject and servile to all discontents.
As dry combustious matter is to fire

:

Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy,
They that love best their loves shall not enjoy.'

By this, the boy that by her side lay kilFd
"Was melted like a vapour from her sight,
And in his blood that on the ground lay spill'd,

A purple flower sprung up, chequer'd with white.
Resembling well his pale cheeks and the blood
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood.

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to smeU,
Comparing it to her Adonis' breath,
And says, within her bosom it shall dwell.
Since he himself is reft from her by death :

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears.

'Poor flower,' quoth she, 'this w^as thy father's guise-
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire—
For every little grief to wet his eyes

:

To grow unto himself was his desire,

And so 't is thine ; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

' Here was thy father's bed, here in my breast

;

Thou art the next of blood, and 't is thy right:
Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest.

My throbbing heart sliall rock thee day and night

:

There shall not be one minute in an hour
"Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love's flower.'

Thus weary of the world, away she hies,
And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid
Their mistress mounted through the empty skies
In her light chariot is quickly convey 'd

;

Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen
Means to immure herself aud not be seen.



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE.
TO THE

EIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EARL OP SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD.

The love I detlicate to your lordship is without end ; whereof this pamphlet,

without beginning, is but a superfluous moiety. The warrant I haveof j'our

honourable disposition, not the worth of my untutored lines, makes it as-

sured of acceptance. What I have done is yours ; what I have to do is yours ;

))eiiig part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty

would show greater ; meantime, as it is, it is bound to your lordship, to whom
I wish long life, still lengthened with all happiness.

Your lordship's in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

THE ABGTJMENT.
Lucius Tarquinius, for his excessive pride surnamed Superbus, after he
had causpd his own father-in-law Servius TuUius to be cruelly murdered,
and, contrary to the Roman laws and customs, not requiring or staying for

the people's suffrages, had possessed himself of the kingdom, went, accom-
panied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardea. During
which siege the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent

of Sextus Tarquinius, the king's son, in their discourses after supper every

one commended the virtues of his own v/ife : among whom Col latinus extolled

the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. In that pleasant humour
they all posted to Rome ; and intending, by their secret and sudden arrival,

to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only Collatinus

finds his wife, though it were late in the night, spinning amongst her maids :

the other ladies were all found dancing and revelling, or in several disports.

Whereupon the iiolilemen yielded Collatinus the victory, and his wife the

fame. At that time Sectus Tarquinius being inflamed with Lucrece's beauty,

yet smothering his passions for the present, departed with the rest back to

the camp; from whence he shortly after privily withdraw himself, and was,

according to his estate, royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Colla-

tium. Tlie same night he treacherously stealeth into her chamber, violently

ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth away. Lucrece, in this

lamentable i)light, hastily dispatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father,

another to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied with
Junius Brutus, the other with Publius Valerius ; and finding Lucrece attired

in mourning habit, demanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first taking an
oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor, and whole manner of his

dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself. Which done, with one con-

sent they all vowed to root out the whole hated family of tlie Tarquins; and
bearing the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer
and manner of the vile deed, with a bitter invective against the tyranny of
the king: wherewith the people were so moved, that with one consent and
a general acclamation the Tarquins were all exiled, and the state government
changed from kings to consuls. ,

Fkom the besieijed Ardea all in post,

Borne by the trustless winfjs of false desire,

Lust -breathed Tartiiiin leaves the Roman host,
And to Collatium bears tlie lijihtless tire

Whicli, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire
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And girdle with embracing flames the waist
Of Collatine's fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

Haply that name of ' chaste ' unhappily set

This bateless edge on his keen appetite

;

When Collatine unwisely did not let

To praise the clear unmatched red and white
Which triumph'd in that sky of his delight.

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's beauties,
With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.

For he the night before, in Tarquin's tent,

Unlock'd the treasure of his happy state

;

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent

In the possession of his beauteous mate

;

Eeckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate,

That kings might be espoused to more fame,
But king nor peer to such a peerless dame.

O happiness enjoy'd but of a few!
And, if possess'd, as soon decay 'd and done
As is the morning's silver-melting dew
Against the golden splendour of the sun

!

An expired date, cancell'd ere Avell begun

:

Honour and beauty, in the owner's arms.
Are weakly fortress'd from a world of harms.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade
The eyes of men without an orator

;

What needeth then apologies be made,
To set forth that which is so singular ?

Or why is Collatine the publisher
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown
From thievish ears, because it is his own?

Perchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty
Suggested this proud issue of a king;
For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be

:

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing,
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting
His high-pitch'd thoughts, that meaner men should vaunt
That golden hap which their superiors want.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those

:

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state,

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes
To quench the coal which in his liver glows.

O rash false heat, wTapp'd in repentant cold,

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne'er grows old

!

When at Collatium this false lord arrived,
Well was he welcomed by the Eoman dame,
Within whose face beauty and virtue strived
Which of them both should luiderprop her fame

:

When virtue bragg'd, beauty would blush for shame
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite

Virtue would stain that o'er with silver white.
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But beauty, in that white intituled,

From Venus' doves doth challenge that fair field:

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red,

Which virtue gave the golden age to gild

Their silver cheeks, and call'd it then their shield;

Teaching them thus to use it in the tight,

When shame assail'd, the red should fence the white.

This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen.

Argued by beauty's red and virtue's white

:

Of either's colour was the other queen,
Proving from world's minority their right

:

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight

;

Tlie sovereignty of either being so great.

That oft they interchange each other's seat.

Their silent war of lilies and of roses,

Which Tarquin view'd in her fair face's field,

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses;

Where, lest between them both it should be kill'd,

The coward captive vanquished doth yield

To those two armies that would let him go,

Rather than triumph in so false a foe.

Now thinks he that her husband 's shallow tongue,

—

The niggard prodigal that praised her so,

—

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong,
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show

:

Therefore that praise wliich CoUatine doth owe
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,

In silent wonder of stiil-gazing eyes.

This earthly saint, adored by this devil,

Little suspecteth the false worshipper

;

For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on evil;

Birds never linjed no secret bushes fear

:

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely guest,

Whose inward ill no outward harm express'd

;

For that he colour'd with his high estate,

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty

;

That nothing in him seem'd inordinate.

Save sometime too mucli wonder of his eye.

Which, having all, all could not satisfy;

But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store,

That, cloy'd with much, he pineth still for more.

But she, that never coped with stranger eyes,

Could pick no meaning from tlieir i)arling looks,

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies

Writ in the glassy margents of such books

:

She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no hooks;
Nor could slie moralize his wanton sight,

More than his eyes were open'd to the light.

He stories to her ears her husband's fame,
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy;

Vol. IV,— 44 3 h*
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And decks with praises Collatine's high name,
Made glorious by his manly chivalry
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory

:

Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express,
And, wordless, so greets heaven for his success.

Far from the purpose of his coming hither,

He makes excuses for his being tliere

:

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear

;

Till sable Night, motlier of Dread and Fear,
Upon the world dim darkness doth display,

And in her vaulty prison stows the Day.

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed.
Intending weariness with heavy spright

;

For, after supper, long he questioned
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night

:

Now leaden slumber Avith life's strength doth fight;

And every one to rest themselves betake,
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, that wake.

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving
The sundry dangers of his will's obtaining;
Yet ever to obtain liis -will resolving,
Thougli weak-built hopes persuade him to abstaining:
Despair to gain doth traflic oft for gaining;
And when great treasure is the meed proposed.
Though death be adjunct, there 's no death supposed.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond,
For what they have not, that whicli they possess
They scatter and luiloose it from their bond,
And so, by hoping more, tliey have but less;

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain,

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich gain.

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With honour, wealtli, and ease, in waning age;
And in tliis aim there is such thwarting strife,

That one for all, oi- all for one we gage;
As life for honour in fell battle's rage

;

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth cost
The death of all, and all together lost.

So that in venturing ill we leave to be
The things we are for that which we expect

;

And tins ambitious foul infirmity.

In having much, torments us with defect
Of that we have : so then we do neglect
The thing we have ; and, all for want of wit,
Make something nothing by augmenting it.

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make,
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust

;

And for himself himself he must forsake

:

Then where is trutli, if there be no self-trust?

When shall he think to find a stranger just.
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When he himself himself confounds, hetrays
To slanderous tongues and wretched liateful days ?

Now stole upon the time the dead of night,
"When heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes

:

No comfortable star did lend his li,ulit.

No noise but owls' and wolvf^' death-boding cries;

Now serves the season that they may surprise
The silly lambs: pure tiioughts are de^id and still,

While lust and murder wake to stiiin and kill.

And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed,
Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm

;

Is madly toss'd between desire and dread
;

Th' one sweetly Hatters, tii' other feaivth harm;
But honest fear, bewitcli'd with lust's foul charm,
Doth too too oft betake him to retire,

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire.

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth.
That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly;

Wiiereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth,
Which must be lode-star. to his lustful eye:
And to tlie flame thus speaks advisedly,

' As from this cold flint I enforced this fire,

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.'

Here pale with fear lie doth premeditate
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise,
And in liis inward mind lie doth debate
What following sorrow may on tins arise:
Then looking scornfully, he doth despise
His naked armour of still-slaughter'd lust.

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust:

'Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not
To darken her whose light excelleth thine:
And die, unliallow'd thoughts, before you blot
With your uncleanness tiiat wliicli is divine;
Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine

:

Let fair humanity ablior the deed
That spots and stains love's modest snow-white weed,

* O shame to knighthood and to shining arms I

O foul dishonour to my household's gravel
O impious act, including all foul harms!
A martial man to be soft fancy's slave!
True valour still a true respect should have;
Then my digression is so vile, so base,
That it will live engraven in my face.

'Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive,
And be an eye-sore in my golden coat

;

Some loathsome dash the lierald will contrive,
To cipher me how fondly I did dote;
That my posterity, shamed with the note.

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin
To wish that I their father had not bin.



692 LUCRECE.
' What win I, if I gain the thing I seek ?

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy.

Who buys a minute's mirth to wail a week ?

Or sells eternity to get a toy ?

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy ?
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown,
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken down ?

' If Collatinus dream of my intent,
Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent V

This siege that hath engirt his marriage,
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage,
This dying virtue, this surviving shame.
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame ?

*0, what excuse can my invention make.
When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed ?
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints shake,
Mine eyes foi-ego their light, my false heart bleed ?
The guilt being great, the fear "doth still exceed;
And extreme fear can neitlier iiglit nor fly,

But coward-like with trembling terror die.

' Had Collatinus kill'd my son or sire,

Or lain in ambush to betray my life,

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire
Might have excuse to work upon his wife,
Asin revenge or quittal of such strife

:

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend,
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

' Shameful it is ; ay, if the fact be known

:

Hateful it is ; there is no hate in loving

:

I '11 beg her love ; but slie is not her own

:

The worst is but denial and reproving :

My will is strong, past reason's weak removing.
Who fears a sentence or an old man's saw
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.'

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation
'Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will,
And with good thouglits makes dispensation,
Urging the worser sense for vantage still

;

Which in a moment doth confound and kill

All pure effects, and doth so far proceed.
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

Quoth he, ' She took me kindly by the hand,
And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes,
Fearing some hard news from the warlike band,
Where her beloved Collatinus lies.

O, how her fear did make her colour rise!
First red as roses that on lawn we lay.
Then white as lawn, the roses took away.

' And how her hand, in my hand being lock'd,
Forced it to tremble with her loyal fear

!
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"Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock'd,

IFntil her husband's welfare she did hear

;

Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer,

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood.

Self-love had never drown 'd him in the flood.

* Why hunt I then for colour or ex<;uses ?

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth;

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses;

Love thriven not in the heart that shadows dreadeth
Affection is my captain, and lie leadeth

;

And when his gaudy banner is display'd.

The coward lights and will not be dismay'd™

' Then, childish fear, avaunt! debating, die!

Respect and reason, wait on wrinkled age

!

My heart shall never countermand mine eye

:

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage

;

My part is youth, and beats these from the stage;

Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize

;

Then who fears sinking where such treasure lies?'

As corn o'ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear

Is almost choked by unresisted lust.

Away he steals with open listening ear,

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust;

Both which, as servitors to the unjust,

So cross him with their opposite persuasion.

That now he vows a league, and now invasion.

Within his thought her heavenly image sits,

And in the self-same seat sits Collatine

:

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits;

That eye which him beholds, as more divine,

Unto a view so false will not incline
-,

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart,

Which once corrupted takes the worser part

;

And therein heartens up his servile powers.

Who, flatter'd by their leader's jocund show,
Stuff up his lust, as minutes (ill up hours;

And as their captain, so tlieir in-ide doth grow,

Paying more slavish tribute than they owe.

By reprobate desire tlius madly led,

The Iloman lord marcheth to Lucrece' bed.

The locks between her chamber and his will,

Each one by him enforced, retires his ward;
But, as they open, they all rate his ill.

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard

:

The tlireshold grates tlie door to have him heard;

Night-wondering weasels shriek to see him there;

They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear.

As each unwilling portal yields him way.
Through little vents and crannies of the place

Tlie wind wars with his torch to make him stay,

And blows the smoke of it into his face,

Extinguishhig his conduct in this case

;
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But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorch.
Puffs forth another wind that fires tlie torch

:

And being lighted, by the light he spies
Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks:
He takes it from the ruslies where it lies.

And griping it, the needle his finger pricks;
As wlio should say ' This glove to wanton tricks

Is not inured ; return again in haste

;

Thou seest our mistress' ornaments are chaste.'

But all these poor forbiddings could not stay him

;

He in the worst sense construes their denial

:

The doors, the wind, tlie glove, that did delay him,
He takes for accidental things of trial

;

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial.
Who with a lingering stay his course doth let,

Till every minute pays the hour his debt.

' So, so,' quoth he, ' these lets attend the time,
Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring,
To add a more rejoicing to the prime.
And give the sneaped birds more cause to sing.
Pain pays the income of each precious thing

;

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shelves and sands,
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.'

Now is he come unto tlie chamber-floor.
That shuts liini from the heaven of his thought,
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more.
Hath barr'd him from the blessed thing he sought.
So from himself impiety hath wrouglit,
That for his prey to pray he doth begin.
As if the heavens should countenance his sin.

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer.
Having solicited th' eternal power
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair,
And they would stand auspicious to the hour,
Even there he starts : quoth he, ' I must deflower

:

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact.
How can they then assist me in the act ?

'Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide

!

My will is back'd with resolution :

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be tried

;

The blackest sin is clear'd v/ith absolution

:

Against love's fire fear's frost hath dissolution.
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight.'

This said, his guilty hand plucked up the latch,
And with his knee the door he opens wide.
The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch:
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied.
Who sees the lurking sex'pent steps aside

;

But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing.
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting.
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Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed.
The curtains being close, about he walks,
Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head :

By their higli tre<ison is his heart misled

;

Which gives the watch-word to his hand full soon
To draw the cloud that hides tlie silver moon.

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun.
Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight;
Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun
To wink, lieing blinded with a greater light

:

Whetlier it is that she reflects so bright.
That dazzleth them, or else some shame supposed;
But blind they are, and keep themselves enclosed.

O, had they in that darksome prison died !

Then had they seen the period of their ill

;

Then Collatitie again, by Lucrece' side,

In his clear bed niigiit have rejtosed still

:

But they must ope, tliis blessed league to kill;

And holy-tlioughted Lucrece to their sight
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight.

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under.
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss;

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder,
Swelling on either side to want his bliss

;

Between whose hills her head entombed is :

Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies,

To be admired of lewd unhallow'd eyes.

Without the bed her other fair hand was,
On the green coverlet ; whose perfect white
Show^'d like an April daisy on the grass.
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.
Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheathed their light,

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay,

Till they might open to adorn the day.

Her hair, like golden threads, play'd with her breath
;

O modest wantons ! wanton modesty !

Showing life's triumph in the map of death.
And death's dim look in life's mortality:
Each in her sleep themselves so beautify.
As if tetween them twain there were no strife,

But that life lived in death, and death in life.

Her breasts, like ivory globes circlefl with blue,
A pair of maiden worlds unconciuered,
Save of their lord no l)earing yoke they knew,
And him by oath they truly honoured.
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred;
Who, like a foul usurper, went about
From this fair throne to heave the owner out.

What could he see but mightily he noted ?

What did he note but strongly he desired ?

What he beheld, on that he firmly doted,
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And in his will his wilful eye he tired.
With more than admiration he admired
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin,
Her coral lips, her snow-w^hite dimpled chin.

As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey,
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied.

So o'er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay,
His rage of lust by gazing qualifiecl

;

Slack 'd, not suppress'd; for standing by her side.
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains,
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins

:

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting".

Obdurate vassals tell exploits eiTeeting,
In bloody death and ravishment delighting,
Nor children's tears nor mothers' groans respecting,
Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting:
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking.
Gives the hot charge and bids them do their liking.

His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye,
His eye commends the leading to his hand

;

His hand, as proud of such a dignity.
Smoking witli pride, march \1 on to make his stand
On her bare breast, tlie heart of all her land

;

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did scale.
Left their round turrets destitute and paie.

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet
Where their dear governess and lady lies,

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset.
And friglit her with confusion of their cries:
She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock'd-up eyes.
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold.
Are by his flaming torch dimm'd and controll'd.

Imagine her as one in dead of night
From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking.
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly' sprite.
Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking;
What terror 't is ! but she, in worser taking,
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view
The sight which makes supposed terror true.

Wrapp'd and confounded in a thousand fears,
Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies;

She dares not look; yet, winking, there appears
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes

:

Such shadows are the weak brain's forgeries;
Who, angry that the eyes fly from tlieir lights,

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful sighta

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast,

—

Eude ram, to batter such an ivory wall !
—

May feel her heart— poor citizen ! — distress'd,
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall,

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal.
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This moves in him more rage and lesser pity,

To make the breach and enter this sweet city.

First, lilie a trumpet, doth his tongue begin
To sound a parley to his heartless foe

;

Who o'er the white sheet peers her whiter chin,

The reason of this rash alarm to know,
"Which lie by dumb demeanour seeks to show;
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still

Under what colour he commits tliis ill.

Thus he replies :
' The colour in thy face.

That even for anger makes the lily pale.

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace.

Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale

:

"Under that colour am I come to scale

Thy never-conquer'd fort : the fault is thine,

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine.

* Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide:

Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this night,

Wllere thou with patience must my will abide

;

My will that marks thee for my earth's delight,

"Which I to conquer sought witli all my might;
But as reproof and reason beat it dead,

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred.

' I see what crosses my attempt will bring;

I know wliat thorns the growing rose defends

;

I think the honey guarded with a sting

;

All this beforehand counsel comprehends

:

But will is deaf and liears no lieedful friends;

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty.
Ami dotes on what he looks, 'gainst law or duty.

' I have debated, even in my soul,

"What wrong, what sliame, what sorrow I shall breed;

But nothing can affection's course control.

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.

I know repentant tears ensue tlie deed,

Reproacli, disdain, and deadly enmity

;

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.'

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade,

"Which, like a falcon towering in the skies,

Coucheth the fowl below with his wings' shade,
(

Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies:

So under his insulting falcliion lies

Harmless l.ucretia, marking wliat lie tells

With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon's bells.

' Lucvece,' quoth he, ' this night T must enjoy thee:

If tliou deny, tlien force nuist work my way.
For in tliy bed I purpose to destroy thee:

Tiiat (lone, some worthless slave of thine I '11 slay,

To kill tliine honour with thy life's decay;
And in tliy dead arms do I mean to i)luce him.
Swearing 1 slew him, seeing thee embrace him.

3i
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' So thy surviving husband shall remain
The scornful mark of every open eye

;

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at tliis disdain,
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy : .

And thou, the author of their obloquy,
Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes,
And sung by children in succeeding times.

' But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend

:

The fault unknown is as a thought unacted;
A little harm done to a great good end
For lawfi^ policy remains enacted.
The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted
In a pure compound ; being so applied,
His venom in effect is purihed.

'Then, for thy husband and thy children's sake,
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot

The shame that from them no device can take,
The blemish that will never be forgot

;

Worse than a slavish wipe or birth-hour's blot

:

For marks descried in men's nativity
Are nature's faults, not their own infamy.'

Here with a cockatrice' dead-killing eye
He rouseth up himself and makes a pause

;

While she, the picture of pure piety,

Like a wliite hind under the gripe's sharp claws.
Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws.
To the rough beast that knows no gentle right,
Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite.

But when a black-faced cloud the world doth threat,
In his dim mist tlie aspiring mountains hiding,*

From earth's dark womb some gentle gust doth get,

Which blows these pitchy vapours from their biding,
Hindering their present fall by this dividing

;

So his unhallow'd haste her words delays.
And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays.

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally,

While in liis hold-fast foot the weak mouse panteth:
Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly,

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth

:

His ear her prayers admits, but his heart granteth
^JSTo penetrable entrance to her plaining

:

Tears harden lust, though marble wear with raining.

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face

;

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix'd.
Which to her oratory adds more grace.
She puts the period often from his place

;

And midst the sentence so her accent breaks,
That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks.

She conjures him by high almighty Jove,
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship's oath,
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By her untimely tears, her husband's ]ove,

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 stoop to honour, not to foul desire.

Quoth slie, 'Reward not hospitality

With such black payment as thou hast pretended;
Mud not tlie foiuit-ain that gave drink to thee

;

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended

;

End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended ;

He is no woodman tliat dotli bend his bow
To strike a poor unseasonable doe.

' My husband is thy friend : for liis sake spare me

:

Thyself art mighty; for thine own sake leave me:
Myself a weakling ; do not then ensnare me :

Thou look'st not like deceit; do not deceive me.
My siglis, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave thee:

If ever man were moved 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-threatening heart,

To soften it witli their continual motion

;

For stones dissolved to water do convert.

O, if no harder than a stone thou art.

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate I

Soft pity enters at an iron gate.

' In Tarquin's likeness I did entertain thee:

Hast thou put on his shape to do him sliame?
To all the host of heaven I complain me,
Thou wroiig'st his honour, wound'st his princely name.
Thou art not what thou seem'st; and if the same,
Thou seem'st not what thou art, a god, a king;
For kings li^e gods should govern every thing.

' How will thy shame be seeded in thine age.

When thus thy vices bud before thy spring !

If in thy hope thou darest do sucli outrage,

What darest thou not when once thou art a king ?

O, be remember'd, no outrageous thing
From vassal actors can be wiped away

;

Then kings' misdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

' This deed will make thee only loved for fear

;

But happy monarchs still are fear'd for love:

With foul offenders thou perforce must bear.

When they in thee the like offences prove

:

If but for fear of tliis, they will remove
;

For princes are^the glass, the school, the book.
Where subject* eyes do learn, do read, do look.

'And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall learn?
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame ?

Wilt thou be glass wherein it sliall discern
Autliority for sin, warrant for blame,
To privilege dishonour in thy name i*
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Thou back'st reproach against long-living laud,
And makest fair reputation but a bawd.

' Hast thou command ? by him that gave it thee,
From a pure heart command thy rebel will

:

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity,
For it was lent thee all that brood to' kill.

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil,

When, pattern 'd by thy fault, foul sin may say,
He learn 'd to sin, and thou didst teach the way ?

' Think but how vile a spectacle it were.
To view thy present trespass in another.
Men's faults do seldom to themselves appear;
Their own transgressions partially they smother:
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy brother.
O, how are tliey wrapp'd in with infamies
That from their own misdeeds askance their eyes

!

' To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands appeal,
Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier:

I sue for exiled majesty's repeal

;

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire:
His true respect will prison false desire.
And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne,
That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.'

' Have done,' quoth he :
' my uncontrolled tide

Turns not, but swells the higher by this let.

Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide,
And with the wind in greater fury fret

:

The petty streams that pay a daily debt
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls' haste
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.'

'Thou art,' quoth she, 'a sea, a sovereign king;
And, lo, there falls into thy boundless flood
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning,
Wlio seek to stain the ocean of thy blood.
If all these petty ills shall change thy good.
Thy sea within a puddle's womb is hearsed,
And not the puddle in thy sea dispersed.

' So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave;
Thou nobly base, they basely dignified

;

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave

:

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride:
The lesser thing should not the greater hide

;

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub's foot.
But low shrubs wither at the cedar's root.

' So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state '

—

' No more,' quoth he ; 'by heaven, I will not hear thee:
Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate.
Instead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear thee:
That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom,
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.'
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This said, he sets his foot upon the light,

For light and lust are deadly enemies

:

Shame folded up in blind concealing night,

When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize.

The wolf hath seized liis prey, the poor lamb cries;

Till with her own wliite tleece her voice controll'd

Entombs her outcry in her lips' sweet fold:

For with the nightly linen that she wears
He pens her piteous clamours in her head

;

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears

That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed.

O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed I

The spots whereof could weeping purify.

Her tears should drop on them peri^etually.

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life,

And he hath won what he would lose again

:

This forced league doth force a further strife

;

This momentary joy breeds months of pain

;

This hot desire converts to cold disdain

:

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store.

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk,
Unapt for tender smell or speedy tiight.

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk
The prey wherein by nature they delight

;

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night

:

His taste delicious, in digestion souring,

Devours his will, that lived by foul devouring.

O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit
Can comprehend in still imagination

!

Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt,

Ere he can see his own abomination.
While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation
Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire,

Till like a jade Self-will liimself doth tire.

And then with lank and lean discolour'd cheek.
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless pace,
Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek.
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case:
The flesh being i)roud. Desire doth figlit with Grace,
For there it revels ; and when that decays,
The guilty rebel for remission prays.

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
Who this accomplishment so hotly chased;
For now against himself he sounds tliis doom,
Tliat througli the length of times he stands disgraced:
Besides, his soul's fair temple is defaced

;

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares,

To ask the spotted princess how she fares.

She says, lier subjects with foul insurrection
Have batter'd down her consecrated wall,

3i-
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And by tlieir mortal fault brought in subjection
Her immortality, and made her thrall

To living death and pain perpetual:
Which in her prescience she controlled still,

But her foresight could not forestall their will.

Even in this thought through the dark night he stealeth,

A captive victor that hath lost in g<iin

;

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,
The scar that will, despite of cure, remain

;

Leaving his spoil perplex 'd in greater pain.
She bears the load of lust lie left behind,
And he the burden of a guilty mind.

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence

;

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there;
He scowls and hates him^self for his offence

;

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear;
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear;
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night

;

He runs, and chides his vanish 'd, loatlied delight.

He thence departs a heavy convertite

;

She tliere remains a hopeless castaway;
He in his speed looks for the morning light;
She prays she never may behold the day,
' For day,' quoth she, ' night's scapes doth open lay,

And my true eyes have never practised how
To cloak offences with a cunning brow.

' They think not but that every eye can see

The same disgrace which they themselves behold;
And therefore would they still in darkness be,

To have their unseen sin remain untold

;

Toy they their guilt with weeping will unfold,
And grave, like water that doth eat in steel,

Upon rny cheeks what helpless shame I feel.'

Here she exclaims against repose and rest.

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind.

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast.

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find

Some purer chest to close so pure a mind.
Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her spite
Against the unseen secrecy of night

:

' O comfort-killing Night, image of hell

!

Dim register and notary of shame

!

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell!

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame

!

Blind nmffled bawd! dark harbour for defame!
Grim cave of death ! whispering conspirator
With close-tongued treason and the ravisher I

' O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Kight

!

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime,
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light.

Make war against proportion 'd course of time;
Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb



LUCRE CE. 10B

His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed,

Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head.

* "With rotten damps ravish the morning air

;

Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make sick

The life of purity, the supreme fair,

Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick

;

And let thy misty vapours march so thick,

That in their smoky ranks his smother'd light

May set at noon and make perpetual night.

' Were Tarquin Night, as he is but Night's child,

The silver-shining queen he would disdain;

Her twinkling hantlmaids too, by him defiled,

Through Night's black bosom should not peep again:

So should I have co-partners in my pain

;

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage.

As palmers' chat makes short their pilgrimage.

' Where now I have no one to blush with m'e.

To cross tlieir arms and hang tlieir heads with mine,
To mask their brows and liide their infamy

;

But I alone alone must sit and pine.

Seasoning the eartli witli showers of silver brine.

Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with groans,

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans.

' O night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke.
Let not tlie jealous Day behold that face

Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak
Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace!

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place,

That all the faults which in thy reign are made
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade I

' Make me not object to the tell-tale Day

!

The light will show, character'd in my brow,
The story of sweet chastity's decay,
The impious breach of holy wedlock vow:
Yea, the illiterate, that know not how
To ciither what is writ in learned books,
Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks.

' The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story.

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin's name:
The orator, to deck his oratory.
Will couple my reproach to Tarquin's shame;
Feast-liiuliiig minstrels, tuning my defame.
Will tie the hearers to attend each line.

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine.

' Let my good name, that senseless reputation,

For Coilatine's dear love be kept unspotted

:

If that be made a theme for disputation.
The branches of another root are rotted,

And undeserved reyn-oach to liim allotted

That is as clear from this attaint of mine
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine.
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' O unseen shame ! invisible disgrace

!

O unfelt sore ! crest-wonnding, private scar!
Keproach is stamp'd in Collatinus' face,
And Tarquin's eye may read the mot afar,
How he in peace is wounded, not in Avar.

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows.
Which not themselves, but he that gives them knows

!

' If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me.
From me by strong assault it is bereft.
My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee,
Have no perfection of my summer left,

But robb'd and ransack 'd by injurious theft

:

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath crept,
And suck'd the honey which thy chaste bee kept.

' Yet am I guilty of thy honour's wrack

;

Yet for thy lionour did I entertain him

;

Coming from thee, I could not put him back,
For it had been dishonour to disdain him

:

Besides, of weariness he did complain him,
And talk'd of virtue : O unlook'd-for evil.

When virtue is profaned in such a devil

!

' Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud ?
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows' nests ?

Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ?

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ?

Or kings be breakers of their own behests ?

But no perfection is so absolute.
That some impurity doth not pollute.

' The aged man that coffers-up his gold
Is plagued with cramps and gouts and painful fits

;

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold,
But like still-pining Tantalus he sits.

And useless barns the harvest of his wits

;

Having no other pleasure of his gain
But torment that it cannot cure his pain.

' So then he hath it when he cannot use it,

And leaves it to be master'd by his j^oung;
Who in their pride do presently abuse it

:

Their father was too weak, and they too strong,
To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long.
The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours
Even in the moment that we call them ours.

' Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring

;

Unwholesome weeds take root with precious flowers;
The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing

;

What virtue breeds iniquity devours

:

We have no good that we can say is ours,
But ill-annexed Opportunity
Or kills his life or else his quality.

' O Opportunity, thy guilt is great 1

'T is thou that executest the traitor's treason

:
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Thou set'st the wolf where he the lamb may get

;

Whoever plots the sin, thou 'point'st the season

;

'Tis thou that spurn 'st at right, at law, at reason

;

And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him,
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by liim.

* Thou makest the vestal violate her oatli

;

Thou blow'st the fire wlien temperance is thaw'd

;

Thou smother'st honesty, thou uuirder'st troth

;

Thou foul abettor 3 thou notorious bawd

!

Thou plantest scandal and displacest laud

:

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, tliou false thief,

Tliy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief

!

* Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame,
Thy private feasting to a public fast,

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name,
Thy sugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood taste

;

Tliy violent vanities can never last.

How comes it then, vile Opportunity,
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee ?

'"Wlien wilt thou be the humble suppliant's friend,

And bring him where liis suit may be obtain'd ?

When wilt thou sort an liour great strifes to end ?

Or free that soul which wretchedness iiath chain'd ?

Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain'd ?

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee

;

But they ne'er meet with Opportunity.

* The patient dies while the physician sleeps

;

The orphan pines wliile the oppressor feeds;

Justice is feasting while the widow weeps

;

Advice is sporting while infection breeds

;

Thou grant'st no time for charitable deeds

:

Wratli, envy, treason, rape, and murder's rages,

Thy heinous liours wait on them as their pages.

' When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee,

A thousand crosses Iveep them from tliy aid:

They buy tliy help ; but Sin ne'er gives a fee,

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appaid
As well to hear as grant what he hath said.

My CoUatine would else have come to me
When Tarquiu did, but he was stay'd by thee.

'Guilty thou art of murder and of theft,

Guilty of perjury and subornation,
Guilty of treason, forgery, and sliift,

Guilty of incest, that al)omination
;

An accessary by thine inclination
To all sins past, and all that are to come,
From the creation to the general doom.

' Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night,
Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care.

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight.

Base watch of woes, sin's pack-horse, virtue's snare;
Thou uursest all and murder'st all that are

:
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O, hear me then, injurious, shifting Time!
Be guilty of my death, since of my crime.

' Why hath thy servant, Oppoi tunity,

Betray'd the hours thou gavest me to repose,
Cancell'd my fortunes, and encliained me
To endless date of never-ending woes ?

Time's office is to fine the hate of foes;

To eat up errors by opinion bred,
Kot spend the dowry of a lawful bed.

' Time's glory is to calm contending kings.
To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light,

To stamp the seal of time in aged things.
To wake the morn and sentinel tlie night,
To wrong the wronger till he render right.

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours.
And smear with dust their glittering golden towers

;

' To fill with worm-holes stately monuments,
To feed oblivion with decay of tilings,

To blot old books and alter their contents.
To pluck the quills from ancient ravens' wings,
To dry the old oak's sap and cherish springs,
To spoil antiquities of hammered steel.

And turn the giddy round of Fortune's wheel;

' To show the beldam daughters of her daughter,
To make the child a man,"the man a child,

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,
To tame the unicorn and lion wild,
To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled.
To cheer the ploughman with increaseful crops,

And waste huge stones with little water-drops.

'Why work'st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage,
Unless thou couldst return to make amends ?

One poor retiring minute in an age
Would purcliasethee a thousandlhousand friends.

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends:

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour come back,
I could prevent this storm and shun thy wrack!

' Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,

Witli some mischance cross Tarquin in his flight:

Devise extremes beyond extremity.
To make him curse this cursed crimeful night:
Let gliastly shadows his lewd eyes affright

;

And the dire thought of his comniitted evil

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.

' Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances,

Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans

;

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances.
To make him moan ; but pity not his moans

:

Stone liim with harden'd hearts, harder tlian stones

;

And let mild women to liim lose their mildness,
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness.
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' Let him have time to tear his curled hair,

Let him have time against himself to rave,

Let him have time of Time's help to despair,

Let him have time to live a loathed slave,

Let him have time a bes'g"ar's orts to crave,

And time to see one that by alms doth live

Disdain to him disdained •scraps to give.

* Let him have time to see his friends his foes.

And merry fools to mock at him resort

;

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short

His time of folly and his time of sport;

And ever let his unrecalling crime
Have time to wail th' abusing of his time.

' O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad,
Teach me to curse him that thou taught 'st this ill!

At his own shadow let the thief run mad,
Himself himself seek every hour to kill

!

Such wretclied hands such wretched blood should ^111;
For who so base would such an office have
As slanderous death 's-man to so base a slave?

' The baser is he, coming from a king,
To shame his hope with deeds degenerate:
The mightier man, the miglitier is the thing
That makes him lionoiu-'d, or l)egets him hate^
For greatest scandal waits on greatest state.

The moon being clouded presently is miss'd.

But little stars may hide them when they list,

' The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire,
And unperceived l!y with the filth away ;

But if the like the snow-white swan desire,

Tlie stain upon his silver down will stay.

Poor grooms are siglitless night, kings glorious day:
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe'er they fly,

But eagles gazed upon with every eye.

'Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools!

Unprofitable soiinds, weak arbitrators

!

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools;

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters;

To trembling clients be you mediators

:

For me, I force not argument a straw.
Since that my case is past the help of law,

' In vain I rail at Opportunity,
At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night;
In vain I cavil with mine infamy,
In vain 1 spurn at my confirmed despite:

This helpless 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 quiver'st thou at this decree?
Honour thyself to rid me of this shame;
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For if I die, my honour lives in thee;

But if I live, thou livest in my defame

:

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame,
And wast afeard to scratch her wicked foe.

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.'

This said, from her be-tumbled couch she starteth,

To find some desperate instrument of death

:

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparteth
To make more vent for passage of her breath

;

Which, thronging through her lips, so vanisheth
As smoke from ^tna, that in air consumes.
Or that which from discharged cannon fumes.

' In vain,' quoth she, ' I live, and seek in vain
Some happy mean to end a hapless life.

I fear'd by Tarquin's falchion to be slain.

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife

:

But when I fear'd I was a loyal wife

:

So am I now : O no, that cannot be

;

Of that true type hath Tarquin rilled me.

' O, that is gone for which I sought to live,

And therefore now I need not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least I give
A badge of fame to slander's livery

;

A dying life to living infamy

:

Poor helpless help, the treasure stol'n away,
To burn the guiltless casket where it lay

!

' "Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know
The stained taste of violated troth

;

I will not wrong thy true affection so,

To flatter thee with an infringed oath

;

This bastard graff shall never come to growth

:

He sliall not boast who did thy stock pollute

That thou art doting father of his fruit.

' IsTor shall he smile at thee in secret thought,
Kor laugh with his companions at thy state

;

But thou shalt know thy interest was not bought
Basely with gold, but stol'n from forth thy gate.

For me, I am the mistress of my fate.

And with my trespass never will dispense,
Till life to death acquit my forced offence.

'I will not poison thee with my attaint,

^ox fold my fault in cleanly-coin''d excuses;
My sable ground of sin I will not paint.

To hide the truth of this false night's abuses:
My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes, like sluices,

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale,

Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure tale.'

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended
The well-tuned warble of her nightly sorrow.
And solemn night with slow sad gait descended
To ugly hell; when, lo, the blushing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow

:
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But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see,

And therefore still in night would cloister'd be.

Revealing day through every cranny spies,

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping

;

To whom she sobbing speaks : O eye of eyes.

Why pry'st thou through my window? leave thy peeping:
Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are sleeping:
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light,

For day hath nought to do what 's done by night.'

Thus cavils she with every thing she sees

:

True grief is fond and testy as a child,

Who wayward once, his moor! with nought agrees:
Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear tliem mild

;

Continuance tames the one; the other wild.

Like an unpractised swinmier plunging still,

With too much labour drowns for want of skill.

So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care.

Holds disputation with each thing she views,
And to lierself all sorrow doth compare

;

No object but lier passion's strength renews;
And as one shifts, anotlier straight ensues:
Sometime her grief is dumb and hatli no words;
Sometime 't is mad and too much talk affords.

The little birds that tune their morning's joy
Make her moans mad with their sweet melody:
For mirth dotli search the bottom of annoy;
Sad souls are slain in merry company ;

Grief best is pleased with grief's society

:

True sorrow then is feelingly sutriced

When with like semblance it is sympathized.

'T is double death to drown in ken of shore

;

He ten times pines that pines beholding food

;

To see the salve doth make the Avound ache more;
Great grief grieves most at that would do it good;
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle Hood,
Who, being stopp'd, the bounding banks o'erflows;

Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows.

' You mocking birds,' quoth she, ' your tunes entomb
Within your hollow-swelling feather'd breasts,

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb:
My restless disconl loves no stops nor rests;

A woeful hostess Itrooks not merry guests:
Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears;
Distress likes dumps when time is kept with tears.

'Come, Philomel, that siiig'st of ravishment,
Make thy sad grove in my dishevellM hair:
As the dank earth Aveeits at thy languishment,
So 1 at each sad strain will strain a tear,

And with deej) groans the diapason bear;
For burden-wise I '11 hum on Tarquin still,

While thou on Tereus descant'st better skill.

3k
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'And whiles against a thorn thou bear'st thy part,

To keep thy sliarp woes waking, wretclied I,

To imitate thee well, against my heart
"Will fix a sharp knife to affright mine eye;
"Wlio, if it wink, shaJl thereon fall and die.

These means,, as frets upon an instrument,
Shall tune our heart-strings to true languishment.

'And far, poor bird, thou sing'st not in the day,
As shaming any eye should thee behold.
Some dark deep desert, seated from the way.
That luiows not parching heat nor freezing cold,

"Will we find out ; and there we will unfold
To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their kinds

:

Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle minds.'

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze,
"Wildly determining which way to fly,

Or one enconipass'd with a winding maze.
That cannot tread the way out readily

;

So with herself is she in mutiny.
To live or die which of tlie twain were better,

When life is shamed, and death reproach's debtor.

'To kill myself,' quoth she, ' alack, what were it,

But with my body my poor soul's pollution ?

They that lose half with greater patience bear it

Than they whose whole is swallow'd in confusion.
That mother tries a merciless conclusion

"Wlio, haying two sweet babes, when death takes on
"Will slay the other and be nurse to none.

'My body or my soul, which was the dearer,
"When the one pnre, the otlier made divine ?

"Whose love of either to myself was nearer,
"When both were kept for heaven and CoUatine ?

Ay me ! the bark peel'd from the lofty pine,
His leaves will wither and his sap decay

;

So must my soul, her bark being peel'd away.

' Her house is sack'd, her quiet interrupted,
Her mansion batter'd by the enemy

;

Her sacred temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupted,
Grossly engirt with daring infamy:
Then let it not be call'd impiety,

If in this blemish 'd fort I make some hole
Through which I may convey this troubled soul.

' Yet die I will not till my Collatine
Have heard the cause of my untimely death

;

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine.
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath.
My stained blood to Tarquin I '11 bequeath.
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent.
And as his due writ in my testament.

' My honour I '11 bequeath unto the knife
That wounds my body so dishonoured.
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'T is honour to deprive dislionour'd life

;

The one will live, the other being dead :

So of shame's aslies shall my fame be bred

;

For in my death I murder shameful scorn

:

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born.

' Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost,

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee ?

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast,

By whose example thou revenged mayst be.

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me:
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe,

And for my sake serve thou false Tarquin so.

' This brief abridgment of my will I make

:

My soul and body to the skies and ground

;

My resolution, husband, do thou take

;

Mine honour be the knife's that makes my wound;
My shame be his that did my fame confound

;

And all my fame that lives disbursed be
To those that live, and think no shame of me.

* Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will

;

How M'as I overseen that thou shalt see it

!

My blood sliall wash the slander of mine ill

;

My life's foul deed, my life's fair end shall free it.

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say " So be it :

"

Yield to my hand; my hand shall conquer thee:

Thou dead, botli die, and both shall victors be.'

This plot of death when sadly she liad laid.

And wiped tlie brinish pearl from lier bright eyes,

With untuned tongue she hoarsely calls lier maid,
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies:

For fleet-wing'd duty with thouglit's featliers flies.

Poor Lucrece' cheeks unto her maid seem so

As winter meads wlien sun doth melt their snow.

Her mistress she doth give demure good-morrow,
Witli soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty,
And sorts a sad look to her lady's sorrow,
For why her face wore sorrow's livery;

But durst not ask of her audaciously
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so,

Nor why herfair cheeks over-wash'd with woe.

But as the eartli doth weep, the sun being set.

Each flower moisten'd like a melting eye;
Even so the maid with swelling drops gan wet
Her circled eyne, enforced by sympatliy
Of those fair suns set in her mistress' sky.

Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their light,

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night.

A pretty wliile these pretty creatures stand,

Like ivory conduits coral cisterntj Ailing :

One justly weeps; tlie other takes in hand
No cause, but company, of lier drops si)illing:

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing

;
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Grieving themselves to guess at othei-s' smarts,
And then they drown their eyes or break their hearts.

For men have marble, women waxen, minds,
And therefore are they form'd as marble will

:

The weak oppress'd, the impression of strange kinds
Is form'd in them by force, by fraud, or skill

:

Then call them not the authors of their ill,

No more than wax shall be accounted evil
"Wherein is stamp'd the semblance of a devil.

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain,
Lays open all the little worms that creep;
In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep

:

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep

:

Tliough men can cover crimes with bold stern looks,
Poor women's faces are their own faults' books.

No man inveigh against the wither'd flower.
But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill'd:
Not that devour'd, but that whicii doth devour,
Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild
Poor women's faults, that they are so fulflll'd

With men's abuses: those proud lords, to blame,
Make weak-made women tenants to their shame.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view,
Assail'd by night with circumstances strong
Of present death, and shame that might ensue
By that her death, to do her husband wrong

:

Such danger to resistance did belong,
That dying fear through all her body spread;
And who cannot abuse a body dead ?

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining

:

' My girl,' quoth she, 'on what occasion break
Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are raining?
If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining,
Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood:
If tears could help, mine own would do me good.

'But tell me, girl, when went '— and there she stay'd
Till after a deep groan— ' Tarquin from lience ?

'

' Madam, ere I was up,' replied the maid,
' The more to blame my sluggard negligence

:

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense

;

Myself was stirring ere the break of day.
And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away.

' But, lady, if your maid may be so bold,
She would request to know your heaviness.'
' O, peace! ' quoth Lucrece: ' if it should be told,
The repetition caimot make it less

;

For more it is than I can well express

:

And that deep torture may be call'd a hell

When more is felt than one hath power to tell.
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' Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen

:

Yet save that labour, for I liave them liere.

What should I say ? One of my liusband'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 cause craves haste, and it will soon be writ.'

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write.
First hovering o'er the paper with her quill

:

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight

;

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will;

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill:

Much like a press of people at a door,
Throng her inventions, which shall go before.

At last she thus begins :
' Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife tliat greeteth thee.
Health to tl)y person! Next vouchsafe t' afford—
If ever, love,' thy Lucrece thou wilt see—
Some present speed to come and visit me.

So, I coumiend me from our house in grief

:

My woes are tedious, though my words are brief.'

Here folds she up the tenour of her woe,
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly.
By this short schedule Collatine may know
Her grief, but not her grief 's true quality

:

She dares not thereof make discovery,
Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse,
Ere she with blood had stain'd her stain'd excuse.

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her;
When siglis and groans and tears may grace the fashion
Of her disgrace, tlie better so to clear her
From that suspicion which the world might bear her.
To shun this blot, she woidd not blot tlie letter

With wt»rds, till action might become them better.

To see sad siglits moves more than hear them told

;

For then the eye interprets to tlie ear
The heavy motion tliat it doth behold,
When evei-y part a part of woe doth bear.

'Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear:
Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow fords,
And sorrow ebbs, being blown witli wind of words.

Her letter now is seaFd, and on it writ
'At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.'

The post attends, and she delivers it.

Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as fast

As lagging fowls l)efore the iidrtlicrn blast:

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she deems:
Extremity still urgeth such extremes.

The homely villain court 'sies to lier low;
And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye
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Beceives the scroll without or yea or no,
And forth with baslifiil innocence doth liie.

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie

Imagine every eye beholds their blame

;

For Lucrece thought he blush 'd to see her shame

:

"When, silly groom ! God wot, i(t was defect
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity.
Sucli liarndess creatures have a true respect
To talk in deeds, while others saucily
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely:

Even so this pattern of the worn-out age
Pawn'd honest looks, but laid no words to gage.

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust.
That two red fires in both their faces blazed;
She thought he blush 'd, as knowing Tarquin's lust,

And, blusliing with him, wistly on him gazed;
Her earnest erye did make liim more amazed

:

The more she saw the blood his clieeks replenish,

The more she thought he spied in her some blemish.

But long she thinks till he return again,
And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone.
The weary time she cannot entertain.
For now 't is stale to sigh, to weep, and groan

:

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan.
That she her plaints a little while doth stay,

Pausing for means to mourn some newer way.

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece
Of skilful painting, made for Priam's Troy

;

Before the which is drawn the power of Greece,
For Helen's rape the city to destroy.
Threatening cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy;
Which tlie conceited painter drew so proud.
As heaven, it seeni'd, to kiss the turrets bow'd.

A thousand lamentable objects there.

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life

:

Many a dry drop seem'd a weeping tear.

Shed for the slaughter'd husband by the wife

:

Tlie red blood reek'd. to show the painter's strife;

And dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy lights.

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights.

There might you see the labouring pioner
Begrimed with sweat, and smeared all with dust;
And from the towers of Troy there would appear
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust.
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust

:

Such sweet observance in this work was had,
That one might see those far-otf eyes look sad.

In great commanders grace and majesty
You might beliold, triumphing in their faces;
In youth, quick bearing and dexterity;
And here and there the painter interlaces

Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces;
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Which heartless peasants did so well resemble,
That one would swear he saw them quake and tremble.

In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art

Of physiognomy might one behold !

The face of either cipher'd cither's heart

;

Their face their manners most exjn'essly told:

In Ajax' eyes blunt rage and rigour roll'd
;

But tlie inild glance that sly Ulysses lent

Show'd deep regard and smiling government.

There pleading might you see grave Nestor stand,
As 't were encouraging the Greeks to tight

;

Making such sober action with liis hand,
That it beguiled attention, cliarin'd the sight

:

In speecli, it seem'd, his beard, all silver white,
Wagg'd up and down, and from his lips did fly

Thin winding breath, which purl'd up to the sky.

About him were a press of gaping faces,

Which seem'd to swallow iip his sound advice;
All jointly listening, but with several graces,

As if some mermaid did their ears entice,

Some higli, some low, the painter was so nice;
The scalps of many, almost hid behind,
To jump up higher seem'd, to mock the mind.

Here one man's hand lean'd on another's head,
His nose being shadow'd by iiis neighbour's ear;
Here one being throng'd V)ears back, all boU'n and red;
Another smother'd seems to pelt and swear;
And in their rage sucli signs of rage they bear.
As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words.
It seem'd they would debate with angry swords.

For much imaginary work w^as there;
Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,
That for Achilles' image stood his spear,
Griped in an armed hand; himself, behind,
Was left unseen, save to 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 strong-besieged Troy
When their brave hope, bold Hector, march 'd to field,

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy
To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield;
And to their hope they such odd action yield.

That tiu-(uigh their light joy seemed to appear.
Like bright things stain 'd, a kind of heavy fear.

And from the strand of Dardan, where they fought,
To Simois' reedy banks the red blood ran.
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought
AVitli swelling ridges; and their i-anks began
To break upon the galled shore, and than

Retire again, till, meeting greater ranks.
They join and shoot their foam at Simois' banks.
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To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come,
To find a face where all distress is stell'd.

Many she sees where cares have carved some,
But none where all distress and dolour dweil'd,
Till she despairing Hecuba beheld,
Staring on Priam's wounds with her old eyes,
Which bleeding under Pyrrhus' proud foot lies.

In her the painter had anatomized
Time's ruin, beauty's wreck, and grim care's reign:
Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguised

;

Of what she was no semblance did remain

:

Her blue blood changed to black in every vein,
Wanting the spring that those shrunk" pipes had fed,
Show'd life imprison 'd in a body dead.

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes.
And shapes her sorrow to the beldam's woes.
Who notliing wants to answer her but cries.
And bitter words to ban her cruel foes

:

The painter was no god to lend her those

;

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wrong,
To give her so much grief and not a tongue.

' Poor instrument,' quoth she, ' without a sound,
I '11 tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue;
And drop sweet balm in Priam's painted wound,
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him Avrong

;

And with ray tears quench Troy that burns so'long

;

And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies.

' Show me the strumpet that began this stir,

That with my nails her beauty I may tear.
Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur
This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear:
Thy eye kindled the fire that burnetii here

;

And here in Troy, for tresjiass of thine eye.
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die.

' Why should the private pleasure of some one
Become the public plague of many moe ?

Let sin, alone committed, light alone
Upon his head that hath transgressed so

;

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe

:

For one's offence why should so many fall,

To plagvie a private sin in general ?

' Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies,
Here manly Hector faints, here Troilus swounds.
Here friend by friend in bloody chaimel lies.

And friend to friend gives unadvised w^ounds.
And one man's lust these many lives confounds

:

Had doting Priam check 'd his son's desire,
Troy had been bright with fame and not with fire.'

Here feelingly she weeps Troy's painted woes
For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell,
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Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes

;

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell:
So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell

To pencili'd pensiveness and colour'd sorrow;
She lends them words, and she their looks doth borrow.

She throws her eyes about the painting round,
And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament.
At last she sees a wretclied image bound.
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent:
His face, though full of cares, yet show'd content;
Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he goes,
So mild, that Patience seem'd to scorn his woes.

In him the painter labour'd with his skill

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still,

A brow unbent, that seem'd to welcome woe;
Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so
That blushing red no guilty instance gave,
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have.

But, like a constant and confirmed devil,

He entertained a show so seeming just,

And therein so ensconced his secret evil.

That jealousy itself coidd not mistrust
False-creeping craft and perjury sliould thrust

Into so bright a day such black-faced storms.
Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like forms.

The well-skill'd workman this mild image drew
For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story
The credulous old Priam after slew;
Whose words like wildfire burnt the shining glory
Of ricli-built Ilion, that the skies were sorry.
And little stars shot from their fixed places,
When their glass fell Avherein they view'd their faces.

This picture she advisedly perused,
And chid the painter for his wondrous skill,

Saying, some shape in Sinon 's was abused
;

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill

:

And still on hiu) she gazed; and gazing still,

Such signs of truth in his plain face she spied,
That she concludes the picture was belied.

' It cannot be,' quoth she, ' that so much guile '

—

She would have said ' can lurk in such a look ;

'

But Tanpiin's sliape came in her mind the while,
And from JK-r tongue 'can lurk ' from ' cannot ' took:
' It cannot be ' she in that sense foi-sook.
And tuniM it thus, 'It cannot be, 1 find,
But such a face should bear a wicked mind :

' For even as subtle Sinon here is painted,
So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild,
As if with grief or ti'avail he had fainted,
To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguiled
With outward honesty, but yet defiled
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With inward vice : as Priam him did cherish,
So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish.

'Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes,

To see those borrow'd tears that vSinon sheds

!

Priam, why art thou old and yet not wise ?

For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds

:

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds

;

Those round clear pearls of his, that move thy pity,
Are balls of quenchless fire to burn tliy city.

' Such devils steal effects from lightless hell

;

Por Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold,

And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell;
These contraries such vuiity do hold,
Only to flatter fools and make them bold

:

So Priam's trust false Sinon's tears doth flatter,

That he finds means to burn his Troy with water.'

Here, all enraged, such passion lier assails,

That patience is quite beaten from her breast.

She tears tlie senseless Sinon with her nails,

Comparing him to that unhappy guest
"Wbose deed hath made lierself herself detest

:

At last slie smilingly with this gives o'er;
' Pool, fool I ' quoth she, ^ his wounds will not be sore.'

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow,
And time doth weary time with lier complaining.
She looks for night, and then she longs for morrow.
And both she thinks too long with her remaining:
Short time seems long in sorrow's sharp sustaining:
Though Avoe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps

;

And they that watch see time how slow it creeps.

Which all this time hath overslipp'd her thought,
That she with painted images hath spent;
Being from the feeling of her own grief brought
By deep surmise of others' detriment

;

Losing her woes in shows of discontent.
It easeth some, though none it ever cured.
To think tlieir dolour others have endured.

But now the mindful messenger, come back,
Brings liome his lord and other company;
Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black:
And round about her tear-distained eye
Bhie circles stream 'd, like rainbows in the sky:
These water-galls in her dim element

,

Foretell new storms to those already spent.

Which when her sad-beholding husband saw,
Amazedly in her sad face he stares

:

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look'd red and raw,
Her lively colour kill'd with deadly cares.
He hath no power to ask her how slie fares

:

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance,
Met far from home, wondering each other's chance.
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At last lie takes her by the bloodless hand,
And thus begins: 'What uncouth ill event
Hath thee befall'n, that thou dost trembling stand?
Sweet love, M^hat spite hatli thy lair colour spent?
Why art thou thus attired in discontent ?

Unmask, dear dear, tliis moody heaviness,
And tell thy grief, tliat we rnay give redress.'

Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire,

Ere once slie can discliarge one word of woe;
At length address'd to answer his desire.

She modestly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta'en prisoner by the foe;
While Collatine and liis consorted lords

"Witli sad attention long to hear her words.

And now this pale swan in her Avatery nest
Beghis the sad dirge of her certain ending;
Tew words,' quoth she, ' shall fit the trespass best,
Where no excuse can give tlie fault aniending:
In me moe woes tlian words are now depending

;

And my laments would be drawn out too long,
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue.

' Then be this all the task it hath to say

:

Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay
Where thou wast wont to rest thy Aveary head;
And what wrong else may be imagined
By foul enforcement might be done to me,
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free.

' For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,
With shining falchion in my chamber came
A creeping creature, with a flaming light,

And softly cried ''Awake, thou llonian dame.
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame
On thee and thine this night I will intlict,

If thou my love's desire do contradict.

' " For some hard-favour'd groom of thine," quoth he,
" Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will,
I '11 murder straight, and then I '11 slaughter thee
And swear I found you where you did fulfil

The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill

The lechers in their deed : this act will be
My fame and thy perpetual infamy."

' With this, I did begin to start and cry

;

And then against my heart he sets his sword,
Swearing, unless I took all patiently,
I should not live to speak another word

;

So shovdd my shame still rest upon record,
And never be forgot in mighty Rome,
Th' adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom.

'Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak,
And far the weaker with so strong a fear

:
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My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak

;

No rightful plea might plead for justice there:
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear
That my poor beauty had purloin'd his eyes;
And when the judge is robb'd the prisoner dies.

' O, teach me how to make mine own excuse

!

Or at the least this refuge let me find

;

Though my gross blood be stain 'd with this abuse,
Immaculate and spotless is my mind

;

That was not forced ; that never was inclined
To accessary yieldings, but still pure
Doth in her pbison'd closet yet endure.'

Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this loss,

With head declined, and voice damm'd up with woe,
With sad set eyes, and wretched arms across,
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow
The grief away that stops his answer so

:

But, wretched as he is, lie strives in vain

;

What he breathes out his breath drinks up again.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste,
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride
Back to the strait that forced him on so fast

;

In rage sent out, recall'd in rage, being past

:

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw.
To push grief on, and back the same grief draw.

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth,
And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh

:

' Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth
Another powder ; no flood by raining slaketh.
My woe too sensible thy passion maketli
More feeling-painful : let it then suffice

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.

' And for my sake, when I might charm thee so
For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me:
Be suddenly revenged on my foe.

Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost defend me
From what is past : the help that thou shalt lend me
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die

;

For sparing justice feeds iniquity.

' But ere I name him, you fair lords,' quoth she,
Speaking to those that came with Collatine,
' Shall plight your honourable faiths to me.
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine

;

For 't is a meritorious fair design
To chase injustice with revengeful arms

:

Knights, by their oaths, should right poor ladies' harms.'

At this request, with noble disposition
Each xiresent lord began to promise aid,
As bound in knighthood to her imposition,
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray 'd.

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said,
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The protestation stops. ' O, speak,' quoth she,
' How may this forced stain be wiped from me ?

' What is the quality of mine offence,

Being constrained with dreadful circumstance ?

May my pure mind with the fo»d act dispense,

My low-declined honour to advance ?

May any terms acquit me from this chance ?

The poison'd fountain clears itself again;
And why not I from this compelled stain ?'

With this, they all at once began to say.

Her body's stain her mind untainted clears

;

While with a joyless smile she turns away
The face, that map which deep impression bears

Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears.
' No, no,' quoth she. 'no dame, hereafter living,

By my excuse shall claim excuse's giving.'

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break.

She throws forth Tarquin's name: ' He, he,' she says,

But more than ' he ' her poor tongue could not speak

;

Till after many accents and delays,

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays,

She utters this, ' He, he, fair lords, t is he.

That guides this hand to give this wound to me.'

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast

A harmful knife, that thence her soul unslieathed

:

That blow did bail it from the deep unrest
Of that polluted prison where it breathed

:

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeath 'd

Her winged sprite, and through her wounds doth fly

Life's lasting date from cancell'd destiny.

Stone-still, astonish'd with this deadly deed,

Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew

;

Till Lucrece' father, tliat beholds her bleed,

Himself on her self-slaughtered ]x)dy threw

;

And from the puri^le fountain Brutus drew
The murderous knife, and, as it left the place,

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase;

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide

In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood
Circles her body in on every side,

Who. like a late-sack'd island, vastly stood
Bare and uni)eoi)led in tliis fearful Hood.
Some of her blood still pure and red remain'd.
And some look'd black, and that false Tarquin stain'd.

About the mourning and congealed face

Of that bhick Vjlood a watery rigol goes.

Which seems to weep upon the tainted place:

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece' woes,
Corrupted blood some watery token shows

;

And blood vmtainted still doth red abide.

Blushing at tliat which is so putrified.

Vol. IV.— 46 3l
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'Daughter, dear daugliter,' old Lucretius cries,
' That life was mine which thou hast here deprived.
If in the child the father's image lies,

Where shall I live now Lucrece is unlived ?

Thou wast not to this end from me derived.
If children pre-decease progenitors,
We are their offspring, and they none of ours.

* Poor broken glass, I often did behold
In thy sweet semblance my old age new bom

;

But now that fresh fair mirror, dim and old,

Shows me a bare-boned death by time outworn

:

O, from thy clieeks my image thou hast torn,
And shiver'd all tlie beauty of my glass.

That I no more can see what once I was

!

' O time, cease thou thy course and last no longer,
If they surcease to be that should survive.
Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ?

The old bees die, the young possess their" liive:

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again and see
Thy father die, and not thy lather thee !

'

By this, starts Collatine as from a dream,
And bids Lucretius 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 sliame bids him possess his breath
And live to be revenged on her death.

The deep vexation of his inward soul
Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue

;

Who, mad that sori'ow should liis use control.

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long.
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng
Weak words, so thick come in his poor heart's aid.
That no man could distinguish what he said.

Yet sometime ' Tarquin ' was pronounced plain,

But tlu'ough his teeth, as if the name he tore.

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain.

Held back his sorrow's tide, to make it more;
At last it rains, and busy winds give o'er:

Then son and father weep with equal strife

Who should weep most, for daughter or for wife.

The one doth call her his, the other his,

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay.

The father says ' She 's mine.' ' O, mine she is,'

Replies her husband :
' do not take away

My sorrow's interest; let no mourner say
He weeps for her, for she was only mine,
And only must be wail'd by Collatine.'

' O,' quoth Lucretius, 'I did give that life

Which she too early and too late hath spill'd.'
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' Woe, woe,' quoth Collatine, ' she was my wife,
I owed her, and 't is mine tliat she hatli Ivill'd.'

' My daughter ' and ' my wife ' witli clamours fill'd

Tlie dispersed air, wlio, Iiolding- Lucrece' life,

Answer'd their cries, ' my daughter ' and ' my wife.'

Brutus, who pluck 'd the knife from Lucrece' side.

Seeing such emulation in their woe,
Began to clotlie his wit in state and pride.

Burying in Lucrece' wound his folly's show.
He wilii tlie Romans was esteemed so
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings.
For sportive words and uttering foolish things:

But now lie tlirows that shallow habit by,
Wherein deep policy did him disguise;
And arm'd his long-liid wits advisedly.
To check the tears in Collatinus' eyes.
' Thou wronged lord of Rome,' quoth he, ' arise:

Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool.

Now set thy long-experienced wit to school.

' Why, Collatine. is woe the cure for woe ?

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous deeds?
Is it revenge to give thyself a blow
For his foul act by wliom tliy fair wife bleeds?
Such cliildisli humour from weak minds proceeds:
Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so.

To slay herself, that should have slain her foe,

'Courageous Roman, do not steep thy lieart

In such relenting dew of lamentations;
But kneel with me and help to bear tliy part,
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations,
Tliat they will siiffer these al)0]ninations,

Since Rome herself in them doth stand disgraced,
By our strong arms from forth her fair streets chased.

' Now, by tlie Capitol that we adore.
And by this cliaste blood so unjustly stain'd,

By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat earth's store,
By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd.
And by chaste Lucrece' soul that late comi)lain'd
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife,

We will revenge the death of this true wife.'

Tliis said, he struck liis hand upon his breast,
And kiss'd tlie fatal knife, to end his vow;
And to his protestation urged the rest,

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow:
Then jointly to tlie ground their knees they bow;
Aiui tliat deep vow, which Brutus made before.
He doth again repeat, and that they swore.

When they had sworn to this advised doom,
Tliey did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence;
To show her Itleeding liody thorough Rome,
And so to publish Tarqitin's foul olfence:
Which being done with sjieedy diligence.
The Romans plausibly did give consent
To Tarquin's everlasting banishment.
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T. T.

I.

From fairest creatures we desire increase,

That thereby beauty's rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,

His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

Teed'st thy liglit's flame witli self-substantial fuel,

Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyself thy foe, to tliy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that'art now the world's fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within thine own bud bnriest thy content
And, tender churl, makest waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,

To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field.

Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now.
Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held:

Then being ask 'd where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were"an all-eatiiig shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty's use,

If thou couldst answer ' This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,'

Proving his beauty by succession thine

!

This were to be new made when thou art old.

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the'time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest.
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother,

724
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For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry ?

Or who is he so fond will be the tonib
Of his self-love, to stop posterity ?

Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime

:

So thou through windows of thine age shalt see
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.
But if thou live, remember'd not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

IV-

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty's legacy?
Nature's be(iuest gives nothing but doth lend.

And being frank she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given tliee to give ?

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traflic with thyself alone,

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.

Then how, wlien nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave ?

Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee.
Which, used, lives th' executor to be.

V.

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame
Tlie lovely gaze whei-e every eye doth dwell,
Will play the tyrants to the very same
And that unfair which fairly doth excel

;

For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter and confounds him there

;

Sap checked with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,
Beauty o'ersnow'd and bareness every where:
Tlien,'were not summer's distillation left,

A liquid i)risoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was

:

But flowers distill'd, though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show ; their substance still lives sweet.

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface
In tliee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd:

ISIake sweet some vial ; treasure tliou some place
Witli beauty's treasure, ere it be self-kill'd.

Tliat use is not forbidden usury
Which happies those that pay tlie willing loan

;

That 's for thyself to breed auotlier thee.

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one

;

Ten times thyself were liappier than thou art,

If ten of tliine ten times refigured thee:
Tlien what c(udd deatli do, if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving tliee living in posterity ?

Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair

To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir.

3l.
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Lo ! in the orient when the gracious light
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with lool^s his sacred majesty;
And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage ;

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,
The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are
From liis low tract and look another way

:

So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.

VIII.

Music to hear, why hear'st thou music sadly ?

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.

Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not gladly,
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy ?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,
By unions married, do offend thine ear.

They do but sweetly chide thee, wlio confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,
Resembling sire and cliild and happy mother
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee :

' thou single wilt prove none.'

IX.

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye
That thou consumest thyself in single life ?

Ah ! if thou issueless shall hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;
The world will be thy widow and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind.
When every private widow well may keep
By children's eyes her husband's shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the w^irld enjoys it

;

But beauty's waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murderous shame commits.

X.

For shame ! deny that thou bear'st love to any.
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant, if tliou wilt, thou art beloved of many.
But that thou none lovest is most evident

;

For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate
That 'gainst tliyself thou stick 'st not to conspire.
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O, change thy thought, that I may change my mindt
Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love ?
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Be, as thy presence is, gracioiis and kind,
Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove

:

Make tliee another self, for love of me,
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

XI.

As fast as thou slialt wane, so fast thou growest
In one of thine, from that which thou departest;
And that fresh blood which yonngly thou bestowest
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.
Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase;
Without this, folly, age and cold decay :

If all were minded so, the times should cease
And threescore year would make the world away.
Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,

Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly perish

:

Look, whom she best endowed slie gave the more

;

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish.:

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

XII.

When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls all silver'd o'er with white;
AVhen lofty trees I see barren of leaves
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd.
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves
Borne on the bier with wliite and bristly beard,
Then of thy beauty do I question make.
That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow

;

And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

XIII.

O, that you were youi"self ! but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live

:

Against this coming end you should prepare.
And your sweet semblance to some other give.
So should that Iwauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination; then you were
Yourself again after yourself's decease.
When your s\A'eet issue your sweet form should bear
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day
And barren rage of death's eternal cold ?

O, none but nntiirifts ! Dear my love, you laiow
You had a father : let your son say so.

XIV.

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck;
And yet methinks I have astronomy.
But not to tell of good or evil luck.
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons' quality

;

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell.

Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind,



V28 SONNETS.
Or say with princes if it shall go well,
By oft predict that I in heaven find

:

Bnt from thine eyes my knowledge I derive.
And, constant stars, in them I read sucli art
As trutli and beauty shall together thrive.
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;
Or else of thee this I prognosticate

:

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date.

XV.
When I consider every thing that grows
Holds in perfection but a little moment.
That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;
When I perceive that men as plants increase,
Cheered and check 'd even by the self-same sky,
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at lieight decrease,
And wear their brave state out of memory;
Tlien the conceit of this inconstant stay
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,
Wliere wasteful Time debateth with Decay,
To change your day of youth to sullied night

;

And all in war with Time for love of you,
As he takes from you, 1 engraft you new.

XVI.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time ?

And fortify yourself in your decay
With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours.
And many maiden gardens yet unset
With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers,
Much liker than your painted counterfeit

:

So should the lines of life that life repair,

Which this. Time's pencil, or my pupil pen,
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair.

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself keeps yourself still,

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.

XVII.

Who will believe my verse in time to come,
If it were fill'd with your most high deserts?
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would say, 'This poet lies;

Sucli heavenly touches ne'er touchVl earthly faces.'

So should my papers yellow'd with their age
Be scorn'd like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage
And stretched metre of an antique song

:

But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice ; in it and in my rhyme.

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day ?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate

;
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Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date •.

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd

;

And every fair from fair sometiiue declines,
By chance or nature's elianging course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest

;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest

:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see.

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

XIX.
Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's jaws,
And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seast)ns as thou fleets,

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To tlie wide world and all her fading sweets

;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime :

O, carve not with thy liours my love's fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen

;

Him in thy course untainted do allow
For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

XX.
A woman's face with Nature's own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
"With sliiftiiig change, as is false women's fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the ol)ject whereupon it gazeth

;

A man in hue, all ' hues ' in his controlling,
Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created ;

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thino: to my purpose nothing.
But since she pricl^'d thee out for women's pleasure,

.Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.

XXI.
So is it not with me as with that Muse
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse,
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use
And every fair witli his fair doth rehearse

;

Making a couplement of proud compare.
With sun and moon, with eartli and sea's rich gems.
With Ajn-iTs first-born flowers, and all things rare
That heaven's air in this hiige rondure hems.
O, let me, true in love, but truly write.
And then believe me, my love is as fair
As any motlier's child, though not so bright
As those gold candles fix'd in Iieaven's air:
Let them say mon^ that like of hearsay well;
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.
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XXII.

My glass shall not persvxade me I am old,

So long as youtJi and thou are of one date

;

But when in thee time's furrows I behold,
Then look I death my days should expiate.
For all that beauty that doth cover thee
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me:
How can I then be elder than thou art ?

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary
As 1, not for myself, but for thee will

;

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again.

XXIII.

As an unpeifect actor on the stage
Who with his fear is put besides his part,

Or some tierce thing replete with too mucli rage,
Whose strength's abundance weakens his ovv'n heart,
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfect ceremony of love's rite.

And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,
/

O'ereharged with burden of mine own love's might.
O, let my books be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,
AVho plead for love and look for recompense
More than that tongue that more hath more expressed.
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ

:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.

XXIV.
Mine eye hath play'd the painter and hath stell'd

Thy beauty's form in table of my heart

;

My body is the frame wherein 't is held.

And perspective it is best painter's art.

For tlirough the painter must you see his skill,

To find where your true image pictured lies;

Which in my bosom's shop is hanging still.

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done

:

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze tlierein on thee

;

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art;

Tliey draw but what they see, know not the heart.

XXV.
Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast.
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumpli bars,

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most.
Great princes' favourites their fair leaves spread
But as the marigold at the sun's eye,
And in themselves their pride lies buried,
For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil'd,
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Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd:

Then happy I, that love and am beloved
Where I may not remove nor be removed.

XXVI.

Lord of my love, to wliom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my dnty stronii'ly knit,

To thee I send this written embassaQi'e,

To witness duty, not to show my wit

:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,

But that I hope some good conceit of thine
In thy souFs thouglit, all naked, will bestow it

;

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair asjiect

And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving.

To show me worthy of tliy sweet respe(;t

:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee

;

Till then'not show my head where thou mayst prove me.

XXVII.

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed.
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired

;

But then begins a journey in my head.
To work my mind, wlien body's work 's expired:
For then my tliouglits, from far where I abide,
Intend a zealous i)ilgrimage to thee.
And keep my drooinng eyelids open wide.
Looking on darkness which the blind do see

:

Save that my soul's imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,
Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.
Lo ! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee and for myself no quiet tind.

XXVIII.

How can I then return in hajjpy plight,

That am debarred the benefit of rest ?

When day's oi)pression is not eased by night.
But day by niglit, and niglit by day, oppress'd?
And each, though enemies to cither's reign,
Do in consent shake hands to torture me

;

The one l)y toil, tiie other to complain
Hov; far J toil, still farther off from thee.
I tell the day, to please him thou art bright
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:
So flatter 1 the swart-complexion'd night,
When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer
And night doth nightly make grief's strength seem stronger.

XXIX.
When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,
I all alone beweej) my outcast state
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd.
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Desiring this man's art and that man's scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply 1 think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth, sings liymns at heaven's gate;
For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

XXX.
When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste

:

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid in death's dateless night.
And weep afresh love's long-since cancell'd woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight

:

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restored and sorrows end.

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,
Which I by lacking have sui)posed dead.
And there reigns love and all love's loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buried.
How many a holy and obsequious tear
Hath dear religious love stol'n from mine eye
As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things removed that hidden in thee lie !

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,
Who all their parts of me to thee did give;
That due of many now is thine alone

:

Their images I loved I view in thee,
And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

XXXII.

If thou survive my M'ell-contented day,
When that churl JDeath my bones with dust shall cover,
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover.

Compare them with the bettering of the time.
And though they be outstripp'd by every pen,
Eeserve them for my love, not for their rhyme.
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought

:

' Had my friend's Muse grown with this growing age,
A dearer birth than this iiis love had brought.
To march in ranks of better equipage

:

But since he died and poets better prove,
Theirs for their style I '11 read, his for his love.'

XXXIII.

Full many a glorious morning have I seen
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,
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Kissing -with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world liis visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west witli this disgrace

:

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all-triumphant splendour on my brow

;

But out, alack ! he was but one hour ir.ine

;

The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now.
Yet him for tliis my love no whit disdaineth

;

Suns of tlie world may stain when lieaven's sun staineth.

XXXIV.

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day
And make me travel forth without my cloak,

To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ?

'T is not enough that through tlie cloud thou break,

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of sucli a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:

ISTor can thy shame give physic to my grief

;

Tliough thou repent, yet I liave still the loss:

The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears the strong offence's cross.

Ah ! but those tears are pearl wliich thy love sheds,

And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.

XXXV.
No more be grieved at that Avhich thou hast done

:

Eoses have thorns, and silver fountains mud

;

Clouds and eclipses stain both mooii and sun,

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this,

Authorizing thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss.
Excusing thy sins more tlian thy sins are;

For to tiiy sensual fault I bring in sense

—

Thy adverse party is tliy advocate—
And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence

:

Such civil war is in my love and liate

That I an accessary Heeds must be
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me

.

XXXVI.
Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Althougli our undivided loves are one

:

So shall tliose blots tliat do with me remain
Without thy lielp by me be borne alone.

In our two loves there is but one respect,

Tliougli in our lives a separable spite,

Whicli though it alter not love's sole effect.

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's delight.

I may not evermore acknowledge thee.

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,
!Nor thou witli public kindness lionour me.
Unless thou take that lionour from tliy name

:

But do not so ; I love tliee in sucli sort

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

3m
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XXXVII.

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune's dearest spite,
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more.
Entitled, in thy parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store :

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,
Whilst that this sliadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am sufficed
And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee

;

This wish I have ; then ten times happy me !

How can my Muse want subject to invent.
While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse
Thine own s\ATet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse ?

O, give thyself the tlmnks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against tliy sight

;

For who 's so dumb that cannot write to thee.
When thou thyself dost give invention light ?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more iii worth
Than those old nine wliich rhyniers invocate

;

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing.

When thou art all the better part of me ?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring ?

And what is 't but mine own when I praise thee ?

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,
Tliat by this separation I may give
That due to tliee which thou deservest alone.

absence, what a torment Avouldst thovi prove,
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave
To entertain the time with thoughts of love.

Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,
And that thou teachest how to make one twain,
By praising him here who doth hence remain

!

XL.

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;

Wliat hast thou then more than thou liadst before?
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

1 cannot blame thee for my love thou usest

;

But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.
I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty

;
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And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief

To bear love's wrong than hate's kiKiwii injury.
Lascivious grace. In whom all ill well sliows,

Kill me with spites
; yet we must not be foes.

XLI.

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits,
When I am sometime absent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

Tor still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art and therefore to be won,
Beauteous tliou art, therefore to be assailed

;

And wiuni a woman woos, what woman's son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed ?

Ay me ! but yet thou miglitst my seat forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth.
Who lead thee in their riot even there
Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth,
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,

Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

XLII.

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly;
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loviug offenders, thus 1 will excuse ye :

Thou dost love her, because thou know'st I love her

:

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
SulTering my friend for my sake to approve her.

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain.
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss

;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain.
And both for my sake lay on me this cross

:

But here 's the joy ; my friend and I are one;
Sweet flattery I then slie loves but me alone.

XLIII.

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,

For all the day they view things unrespected

;

But wlien I sleep, in dreams they look on thee.
And darkly bright are bright in darl<. directed.
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,
IIow woidd thy shadow's form form happy show
To the clear day with thy nnich clearer light.

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so !

How would, I say, njine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in tlie living day.
When in dead night tliy fair imperfect shade
Througli heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see till I see tliee.

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.

XLIV.
If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then despite of space I would be brought.
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay, .

No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee;.
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For nimble thought can jump both sea and land
As soon as think the place where he would be.

But, ah ! thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that so much of earth and water wrought
I must attend time's leisiu'e witli my moan,
Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe.

The other two, slight air and purging fire.

Are both with thee, wherever I abide

:

Tlie first my thought, the other my desire,

These present-absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppressed with melancholy

;

Until life's composition be recured
By those swift messengers return 'd from thee,
Who even but now come back again, assured
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me

:

This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,
I send them back again and straight grow sad.

XLVI.

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war
How to divide the conquest of thy sight

;

Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would bar,
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,

—

A closet never pierced with crystal eyes

—

But the defendant doth that plea deny
And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To 'cide this title is impanneled
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,
And by their verdict is determined
The clear eye's moiety and the dear heart's part;
As thus ; mine eye's due is thy outward part.
And my heart's right thy inward love of heart.

XLVII.

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other

:

When that mine eye is tamish'd for a look.

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love's picture then my eye doth feast

And to the painted banquet bids my heart

;

Another time mine eye is my heart's guest
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part

;

So, either by thy picture or my love.

Thyself away art present still with me

;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,
And I am still with them and they with thee

;

Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

XLVIII.

How careful was I, when I took my way.
Each trifle under truest bars to tlirust.
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That to my use it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are.

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou, best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast.

From whence at pleasure thou niayst come and part

;

And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

XLIX.

Against that time, if ever that time come,
When I shall see thee frown on my defects,

When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Call'd to that audit by advised respects;

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,

When love, converted from the thing it was,
Shall reasons find of settled gravity,

—

Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,

And this my hand against myself uprear.
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part

:

To leave poor me thou liast the strength of laws.
Since why to love I can allege no cause.

L.

How heavy do I journey on the way,
When what I seek, my weary travel's end,
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say
' Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend !

'

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on, to bear tliat w^eight in me.
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider loved not speed, being made from thee:
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide;
Which heavily he answers with a groan.
More sharp to me than spurring to his side

;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind

;

My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

LI.

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence
Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:
From where thou art why should I haste me thence ?

Till I return, of posting is no need,
O, what excuse will my poor beast then find.

When swift extremity can seem but slow ?

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind;
In winged speed no motion shall I know

:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace;
Therefore desire, of perfecfst love being made,
Shall neigh— no dull flesh— in his fiery race;
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade

;

Since from thee going he went wilful-slow.
Towards thee I '11 run, and give him leave to go.

Vol. IV.— 47 3m*
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LII.

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key
Can bring him to liis sweet up-locked treasure,
The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the line point of seldom pleasure.
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare.
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,
Or captain jewels in the carcanet.
So is the time that keeps you as my chest,
Or as the wardrobe which tlie robe" doth hide,
To make some special instant special blest,

By new unfolding his imprison'd pride.
Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope,
Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope.

LIII.

What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend V

Since every one hath, every one, one s'hade,
And you, but one, can every shadow lend.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit
Is poorly imitated after you

;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set.

And you in Grecian tires are painted new:
Speak of the spring and foison of the year

;

The one doth sliadow of your beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear;
And you in every blessed shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part.
But you like none, none yon, for constant heart.

LIV.

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give

!

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye
As the perfumed tincture of the roses.

Hang on such thorns and p)lay as wantonly
"When summer's breath their masked buds discloses:
But, for tlieir virtue only is their show,
They live unwoo'd and unrespected fade,
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so ;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made

:

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall fade, my verse distills your truth.

LV.

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone besmear 'd with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn.
And broils root out tlie work of masonry.
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick tire shall bum
Tlie living record of your memory.
'Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth

;
your praise shall still find room
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Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment tliat yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes,

LVI.

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said
Thy edge sliould blunter be than appetite,

Which but to-day by feeding is xillay'd.

To-morrow sharpen 'd in his former might

:

So, love, be thou ; although to-day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,

To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.

Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to tlie banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view

;

Else call it winter, which being full of care
Makes summer's welcome thrice more wish'd, more rare.

LVII.

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire ?

I have no precious time at all to spend,
Nor services to do, till you refpiire.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour
When you have bid your servant once adieu

;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,
But, like a sad slave, stay and tliink of nought
Save, where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love tliat in your will,

Tiiough you do a)iy thing, he thinks no ill.

LVIII.

That god forbid that made me first your slave,

I should in thougiit control your times of pleasure.
Or at your hand tlie account of hours to crave,
Beingyour vassal, bound to stay your leisure !

O, let me suffer, being at your beck.
The imprison'd absence of your liberty ;

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check.
Without accusing you of injury.
Be where you list, your cliarter is so strong
Tliat you yourself may privilege your time
To what yon will; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well,

LIX.

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,
Wliich, labom'ing for invention, bear amiss
The second burden of a former child

!

O, that record could with a backward look,
Even of five hundred courses of the sun,
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Show me your image in some antique book,
Since mind at first in cliaracter was clone

!

That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame

;

Whether we are mended, or whether better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.
O, sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

LX.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end

;

Each changing place with that which goes before.
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light.

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd,
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow

:

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

LXI.

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night ?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight ?

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee
So far from home into my deeds to pry.
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenour of thy jealousy ?

O, no ? thy love, though much, is not so great

:

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake

;

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat.
To play the watchman ever for thy sake

:

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere.
From me far off, with others all too near.

LXII.

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye
And all my soul and all my every part

;

And for this sin there is no remedy.
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account

;

And for myself mine own worth do define,

As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity.
Mine owai self-love quite contrary I read

;

Self so self-loving were iniquity.

'T is thee, myself, that for myself I praise,

Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

LXIII.

Against my love shall be, as I am now.
With Time's injurious hand crush'd and o'erwom;
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When hours have drain'd his blood and fill'd his brow
With lines and wrinkles ; when ids youthful morn
Hath travell'd on to age's steepy niglit,

And all those beauties whereof now lie 's king
Are vanishing or vanish'd out of siglit,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring

;

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife.

That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love's beauty, tliough my lover's life:

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,

And they shall live, and lie in them still green.

LXIV.

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defaced
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age

;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed
And brass eternal slave to mortal rage

;

AVhen I have seen the hungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore.

And the firm soil win of the watery main,
Increasing store witli loss and loss with store

;

When I have seen sucli interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay

;

Ruin hath tauglit me thus to ruminate,
Tliat Time will come and take ray love away.
This thouglit is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that wliich it fears to lose.

LXV.
Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea.

But sad mortality o'ersways their power,
How witli this rage shall beauty hold a plea,

Whose action is no stronger than a ilower?
O, how sliall sunnner's honey breath hold out
Against tlie wreckful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?
O fearful meditation! where, alack,
Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid ?

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or w^ho his spoil of beauty can forbid ?

O, none, unless this miracle have might.
That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

LXVI.

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As, to behold desert a beggar born.
And needing nothing trinun'd in jollity.

And pnrest fnith unhappily forsworn.
And gildetl honour shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabled.
And art made tongue-tied, by authority,
And folly doctor-like controlling skill.

And simple truth miscall'd simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill

:

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.
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I/XVII.

Ah ! wherefore with infection should he live,

And with his presence grace impiety,
That sin by him advantage should achieve
And lace itself with liis society '?

Why sliould false painting imitate his cheek
And steal dead seeing of his living hue ?

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Koses of shadow, since liis rose is true ?

Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,

Beggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins ?
For she hath no excliequer now but his,

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.

O, him she stores, to show what wealth she had
In days long since, before these last so bad.

LXVTII.

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn.
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now.
Before these bastard signs of fair were born,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;
Before the golden tresses of the dead.
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,
To live a second life on second head

;

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay:
In him tliose holy antique hours are seen,
Without all ornament, itself and true,
Making no summer of another's green,
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And iiim as for a map doth Nature store.

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

LXIX.

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due,
Uttering bare tiixtli, even so as foes commend.
Thy outward thus v/ith outward praise is ci'own'd

;

But those same tongues that give tliee so thine own
In other accents do this praise confound
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind.
And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;
Then, cliurls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind,.

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds

:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show.
The solve is this, that thou dost common grow.

Tliat thou art blamed shall not be thy defect,

For slander's mark was ever yet the fair

;

The ornament of beauty is suspect,
A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time

;

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,

And thou present 'st a pure unstained prime.
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days.
Either not assail 'd or victor being charged;
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Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,

To tie lip envy evermore enlarf>-ed

:

If some suspect of ill maskVl not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.

LXXI.

No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am tied

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell:
Nay, if you read this line, rememV)er not
The hanil that writ it; for I love you so
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if, I say, you look upon this verse
When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse.
But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

LXXII.

O, lest the world should task you to recite

What merit lived in me, that you should love
After my death, dear love, forget me quite,
Tor you in me can nothing worthy prove

;

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,

To do more for me than mine own desert,
And hang more praise upon deceased I

Than niggard truth would willingly impart:
O, lest your true love may seem false in this,

That you for love speak well of me untrue,
My name be buried where my body is.

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.
For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

L XXIII.
That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold.
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west.
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such Are
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie.

As the death-bed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, wliich makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

LXXIV.
But be contented : when that fell arrest
Without all bail shall carry me away.
My life hath in this line some interest.
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.
When tliou reviewest this, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate to thee

:
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The earth can have but earth, which is his due;
My spirit is thine, the better {aart of me

:

So tlien thou hast but lost the dregs of life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead,
Tlie coward conquest of a wretch's knife.
Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that is that whicli it contains.
And that is this, and tliis witli thee remains.

LXXV.
So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season 'd showers are to the ground

;

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found

;

Now proud as an eiijoyer and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then better'd that the world may see my pleasure

;

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight
And by and by clean starved for a look

;

Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttouing on all, or all away.

LXXVI.
Why is my verse so barren of new pride,

So far from variation or quick change ?

Why with the time do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
Why write I still all one, ever tlie same,
And keep invention in a noted weed.
That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth and where they did ])roceed ?
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you,
And you and love are still my argument

;

So all my best is dressing old M'ords new.
Spending again what is already spent

:

For as the sun is daily new and old.

So is my love still telling what is told.

LXXVII.

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear.
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;
The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear,
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory

;

Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know
Time's thievish progress to eternity.
Look, what thy memory can not contain
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find
Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain,
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look.

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse,
And found such fair assistance in my verse,
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As every alien pen bath got mj^ use,

And under tliee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes tliat tauglit the dumb on high to sing,

And lieiivy ignorance aloft to fly,

Have added featliers to the learned's wing,

And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,

Whose influence is thine and born of tliee :

In others' worlds thou dost but mend the style,

And arts witli thy sweet graces graced be ?

But thou art all my art and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.

LXXIX.

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace,

But now my gracious numbers are decay'd

And my sick Muse doth give anotlier place.

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen,

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent

He robs thee of and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue and he stole that word
From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give

And fouiid it in thy cheek ; he can afford

No praise to tliee but what in thee doth live.

Tlien thank him not for that wliich he doth say,

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.

LXXX.
O, how I faint when I of you do write.

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame

!

But since your worth, wide as tlie ocean is,

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,

My saucy bark inferior far to his

On your broad main doth willully appear.

Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat.

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride
;

Or, being wreck'd, I am a worthless boat,

He of tall building and of goodly i)ride:

Then if he thrive and 1 be cast away.
The worst was this ; my love was my decay.

LXXXI.
Or I shall live your epitaph to make.
Or you survive when 1 in earth am rotten

;

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in'nie each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have.
Though I, once gone, to all the world nuist die:

Tlie earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.

Your riionument shall be my gentle verse.

Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read.

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse
When all the breathers of this world are dead-.

You still shall live — such virtue hath my pen—
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men.

3n
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LXXXII.

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse
And therefore mayst witliout attaint o'erlook
Tlie dedicated words wliich writers use
Of tlieir fair subject, blessing every book.
Thou art as fair in l^nowledge as in hue,
Finding thy worth a limit past my praise,

And therefore art enforced to seek anew
Some fresher stamp of tlie time-bettering days.
And do so, love; yet when they have devised
"What strained touches rhetoric can lend,
Tliou triily fair wert truly sympathized
In true plain words by thy true-telling friend

;

And their gross painting might be better used
Where cheeks need blood ; in thee it is abused.

LXXXIII.

I never saw that you did painting need
And therefore to your fair no painting set

:

I fou.nd, or thought I found, you did exceed
The barren tender of a poet's debt;
And therefore have I slept in your report,
Tliat you yourself being extant well might show
How far a modern quill doth come too short,
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.
This silence for my sin you did impute,
Which shall be most my glory, being dumb;
Tor I impair not beauty being mute,
WHien others would give life and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise.

LXXXIV.

Who is it that says most ? which can say more
Than this rich praise, that you alone are you?
In whose confine immured is the store

Which should example wnere your equal grew.
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell
That to his subject lends not some small glory;
But he that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are you, so dignifies his story,

Let him but copy what in you is writ.

Not making worse what nature made so clear,

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,
Making his style admired every where.
You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,

Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse.

LXXXV.
My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,

While comments of your ])raise, richly compiled,
Reserve their character with golden quill

And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.

I think good thoughts whilst other w^rite good words,
And like unletter'd clerk still cry 'Amen

'

To every hymn that able spirit affords
In polish'd form of well-refined pen.
Hearing you praised, I say ' 'T is so, 't is true,'

And to the most of praise add something more

;
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But that is in my thouglit, whose love to you,
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.

Then others for the breath of words respect.

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.

LXXXVI.
Was it the proud full sail of liis great verse,

Bound for the prize of all too precious you,
Tliat did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,

Making their tomb tlie womb wherein they grew?
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write

^

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?
No, neitlier he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.

He, nor that affal)le familiar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence.

As victors of my silence cannot boast

;

I was not sick of any fear from thence

:

But when your countenance flll'd up his line,

Then lack'd 1 matter ; that enfeebled mine.

LXXXVII.

Farewell ! thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know'st thy estimate :

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing

;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?
And for that riches where is my deserving ?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,
And so my patent back again is swerving.
Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not knowing,
Or me, to wliom thou gavest it, else mistaking

;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,
Comes home again, on better judgment making.
Thus have I'had thee, as a dream doth tlatter.

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

LXXXVIII.

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light

And place my merit in the eye of scorn.

Upon thy side against myself I '11 fight

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.
With mine own weakness being best acquainted.
Upon thy part I can set down a story
Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted,

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory:
And I by this will be a gainer too

;

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do,

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.
Such is my love, to thee I so belong.
That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.

LXXXIX.
Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault.

And I will comment upon that offence

;

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,

Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,

To set a form upon desired change,
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As I '11 myself disgrace : knowing tliy will,

I will acquaintance strangle and look strange,
Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee against myself I '11 vow debate,
For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost hate.

xc.

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now;
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,
And do not drop in for an after-loss

:

Ah, do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe

;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
To linger out a purposed overthrow.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

"When other petty griefs have done their spite.

But in the onset come ; so shall I taste
At first the very worst of fortune's might.
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe.
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.

5CI.

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in tlieir wealth, some in their bodies' force.
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill.

Some in tlieir hawks and hounds, some in tiieir horse

:

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest

:

But these particulars are not my measure

;

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,
Eicher than wealth, prouder than garments' cost.
Of more delight than hawks or horses be

;

And having thee, of all men's pride I boast

:

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away and me most wretched make.

XCII.

But do thy worst to steal thyself away.
For term of life thou art assured mine,
And life no longer than thy love will stay.
For it depends upon that love of thine.
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end.
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend;
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

O, what a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die

!

But what 's so blessed-fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.

XCIII.

So shall I live, supposing thou art true.
Like a deceived husband ; so love's face
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May still seem love to me, though 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 change.

In many's looks the false heart's history

Is writ "in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange,

But heaven in thy creation did decree

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell

;

Whatever thy thoughts or thy heart's workings be,

Thy looks should notliing thence but sweetness tell.

How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show

!

xciv.

They that liave power to hurt and will do none,

That do not do tlie thing they most do show,
Who, moving otliers, are themselves as stone.

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,

Thev rightly do inherit heaven's graces

And husband nature's riches from expense;

They are the lords and owners of their faces.

Others but stewards of their excellence.

The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,

Thougli to itself it only live and die.

But if that flower with base infection meet.
The basest weed outbraves his dignity

:

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds

;

Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.

xcv.

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name

!

O, in Avhat sweets dost thou thy sins enclose

!

That tongue that tells the story of thy days,

Making lascivious comments on thy sport,

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise

;

Naming thy name blesses an ill report.

O, what a mansion have those vices got
Which for their habitation chose out thee.

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot,

And all things turn to fair that eyes can see

!

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege;

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.

xcvi.

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness

;

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport

;

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less

;

Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort.

As on the flnger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem'd,
So are those errors that in thee are seen
To truths translated and for true things deem'd.
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray
If like a lamb lie could Ids looks translate !

How many gazers mightst thou lead away,
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state 1

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report,

3n*
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XCVII.

How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year

!

^hat freezings have 1 felt, what dark clays seen I

What old December's bareness every where !

And yet this time removed was summer's time,
The teeming autumn, big witli rich increase,
Bearing tlie wanton burden of the prime,
Like widow'd wombs after tlieir lords' decease:
Yet tliis abundant issue seem'd to me
But hope of orphans and unfather'd fruit

;

For summer and his pleasures wait on tliee.

And, thou away, the very birds are mute

;

Or, if they sing, 't is with so dull a cheer
That leaves look pale, dreading tlie winter's near.

XCVIII.

From you have I been absent in the spring,
When ])roud-pied April dress'd in all his trim
Hath put a spirit of youth in every tiling,

Tliat heavy Saturn laugh 'd and leap'd with him.
Yet nor tlie lays of birds nor the sweet smell
Of different flowers in odour and in hue
Could make me any summer's story tell.

Or from tlieir proud lap pluck thein where they grew;
Nor did I wonder at the lily's white,
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose

;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.
Yet seem'd it winter still, and, you away.
As with your shadow I with these did play:

XCIX.
The forward violet thus did I chide

:

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,
If not from my love's breath ? The purple pride
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells
In my love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed.
The lily I condemned for thy hand.
And buds of marjoram had stol'n thy hair

:

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,
One blushing shame, another white despair;
A third, nor red nor wliite, had stol'n of both
And to his rolibery had annex 'd 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 see
But sweet or colour it had stol'n from thee.

c.

Where art thou. Muse, that thou forget 'st so long
To speak of that which gives thee all thy might ?

Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless song,
Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?
Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem
In gentle numbers time so idly spent

;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem
And gives thy pen both skill and argument.
Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face smwey.
If Time have any wrinkle graven there

;
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If any, be a satire to decay,
And make Time's spoils despised every where.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;

So thou prevent'st his scythe and crooked knife.

CI.

truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed ?

Both truth' and beauty on my love depends;
So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer, Muse : wilt thou not haply say
' Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd;

Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay;

But best is best, if never intermix'd ?
'

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb ?

Excuse not silence so ; for 't lies in thee

To make him mucli outlive a gilded tomb,
And to be praised of ages yet to be.

Then do thy otfice, Muse ; I teach thee ho-w

To make him seem long hence as he shows now.

CII.

My love is strengthen 'd, though more weak in seeming;
1 love not less, though less the show appear

:

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publisli every where.
Our love was new and then but in tlie spring
When I was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Pliiloniel in summer's front doth sing
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days :

Not that the sununer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hynnis did hush the night,
But that wild music burthens every bough
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.

Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue,
Because I would not dull you with my song.

cm.
Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument all bare is of more worth
Than wlien it hath my added praise beside

!

O, blame me not, if I no more can write

!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face
That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend.
To mar the subject that before was well ?

For to no other pass my verses tend
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell

;

And more, uuich more, than in my verse can sit

Your own glass shows you when you look in it.

CIV.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summers' pride,

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn'd
In process of the seasons have I seen,
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Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd,
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah ! yet dotli beauty, lilie a dial-hand,

Steal from his figure and no pace perceived

;

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,
Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived

:

For fear of which, liear this, thou age unbred;
Ere you were born was beauty's summer dead.

cv.

Let not my love be call'd idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show.
Since all alike my songs and praises be
To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,
Still constant in a wondrous excellence

;

Therefore my verse to constancy confined.

One thing expressing, leaves out difference,
' Fair, kind, and true ' is all my argument,
'Fair, kind, and true' varying to other words;
And in this change is my invention spent.

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.

'Fair, kind, and true,' have often lived alone,

Which three till now never kept seat in one.

cvi.

When in the chronicle of wasted time
I see descriptions of the fairest wights.
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,
I see their antique pen would have express'd

Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies
Of this our time, all you prefiguring

;

And, for they look'd but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing

:

For we, which now behold these present days.

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

cvii.

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the lease of my true love control.

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.
Tlie mortal moon hath her eclipse endured
And the sad augurs mock their own presage;
In certainties now crown themselves assured
And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,

Since, spite of him, I '11 live in this poor rhyme,
While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes:

And thou in this shall find thy monument,
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent.

CVIII.

What 's in the brain that ink may character
Which hath not figvired to thee my true spirit ?
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What 's new to speak, what new to register,

That may express mv love or thy dear merit?

Nothing, sweet boy; but yet, like prayers divine,

I must each day say o'er the very same,

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,

Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.

So that eternal love in love's fresh case

Weighs not the dust and injury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place.

But makes antiquity for aye his page,

Finding the first conceit of love there bred

Where time and outward form would show it dead,

cix.

O, never say that I was false of heart,

Tliough absence seem'd my flame to qualify.

As easy might I from myself depart

As from my send, wliicli in thy breast doth lie

:

That is my liome of love : if I have ranged.

Like him that travels I return again.

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,

So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign 'd

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,

That it could so preposterously be stain'd,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;
For notliing this wide universe I call.

Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all.

ex.

Alas, 't is true T have gone here and there

And made myself a motley to the view.

Gored mine omi thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new

;

Most true it is that I have look'd on truth

Askance and strangely : but, by all above.

These blenches gave my heart another youth.

And worse essays proved thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall 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 confined.

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,

Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.

CXI.

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds.

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means which public manners breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,

And almost thence my nature is subdued
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand:
Pitv me then and wish 1 were renew'd;
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink

Potions of eisel 'nainst my strong infection;

No bitterness that I will bitter think.

Nor double penance, to correct correction.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye

Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

Vol. IV.— 48



^54 SONNETS.
CXII.

Your love and pity doth the impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamp'd iii)on my brow;
For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o'er-green my bad, my good allow

V

You are my all the world, and I must strive

To know my shames and praises from your tongue;
None else to me, nor I to none alive,

That my steelVi sense or changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of others' voices, that my adder's sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.

Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:
You are so strongly in my purpose bred
That all the world besides methinks are dead.

CXIII.

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind;
And that which governs me to go about
Doth part his function and is partly blind,

-Seems seeing, but effectually is out

;

For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird, of flower, or shape, wliich it doth latch:
Of liis quick objects hath tlie mind no part,

Nor Ids own vision holds what it doth catch;
For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight,

The most sweet favour or deformed'st creature,
The mountain or the sea, the day or night,
The crow or dove, it shajies them to your i^eature:

Incapable of more, replete with you.
My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue.

cxiv.

Or whether doth my mind, being croAvn'd with you,
Drink up the monarcli's plague, this flattery ?

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true,

And that your love taught it this alchemy,
To make of monsters and things indigest

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,
Creating every bad" a perfect best.

As fast as objects to his beams assemble ?

O, 't is the first ; 't is flattery in my seeing,

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up

:

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing,

And to his palate doth prepare the cup:
If it be poison 'd, 't is the lesser sin

That mine eye loves it and dotli first begin.

cxv.
Those lines that I before have writ do lie,

Even tliose that said I could not love you dearer:
Yet then my judgment knew no reason Avhy

My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.

But reckoning time, whose million'd accidents
Creep in 'twixt vows and change decrees of kings.

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st intents,

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things;
Alas, why, fearing of time's tyranny,
Might I not then say ' Now 1 love you best,'
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When I was certain o'er incertainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ?

Love is a babe; then mi^ht I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow?

cxvi.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love

Wliich alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove

:

O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark
Tliat looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark.
Whose worth 's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come ;

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

CXVII.

Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all

Wherein I should your great deserts repay,

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;
That I have frequent been with unknown minds
And given to time your own dear-purchased right;

That I have lioisted sail to all tlie winds
Which should transport me farthest from your sight.

Book botli my wilfulness and errors down
And on just proof surmise accunudate ;

Bring me witliin the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate;
Since my appeal siiys 1 did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

CXVIII.

Like as, to make our appetite's more keen,
With eager compounds we oin- i)alate urge,
As, to prevent our maladies unseen,
We sicken to slum sickness when Ave purge.
Even so, being full of your ne'er-cloying sweetness,
To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness
To be diseased ere that there was true needing.
Thus policy in love, to anticipate
The ills that were not, grew to faults assured
And brouglit to medicine a healtliful state

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured

:

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.

CXIX.

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill'd from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,

Still losing when I saw myself to win !

What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never 1
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How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted
In the distraction of this madding fever

!

benefit of ill ! now I find true
That better is by evil still made better

;

And ruin'd love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.
So I return rebuked to my content
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.

cxx.
That you were once unkind befriends me now.
And for that sorrow which I then did feel
Needs must I under my transgTession bow.
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer'd steel.
For if you were by my unkindness shaken
As I by yours, you 've pass'd a hell of time,
And 1, a tyrant, have no leisure taken
To weigh how once I suffer'd in your crime.
O, that our night of woe miglit have remember'd
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,
And soon to you, as you to me, then tender'd
The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits

!

But that your trespass now becomes a fee

;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.

CXXI,
'T is better to be vile than vile esteem 'd.

When not to be receives reproach of being,
And the just pleasure lost which is so deem'd
Not by our feeling but by othei-s' seeing

:

For why should others' false adulterate eyes
Give salutation to my sportive 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 tliey tliat level
At my abuses reckon up their own

:

1 may be straight, though they themselves be bevel;
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown;
Unless this general evil they maintain.
All men are bad, and in their badness reign.

CXXII.

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain
Full character'd with lasting memory,
Which shall above that idle rank remain
Beyond all date, even to eternity

;

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart
Have faculty by nature to subsist

;

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part
Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.
That poor retention could not so much hold,
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score

;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,
To trust those tables that receive thee more

:

To keep an adjunct to remember thee
Were to import forgetfulness in me.

CXXIII.

No, Time, tliou shalt not boast that I do change:
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
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To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;
They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What tliou dost foist upon us tliat is old,

And ratlier make them born to our desire

Than tliink that we before have heard them told.

Thy registers and thee 1 both defy.

Not wondering at the present nor the past.

For tliy records and what we see doth lie,

Made more or less by tliy continual Iixiste,

This I do vow and this shall ever be

;

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.

cxxiv.

If my dear love were but the child of state,.

It might for Fortune's bastard be unfather'd,

As subject to Time's love or to Time's hate.

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather'd.

No, it was builded far from accident

;

It suiters not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls

:

It fears not policy, that heretic,

Which works on leases of short-number'd hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic.

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers.

To this I witness call the fools of time.

Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime.

cxxv.
Were 't aught to me I bore the canopy,
With my ektern the outward lionouring.

Or laid great bases for eternity,

Which prove more short than waste or ruining ?

Have I not seen dwellers o]i form and favour
Lose all, and more, by laying too much rent,

For compound sweet forgoing simple savour,

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent V

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart.

And take thou my obhition, poor l)ut free,

Which is not mix'd with seconds, knows no art.

But mutual render, only me for thee.

Hence, thou suborn'd informer! a true soul

AVhen most impeach 'd stands least in thy control.

cxxvi.

O thou, mv lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time's tickle glass, his sickle, hour;
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st

Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow'st

;

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack.
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back,

She keeps thee to this purpose, tliat her skill

May time disgrace; and wvetche<l minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure!

She may detain, but not still keep, tier treasure:

Her audit, though delay'd, answer'd must be,

And her quietus is to render thee.

3o
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CXXVII.

In the old age black was not coimted fair,
Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name

;

But now is black beauty's successive heir,

(
And beauty slander'd with a bastard sliame:
For since each hand hath put on nature's power,
Fairing the foul with art's false borrow'd face,
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress' brows are raven black,
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,
Slandering creation with a false esteem

:

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe.
That every tongue says beauty should look so.

CXXVIII.
How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st,
Upon that blessed wood wliose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, Avhen thou gently sway'st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap
To kiss tiie tender inward of thy hand,
"Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap,
At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand I

To be so tickled, they would change their state
And situation with those dancing chips.
O'er whom thy fingers walk witli gentle gait,
Making dead wood more blest than living lips.

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this.

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.

CXXIX.
The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust,
Enjoy'd no sooner but despised straight.
Past reason hunted, and no sooner liad
Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait
On purpose laid to make the taker mad

;

Mad in pursuit and in possession so:
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;
A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe

;

Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows

;
yet none knows well

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

cxxx.
My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red

;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask 'd, red and white.
But no such roses see I in her cheeks

;

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound

;
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I grant I never saw a goddess go

;

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground

:

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.

CXXXI.
Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art.

As tliose whose beauties proudly make them cruel;

For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart
Thou art th<' fairest and most precious jewel.

Yet, in good faith, some siiy that thee behold
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan

:

To say they err I dare not be so bold.

Although i swear it to myself alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousiind groans, but tliinking on thy face,

One on another's neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgmeiifs place.

In nothing art thou blaxjk save in thy deeds,

And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds.

CXXXII.

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
_

Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain,

Have put on black and lovijig mourners be,

Looking witli pretty rath upon my pain.

And truly not the moruing sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey checks of the east,

IN"or that full star that ushers in the even
Doth Iialf that glory to the sober west.
As those two mourning eyes become thy face:

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for nie, since mourning doth thee grace,

And suit thy pity like in every part.

Then will I swear beauty herself is black
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

CXXXIIT.

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
YoY deep wound it gives my friend and me

!

Is't not enough to torture me alone.

But. slave to slavery my sweet 'st friend must be ?

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken.
And my next self thou harder hast engross'd

:

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsiiken

;

A torment thrice threefold thus to be crossM.
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom'S ward,
But theji my friend's heart let my poor heart bail;

Whoe'er keejis me, let my heait be his guard;
Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol

:

And yet thou wilt ; for I, being pent in thee,

Perforce am thine, and all tliat is in me.

CXXXIV.
So, now I have confessed that he is thine,

And I myself am mortgaged to thy will.

Myself I '11 forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free.

For thou art covetous and he is kind

;
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He learn 'd but surety-like to write for me
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,
Thou usurer, that put'st forth all to use,
And sue a friend came debtor for my sake

;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.
Him have I lost; thou hast both Iiim and me:
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.

cxxxv.
Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy ' Will,*
And ' Will ' to boot, and ' Will ' in overplus

;

More than enough am I tliat vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.
Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine ?
Shall will in others seem right gracious.
And in my will no fair acceptance shine ?
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still

And in abundance addeth to his store

;

So thou, being ricli in ' Will,' add to thy ' Will

'

One will of mine, to make thy large ' AVill ' more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill

;

Think all but one, and me in that one ' Will.*

cxxxvi.
If thy soul check tliee that I come so 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-suit, sweet, fulfil.
' Will ' will fulfil the treasure of thy love,
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.
In things of great receipt with ease we prove
Among a number one is reckon 'd none

:

Then in the number let me pass vnitold,
Though in thy stores' account I one must be;
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee

:

Make but my name thy love, and love that still.

And then thou lovest me, for my name is ' Will.*

CXXXVII.
Thou blind fool. Love, what dost thou to mine eyes,
That they behold, and see not what they see ?

They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is take the worst to be.
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks
Be aiiclior'd in tlie bay where all men ride,
Why of eyes' falsehood liast thou forged hooks,
Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied ?

Why sliould my heart think that a several plot
Which my heart knows the wide world's common place ?
Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not,
To put fair truth upon so foul a face ?

In things right true my heart and eyes have erred,
And to this false plague are they now transferr'd.

CXXXVIII.
When my love swears that she is made of truth
I do believe her, though I know she lies,
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That she mi<?ht think me some untutor'cl j^outh,

Unlearned in tlie world's false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false-s]ieaking tongue

:

On both sides thus is simple truth supjjress'd.

IBut wherefore says she not she is unjust ?

And wherefore say not I that I am old ?

O, love's best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told:

Therefore I lie with lier and she with me,
And iu our faults by lies we flatter'd be.

CXXXIX.
O, call not me to justify the w^rong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart

;

Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue;
Use power with power and slay me not by art.

Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside :

What need'st thou wound with cunning when thy might
Is more than my o'er-press'd defence can bide ?

Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies.
And therefore from my face she turns my foes.

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:

Yet do not so; but since I am near slain.

Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain.

CXL.

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press
My tongue-tied patience witl) too much disdain;
Lest sorrow lend me words and words express
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 so;
As testy sick men, Avhen their deaths be near,
I»)o news but health from their physicians know;
For if I should despair, I sliould grow mad.
And in my madness might speak ill of thee:
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad,
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.

Tliat I may not be so, nor thou belied,

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide.

CXLI.

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,
For they in thee a thousand errors note;
But 't is my heart that loves what they despise,
Who in despite of view is pleased to dote

;

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted,
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone,
Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited
To any sensual feast with thee alone:
But my five wits nor my five senses can
Dissuade one foolish lieart from serving thee,
Who leaves unsway'd the likeness of a man.
Thy proud lieart 's slave and vassnl wretch to be:
Only my plague thus far I count my gain.
That she that: makes me sin awards me paiu.

3o«
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CXLII.

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue liate,

Hate of my sin, gromided on sij)ful loving :

O, but with mine compare thou thine own state,
And thou shalt fintl it merits not reproving

;

Or. if it do, not from those lips of thine.
That have profaned their scarlet ornaments
And seaPd false bonds of love as oft as mine,
Robb'd others' beds' revenues of their rents.
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lovest those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee:
Eoot pity in thy heart, that when it grows
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,
By self-example mayst thou be denied

!

CXLIII.

Lo! as a careful housewife runs to catch
One of her feather'd creatures broke away,
Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay.
Whilst her neglected child holds her in ehiise,
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent
To follow that which flies before her face.
Not prizing her poor infant's discontent

;

So runn'st thou after tliat which flies from thee
Wliilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me.
And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind :

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy ' Will,'
If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

CXLIV.
Two loves I have of comfort and despair.
Which like two spirits do suggest me sLill

:

The better angel is a man right fair.

The w^orser spirit a woman colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil
Tempteth my better angel from my side.
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whetlier that my angel be turn'd fiend
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;

But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another's hell

:

Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

CXLV.
Those lips that Love's own hand did make
Breathed forth the sound that said ' I hate *

To me that languish 'd for her sake;
But when she saw my woeful state.
Straight in her heart did mercy come,
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom.
And taught it thus anew to greet

;

' I hate 'she alter'd with an end,
That follow 'd it as gentle day
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Doth follow night, who like a fiend

From heaven to hell is hown aAvay

;

' I hate ' from hate away she threw,
Aud saved my life, saying 'not you.'

CXLVI.

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

.... these rebel powers that thee array.

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward wall so costly gay y

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon tliy fading mansion spend?
Sliall worms, inheritors of this excess.

Eat up thy charge ? is this thy body's end ?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling liours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more

:

So Shalt tliou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Deuih once dead, there 's no more dying then.

CXLVII.

My love is as a fever, longing still

For tliat whicli longer nurseth tlie disease.

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

Tlie uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love.

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,

Ilath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

And frantic-mad with evermore unrest

;

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are,

At random from the truth vainly express'd;

For I have sworn tliee fair and thought thee bright,

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

CXLVIII.

O me, what ej-es hath Love put in my head,
Which have no correspondence with true sight!

Or, if they have, wliere is my judgment fled,

That censures falsely what they see aright?
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,

What means the world to say it is not so ?

If it be not, tlien love doth well denote
Love's eye is not so true as all men's ' Xo.'
How can it 'i O, how can Love's eye be true.

That is so vex'd with watching and witli tears?
No marvel then, though I mistake my view;
The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning Love ! with tears tliou keep'st me blind,

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find.

CXLIX.
Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not,

When I against myself witli thee partake ?

Do I not think on thee, when I forgot
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake ?

Who hatetli thee tliat I do call iny friend?
On whom frown 'st thou that I do fawn upon?
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Nay, if thou lour'st on me, do I not spend
Eevenge upon myself with present moan ?
What merit do I in myself respect.
That is so proud thy service to despise.
When all my best doth worship thy defect,
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes V

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;
Those that can see thou lovest, and I am blind.

CL.

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might
W^ith insufficiency my heart to sway ?

To make me give the lie to my true sight,
And swear that brightness doth not grace the day ?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more
The more I hear and see just cause of hate?
O, though I love what others do abhor.
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state:

If thy unworthiness raised love in me,
More worthy I to be beloved of thee.

CLI.

Love is too young to know what conscience is

:

Yet who knows not conscience is born of love ?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove:
For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body's treason

;

My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason

;

But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is contented thy poor drudge to be,
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her ' love ' for Avhose dear love I rise and falL

CLII.

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn.
But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing,
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 accuse thee,
When I break twenty ? I am perjured most

;

Tor all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee
And all my honest faith in thee is lost,

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness,
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy.
And, to enligliten thee, gave eyes to blindness.
Or made them swear against the thing they see;
For I have sworn thee fair ; more perjured I,

To swear against the truth so foul a lie

!
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CLIII.

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep:

A maid of Dian's this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground

;

Which borrow'd from tliis holy fire of Love
A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress' eye Love's brand new-fired,

The boy for trial needs Avould touch my breast

:

I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,

And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest,

But found no cure : theJaath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire— my mistress' eyes.

CLIV.

The little Love-god lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart-infiaming brand,
Whilst many nymphs that vow'd chaste life to keep
Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand
The fairest votary took up that fire

AVhich many legions of true hearts had warm'd;
And so the general of liot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm'd.
This brand she quenched in a cool well by,

Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual,

Growing a bath and healthful remedy
For men diseased; but I, my mistress' thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,

Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.

A LOVER^S COMPLAINT.
From otf a hill Avhose concave womb re-worded
A plainful story from a sistering vale.

My spirits to attend this double voice accorded.
And down I laid to list the ^ad-tuned tale

;

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale.

Tearing of ])apers, breaking rings a-twain,

Storming her world with sorrow's wind and rain.

Upon her head a platted hive of straw.
Which fortified her visage from tlie sun.
Whereon the thought might think sometime it saw
The carcass of a beauty spent and done :

Time had not scythed all that youth begun.
Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of heaven's fell rage,

Some beauty peep'd through lattice of sear'd age.

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne,
AVhich on it liad foiu^eited cliaracters.

Laundering the silken figures in the brine
That seasonil woe liad pelleted in tears,

And often reading what contents it bears;



766 A LOVER'S COMPLAINT.
As often shrieking undistinguish'd woe,
In clamours of all size, both high and low.

Sometimes her levell'd eyes their carriage ride,
As they did battery to the spheres intend;
Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied
To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do extend
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend
To every place at once, and, nowhere flx'd,

The mind and sight distractedly commix'd.

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat,

Proclaini'd in her a careless hand of pride
For some, untuck'd, descended her sheaved hat,
Hanging lier pale and pined clieek beside

;

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide.
And true to bondage would not break from thence,
Though slackly braided in loose negligence.

A thousand favours from a maund she drew
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet.

Which one by one she in a river threw,
Upon whose weeping margent she was set

;

Like usury, applying wet to wet.
Or monarch's liands that let not bounty fall

Where want cries some, but where excess begs all.

Of folded schedules had she many a one,
Whicli she perused, sigh'd, tore, and gave the flood;
Crack 'd many a ring of posied gold and bone,
Bidding them find their sepulclires in mud

;

Found yet moe letters sadly pennxl in blood,
With sleided silk feat and affectedly
Enswathed, and seal'd to curious secrecy.

Tliese often bathed she in her fluxive eyes,
And often kiss'd, and often 'gan to tear;
Cried ' O false blood, thou register of lies,

Wliat unapproved witness dost tliou bear!
Ink would have seem'd more black and damned here!

'

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents,
Big discontent so breaking their contents.

A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh—
Sometime a blusterer, tluit the ruflle knew
Of court, of city, and luid let go by
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew

—

Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew,
And, privileged by age, desires to know
In brief the grounds and motives of her woe.

So slides he down upon his grained bat,
And comely-distant sits he by her side

;

When he again desires her, being sat,

Her grievance with his hearing to divide

:

If that from him there may be aught applied
Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage,
'T is promised in the charity of age.
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'Father,' she says, 'thnnpjli in me you behold
The injury of many a lilasting hour.
Let it not tell your judgment I am old;

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power

:

I migiit as yet have been a S])reading flower,

Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied

Love to myself and to no love beside.

' But, woe is me ! too early I attended
A youtliful suit— it was to gain my grace

—

Of one by nature's outwards so commended,
That maidens' eyes stuck over all his face:
Love lack'd a dwelling, and made him her place;
And wlien in his fair parts she did abide.

She was new lodged and newly deified.

' His browny locks did hang in crooked curls;

And every light occasion of tlie wind
Upon hislips their silken parcels hurls.

What 's sweet to do, to do will aptly tind:

Eacli eye that saw him did enchant the mind,
For on his visage was in little drawn
Wiiat largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn.

' Small show of man was yet upon his chin

;

His phoenix down began but to appear
Li]<e unshorn velvet on that termless skin
Whose bare out-bragg'd the web it seem'd to wear:
Yet sliow'd his visage by that cost more dear

;

And nice affections wavering stood in doubt
K best were as it was, or best without.

'His qualities were beauteons as his form,
For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free;

Yet, if men moved liim, was he sucli a storm
As oft 'twixt May and April is to see,

When winds breatlie sweet, unruly though they be.

His rudeness so with his authorized youth
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth.

'Well could he ride, and often men would say
" That horse his mettle from his rider takes

:

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway.
What rounds, what bounds," wliat course, what stop he
makes!"

And controversy hence a question takes.
Whether the iiorse by iiini became Iiis deed,
Or he his manage by the well-doing steed.

'But quickly on this side the verdict w^ent:
His real liabitude gave life and grace
To appertainings and to ornament,
Accomplish 'd in himself, not in his case:
All aids, tliemselves made fairer by tlieir place,

Came for additions; yet their pnrposed trim
Pieced not his grace, but were all graced by him.

' So on the tip of his subduing tongue
All kind of arguments and question deep,
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All replication prompt, and reason strong,
For his advantage still did wake and sleep :

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep, *

He had the dialect and different skill.

Catching all passions in his craft of will:

' That he did in the general bosom reign
Of young, of old ; aiid sexes both enchanted,
To dwell with him in thonglits, or to remain
In personal duty, following where he haunted:
Consents bewitch'd, ere he desire, have granted;
And dialogued for him what he would say,

Ask'd their own wills, and made their wills obey.

' Many there w^ere that did his picture get,

To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind

;

Like fools that in th' imagination set

The goodly objects which abroad they find

Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought assign'd

;

And labouring in moe pleasures to bestow them
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe them

:

' So many have, that never touch 'd his hand,
Sweetly supposed them mistress of liis heart.
My woeful self, that did in freedom stand.
And was my own fee-simijle, not in part,
What with his art in youth, and youth in art.

Threw my affections in his charmed power,
Keserved the stalk and gave him all my flower.

' Yet did I not, as some my equals did,

Demand of him, nor being desired yielded;
Finding myself in honour so forbid,

With safest distance I mine honour shielded

:

Experience for me many bulwarks builded
'^

Of proofs new-bleeding, which remained the foil

Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil.

' But, ah, who ever shun'd by precedent
The destined ill she must herself assay ?

Or forced examples, 'gainst her own content,
To put the by-past perils in her way V

Counsel may stop awhile what will not stay;
For when we rage, advice is often seen
By blunting us to make our wits more keen.

' Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood,
That we must curb it upon others' proof;
To be forbod the sweets that seem so good.
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof.
O appetite, from judgment stand aloof I

The one a palate hath that needs will taste,

Though Reason weep, and cry " It is thy last."

' For further I could say " This man 's untrue,"
And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling;
Heard where his plants in otliers' orchards grew.
Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling ; '

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling

;



A LOVER'S COMPLAINT. 169

Thought characters and words merely but art,

And basturds of his foul adulterate heart.

' And long upon these terms I held my city,

Till thus lie gan besiege me :
" Gentle maid.

Have of my sutfering youth some feeling pity,

And be not of my holy vows afraid:

That 's to ye sworn to none was ever said;

For feasts of love I have been call'd unto,

Till now did ne'er invite, nor never woo.

' "All my offences that abroad you see

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind;
Love made them not : with actnre they may be,

Where neither party is nor true nor kind

:

They sought their shame that so their shame did find

;

And so much less of shame in me remains,

By how much of me their reproach contains.

' " Among the many that mine eyes have seen,

]Srot one whose flume my heart so much as warm'd.
Or my affection put to the smallest teen,

Or any of my leisures ever charm'd

:

Harm have I done to them, but ne'er was harm'd;
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free,

And reigu'd, commanding in his monarchy.

' " Look here, what tributes wounded fancies sent me.
Of paled pearls and rubies red as blood

;

Figuring that they their passions likewise lent me,
Of grief and blushes, aptly understood
In bloodless white and the encrimson'd mood;
Effects of terror and dear modesty,
Encamp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly.

* "And, lo, behold these talents of their hair,

With twisted metal amorously impleach'd,

I have received from many a several fair,

Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech 'd,

Witli the annexions of fair gems enrich'd,

And deep-brain'd sonnets that did amplify
Each stone's dear nature, worth, and quality.

' " The diamond,— why, 'twas beautiful and hard,

Whereto his invised properties did tend

;

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend;
The lieaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend
With objects manifold : each several stone.

With wit well blazon'd, smiled or made some moan.

' " Lo, all these trophies of affections hot.

Of pensived and subdued desires the tender.

Nature hath charged me that I hoard them not,

But yield them up where I myself must render,

That is, to you, my origin and ender
;

For these, of force, must your oblations be,

Since 1 their altar, you enpatron me.

Vol. IV.— 49 3p
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' " O, then, advance of yours that phraseless hand,
Whose white weighs down the airy scale of praise;

Take all these similes to your own command,
Hallow'd with sighs that burning lungs did raise;

Wliat me your minister, for you obeys,
Works under you ; and to your audit comes
Their distract parcels in combined sums.

' " Lo, this device was sent me from a nun,
Or sister sanctified, of holiest note;
Whicli late her noble suit in court did shun,
Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote;
For she was sought by spirits of richest coat,

But kept cold distance, and did thence remove,
To spend her living in eternal love,

'" But, O my sweet, what labour is 't to leave
The thing we have not, mastering what not strives,

Playing the place which did no form receive,

Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves ?

She that her fame so to herself contrives,

The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight,

And makes her absence valiant, not her might.

' " O, pardon me, in that my boast is true

:

The accident which brought me to her eye
Upon the moment did her force subdue,
And now she would the caged cloister fly

:

Eeligious love put out Eeligion's eye

:

Not to be tempted, would slie be immured,
And now, to tempt, all liberty procured.

' " How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell 1

The broken bosoms that to me belong
Have emptied all their fountains in my well.

And mine I pour your ocean all among

:

I strong o'er them, and you o'er me being strong,

Must for your victory us all congest,

As compound love to physic your cold breast.

' " My parts had power to charm a sacred nun,
Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace,

Believed her eyes when they to assail begun.
All vows and consecrations giving place

:

O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space.

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor conline,

Per thou art all, and all things else are thine.

' " When thou impressest, what are precepts worth
Of stale example V When thou wilt inflame,

How coldly those impediments stand forth

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame

!

Love's arms are peace, 'gainst rule, 'gainst sense, 'gainst

shame.
And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears.

The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears,

' " Now all these hearts that do on mine depend.
Peeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine

;
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And supplicant their sighs to you extend,

To leave the battery that you make 'gainst mine,,

Lending .soft audie^ice to my sweet design,

And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath
That shall prefer and undertake my troth."

'This said, his watery eyes he did dismount,
Whose sights till then vfeve levell'd on my face;

Each cheek a river running from a fount
With brinish current downward liow'd apace:
O, how the channel to the stream gave grace!

Who glazed with crystal gate the glowing roses

That llame through water which their hue encloses.

* O father, what a heil of wiichcrfift lies

In the snrall orb of one particular teiir!

But with the inundation of the e.yes

What rocky heart to water will not wear?
What breast so cold that is not warmed here ?

O cleft elTect ! cold modesty, hot ivrath,

Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath.

Tor, lo, his passion, but an art of craft.

Even there resolved my reason into tears

;

There my white stole of chastity I daff'd,

Shook off my sober guards and civil fears;

Appear to him, as Ive to me appeal's,

All melthig ; though our drops this difference bare,

His poison'd me, and mine did him restore.

* In him a plenitude of subtle matter,
Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives,

Of burning blushes, or of vv-eei^ng water.
Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves.

In either\s aptness, as it best deceives.

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes,
Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows:

' That not a heart whicls in his level came
Could 'scape the hail of his all-hurting aim,
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame;
And, veil'd in tJiem, did win whom he would malm;
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim;
When he most burn'd in heart-wish'd luxury,
He preach'd pure maid, and praised cold chastity,

' Thus merely with the garment of a Grace
The naked and concealed fiend he cover'd

;

That th' unexperient gave the tempter place,

Which like a cherubhi above them hover 'd.

AVho, young and simple, would not be so lover'd?
Ay me ! I fell ; and yet do (luestion make
What I should do again for such a sake.

' O, that infected moisture of his eye,

O, that false fire which in his cheek so glow'd,
O, that forci'd thunder from his heart did fiy,

O, that sad breath his spongy hmg-s bestow'd,
O, all that borrowed motion seeming owed.
Would yet again betray the fore-betray'd,

And new pervert a reconciled maid !

'
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When my love swears that she is made of truth,
I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutor'd youth,
Unskilful in the world's false forgeries.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although i know my years be past the best,

I smiling credit her false-speaking tongue,
Outfacing faults in love with love's ill rest.

But wherefore says my love that she is young ?

And wherefore say not 1 tliat I am old ?

O, love's best habit is a soothing tongue,
And age, in love, loves not to have years told.

Therefore I '11 lie with love, and love with me,
Since that our faults in love thus smother'd be.

II.

Two loves I have, of comfort and despair,
That like two spirits do suggest me still;

My better angel is a man right fair,

My worser spirit a woman colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side.

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil.

Wooing his purity Avith her fair pride.

And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend.

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell,:

For being both to me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another's hell

;

The truth I shall not know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

III.

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine ej'e,

'Gainst whom the world could not hold argument,
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ?

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.
A woman 1 forswore ; but I will prove,
Tliou being a goddess, I forswore not thee

:

My vow was eaii:hly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thy grace being gain'd cures all disgrace in me.
My vow was breath, and breatli a vapour is

;

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth shine,
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 so wise
To break an oath to win a paradise r'

IV.

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green.
Did court the lad with many a lovely look.
Such looks as none could look but beauty's queen.
She told him stories to delight his ear

;

She show'd him favours to allure his eye

;
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To win his heart, she touch 'd him here and there,

—

Touches so soft still conquer chastity.
But whether unripe years did want conceit,
Or he refused to take her figured proffer,
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait,
But smile and jest at every gentle offer

:

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward:
He rose and ran away ; all, fool too froward

!

V.

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love?
O never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd

:

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I '11 constant prove*,
Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like osiers bow'd.
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes.
Where all those pleasures live that art can comprehend.
If knowledge be the mark, to know tliee shall suffice;
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend;
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder;
Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire:
Thine eye Jove's lightning seems, thy voice his dreadful

tlumder,
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire.

Celestial as thou art, O do not love that wrong,
To sing heaven's praise w^ith such an earthly tongue.

VI.

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn.
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade,
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,
A longing tarriance for Adonis made
Under an osier growing by a brook,
A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen

:

Hot was the day; she hotter that did look
For his approach, that often there had been.
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by.
And stood stark naked on the brook's green brim:
The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye,
Yet not so wistly as this queen on him.
He, spying her, bounced in, whereas he stood:
' O Jove,' quoth she, ' why was not I a flood !

'

VII.

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle

;

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty

;

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle;
Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty:
A lily pale, with damask dy^i to grace her.
None fairer, nor none falser to deface her.

Her lips to mine how often hath she join'd.
Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing!
How many tales to please me hath she coin'd.
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing

!

Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings.
Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jestings.

She burn'd with love, as straw witli lire flametli;
She ])urn'd out love, as soon as sfraw out-burneth

;

She framed tlu^ love, and yet she foil'd the framing;
She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning.

3 P*
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Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ?

Bad in tlie best, though excellent in neither.

VIII.

If music and sweet poetry agiee^

As they must needs, the sister and the brother,

Then must the love be great 'twixt thee and me.
Because thou lovest the one, and I the other.

Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense;

Spencer to me, whose deep conceit is such
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence.

Thou lovest to hetir the sweet melodious sound
That Plioebus' lute, the queen of music, makes;
And I in deep delight am chiefly drown 'd

When as himself to singing he betakes.

One god is god of both, as poets feign

;

One knight"loves both, and both in thee remain.

IX.

Fair was the morn when the fair queen of love,*******
Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove,

For Aden's sake, a youngster proud and wild;

Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill

:

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds

;

She, silly queen, with more than love's good will.

Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds

:

'^ Once,' quoth she, ' did I see a fair sweet youth
Here in tliese braJ^es deep-wounded with a boar.

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth

!

See, in my thigh,' quoth she, ' here was the sore.'

She show'd hers : he saw more wounds than one,

And blushing fled, and left her all alone.

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, soon vaded.

Pluck 'd in 'the bud, and vaded in tlie spring

!

Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shadetl I

Fair creature, kill'd too soon by death's sharp string!

Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree,

And falls, through wind, before the fall should be.

I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have;
For why thou left'st me nothing in thy will

:

And yet thou left'st me more than I did crave;

For why I craved nothing of thee still

:

O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee,

Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me.

XI.

Venus, wit h yomig Adonis sitting by her
"Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him

:

She told the youngling how god Mars did try her,

And as he fell to her, so fell she to him.
' Even thus,' quoth she, ' the warlike god embraced me.'

And then she clipp'd Adonis in her arms;
' Even thus,' quoth she, ' the warlike god unlaced me,'

As if the boy aliould use like loving charms

;
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' Even thus,' quoth she, ' he seized on my lips,'

And with her lips on his did act the seizure:

And as slie fetched breath, away he skips,

And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure.
All, that 1 had my lady at this bay,
To kiss and clip me till I run away

!

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together

:

Youth is full of pleasance, age is full of care;
Youth like summer rnorn, age like winter weather;
Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare.
Youth is full of sport, age's breath is short

;

Youth is nimble, age is lame;
Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold ; .

Youth is wild, and age is tame.
Age, 1 do abhor thee

;
youth, I do adore thee;

O, my love, my love is young

!

Age, I do defy thee: O, sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay'st too long.

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good

;

A shining gloss that vadeth suddenly
;

A llower that dies when lirst it gins to bud

;

A brittle glass tliat 's broken presently:
A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower,

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour.

And as goods Jost are seld or never found,
As vaded gloss no rulibing will refresh.

As flowers dead lie wither'd on the ground,
As broken glass no cement can redress.

So beauty blemish 'd once 's for ever lost.

In spite of physic, painting, pain and cost.

XIV.

Good night, good rest. Ah, neither be my share:
She bade gooil night that kept my i-est away;
And datf'd me to a cabin liang'd with care.

To descant on tlie doubts of my decay.
' Farewell,' quoth she, ' and come again to-morrow ;

'

Fare well I could not, for I supp'd with sorrow.

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile.
In scorn or frienflship, niil I construe whether:
'T may be, she joy'd to jest at my exile,

'T may be, again to make me wander thither:
' Wander,' a word for shadows like myself.
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf.

XV.
Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east!
My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise

Doth cite each moving sense tfom idle rest.

I^^ot daring trust the office of mine eyes,
While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark,
And wisli her lays were tuned like the lark

;

For she doth welcome dayligiit with her ditty,

And drives awa}^ dark dismal-dreaming night:
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The night so pack'd, I post unto my pretty;
Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight

;

Sorrow clianged to solace, solace mix'd with sorrow;
Tor wliy, she sigli'd and bade me come to-morrow.

Were I witli her, the night would post too soon;
But now are minutes added to the hours;
To spite me now, each minute seems a moon

;

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers

!

Pack night, peep day
;
good day, ot night now borrow;

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow.

SONNETS TO SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC.
[XVI.]

It was a lording's daughter, the fairest one of three,
That liked of her master as well as well might be,
Till looking on an Englishman, the fair'st that eye could see,
Her fancy fell a-turning.

Long was the combat doubtful that love with love did fight,
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant knight:
To put in ]}ractice either, alas, it was a spite
Unto the silly damsel

!

But one must be refused; more mickle was the pain
That nothing could be used to turn them both to gain.
For of the two the trusty knight was wounded with disdain

:

Alas, she could not help it

!

Thus art with arms contending was victor of the day,
Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away

:

Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay;
For now my song is ended.

XVII.

On a day, alack the day

!

Love, whose month was ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair.

Playing in the wanton air:
Through the velvet leaves the wind,
All unseen, gan passage find;
That the lover, sick to death,
Wish'd himself the heaven's breath,
'Air,' quoth he, 'thy cheeks may blow;
Air, would I might triumpli so !

But, alas ! my hand hath sworn
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn

:

Yow, alack ! for youth unmeet

:

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet.
Thou for whom .Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiope were

;

And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.'

[xviii.]

My flocks feed not.
My ewes breed not,
My rams speed not,
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All is ainiss

:

Love 's denying,
Taitli 's delyiuy,
Heart 's renying,
Causer of tliis.

All my merry jigs are quite forgot,
All my lady's love is lost, God wot

:

Where her faith was hrmly tix'd in love,
There a nay is placed without remove.
One silly cross
Wrought all my loss

;

O frowning fortune, cursed, fickle dame!
For now I see
Inconstancy
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I,

All fears scorn I,

Love hath forlorn me,
Living in thrall

:

Heart is bleeding,
All help needing,
O cruel speeding,
Fraughted with gall.

My shepherd's pii)e can sound no deal;
My wether's bell rings doleful knell

;

My curtail dog, that wont to have play'd,
Plays not at all, but seems afraid;
My sighs so deep
Procure to weep.

In howling wise, to see my doleful plight.

How sighs resound
Tlirough heartless ground.
Like a thousand vauquish'd men in bloody fight!

Clear wells spring not,
Sweet birds sing not.
Green plants bring not
Forth their dye

;

Herds stand weei)ing,
Flocks all sleeping,
Nymi)lis back peeping

Fearfully

:

All our pleasure known to us poor swains,
All our merry meetings on the plains.
All our evening sport from us is lied,

All oar love is lost, for Love is dead.
Farewell, sweet lass,

Tliy like ne'er was
For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan:

Poor Corydon,
Must live alone;
Other help for him I see that there is none.

XIX.

When as tliine eye hath chose tlie dame.
And stall'd the deer that thou shouldst strike,
Let reason rule tilings worthy blame,
As well as fancy partial might

:
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Take counsel of some wiser head,
Neither too young nor yet unwed.

And when thou comest thy tale to tell,

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk,

Lest she some subtle practice smell,

—

A cripple soon can find a halt;—
But plainly say thou lovest her well,

And set thy person forth to sell.

What though her frowning brows be bent,

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night

:

And then too late she will repent

That thus dissembled her delight;

And twice desire, ere it be day,

That which with scorn she put away.

"What though she strive to try her strength,"

And ban and brawl, and say thee nay,

Her feeble force will yield at length.

When craft hath taught her thus to say,
' Had women been so strong as men,
In faith, you had not had it then.'

And to her will frame all thy waj's;

Spare not to spend, and chiefly there

Where thy desert may merit praise.

By ringing in thy lady's ear

:

"The strongest castle, tower, and town,
The golden bullet beats it down.

Serve always with assured trust,

And in thy suit be humble true

;

Unless thy lady prove unjust.

Press never thou to choose anew:
When time shall serve, be thcu not slack

To profiler, though she put thee back.

The wiles and guiles that women work.
Dissembled with an outward show.
The tricks and toys that in them lurk.

The cock that treads them shall not know.
Have you not heard it said full oft,

A woman's nay doth stand for nought ?

Think women still to strive with men,
To sin and never for to saint

:

There is no heaven, by holy then.
When time with age doth them attaint.

Were kisses all the joys in bed.

One woman would another wed.

But, soft! enough, too much, I fear;

Lest that my mistress hear my song,
She will not stick to round me i' the ear,

To teach my tongue to be so long

:

Yet will she blush, here be it said.

To hear her secrets so bewray 'd.

[XX.]

Live with me. and be my love.

And we will all the pleasures prove
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That hills and valleys, dales and fields,

And all the craggy mountains yields.

There will we sit upon the rocks,

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,

By sliallow rivers, by wliose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee a bed of roses,

With a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle

Embroider \l all with leaves of myrtle.

A belt of straw and ivy buds,
Witli coral clasps and amber studs;
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Then live with me and be my love.

love's answer.
If that the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd's tongue,
Tiiese pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy love.

[XXI.]

As it fell upon a day
In tlie merry month of May,
Sitting in a pleasant shade
Wldch a grove of myrtles made,
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing,

Trees did grow, and phmts did spring;
Every thing did banish moan,
Save the nightingale alone

:

She, poor bird, as all forlorn,

Lean'd her breast up-till a tliorn,

And there sung the dolefull'st ditty,

That to hear it was great pity

:

'Fie, fie, fie,' now would she cry;
' Tereu, tereu !

' by and by

;

That to hear her so complain,
Scarce I could from tears refrain;
For her griefs, so lively shown,
Made me think upon mine own.
All, tliought I, thou mourn'st in vain!
None takes pity on thy pain

:

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee;
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee:
King Pandion lie is dead

;

All thy friends are lapp'd in lead;
All thy fellow birds do sing.
Careless of tliy sorrowing.
Even so, ])Oor bird, like ihee,
None alive will pity me.
Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled,
Tliou and I were both beguiled.
Every one that flatters thee

Is no friend in misery.
Words are easy, like the wind;
Faithful friends are liard to find:

Every man will be thy friend
Whilst tliou hast wherewith to spend;
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But if store of crowTis be scant,
jSTo man will supply thy want.
If that one be prodigal,
Bountiful they will him call,

And with such-like flattering,
' Pity but he were a king :

'

If he be addict to vice.

Quickly him they will entice

;

If to women he be bent,
They have at commandement

:

But if Fortune once do frown,
Then farewell his great renown

;

They that fawn'd on bim be-
fore

Use his company no more.
He that is thy friend indeed.
He will help thee in thy need

:

If thou sorrow, he will weep;
If thou wake, he cannot sleep;
Thus of every grief in heart
He with thee doth bear a part.
These are certain signs to know
Faithful friend from flattering

foe.

THE PHCENIX AND THE TURTLE.

Let the bird of loudest lay,

On the sole Arabian tree,

Herald sad and trumpet be.

To whose sound chaste wings
obey.

But thou shrieking harbinger,
Foul precurrer of. the fiend,

Augur of the fever's end,
To this troop come thou not
near!

From this session interdict

Every fowl of tyrant wing.
Save the eagle, feather'd king :

Keep the obsequy so strict.

Let the priest in surplice white.
That defunctive music can.
Be the death-divining swan,
Lest the requiem lack his right.

And thou treble-dated crow.
That thy sable gender makest
With the breath thou givest

and takest,
'Mongst our mourners shalt

thou go.

Here the anthem doth com-
mence :

Love and constancy is dead

;

Phoenix and the turtle fled

In a mutual flame from hence.

So they loved, as love in twain
Had the essence but in one

;

Two distincts, division none

;

Number there in love was slain.

Hearts remote, yet not asunder;
Distance, and no space was seen
'Twixt the turtle and his queen

;

But in them it were a wonder.

So between them love did sliine.

That the turtle saw his right

Flaming in the phcenix's sight

;

Either was the other's mine.

Property Avas thus appall'd.

That the self was not the same

;

Single nature's double name
Neither two nor one was call'd.

Keason, in itself confounded,
Saw division grow together.
To themselves yet either neither,
Simple were so well compound-

ed.

That it cried. How true a twain
Seemeth this concordant one

!

Love hath reason, reason none.
If what parts can so remain.

Wiiereupon it made this threne
To the phoenix and the dove,
Co-supremes and stars of love,

As chorus to their tragic scene.

THRENOS.

Beauty, truth, and rarity,

Grace in all simplicity.

Here enclosed in cinders lie.

Death is now the phcenix' nest

;

And the turtle's loyal breast
To eternity doth rest,

Leaving no posterity

:

'T was not their infirmity,

It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but cannot be

;

Beauty brag, but 't is not she

;

Truth and beauty buried be.

To this urn let those repair
That are either true or fair

;

For these dead birds sigh a
prayer.
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.

"Like the courser^s hair."— Act I. Sc. 2.

Holinshed says, "a horse haire laid in a full pale of the like water will

in a. short time stirre and became a living creature. But sith the cer-

taintie of these things is rather proved by tew."

—

Steevens.

" Gilded puddle."—Act I. Sc. 4.

There is frequently observable on the surface of stagnant pools, that

have remained long undisturbed, a reddish gold coloured slime; to thia

appearance the poet here refers.

—

Heniiev .

" Mandragora."—Act I. Sc. b.

Gerard, in his Herbal, says of the mandragnras

:

—" Dioscorides dothe

particularly set downe many faculties hereof, of which notwithstanding

there be none proper unto it, save those that depend upon the drowsie

and sleeping power thereof"

—

Percy.

" That great medicine hath

With his tinct gilded thee."—Act I. Sc. 5.

Alluding to the philosopher's stone, which, by its touch, converts base

inetal into gold. Tlie alchemists call the matter, whatever it be, by

which they perform transmutation, a medicine.—Johnson.

" 7'/Z set thee in a snower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.—Act II. Sc. 5.

It is an eastern ceremony, at the coronation of their kings, to powder
them with gold dust and seed pearl.—Warburton.

" A certain queen to Ccesar in a mattress."—Act II. Sc. 6.

" Cleopatra trussed up in a mattrasse, and so brought to Ccesar, upon
Apollodorus'' backe."

—

North's Plutasch, 1579.

" The goddess Isis."—Act III. Sc. 6.

"Now for Cleopatra, she did not only weare at that time (but al other
times els, whm she came abroad) the apparell of the goddesse Isis, and
80 gaue audience vnto all ler subjects, as a new Isis

"

North's Plutarch.
783
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" Whom leprosy overtake."—Act III. Sc. 8.

Pliny, who says, tlie v)hite leprosy, or elepjhantiasis, was not seen in

Italy before the time of Pompey the Great, adds, it is "a peculiar ma-
ladie, and naturall to the Egyptians ; but looke when any of their kings

fell into it, woe worth the subjects and poor people : tor then were the

tubs and bathing vessels wherein they sate in the baine, filled with men's
bloud for their cure."

—

Reed.

" It was a king's."—Act IV. Sc. 8.

"Then came Antony again to the palace greatly boasting of this vic-

tory, and sweetly kissed Cleopatra, armed as he was when he came from

the fight, recommending one of his men of arms unto her, that had va-

liantly fought in this skirmish. Cleopatra, to reward his manliness, gave
him an armour and head-piece of clean gold."

—

North's Plutarch.

" The pretty worm of Nile."—Act V. Sc. 2.

Worm is the Teutonick word for serpent; we have the blind-worm

and slow-worm still m our language, and the Norwegians call an enor-

mous monster, sometimes seen in the Northern ocean, the sea-worm.

Johnson.

CYMBELINE.

" Tenantius."—Act I. Sc. 1.

Tenantius was the father of Cymbeline, and nephew of Cassibelan,

being the younger son of his elder brother Lud, king of the southern part

of Britain; on whose death, Cassibelan was admitted king. Cassibelan

repulsed the Romans on their first attack, but being vanquished by Julius

Caesar, he agreed to pay an annual tribute to Rome. After his decease^

Tenantius was established on the throne. According to some writers, he

quietly paid the tribute, others say he refused it, and warred with the

Romans. Shakspeare supposes the latter to be true, and follows Ho-
linshed, from whom he got the name of Sicilius. Leonatus is a name
which occurs in Sydney's Arcadia.

—

Malone.

" All sworn and honourable."—Act II. Sc. 4.

It w~" anciently the custom for the attendants on our nobility, and
other great personages, (as it is now for the servants of the king) to take

an oath of fidelity on their entering into office.—PERrv.

" The ruddock would,
With charitable bill,—bring thee all this ;

Yea, andfurrd moss besides, when flowers are none.

To winter-ground thy corse."—Act IV. Sc. 2.

The ruddock is the redbreast, and is so called by Spenser and Chaucer.
The ofl5ce of covering the dead is ascribed to this bird by Drayton:

"Cov'ring with moss the dead's unclosed eye,

The little red-breast teacheth charitie."
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And in an old book called Cornncopin, it is said: "Tlie Robin Rfdoreast_

it" he Hiid a man or woman dead, will cover all his face with messe, and

»^>me thinke that if the bodye should remaiiie unbiiried, that he would

3over the whole bodye also." We all remember ''The Children in tiie

Wood."

TITUS ANDRONICUS.

"Ay, come, Semiramis."— Act II. Sc. 3.

•' Queen Semiramis loved a great horse that she had, so farre forth,

that she was content he should doe his kind with her."

Pliny's Nat. Hist.

"A precious ring."—Act II. Sc. 4.

There is supposed to be a gem called a carbuncle, which emits not

reflected, but native light. Boyle believed in its existence.

—

Johnson.

"As far from help as limbo is from bliss."—Act III. Sc. 1.

The limbus patrum, as it was called, is a place that the schoolmec

fancied to be in the vicinity of hell, where the souls of the patriarchs,,

and of those good men who died before our Saviour's resurrection, were

detained.

*^ Honey-stalks to sheep."—Act IV. Sc. 4.

Honey-stalks are clover-flowers, which contain a sweet juice. It is

common for cattle to overcharge themselves with clover, and die.

Johnson.

" Bring down the devil."—Act V. Sc. 1.

It appears from these words, that the audience were amused with part

of the apparatus of an execution, and that Aaron was mounted on a lad-

der, as ready to be turned off

—

Steevens.

" Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred."— Act V. Sc. 3.

The additions made by Ravenscroft to this scene, are so much of a

piece with it, that we cannot omit showing the reader how he continues

the speecli before us:

"Thus cramm'd, thou'rt bravely fatten'd up for holl.

And thus to Pluto I do serve thee up."

[Stabe the Empepess.

And then—"A curtain drawn discovers the heads and liands of Chiron

and Demetrius haniring up against the wall; their bodies in cliains in

bloody linen."

—

Stef.vens.

" Some stay to see him fasten d in the earth."—Act V. Sc. 3.

Thvii jvslice and cookery may go hand in hand to the conclusion of this

piay, in liavon.scroft's alteration of it, .'\aron is at once racked and roasted

on the stage.

We have already given specimens of the c-hanges made in this piece

Vol. IV.— 50 oQ*
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by Riu-enscroft, who revised it successfully in the year 1687 ; and may
add, that when the empress stabs her child, he has supplied the Moor
with the following lines:

" She has outdone me, ev'n in mine own art,

Outdone me in murder, kill'd her own child

;

Give it me, I '11 eat it." Steevens

TERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE.

That the reader may know through how many regions the scene of

this drama is dispersed, it is necessary to observe, that Antioch was the

metropolis of Syria; Tyre, a city of Phoenicia in Asia; Tarsus, the me-
tropolis of Cicilia, a country of Asia-minor ; Mitylene, the capital of Les-

bos, an island m the JEgean sea; and Ephesus, the capital of Ionia, a

country of tlie Lesser Asia.

—

Steevens.

" When I saw the porpus, how he bounded and tumbled."—Act IL So. 1.

Captain Cook, in his second voyage to the South Seas, mentions the

playing of porpusses round the ship as a certain sign of a violent gale of
wind.

—

Mason.

"A pair of bases."—Act II. Sc. 1.

^What bases mean is quite uncertain, but from a passage in Sydney's
Arcadia, we may suppose they were a kind of breeches. " His bases

(which he ware so lonff as they almost came to his ankles) were embro-
diered onl-ny with blacke wormes, which seemed to crawlc up and downe,
as readie alreadie to devour him."

—

Steevens.

" Till the ship be cleared of the dead."—Act III. Sc. L

There was an ancient superstition, that a ship at sea would sink if a

corpse remained on boa^rd. So in Fuller's Historie of the Holy Warre:
" His body was carried into France, there to be buried, and was most
miserably tossed ; it being observed, that the sea cannot digest the crudity

of a dead corpse, beiiig a due debt to be interred where it dieth; and a
ship cannot abide to be made a bier of

—

Steevens.

" These roguing thieves serve the great pirate Valdes."— Act IV. Sc. 2.

The Spanish Armada probably furnished the author with this name.
Don Pedro de Valdes was an admiral in that fleet, and had the command
of the great galleon of Andalusia. His ship being disabled, lie was taken

by Sir Francis Drake, on the 22d of July, 1.588, and sent to Dartmouth.
The making one of this Spaniard's ancestors a pirate, was probably

relished by the audience in those days.

—

Malone.

" To keep our door hatched."— Act IV. Sc. 2.

The doors or hatches of brothels seem to have had some distinguishing

mark. So in Cupid's Whirligig, 1607: — "Set some pick'- upon youi

batch, and, I pray, profess to keep a bawdy-house."
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"And cry, he that toill give most, shall have herjir.sl.'"— Act IV. Sc. 3.

The prices of first and second prostitution were exactly setllenl ; so in

an old prose romance : " Go thou and make a crye through the citie, thai

of all men that shall enhahytc with her carnally, the fyrst shall give me
a pounde of golde, and after that echone a peny of golde.

—

Steevens.

"i have drawn her picture with my voice."— Act IV. Sc. 3.

It was formerly tl"*e oustom at Naples to hang up the pictures of cele-

orated courtesans in the public parts of the town, to serve as directions

where they lived.

—

Mason.

" Crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest malleable."— Act
IV. Sc. 6.

A skilful workman, who had discovered the art of making glass mal-

leable, carried a specimen of it to Tiberius, who asked him if he alone

was in possession of the secret. He replied in the affirmative ; on which
the tyrant ordered his head to be struck off instantly, lest the invention

ehould injure the workers in precious metals.

—

Dion Cassius.

KING LEAR.

"And to eat nojish."—Act I. Sc. 4.

In Elizabeth^s time, the papists were thought, and with reason, ene-

mies to the government. Hence the proverbial expression of, Ae's an
honest man, and eats no fish, to signify Ac's a friend to the government^

and a protestant ; the eating of fish being considered such a badge of

popery, that when it was enjoined by parliament to encourage the fish-

towns, it was held proper to declare the reason, hence it was called

Cecil's fast.—Warburton.

" That frontlet."—Act I. Sc. 4.

A frontlet was a forehead cloth, used formerly by ladies at night, tc

render that part smooth.—

M

alone.

" That^s a shealed peascod."—Act I. Sc. 4.

Tlie robeing of Richard II.'s effigy in Westminster Abbey, is wrought

with peascods open, and the peas out ; perhaps an allusion to his once

being in possession of full sovereignty, but soon reduced to an empty title.

TOLLET.

" Stocks brought out."—Act II. Sc. 2.

This was not the first time of introducing stocks on the stage. In Hick
Scorner, which was printed early in the reign of Henry VIII., Pity is

put into them, and left tliere till he is freed by Perseverance and Con-

templacyon.—Steevens.

" Of Bedlam beggars."—Act II. Sc. 3.

In the Bfill-man of London, by Decker, 1640, is an account of one of

these characters under he name of an Abraham Man. "He swcares he
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fiatn been in Bedlam, and will talke frantickly of purpose : you see pinne»
stuck in sundry places of iiis naked flesii; especially in his armes, which
paine he gladly puis himself to, only to make you believe he is out of his

wits. He calls hi-mself by the name of Poors Tom, and coming near
any body crys out, Ponre Tom is a-cold ; of these Abraham Men, some
be exceeding merry, and doe nothing but sing songs fashioned out of their

own braines: some will dance, some will doe nothing but either laugh or

weepe ; others are dogged, and so sullen both in looke and speech, that

spying but a small company in a house, they boldly and bluntly enter,

compelling the servants, through fear, to give them what they demand."
Steevens.

" Then he wears wooden nether-stocks."—Act II. Sc. 4.

Nether-stocks is the old word for stockings. Breeches being at that

time called overstocks.—Steevens.

" Who gives anything to poor Tom ? whom the foul Jiend hath led

through fire and through fame."—Act III. Sc. 4.

Edgar's ravings may be explained by reference to a passage in Hars-
net's boak: " This E.vam' further sayeth, that one Alexander, an apothe-
cary, having brought wiih him from London to Denham,oH a time, a new
halter, and two blades of knives, did leave the same upon the gallerie

floore, in her master's house : a great search was made in the house to

knew how the said halter and knife-blades came thither, till Ma. Mainy,
in his next lit said, it was reported that the devil lay'd them in the gaU
lerie, that some of those that were possessed might either hang them-
selves with the halter, or kill themselves with the blades."— Malone.

" Wore gloves in my cap."—Act III. Sc. 4.

It was anciently the custom to wear gloves in the hat, on three different

occasions, viz.: as the favour of a mistress; the memorial of a friend;

and as a mark to be challenged by an enemy. A passage or two may be
given to prove the usage.

In the pla,y called Campaspe: "Thy men turned to women, thy sol-

diers to lovers, gloves worn in velvet caps, instead of plumes in graven
helmets."

And in Decker's Satiromastiz :
" Thou shalt wear her glove in thy

worshipful hat, like to a leather brooch."—Steevens.

" Web and the pin."—Act 111. Sc. 4.

The Lapland method of cure for "a disease of the eyes called the pin
and web, which is an impertect stage of a cataract," is given by Acerbi,
in his travels.

—

Blakeway.

" Whipped from tything to tything."—Act III. Sc. 4.

A tything is a division of a place, a district; the same in the country,
a>s a ward in the city. In the Saxon times, every hundred was divided
into tythings. By a statute of Elizabeth, it is enacted, "that every vaga-
bond shall be publickly whipped, and sent from parish to parish."

Steevens.

" Peace, Smolkin, peace "—Act III. Sc. 4.

The demons here mentioned by Edgar, were the popular fiends of the
poet's age, and were well known among the superstitious of every class.

Even the learned and noble fell into the same grovelling delusion ; King
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James was a staunch believer, not nnerely in their existence, but in the

every-day agency whi-ch was ascribed to them by the vulgar. Shaii-

speare has made Edgar, in his feigned madness, allude to an imposture

of some Englisli Jesuits. The trick was in substance as tbllows :—While

the Spaniards were preparing their armada against England, the Jesuits

were busy to promote it, by making converts: one method they employed

was to dispossess pretended demoniacks, by which artifice they made

several hundred converts among the common people. The prmcipal

Ecene of this farce was laid in the family of one Peckham, a catiiolic;

where Marvvood, (a servant of Anthony Bahington, wiio was afterwards

executed for treason,) Trayford, an attendant on Peckham, and three

chambermaids, in that family, came mto the priest's hands to be cured;

but the discipline of the patients was so long and severe, and the priests

were so elate and careless with success, that the plot was discovered on

the confession of the parties, and the contrivers of it de,servedly punished.

The devils mentioned by Edgar, are those who were made to act in tiiis

farce upon the chambermaids, and they were generally so ridiculously

nick-named, that Harsnet has one chapter " On the strange names ot

their devils; lest (says he), meeting them otherwise by chance, you mis-

take them for names of tapsters or jugglers."

—

Warburton.

" Hopdance cries in Tarn's belly."—Act III. Sc. 6.

In Harsnet's book, one of the pretended demoniacs deposeth—" that if

at any time she did belch, as often times she did by reason that shee was

troubled with a wind in her stomacke, the priests would say at such times,

that then the spirit began to rise in her, and that the wind was the devil,"

and, " as she saith, if they heard any croaking in her belly, then they

would make a wonderful matter of that."

—

Steevems.

" Poor Tom, ihy horn is dry."—Act III. Sc. 6.

A horn was usually carried about by every Tom of Bedlam, to receive

such drink as the charitable might atibrd him. See A Pleasant Dispute

between a Coach and a Sedan, W-iG. " I have observed when a coach is

appendant but two or three hundred jwunds a yeere, marke it, the dogges

are as leane as rakes; you may tell all their ribbes lying by the fire; and

a Tom-a-Bedlam may sooner eat his home, than get it filled with small

drinke ; and for his old alms of bacon tliere is no hope in the world."

M ALONE

" Upon these eyes of thine, Fll set my foot."—Act III. So. 7.

In Selimus, emperor of the Turks, one of the sons of Ba^dzet pulls out

the eyes of an Aga on the stage, and says,

" Yes, thou shalt live, but never see that day.

Wanting the tapers that should give thee light."

Immediately after, his hands are cut off In Marston's Antonio's Re-

venge, 1602, Piero's tongue is torn out upon the stage. We give tliese

instances of depraved taste, to prove that Shakspeare's drama was not

more sanguinary than that of his contemporaries."

Steevens and Malone.

" Half way down
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade.'"

AcA. IV.. So. 6.

" Sam'pJiire grows in great plenty on most of the sea cliffs in this coun-

try : it id terrible to see how the people gather it, hanging by a rope
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several fatliom from the top of the impending rocks, as it were in the

air."

—

Smith's History of Waterford, 1774.

" That fellow handles his bow like a crow-keeper."—Act IV. Sc. 6.

In several counties, to this day, they call a stuffed figure representing

a man, and aimed with a bow and arrow, set up to friglit the crows from

the fruit and corn, a crow-keeper, as well as a scare-crow.—Theobald.

" It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe

A troop of horse with felt."—Act IV. Sc. 6.

This "delicate stratagem" had actually been put in practice about

fifly years before Shakspeare was born, as we learn from Lord Herbert's

Life of Henry VIII. :—"And now," says that historian, "having feasted

the ladies royally for divers da^s, he (Henry) departed from Tournay to

Lisle, Oct. I'S, 1513 ; whither he was mvited by the Lady Margaret, who
caused there a juste to be held in an extraordinary manner; the place

being a fore-room, raised high from the ground by many steps, and paved

with black square stones, like marble; while the horses, to prevent

Bliding, were shod with felt or flocks ; after which the ladies danced all

night."

—

Maloxe.

ROMEO AND JULIET.

•' We''ll not carry coals."—Act I. Sc. 1.

One that would carry coals, formerly meant a mean-spirited fellow>

who would submit to any indignity without resentment. A passage or

two from old plays will abundantly prove this :

—

"Now my ancient being a man of an un-coal-carrying spirit."

Chapman's May-day, 1610.

" Here comes one that will carry coals, ergo, will hold my dog."

Every Man out of his Humour.

" He has had wnong, and if I were he, I would beare no coales."

Antonio and Mellida, 1602.

" I will bite my thumb at them."—Act I. Sc. 1.

This mode of quarrelling appears to have been common in our author's

time. " What swearing is there (says Decker, describing the various

groups that daily frequented the walks of St. Paul's church), what

shouldering, what justling, what jeering, what byling of thumbs to beget

quarrels '" The Dead Term, 1608.

—

Malone.

" Your plantain leaf is excellent for that."—Act I. Sc. 2.

Tachius tells us, that a toad, before she engages with a spide^-, will

fortify lierself with some of this plant; and that if siie comes off wounded,

ulie cures herself afterwards with it.

—

Dr. Grey.
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" Court-cupboard."—Act I. Sc. 5.

A court-cupboard was a moveable, a boufet, a fixture. Tlie former

was open, an(i made of plain oak ; the latter had folding-doors, and was

both painted and gilded on the inside.

—

Steevens.

" Turn the tables up.''—Act I. Sc. 5.

It should be observed, that ancient tables were flat leaves, joined by

hinges and placed on tressels. When they were to be removed, they

were therefore turned up.

—

Steevens.

"Like powder in a skill-less soldier's flask."—Act III. Sc. 3.

To understand this allusion, it should be remembered, that the ancient

English soldiers, using match-locks, instead of locks with flints as at pre-

sent, were obliged to carry a liffhled match hanging at tlieir belts, very

near to the wooden flask in which they kept their powder.

—

Steevens.

" Lie thou there."—Act IV. Sc. 3.

It appears from several passages in our old plays, thai, knives were for-

merly part of the bride's accoutrements, and every thing hehoveful for

Juliet's state had been just left with her. So in Decker's Match Me in

London, 1631 :

—

" See at my girdle hang my wedding-knives."

And in King Edward III., 1599:—

" Here by my side do hang my wedding-knives."

" And shrieks like mandrakes drawn out of the earth."

Act IV. Sc. 3.

The mandrake (says Thomas Newton, in his Herball to the Bible, 8vo.

1587) has been idly represented as "a creature having life, and engen-

dered under the earth of the seed of some deade person that hatli been

convicted and put to deathe for some felonie or murther; and that they

had the same in such dampishe and funerall places where the saide con-

victed persons were buried."

—

Steevens.

" One of our order to associate me."—Act V. Sc. 2.

Each friar has always a companion assigned him by his superior, when
he asks leave to go out; and thus they are a check upon each other.

Steevens.

HAMLET.

" The morning cock crew loud."—Act I. Sc. 2.

Bourne, of Newcastle, in his Antiquities of the Common People, in-

forms us,—" It is a received tradition among the vulgar, that at the time

of cock-crowing, the midni!.rhl spirits forsake these lower regions, and go

to their proper places. Hence it is (says he), that in country places,

where the way of life requires more early labour, they always go cheer-

fully to work at that time; whereas, if they are called abroad sooner,

they imagine every thing they see a wandering ghost."

—

Farmer.
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" They clepe us, drunkards.''^—Act I. Sc. 4.

And we-U our Englishmen might; for in Elizabeth's time there was a

Dane in London, who is thus mentioned in a collection of characters, en-

titled Looke to It, for He Stab Ye :

—

" You that will drink Reynaldo unto deth.

The Dane that would carowse out of his boote."

And it appears from one of Howell's Letters, dated at Hamburgh, in the

year 1632, that the then king of Denmark had not degenerated from his

jovial predecessors. In his account of an entertainment given by his

majesty to the earl of Leicester, he tells us, that the king, after beginning

thirty-Jive toasts, was carried away in his chair, and that all the officera

of the court were drunk.

—

Steevens.

" Doomedfor a certain term to walk the night,

And, for the day, confined to fast infires.^''—Act I. Sc. 5.

Among the other punishments of hell and purgatory, continual hunger

and thirst were enumerated. Chaucer says,—" And moreover the misese

of hell shall be in defaut of meat and drinke." Nashs, in his Pierce

Penniless, has the same idea :
—" Whether it be a place of horror, stench,

and darkness, where men see meat, but can get none, and are ever

thirsty." So, likewise, at the conclusion of an ancient pamphlet, called

The Wyll of the Devyll :—

" Thou shalt lye in frost and fire

With sicknesse and hunger."

" In her excellent vjhite bosom, these."—Act XL Sc. 2.

It was customary for ladies to have a pocket at the bosom of their dress,

in which they kept letters, or any other valuable which they desired to

have constantly about them.

" An eyry of children."—Act 11. Sc. 2.

This relates to the young singing men of the Chapel-Royal, or St.

Paul's, of the former of whom mention occurs in a puritanical pamphlet
60 early as 1569 :—" Plais will never be supprest, wiiile her Majesties

unfledged minions flaunt it in silkes and sattens. They had as well be
at their popish service in the devill's garments. Even in her Majestie's

chapel do tiiese pretty upstart youthes profane the Lorde's day by the

lascivious writhings of their tender limbes, and gorgeous decking of their

apparell, in feigning bawdie fables gathered from tlieir idolatrous heathen
poets."

—

Steevens

" By the altitude of a chopine."—Act II. Sc. 2.

"A thing made of wood, and covered with leather of sundry colours,

some with white, some with redde, some yellow. It is called a chapiney,
which they wear under their shoes. Many of them are curiously

painted, some also of them have I seen fairly gilte. There are many of
these chapineys of a great height, even half a yarde highe, whiche
maketh many of their women, whiche are very short, seeme much taller

than the tallest woman we have in England. Also, I have heard it

observed among them, that by iiow much the nobler a woman is, by so

mucli the higher are her chapineys. All their gentlewomen, and most
of their wives and widows that are of any wealtti, are assisted and sup*
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ported, eyther by men or women, when they walke abroade, to tlie end

they may not fall. They are borne up most commonly by the left arme,

otherwise they might quickly take a fall."

—

Coryat's Crudites, IHll.

^^ Like French falconers."—Act II. Sc. 2.

The amusement of falconry was much cultivated in France. In Sir

Thomas Browne's Tracts, we are told, tiiat ' the French seem to liave

been the first and noblest /a/cowers in the western part of Europe." And,

that " the French kuig- sent over his falconers to show that sport to King

James the First."

—

Steevens.

"i have heard of your paintings, too, well enough."—Act III. Sc. 1

Pa
llud

calf:

Painting the skin was very common, anciently, and was frequently

alluded to by Shakspeare's contemporaries. So, in Drayton's Moon-

' No sooner got the teens.

But her own natural beauty she disdains;

With oyls and broths most venomous and base,

She plaisters over her well-fa vour'd face;

And those sweet veins by nature rightly plac'd,

Wherewith slie seems that white skin to have lac'd,

She soon doth alter, and, with fading blue,

Blanching her bosom, she makes others new."

—

Steevens.

" Out-herods Herod."—Act III. Sc. 2.

The character of Herod in the ancient mysteries was always a violent

one. The following language is put into his mouth in an old play :

—

"Now I reign lyk a king array'd full rych,

Rollyd in rynggs and robys of array,

Dukys with dentys I drive into the dych.

My dedys be full dowty demyd be day."

"Of bewte and of boldnes I her evermore the bellej,

Of mayn and of uiygiit I master every man

;

I dynge with my dowtiness the devyl down to helle,

For bothe of hevyn and of earth I am kynge certann."

Steevens and Malone.

" Lying down at Ophelia''s feet."—Act III. Sc. 2.

To lie at the feet of a mistress, during any dramatic representation,

seems to have been a common act of gallantry. So in The Queen of

Corinth, by Beaumont and Fletcher :

—

"Ushers her to her coach, lies at her feet

At solemn masques, applauding what she laughs at."

Steevens.

" Behind the arras Vll convey myself."—Act III. Sc. 3.

The arras-hangings, in the poet's time, were hung at such a distance

from the wall, that a person miglit easily stand behind them unperceived

Malone.
3R
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' Look here, upon this picture, and on this."—Act III. Sc. 4.

The introduction of miniatures in this place is a modern innovation.

A print prefixed to Rovve's edition of Hamlet, 1709, proves this. There
the two roya! portraits are exhibited as half lengths, hanging in the

queen's closet ; and either tlms, or as whole lengths, they were probaoij

exhibited from the time of the original performance of this tragedy, to the

death of Betterton. We may also learn, from this print, that the trick

of throwing down the chair, on the appearance of the ghost, was adopted

by modern Hamlets, from the practice of their predecessors.

Malone and Steevens.

" Thunders in the index,"—Act III. Sc. 4.

In many old boojvs we find the index inserted at the beginning instead

of the end, as is now usual.

" Hide fox, and all after."—Act IV. Sc. 3.

There is a play among children, called Hide fox and all after, which
Decker seems to allude to in his Satiromastix : " Our unhandsome-faced
poet does play at bo-peep with your grace, and cries,

—

^All hid, as boys
do.''

"

—

Hanmer.

"5y his cockle hat and staff.

And his sandal shoon."—Act IV. Sc. 5.

This is the description of a pilgrim. While this kind of devotion was
in favour, love-intrigues were carried on under that mask. The cockle-

shell hat was one of the essential badges of this vocation ; for the chief
places of devotion being beyond sea, or on the coasts, the pilgrims were
accustomed to put cockle-shells in their hats, to denote the due pertorm-

ance of their vows.— Wauburton.

" The owl was a baker's daughter."—Act IV. Sc. 5.

This is a common story among the vulgar in Gloucestershire, and is

thus related: "Our Saviour went into a baker's shop, where they were
baking, and asked for some bread to eat. The mistress of the shop imme-
diately put a piece of dough into the oven to bake for him ; but was rep-

rimanded by her daughter, who insisted that the piece of dough was toe'

large, and reduced it to a very small size. The dough, however, imme-
diately afterwards began to swell, and presently became of a most enor-

mous size. Whereupon, the baker's daughter cried out— ' Heugh, heugh,

heugh !' which owl-like noise probably induced our Saviour, for her wick-

edness, to transform her into that bird."

—

Douce.

" By Saint Charity."—Act IV. Sc. 5.

In the scene between the bastard Faulconbridge and the friars and
nun, in The First Part of the Troublesome Raigne of King John,—''The
nunne swears by Gis, and the friar prays to Saint Wilhnld (another

obsolete saint mentioned in King Lear), and adjure him by Saint Charitie

to hear them."

—

Blackstone.

" There's rosemary, that'sfor remembrance."—Act IV. Sc. 5.

Rosemary was anciently supposed to strengthen the memory, and was
not only carried at funerals, but worn at weddings. Thus, in The Noble
Spanish Soldier, 1634: "I meet few but are stuck with rosemary : every
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one askea me wno was to be married." Pansies is for thoughts, because

of its name, pensees ; so, in All Fools, a comedy by Chapman. 1605

:

" What flowers are these
'^

The pansie this.

O, that's for lovers' thoughts !"

Greene, m his Quip for an Upstart Courtier, 1620, calls fennel, women's
weeds, " fit generally for that sex, sith while they are maidens, they wish

wantonly." Columbines are thus mentioned by Chapman in his All

Fools:

" What's that ?— a columbine ?

No : that thankless flower grows not in my garden."

Ophelia calls rue the herb of frrace : the following passage from a Quip
for an Upstart Courtier, is much to the purpose :

" Some of them smiled

and said rue was called lierbe grace, which, though they scorned in their

youth, they might weare in their age, and that it was never too late to

say miserere^ In the same work, the emblematical character of the

daisy is thus given: "Next them grew the disseinblina: daisy, to warne
such light-of-love wenches not to trust every fairie promise that such

amorous bachelors make them." The violet is thus characterized in an
old collection of sonnets, printed 1584

:

"Violet is for faithfulnesse.

Which in me shall abide;

Hoping likewise that from your heart

You will not let it slide."

" To play at loggats with them."—Act V. Sc. 1.

This is a game still played in several parts of England. A stake is

fixed into the ground ; those who play, throw loggats at it, and he that

is nearest the stake wins: we have seen it played at sheep-shearing
feasts, where the winner was entitled to a black fleece, which he after-

wards presented to the farmer's maid to spin, for the purpose of making a
petticoat, and on condition that she knelt down on the fleece, to be kissed

by all the rustics present.

—

Steevens.

" The age is grown so picked.'^—Act V. Sc. 1.

This alludes to a very absurd fashion. Shoes with pointed toes, of a

monstrous length, were so generally worn in England, that it was re-

strained at last by proclamation, so long ago as the .5th of Edward IV.,

when it was ordered, " Tiiat the beaks or pykes of shoes and boots should

not pass two inches, upon pain of cursing by the clerj:y, and forfeiting

twenty shillings, to be paid, one noble to the king, another to the cord-

vvainers of London, and the third to the chambcrof London : and for other

countries and towns, the like order was taken. Before this time, and
since the year 148'-2, the pykes of shoes and boots were of such length,

that they were tain to be tied up to the knee with chains of silver, and
gilt, or at least silken laces.

—

Steevens.

" In the bilboes.'"—Act V. Sc. 2.

The bilboes is a bar of iron with fetters annexed to it, by which disor-

derly or mutinous sailors were anciently linked together. The word is

derived from liilbon, a jilace in Spain, famous for its steel manufactures-

The legs of persons suffering the punishment were connected so closely,

that it was impossible for one to move without distressing the other; sc
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that any attempt to rest undei such circumstances was wholly fruitless.

The bilboes are still shown in the Tower of London, among the othel

spoils of the Spanish Armada.—Steevens.

" I once did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair
"—Act V. Sc. 2.

" I ha"e, in my time (says Montaigne), seene some, who, by writing,

did earnestly get both their titles and living, to disavow their apprentis-

sage, marre tiieir pen, and affect the ignorance of so vntgar a qualitie."

So, in Fletcher's Woman-Hater:— '• 'Tis well, and you liave learned to

write a bad hand, that the readers may take pains tor it. Your lordship

hath a secretary that can write fair when you purpose to be understood."

BoSWELL.

"Hangers."—Act V. Sc. 2.

Under this term were comprehended four graduated straps, &.C., that

hung down in a belt on each side of its receptacle for the sworJ. I have
Been a most gorgeous belt of this description, at least as old as the time

of James I. It was of common velvet, embroidered with gold, and had

belonged to the Somerset family. Pope mistook the meaning of thia

term, conceiving it to signify " short pendulous broad-swords."

Steevens.

OTHELLO.

" Special officers of night."—Act I. Sc. 2.

Shakspeare must have read the Commonwealth and Government of

Venice, translated by Lewkenor, in which the following passage occurs:
" For the greater expedition thereof, of these kinds of judgments, the

heads or cliieftains of the ojjicers by night do obtain the authority of which
the advocators are deprived. These officers of the night are six, and six

likewise are those meane officers, that have only power to correct base

vagabonds and trifling offences."

—

Malone.

" Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you,

Against the general enemy Ottoman."—Act I. Sc. 3.

It was part of the policy of the Venetian state, never to entrust the

command of an army to a native. " To exclude therefore (says Conta-

reno, as translated by Lewkenor, l."i99,) from the Venetian state, the

danger or occasion of ambitious enterprises, our ancestors held it a better

course to defend the dominions on the continent with foreign mercenary
soldiers than with the home-bred citizens. Their charges and yearly

occasions of disbursement are likewise very great ; for alwaise they do
entertain in honorable sort with great provision a caplaine generalle,

who alwaise is a stranger borne.—Malone.

" The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders."—Act I. Sc. 3.

The Cannibals and Anthropophagi were known to an English audi-

ence before Shakspeare introduced them. In The History of Orlando
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Purioso. played before Elizabetli, they are mentioned, and Raleigh

speaks of people vvliose heads appear not above their shnvlders. Histo-

ries, says Gilpin, in a sermon before Edward IV., notice "a people called

Anthropophagi, eaters of men." In Ilackluyl's Voyages, 159?:^, we find

this passage: "On that branch which is called Caora, are a nation of

people whose heades appear not above their shoulders: they are reported

to have their eyes in their shoulders, and their mouthes m the middle

of their breastes."

—

Rekd and Steevens.

" Thrice driven bed of down."—Act I. Sc. 3.

A driven bed is a bed for which the feathers are selected, by driving

with a fen, which separates the light from the heavy.

—

Johnso.n.

"As luscious as locusts."—Act I. Sc. 3.

The fruit of the locust tree is a long black pod, that contains the seeds,

among which there is a very sweet luscious juice, of much the same con-

sistency as fresh honey.

—

Steevens.

" Though that her jesses were mv dear heart-strings."—Act III. Sc. 3.

Jesses are short straps of leather tied about the foot of a hawk, by
which she is held on the fist.

—

Hanmer.

if the general camp,
Pioneers and all."—Act III. Sc. 3.

Pioneers were generally degraded soldiers, appointed to the office of
pioneer as a punishment for misbehaviour. " A soldier ought ever to

retaine and keepe his armes in saftie and forthcoming, for he is more to

be detested than a coward, that will lose or play away any part thereof,

or refuse it for his ease, or to avoid paines; wherefore such a one is to be
dismissed with punishment, or to be made some abject pioneer." The
Art of War, by E. Davies, 1619.

—

Grose.

" Crusadoes."— Act III. Sc.4.

The crusado is so called from the cross which is stamped upon it; it is

a Portuguese coin, in value about tliree shillings of our money.

—

Gret.

•^And it was died in mummy."—Act III. Sc. 4.

The balsamic liquor running from mummies, was formerly celebrated

for its anti-epileptic virtues. We are now wise enough to know that the

qualities ascribed to it are all imaginary. Mummy, however, is still

much coveted by painters, as a transparent brown colour which throws a
warmth into tlieir shadows.

—

Steevens.

" If that the earth should teem rvilh woma7i\s tears.

Each drop she fills, icoiild prove a crorodile."—Act IV. Sc. 1.

Shakspeare here alludes to the fabulous accounts of crocodiles. "It ia

written (says Buliokar), that he shall weep over a man's head, when he
hath devoured the body, and then will eat up the head too. Wherefore,
in Latin tliere is a proverb, crocodili lachrymcE, crocodile's tears, to si(T«

nify such tears as are fained." It appears, that a dead crocodile, "but
in perfect forme,"' of about nme feet long, iiad been e.\hib'ted in London
in our poet's lime.

—

Malone.

3k*
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*' For a joint ringy— Act IV. Sc. 3.

The nature of a joint ring will be best explained by a passage in Dry-

den's Don Sebastian

:

a curious artist wrought them,
With joints so close as not to be perceiv'd

;

Yet are they both each other's counterpart

:

Her part had .Tuan inscrib'd, and his had Zayda,
(You know those names are theirs) and in the midst,

A heart divided in two halves was plac'd.

Now if the rivets of those rings inclos'd.

Fit not each other, I have forg'd this lye:

But if they join, you must for ever part."

" Chrysolite:'—Act V. Sc. 1.

Pliny informs us, that Ptolemy Philadelphus had a statue of his wife,

Arsinoe, made of one topas, four cubits in length. Topaz and chrysolke

were once used as synonymous terms.

—

Plumtree.



NOTE.

fN order that this edition of Shakespeare might be more

complete, it has been deemed requisite that a collection

of gems be appended to it. Our design is not to give

a complete Concordance of Shakespeare's words, which would

imply the duplicating of the same passage as well as the in-

troduction of many thousands of trivial passages, but rather

to select all the desirable quotations (care being taken that

complete sense was retained) and insert them once, taking for

the initial word that which in our opinion is the most prom-

inent.

The usual reference to Play, Act and Scene has been

dropped, and that of Play, Volume and Page adopted. For

rapid and accurate reference, the advantage of this over the

other method will readily be appreciated.
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CONCORDANCE.

ABA ^T
Abandoned.—Left and a. of his velvet friends A. V. L.

Abide.—Lot no m.in a. this deed but we the doers y. C.

Abjured.—For whose dear love . . . she hath a. the sight of men Tw. iV.

Abortivu.—If ever he have child a. be it R. HI.

Abraham.—Conduct his sweet soul to the bosom of good old A R. II.

Absolute.—How a. the knave is ! Ham.
Absolved.—Your great goodness, out of holy pity, a. him with an axe...//. VIII.

Abstr.\cts.—They are the a. and brief chronicles of the time Ham.
Abusi.ng of God's patience and the King's English M. IV. VK
Abysm.—In the dark backward and a. of time Tern.

Accidents.—.Moving a. by flood and field Oth.

'Accost ' is front her; bo.irdher; woo her ; assail her Ttv. N.
Account.—Sent to my a. with all my imperfections on my head Ham.
Accoutred.—Upon the word a. as I w-is, I plunged in..., y. C.

Ache.—Charm a. with air, and agony with words M. Ado.
Achiever.—.Axictory is twice itselfwhen thea. brings home full mxmhitx^.M.Ado.

Aconitum.—^Though it do work as strong as a. or rash gunpowder 2 H. IV.

Acres.—Holy fields over whose a. walked those blessed feet i H. IP'.

Act.—Be great in a., as you have been in thought K. y.

Action.—In such business «. . ... is eloquence Cor.

Suit the a. to the word ; and the word to the a Ham.
Actor.—After a well-graced a. leaves the stage R- II.

Adam.—A.' s sons are my brethren .'/. Ado.
Had he been A. he had tempted Eve L. L. L.

A. was a gardener 2 //. VI.

A. was the first that ever bore arms Ham.
Whipped the offending A. out of him H. V.

Adder.—Whose tongue more poisonous than thea.'j tooth 3 //. VI.

It is the bright day that brings forth the a y. C.

Admirable.—In form and moving how express and a. ! Ham.
Admittance.—'Tis gold which buys a Cym.
Adork.— I did a. a twinkling star, but now I worship a celestial sun... T. G. V.

Adorer.—I profess myself her a,, not her friend Cym.
Advance.—The fringed curtains of thine eye a Tem.
Advance.ment.—Do not think I flatter, for whata. may I hope from thee.//<j/«.

Advantage.—Made use and fair a. of his days T. G. V.^

Were nailed for our a. on the bitter cross i H. IV.

Let's away ; a. feeds him fat, while men delay i //. IV.

A. is a better soldier than rashness // V.

Take all the swift a. of the hours A'. ///.

Has an eye can stamp and counterfeit a Otii.

Advantageous.—Here is everything a., to life : True ; save means to live. Tem.
Adventure.—I would a. for such merchandise R. <&» y.

Adversaries.—Do as a. do in law, strive mightily, but eat and drink. Tarn. S/i.

Mounting barbed steeds, to fright the souls of fearful a R. III.

Adversary.—A stony a., an inhuman wretch Mer. V.

Yet am I noble, as the a. I come to cope A". Z,.

Adversity.—Sweet are the uses of a., which like the toad ugly and...^J. K. L.

Let me embrace thee, sour rt. . . . men say it is the wisest course ...3 //. VI.

A.'s sweet milk, philo-.ophy, to comfort thee R <Sr» y.
Advertisement.—My griefs cry louder than a M. Ado.
Advice.—Restored with good a. and little medicine 2 H. IV.

Take a homely man's a., be not found here Alac.

Advisings.—Fasten your ear on my a M./or M.
Akrv.—Your a. buildeth in our a.'s nest R. III.

Our a. buildeth in the cedar's top and dallies with the wind A". ///.

/Esop.—Let /E. fable in a winter's night 3 H. VI.

./Etna.—Now let hot /JL. cool in Sicily Tim. A.
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Afeard.—A conqueror, and a. to speak ! L. L. L. i 503
I am a. there are few die well, that die in battle H. V. 2 596
Fie, my Lord, fie ! A soldier and a. / Mac. 2 248

Affairs.—Hope is a curtail-dog in some a M. W. IV. i 146
There is a tide in the a. of men, which taken at the flood y. C. 3 625

Affect.—Lest it be rather thought you a. a sorrow than have it A/i's /K i 648
I do «. a sorrow indeed, but I have it too All's IV. i 648

Affection.—She loves him with an enraged a. ; it is past the infinite..;)/. Ado. i 349
Pleasant without scurrility, witty without a L. L. L. i 489

Affections.—Let thy love be younger than thyself, or thy » cannot hold.. 7"to. .iV. i 218

Age.—Let them die that rt. and sullens have R. II. 2 345
The silver livery of advised a z H. VI. 3 81

That which should accompany old a., as honor, love, obedience Mac. 2 250
A. cannot wither her, nor custom stale her infinite variety A. <V C. 4 29
You see me here—a poor old man as full of grief as a K. L. 4 352

Agony.— Mirth cannot move a soul in a L. L. L. 1 510
Air.—With her breath she did perfume the a Tatn. Sh. 2 18

The a. a chartered libertine, is still H. V. 2 553
Airs.—Bring with thee a. from heaven, or blasts from hell Ham. 4 494
Airy.—Gives to a. nothing, a local habitation and a name M. N. D. i 434
Albion.—That nook-shotten isle of ^ H. V. 2 583
Ale.—Because thou art virtuous, shall there be no more cakes and a. ?... Tzv. N. 1 215
All.—My pretty ones? Did you say a. .^ O, hell-kite! A.? Mac. 2 246
Take him for a. in a., I shall not look upon his like again nam. 4 488

Allow not nature more than nature needs K. L. 4 352
Alone.—She is a, then let her a T. G. V. i 93
Ambition.—Fling away a., by that sin fell the angels H. VIII. 3 307
Love and meekness, lord, become a churchman better than a H. VIII. 3 325
.<4. should be made of sterner stuff J. C. 3 611

Vaultings, which o'erleaps itself, and falls Mac. 2 210
Ambitious.—As he was valiant I honor him ; as he was a. I slew him y. C. 3 610
Amen.— I had most need of blessing, and A. stuck in my throat Mac. 2 214
Anatomy.—A mere a., a mountebank, a threadbare juggler Com. E. 2 192
Ancestors.—Ail his a. that come after him M. W. IV. i 131

Give him a statue with his a y C. 3 610
Angels.—Plays such fantastic tricks . . . as make the a. weep M./or M. i 278

.^. and ministers of grace, defend us ! Be thou Ham. 4 494
Anger.—A countenance more in sorrow than ma Ham. 4 4K9
Animal.—But such a poor bare forked a. as thou art K. L. 4 360
Annals.—If you have writ your a. true 'tis there Cor. 3 571
Answer.—Here I stand to a. thee, or any he 3 //. VI. 3 109
Ape.—This is the a. of form, monsieur the nice L. L. L. i 497
O sleep thou a. of death ! Cym. 4 118

Apollo.—As sweet and musical as bright A.'s lute L. L. L. i 485
^. plan's, and twenty caged nightingales do sing Tarn. Sh. 2 11

Apparel.—-Rich not gaudy, for the a. oft proclaims the man Ham. 4 492
Appetite.—Cloy the . . . edge of «. by bare imagination of a feast R. II. 2 340
Now good digestion wait on a., and health on both ! Mac. 2 228
As if increase of d. had grown by what it fed on Ham. 4 487

Applaud.—I would a. thee to the very echo Mac. 2 251
Appliance.—Temperance, that's the a. which your disease requires...//. VIII. 3 259
With all a.s and means to boot 2 H. IV. 2 504

Apprehension.—The sen.se of death is most in a M./or M. i 288
Approved.—Of a. valor and confirmed honesty M. Aria, i 345
April.—Men are A. when they woo, December when they wed A. V. L. i 627
Argument.—They fought, and sheathed their swords for lack of a H. V. 2 576

Rightly to be' great is not to stir without great a Ham. 4 545
Arm.—This a. shall do it, or this life be spent R. II. 2 329
Both together are confident against the world in a.s i H. IV. 2 458
Or take a.s against a sea of troubles Ham. 4 519

Armed.—Thrice is he ii. that hath his quarrel just 2//. VI. 3 50
No terror . . . in your threats—for I am a. so strong in honesty y. C. 3 621

Arrows.—The slings and «. of outrageous fortune Ham. 4 519
Art.—Dear nurse of rt. J, plenties, and joyful births H. V. 2 619
More matter, with less rt. . . . Madam, I swear I use no a Ham. 4 506

Artificer.—Another lean, unwashed a , A', y. 2 303
Aspiring.—Will the a. blood of Lancaster, sink in the ground ! 3//. VI. 3 157
Ass.—Write me down an a M. Ado. i 375
Your dull a. will not mend his pace with beating Ham. 4 558

Assume a virtue if you have it not Ham. 4 538
Assurance.— I'll make a. double sure Mac. 2 236
Every god did . . . set his seal to give the world «. of a man Ham. 4 536

Attendance.—To dance a. on their lordships' pleasures H. VIII. 3 323
Audit. — And how his «. stands who knows save Heaven? Ham. 4 534
Aurora.—To draw the shady curtains from A.'s bed R. &' y. 4 405
Authority.—Man, proud man, dressed in a little brief a M./or M. i 278
Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! let the earth hide thee Mac. 2 230
Avouch.—The sensible and true a. of mine own eyes Ham. 4 481
Awe.—I had as lief not be as live to be in a. of such a thing as I myself... y. C. 3 579
Aweary.—I am «. of this moon; would he would change ! M. N. D. i 440
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B.

Babbled.—His nose was sharp, and a' h. of green fields //. V.

Babe.—For I am rough, and woo not like a b 7a;«. Sk.

I know . . . how tender 'tis to love the b. that milks me Mac.
Bachelor.—When I said I would die a b., I did not think I should M. Ado.
Back.—Time hath ... a wallet at his b. wherein he puts alms 7V. &' Cr.

At least we'll die with harness on our b Mac.
Backing.—Call you that b. of your friends ? A piague upon such b....\ H. IV.

Bad.—Thus b. begins and worse remains behind - I/atii,

A miscreant, too good to be so, and too b. to live R. //.

Badge.—Sufferance is the b. of all our tribe Mer. V.

Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite M. Ado.
Baked.—Funeral b. meats did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables Ham.
Ballad.— I love a i^. . . . if it be doleful matter merrily set down W. Tale.

1 love a b. in print . . . for then we're sure they are true //'. Tale.

Ballad-mongers.—Than one of these same metre b i H. IV.

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course Mac.
Band.—We few, we happy few, we b. of brothers H. /'.

Bandy.— I will not b. with thee word for word, but buckle thee 3 H. VI.

Banishment.— Eating the bitter bread of b R. II.

Banners.—Hang out our b. on the outward walls _ Mac.
Bargain.— In the way of i5. .. . I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair... i //. /{-'.

Barn.—He loves his own b. better than he loves our house i H. IV.

Base is the slave th it pays H. V.

Who is here so /. that would be a bondman ? J. C.

To what i5. uses we may return, Horatio Ila^n.

Baseless.—Like the b. fabric of this vision — Tevt.

Bastinado.—He gives the b. with his tongue ; our ears are cudgelled A', y.
Bated.—With b. breath, and whispering humbleness - M-er. V.

Bath.—Sore labor's ^. . . . great nature's second course _ Mac.
BATTALioNS.^They come not single spies, but in b _ Ham.
Battle.—In plain shock and even play of b _ // y.

Bauble.—For that I know an idiot holds his b. for a god „ Tit. An.
Be.—To b. or not to b., that is the question - Ham.
Beadles.—Have you not b. in your town, and things called whips?—2 H. VI.

Be-all.—That but this blow might be the b. and the end-all Mac.
Beak.—Approach you like the rugged Russian b Mac.

Valiant as the lion, churlish as the b — - />. <5^ Cr.

Beard.—Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send thee a b Tiv. N.
Whose b. the silver hand of peace hath touched - 2 H. IV.

Beakded.—Full of strange oaths antl b. like a pard A. V. L.
Am I dared and b. to my face? — 1 H. VI.

Beast.—No b. so fierce, but knows some touch of pity A'. ///.

Shall find the unkindest b. more kinder than mankind Tim. A.
O judgement ! thou art fled to brutish .i^.i-, and men J. C.

Beautiful.—She's b., and therefore to be wooed ; She is a woman— i H. IV.
Beauty.—Something stained with grief, that's b.'s canker.. _ Tetn.

The lover . . . sees Helen's b. in a brow of Egypt M. N. D.
B.'s ensign ... is crimson in thy lips, and in thy checks R. <Sr= y.

Beaver.— \ saw young Harry, with his b. on ; his cuisses„ i H. IV.

Becomes.—In peace there's nothing so b. a man, as modesty //. V.

Bed.—One heart, one b., two bosoms, and one troth M. A'. D.
Bedfellows.—Misery acquaints a man with strange b 'lem.

Bee.—Where the b. sucks, there suck I Tevt.

Like the b. culling from every flower _ 2 H. /K
We . . . like the i^..f are murdered for our pains 2 H. IP'.

Beek.— I will make it felony to drink small b 2 H. IV.
Beetle.—The poor 1^. ... in corporal suffering finds a pang as gre3.t.M./or M.
Beggar.—When b.s die there are no comets seen y. C.

A b. begs that never begged before A. //.

£.s mounted run their horse to death 3 H IT.

B. that I am. I am even poor in thanks Ham.
Beggared.—For her own person, it /'. all description A. ^ C.

Begins.—Thus bad b., and worse remains behind Ham.
Beginning.—That is the true b. of our end M. A'. D.
Beguile.— I . . . often did b. her of her tears, when I did speak 0th.

And f.un I would /'. the tedious day with sleep Ham.
Bell.—He hath a heart as sound as a b., and his tongue the clapper. ...71/. Ado.

If ever you . . . have been where b.s have knoUed to church A. J'. L.

B., book, and candle shall not drive me back A", y.

Like sweet b.s jangled out of tune and harsh Ham.
Bend.—That same eye whose b. doth awe the world y. C.

Benediction.—The b. of these covering heavens fall on their heads C'vm.

Bknison.—The bounty and the b. of heaven to boot A". L.
Bent.—They fool me to the top of my b Ham.
Beshrew me but I love her heartily Mer. V.

Best.—So perfect, and so peerless . . . of every creature's ^ Tern.
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Best.—They say b. men are moulded out of faults M.for M.
Betimes.—Not to be abed after midnight is to be up b Tw. N.
Better.—His b. doih not breathe upon the earth R. III.

What you do still b.s what is done W< Tale.

Poor Jack, farewell, I could have b. spared a b. man i H. II'.

I said an elder soldier not a b. : Did I say 'b. ?

'

y. C.

Bezonian.—Under wliich King B. ? Speak or die 2 H. IK
UiK0 —The b. of dawning singeth all night long : and they say Ham.
BiKTH.—At my b. the frame and huge foundation of the earth shaked..i //. II'.

At my i^. the front of heaven was full of fiery shapes i H. IV.

The owl shrieked at thy b., an evil sign 3 H. VI.

Biscuit.—As dry as the remainder (5. after a voyage : A. Y. L.

Bites.—The air i^. shrewdly. ... It is a nipping and an eager air Ham.
Black.—Hung be the Heavens with b.. Yield dayto night i H. VI.

Blackberries.—If reasons were as plentiful as b i H. IV.

Blasphemy.—That in the captain . . . which in the soldier is flat b...M./or M.
Blast.—When the b. of war blows in our ears, then H. V.

Blessed —Rude am I . . . and little b. with the soft phrase of peace O/h.

Blessedness.—Grows, lives, and dies in single 6 M. N. D.
Blest.—It is twice b.; it blesseth him that gives and him Mer. V.

Blind.—If love be b., it best agrees with night R. &" y.

Blocks.—You b., you stones, you worse than senseless things J . C.

Blood.—This bond does give you here no jot of b Mer. V.

Which b. like sacrificing Abel's cries R. II.

RedemiJtion by Christ's dear b. shed for R. III.

Will all great Neptune's ocean wa^h this b. clean? Mac.
They say b. will have b Mac.

Blossoms.—To-day he puts forth the tender leaves ofhopes,to-morrow b..H. VIII.

Blow winds and cr.tck your cheeks ! Rage ! b. ! K. L.
Blunt as the fencer's foils which hit but hurt not M. Ado.
Blushing.—Blossoms and bears his b. honors thick upon him H. VIII.

Boats.—Light b. sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep 7>. <5r= Cr
Bodies.—So with two seeming b., but one heart M. N. D.
Body.—I never knew so young a h. with so old a head Mer. V.

What is the b. when the head is off 3 H. VI.

Bold.—Thou art too wild, too rude, and b. of voice Mer. V.

Had you been as wise as b., young in limbs, in judgment old Mer. V.

Bondage is hoarse and may not speak aloud R. &" y.

Bond.— Is it so nominated in the b. ? Mer. V.

Bones.—The evil . . . the good is oft interred with their ^ y. C.

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my b K. y.

Book.—My b., wherein my soul recorded ... all her thoughts R. III.

Deeper than did ever plummet sound, I'll drown my B Tein.

B.s in the running brooks, sermons in stones A. y. L.
Bookish.—Leave the society . . . in i^. . . . company of this female. .../J. Y. L.
Boots.— It b. not to resist both wind and tide 3 H. VI
Bootless.—Spend his prodigal wits in b. rhymes _ L. L. L.
Born.— I was not b. under a rhyming planet M. Ado.
Borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry Ham.
Bosom.—Two b.s interchained with an oath M. N. D.
My b.'s lord sits lightly on his throne R. <J^ y.

Bounce.—He speaks plain cannon-fire, and smoke, and b K. y.

Bountiful.—Wondrous affable and as b. as mines of India i H. IV.
Bourn.—The undiscovered country, from whose b. no traveller Ham.
Bowels.—Thus far into the b. of the land R. III.

Brack.— I had rather, lady, hear my b. howl in Irish i H IV.
Braggard.—O b. vile and damned furious wight H. V.

Brain.—A false creation proceeding from a heat-oppressed b Mac.
Shall . . . these paper bullets of the ^. awe a man M. Ado.
This is the very coinage of your b Hain.
Putan enemy in their mouths to steal away their b Oth.
Not Hercules could have knocked out his b., for he had none Cym.
The times have been that when the b.s were out the man would die Mac.

Brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor braved Tarn. Sh.
Breach.—A custom more honored in the b. than the Ham.
Once more unto the b., dear friends, once more H. V.

Breakf.\st.—Read . . . and then to b. with what appetite you may..//. VIII.

Breast.—My sighing b. shall be thy funeral bell 3 H. VI.

Breast-plate.—What stronger b. than a heart untainted 2 H. VI.

Breath.—If words be b. and b. life, I have no life to breathe Ham.
Breed.—Rome, thou hast lost the b. of noble bloods y. C.

Brevity is the soul of wit Hatn.
Bribes.—Shall we now contaminate our finders with base b. ? y. C.

Bride.—If I must die I will encounter darkness as a b M./or M.
Brief as the lightning in the coUied night .". - M. N. D.
Britain.—Prithee think, there's livers out of B Cytn.

Brooch.—He is the b., indeed, and gem of all the nation Ham.
Brood.—Something . . . o'er which his melancholy sits on <5 Ha7>i.

Brook.—I better b. the loss of brittle life, than those proud titles i H. IV.
Soldiers as little should b. wrong as gods Tim. A.
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V. p.

Brother.—He to-day that sheds his blood with me shall be my 6... H. V.

Bkow.—This man's b., like to a title-leaf, foretells 2 H. II'.

Upon his b. shame is ashamed to sit R. &^ y.
Bkuit.—The b. is—Hector's slain, and by Achilles TV. &" Cr.
Bud.—But let concealment like a worm i' the b., feed Tw. N.
Budget.— I come to her . . . and cry /«»;«, and she cries /i M. W W.
Buffet.—O, I could divide myself and ^o to b.s i //. IV.
Buff-jerkin.— Is not a i5. a most sweet robe of durance i H. IV.
Bush.—Good wine needs no b A. Y. L.
Busied.—Affections . . . that most are b. when they're most alone R. dr" jf.

Butt.— I am your b. and I abide your shot 3 // VI.

Buxom.—Firm and sound of heart, of b. valor H. V.
By-drinkings.—You owe money . . . Sir John, for diet and ^ 1 H. IV.

c.

Cabined.—Now I am c, cribbed, confined Afac.

C-ESAR.—Conjure . . . Brutus will start a spirit as soon as C jf. C.

Upon what food doth this our C. feed, that he is grown so great? y C.

Not that I loved C. less, but . . . Rome more y C.

Great C. fell, O, what a fall was there y. C.

When that the poor have cried, C. hath wept y. C.

Imperious C. dead and turned to clay, might stop Ilai/e.

Calendar.—Let this hour stand aye accursed in thee /l/tic.

Calf.—Veal, quoth the Dutchman, is not veal a c. ? L. L. L.

Call.— I can c. spirits from the vasty deep i H. IV.
But will they come when you do c. for them i //. IV.

Calumnious.—Virtue itself 'scapes not <r. strokes Ham.
Calumny.—The shrug, the hum or ha, those petty brands that c IV. I'ale.

Be chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape c Ham.
Came.—He c , saw, and overcame L. I,. L.

Candle.—When the moon shone, we did not see the c Mer. V.

Out, out, brief <: .' Life's but a walking shadow Mac.
Canker.—Now ill c. -sorrow eat my bud, and chase A", y.

Banish the c. of ambitious thoughts 2 H. VI.

As in the sweetest bud the eating c. dwells 7" G. V.

Cannons.—The c. to the heavens, the heavens to earth -/Iain.

Cannot is false, and that I dare not falser i ...y C
Cap.— I will c. the proverb with 'there is flattery in friendship' // V.

Good men's lives expire before the flowers in their c.s Alac.

Capable.—For I am sick and c. of fears A', y.
Capeh.—Faith I can cut a c. and . . . mutton to 't Tm. jV.

Captivity.—Every bondman, . . . bears the power to cancel his c y. C.

Cards.—Have I not here the best c. for the game A', y.

Cake is no cure, but rather corrosive i H VI.

Casca.—See what a rent the envious C. made y. C.

Case.—A rotten c. abides no handling 2 H IV.

Dare no man answer in a, c. of truth i //. /'/.

Cassio, I love th^, but never more be officer of mine Ot/i.

Cassius.—C/esak cried, ' Help me C or I sink.' y. C.

Vond C. hath a lean and hungry look, he thinks too much y. C.

C. is aweary of the world, hated by one he loves y C.

Cast.— I have set my life upon a c, and I will stand the hazard R III.

Sicklied o'er with the pale c. of thought Ham.
Castle.—Our c.'s strength will laugh a siege to scorn Mac.
Catch.— If I can c. him once upon the hip, I will Mer. V.

Catching.—Sickness is c. , O, were favor so M. N. D.
Caucasus.—Who can hold fire ... by thinking on the frosty C. R. II.

Cauldron.— Fire burn and c. bubble Mac.
Cause.—As thy c. is right . . . so be thy fortune in this royal fight A". //.

God and our good c. fight upon our side R. III.

Hear me for my c, and be silent that y C.

Caviare —The play . . . was c. to the general Ham.
Cavil.— In a bargain . . . I'll r. on the ninth part of a hair iH.IV.
Celerity.—She has such a c. in dying, she is cunning A. &^ C.

Censure.—Take each man's c, but reserve thy judgement Ham.
Ceremony.—What have kings that privates have not, save c. ? H. V.

Be sick . . . and bid thy c. give thee cure //. /'.

When love begins to sicken . . . it uses an enforced c y. C.

Chamdereks,— Those soft parts of conversation that c. have Olh.
Chameleon.—Thee. Love can feed on air T. (7. V.

Champion.—To God, the widow's c and defence R. II.

Chance.— If c. will have me king, why, c. may crown me Mac.
Chances.— I spake of most disastrous c, of moving accidents Oth.
Changed to a worser shape thou canst not be 1 //. /

'/.

Chapmen.—As c. do, dispraise the thing that you desire to buy TV (r' Cr.

Chariot.—Her c. is an empty hazel-nut, made by the joiner squirrel../!?. ^^ y.
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Charity.—A hand open as day for melting c 2 H. IV. 2

Charmed.— I bear a c. life, which must not yield to one of woman \)oxvi....Mac. 2

Chaste.—Be thou as c. as ice, as pure as snow, ihou shalt not escape Havi, 4
I thought her as c as unsunned snow Cyiit. 4

Checked —Be c for silence, but never taxed for speech All's IV.

Cheek.— Let concealment, like a worm i' the bud, feed on her damask c. T-w. N.
Beauty's ensign ... is crimson in thy lips and in thy c R. £3' y.

Cheer.—Small c. and great welcome make a merry feast Com. Er.
Cherished.—The starved snake c. in your breasts will sting 2 H. VI.
Cherry.—We grew together like a double c. seeming parted M. N. D.
Chekudins.—Still quiring to the young-eyed c Mer. V.
Chewing the cud of sweet and bitter fancy A. Y. L.
Chickens.—All my pretty c. and their dam at one fell swoop? Mac.
Child.—It is a wise father that knows his own c Mer. V.
Sharper th.-in serpent's tooth it is to have a thankless c K. L.

Childish.—His big manly voice turning towards c. treble A. Y. L.
Childishness.—Second c. and mere oblivion, sans teeth, sans eyes A. Y. L.
Choice.—The c. and master spirits of this age y. C.

Christian.—How like a fawning publican . . . I hatehimforheisa C...7>/^>-. V.
This making of C.s will raise the price of hogs Mer. V.

Chronicle.—To suckle fools, and c. small beer Olh.
Church.—'Tis not so . . . wide as a <r. -door, but it is enough R. &" y.
Churchyards.—Where c. yawn, and hell itself breathes out contagion. ..//«;«.
Circumstance.—The sixth the lie with c, the seventh the lie direct....^. Y. L.
Each c. of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump Iiv. N.
What means . . . this peroration with such ir z H. VI.

Circumstances.—Strong c, which lead directly to the door of truth Oih.
Cite.—The devil can c. scripture for his purpose Mer. V.
Citizens.—Sweep on you fat and greasy c A. Y. L.
Civet.—Give me an ounce of r. . . . to sweeten my imagination K. L.
Civil.—Uttering such dulcet . . . breath that the rude sea grew c M. N. D.
Clay.—Men are but gilded loam or painted c R. II.

What hope, what stay, when this was now a king, and now is c. ? K. y.
Cleanly.—I'll purge . . . and live c. as a nobleman should do... i H. IV.
Cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff Mac.
Clear.—As c. as morning roses washed with dew Tavt. Sh.
This Duncan . . . hath been so c. in his great office Mac.

Cloak —'Tis not alone my inky c. . . . nor customary suits of sclemn..//a;«.
Clock.^Merry larks are ploughmen's c.s L L. L.
We fought a long hour by Shrewsbury c 1 H. IV.

Clothes.—Through tattered c small vices do appear K. L.
Cloud.—^^The more fair the sky, the uglier seem the c.s that in it fly R. II.

The morning's war, when dying c.s contend with growing light 3 H. VI.
Every c. engenders not a storm 3 H. VI.
Can such things be and overcome us like a summer c Mac.

Cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, the solemn temples Tem.
Cloy the edge of appetite, by bare imagination of a feast R. II.

Chitch.—Age, with his stealing steps, hath clawed me with his c Ham.
Come let me c. thee. I have thee not, and yet Mac.

CocK.^—The village c. hath twice done salutation to the morn R. III.

Coffin.—My heart is in the c. there with Csesar y. C.

Cog.— I cannot . . . smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive and c ^..R. III.

Cogitations.—This breast hath buried thoughts of great value, worthy c.y.C.
Coin.—Let . . . r., be thy damnation. Thou disease of a friend Tim. A.
Coinage—This is the verj' c. of your brain Ham.
Colossus.—He doth bestride the narrow world like a C. y. C.

Colts.—Young hot c. being raged, do rage the more A'. //.

Comb.—To c. your noddle with a three-legged stool TatJi Sh. 2

Combined.—That which c. us was most great, let not a leaner action. ..yi. <S^ C. 4
Come.—The cry is still, ' They c. !' Our castle's strength Mac. 2
Why did he swear he would r. . . and comes not A. Y. L. i

We were sad fearing you would not c, now sadder that you C07iie so. Ta»i. Sh. 2

C. what c. may. Time and the hour runs through the roughest day Mac. 2
Comfort.—He that . . . caters for the sparrow, be c. to my age A. Y. L. 1

Command.—I will be correspondent to c, and do my spiriting gently Tem. i

An eye like Mars, to threaten and c Ham. 4
Commandments.— I'll set my ten c. in your face 2 H. VI. 3
Commend.—We hold this virtue well. We'll but c. what we intend to

sell TV. dr' Cr. 3
Commodity.—That smooth-faced gentleman, ticklings A', y. 2

Common.—All the courses of my life show I am not . . . oi c. men i H. IV. 2

Thou knowst 'tis c, all that lives must die Ham. 4
Compact.—The lunatic, . . . and the poet are of imagination all c....j1/. A'. Z>. i

Companion.— I would not wish any c. in the world but you Tevi. i

Company, villainous c. hath been the spoil of me i H iV. 2

There's but a shirt and a half in all my c i H 11'. 2

Good c, good wine, good welcome, can make good people H. I'lII. 3
Comparisons are odorous M. Ado. i

Compass.—Pleasure . . . above the reach or c. of thy thought 2 H. VI. 3
Complexion.—He hath no drowning mark upon him, his c . is . . . gallows.. Tem. i
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V. p.

Compulsion.— If reasons were ... I would give no man a reason on c..\ H. IV.

Compunctious.—No c. visitmgs of nature shake my fell purpose Mac.
CoMRAiiE.—Di) not dull thy palm with . . . each new h.itched c Hani.

Conceit.—Like a strutting player whose c. lies in his hamstring Tr. <£^ Cr.

C. in weakest bodies strongest works Ham.
Conclusion.—O most lame and impotent c Oth.

Concord.—Hath no music ... is not moved with c. of sweet sounds. ../1/fr. V.

Had I the power, I should pour the milk of c. intj hell I^Iac.

Confidence.—Your wisdom is consumed in c J. C.

Confident.—As c. as is the falcon's flight against a bird A'. //.

Confirmations.—Trifles . . . are to the jealous c. strong as proofs of. Oth.

Conjuration.—What drugs, what charm, what c, what mighty magic?... OM.
Conned.—All his faults set in a note-book, learned, and c. by heart y. C.

Conscience.—Whose c. with injustice is corrupted 2 //. VI.

The worm of c. will begnaw thy soul A'. ///.

C. is but a word . . . devised to keep the strong in awe A'. ///.

Thus c. does make cowards of us all Ham.
Consideration . . . like an angel came and whipped H. V.

Constant.—O heaven ! were men but c. he were perfect T. G. V.

Friendship is c. in all other things save . . . love M. Ado.
To one thing c. never M. Ailo.

In thee appears the c. service of the antique world A. J'. L.

C. you are, but yet a woman i H. IV.

Consummation.—'Tis a c. devoutly to be wished Ham.
Contempt.—I hjpe, upon familiarity will grow more c M. IV. IV.

Content is our best havmg H. VIII.

Control.—But, O vain boast! Who can c. his fate ()//;.

Contumely.—The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's c Ham.
Convey, the wise it call. Steal ! foh ! M. W. IV.

Cony-catching.—Come you are so full of c Tarn. Sh.

Copy.—If you will lead these graces to the grave, and leave no c Tw. N.
Core.— I will wear him in my heart's c, ay in my heart of heart Ham.
Corinthian.—But a C, a lad of mettle, a good boy i H. IV.

Corn.—The gods sent not c. for the rich men only Cor.

Corners.—Come the three c. of the world in arms, and we shall shock them. A', y.

Corporal.—In c. sufferance feels a pangas great, as when a giant A\cii..M./orM.

CosTERMONGEK.—Virtue is of so little regard m these c. times 2 H. IV.

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy Ham.
Counsel.—Did you ne'er hear say : two may keep r. putting one away.../?. (5^ y.

Countenance.—A c. more in sorrow than in anger Ham.
Counterfeit.—He is but the c. of a man, who hath not the life of a man.i H. IV.

The c. presentment of two brothers Ham.
Country.—We are enow to do our c. loss H. V.

Who is here so vile that will not love his c y. C.

When it shall please my c. to need my death y. C.

Courage.—Screw your c. to the sticking-place, and we'll not fail Mac.
Course.—Whate'er the c. the end is the renown Alls IV.

Court.—A friend in the c. is better than a penny in the purse 2 //. IV.

Courteous.—This is called the retort c A. V. L.

Courtesy.—I am the very pink of c R. &" y.

Coventry.— I will not march through c. with them : that's flat i H. IV.

Cow.—God sends a curst c. short horns M. Ado.
Coward.— I call thee c. ! I'll see thee d—d ere I call thee r i H. IV.

Conscience is but a word that c.s use K. III.

C.s die many times before their deaths y. C.

Cracks.—Now c. a noble heart, good-night, sweet prince Ham.
Crack.—What, will the line stretch out to the c. of doom ? Mac.

Cranking.—See how this river comes me c. in i //. IV.

Craven.—No cock of mine : you crow too like a c Tain. Sh.

Cream.—Whose visages do c. and mantle like a standing pond Mer. V.

Created.—O you, so perfect and so peerless are c. , ofevery creature's best. 'Jem.

Creation,—A f ilse c. proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain Mac.
Creatures.—Kings it makes gods, and meaner c. kings K. HI.

Creature.—Cassius is a wretched c. and must bend . . . if Caesar nod.... ^'^ C.

Crests.—Let fall thy blade on vulnerable c, I bear a charmed life Mac.
Crimson.—A maid yet rosed over, with the virgin c. of modesty //. V.

Critical.—Do not put me to 't, for I'm nothing if not c Oth.

Crow.—Thee, doth sing as sweetly as the lark, when neither is attended, ^/fr. V.

Crown.—My c. is called content ; a c. it is that seldfim kings enjoy 3 // VI.

Cruel.—Let me be c, not unnatural; I will speak daggers Ham.
I must be c. only to be kind Ham.

Cunning.—Who>e red and white nature's own c. hand laid on Tvk N.
I am a simple woman, much too weak to oppose your c H. VIII.

Cupid's butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules' club L. L. L.
C.'s shaft quenched in the chaste beams of the watery moon M. N. D.

Curs.—Small c. are not regarded when they grin 2 H. VI.

Curled.—She shunned the wealthy c. darlings of our n.ition Oth.
Current.—We must take the c when it serves, or lose our ventures y. C.

Curses not loud but deep Mac.
Curtain.—Spread thy close c, love-performing night R. £^ y.
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808 CUS DIE
V. p.

Custom.—It is a c. more honored in the breach than the observance Ham. 4 493
Cut.—This was the most unkindest c. of all J C, 3 613

D.

Dagger.—Is this a d. which I see before me, the handle toward . . . "{....Mac.

I will speak d.s to her, but use none Ham.
Thy words . . . are bigger, for I wear not my d. in my mouth Cy?it.

Dallies.—Our aiery . . . d. with the wind and scorns the sun R. III.

Damnation —Trumpet-tongued against the deep d. of his taking off Mac.
Damned.—A knot you are oi d. blood-suckers R. HI.
What d. minutes tells he o'er, wht) dotes, yet doubts 0th.

Dancer.—God matched me with a good d M. Ado.
Danger.—Out of this nettle d., we pluck the flower, safety..... i H. IV.
She loved me for the (/.J I had passed. I . . . her that she did pity them. OM.

Dangerous.—He thinks too much, such men are d y. C.

Daniel.—A D. come to judgement! Yea, a V Mer. V.

A second D. ! I thank thee Jew for teaching me that word Mer. V.

Dare.—Letting 'I d. not' wait upon ' I would,' like the poor cat Mac.
Daughter.—Though I am a d. to his blood, I am not to his manners..71/!?r. V.

My d. ! O my ducats ! . . . Fled with a Christian Mer. V.

Dawning.—The bird of d. singeth all night long; and then Ham.
Day.—We have seen better ^.i^, and have with holy bell A. Y. L.
The d. shall not be up so soon as I K. y.
He that outlives . . . will stand a tiptoe when this t^. is named H. V.

Cry . . . ruin and decay ; The worst is death, and death will have his d..R. II.

In the midst of this bright shining d. I spy a black cloud 3 H. VI.

Let Hercules himself do what he may . . . the dog will have his d Ham.
My salad d.s, when I was green in judgement A. 6^ C. 4 21

Dead.—Unto the breach ! ... or close up the \9all with the English d...H. V. 2 576
The sheeted d. did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets Ham. 4 482

Deadly.—Hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent d. breach Oth.
Deaf.—Ears more d. than adders to the voice of any true decision.. Tr. (^ Cr.

Deal.—Gratiano speaks an infinite d. of nothing Mer. V.

Dearer.— I to myself am «/. than a friend T. G. V.

Dearest.—Would I had met my d. foe in heaven, or ever Ham.
Death.—The sense of d. is most in apprehension 31. for M.
Grim d. how foul and loathsome is thy image ! Tam. Sh.
To win renown even in the jaws of d K. y.

Nothipg we can call our own but d R, II.

Thou owest God 3. d. ... I would be loath to pay i //. IV.
A man can die but once; we owe God a d 2 H. IV.
Now by the d. of Him who died for all 2 H. VI.

D. makes no conquest of this conqueror, for now he lives on fame R. III.

The d. of each day's life, sore labor's bath I^Iac.

Our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty d. Mac.
Debonair.—As free, as d., unarmed as bending angels Tr. &" Cr.
Debt.—Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's d. Mac.
Deceit.—O, that d. should steal such gentle shapes R. III.

Deceivers.—Sigh no more, ladies . . . men were d. ever M. Ado.
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass M. N. D.
Deed.—^^How far that little candle . . . So shines a good ^. in a Mer. V.

Foul d.s will rise, though all the earth o'erwhelm them Ham.
This foul (/. shall smell above the earth y. C.

Do d.s to make heaven weep, all earth amazed Oth.
Such precious d.s in one that promised nought Cytn.

Deep.—Smooth runs the water where the brook is ^ 2 H. VI.

Deep-mouthed.—Rattle the welkin's ear, and mock the d. thunder K. y.

Deer.—Death hath not struck so fat a d., though many dearer 1 H. IV.
Why let the stricken d. go weep, the hart ungalled play Ham.
Mice, rats and such small d A'. L.

Delay.—Defer no time, d.s have dangerous ends i H. VI.

The law's d., the insolence of office Havi.
Delight. ^—These violent d.s have violent ends R. &' y.

Desert.—Use everj' man after his d., and who should escape whipping? Ham.
Despair.—Our crimes would d. if they were not cherished by All's IV.

Hope gives not so much warrant as d 2 H. IV.
Desperate —Diseases d. grown, by d. appliances are relieved Ham.
Devil.—Hell is empty, and all the d.s are here 7>;«.

Let the rf. be sometimes honored for his burning throne M./or M.
He must have a long spoon that sups with the d. Com. E.
D.'s soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light L. L,. L.
The d. can cite Scripture for his purpose Mer. V.

He will give the d. his due i H. IV.
Shame the d. by telling the truth : tell the truth and shame the d i //. IV.

Diana.—Let us be D.'s foresters, gentlemen of the shade i H. IV.
Die.—Ay, but torf., and go we know not where M./or M.
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V. p.

Die.—He is old, I young.—And may not young men d. as well as old. Tani. Sh.

I am afeard that few d. well, that ti. in battle //. V.

Difficulties.—All d. are but easy when they are known M./or M.
Digestion.—Now good d. wait on appetite, and health on both ]\Iac.

Dim.—So doth the greater glory d. the less Mer. V.

Direct.—He durst not give me the lie d A. Y. L.
Take note . . . O world, to be a', and honest is not .safe Olh.

Discontent.—For what's more miserable than d 2 H. V'l.

Now is the winter of our d. made glorious summer by this sun R. III.

Discourse.—A beast that wants d. of reason would have mourned longer.//aw.
He that hath made us with such large d. looking before and after Ham.

Discretion —The better part of valor is d 1 H. IV.
Disdain.—And the red glow of scorn, and proud d A. Y. L.
Disease.—Kill the physician and the fee bestow upon thy foul d A". L.
Dish.—Like fair fruit in an unwholesome d. are like to rot untasted..7V. Ss' Cr.

Let's carve him as a d. fit for the gods, not hew him as a carcass y. C.

Dismay.—With more d. I view the fight than those that make the iny.Mer. V.

Disorder.—You have . . . broke the good meeting with most admired d...Miic.

Dissension.— Civil (/. is a viperous worm i H. VI.

Distemper.—Upon the heat and flame of thy a". sprinkle cool patience.. ..//a;«.

Distribution.—So d. should undo excess, and each man have enough A". L.
Divers.—Time travels in d. paces with d. persons A. Y. L.
Divine.— It's a good rf_that follows his own instructing Mer. V.

Divinity.—There's such d. doth hedge a king, that treason Ham.
There'.s a d. that shapes our ends, rough hew them as we will Hatit.

Doctor.—By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death will .seize the d...Cyi>i.

Dog.—I'd ratherhear my a', bark at a crow, than a man swear he loves mn.M.Ado.
I had rather be at/, and bay the moon than such a Roman y. C.

Dole.—Happy man be his d. say 1, every man to his business i H. IV.
Done to death with slanderous tongues M. Ado.

If it were d. when it is d., then 'twere well, it were d. quickly Mac.
Doomsday.—The world's grown honest.—Then is d. near Ham.
Door-nail.—If I do not leave you all 3s dead as a d. 2 H. VI.

Double.—D., d. toil and trouble; fire burn and Mac.
Doubt truth to be a liar, but never d. I love Ham.

'Tis a shrewd d., though it be but a dream Oth.
Dove.—Seems he a d., his feathers are but borrowed 2 H. VI.

Dovecote.—Like an eagle in a d., I fluttered your Voices in Corioli Cor.

Dram.—Every d. of woman's flesh is false, if she be IV. Tale.

Dream.—To die, to sleep ; to sleep : perchance to d Ham.
Dreams which are the children of an idle train begot of nothing R. &^y.
We are such stuff as d. are made of Tern.

What d. may come when we have shuffled off this mortal coil Ham.
Drink.—These clothes are good enough to d. in ; and so be those boots. Tw. N.
He's in the third degree of d. ; he's drowned Tw. N.
Alas ! it cried ' Give me some d., Titonius,' as a sick girl y. C.

Drop.—The wide sea hath d.s too few to wash her clean again M. Ado.
I to the world am like a d. of water, that seeks another d Com. E.

Drown.—O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to d R. III.

Drum.—The spirit-stirring d., the ear-piercing fife Oth.
Drunk.— I'll ne'er be d. again, but in honest . . . godly company M. IV. VV.

If I be d., I'll be d. with those that have the fear of God M. IV. W.
Dry.—When I was d. with rage and extreme toil i H. IV.

Dudgeon.— I see thee still, and on thy blade and d. gouts of blood Mac.
Dukedom.—Me, poor man, my library was d. large enough Tem.
Dulcet.—Uttering such d. and harmonious breath M. N. D.
Dust.—Lads and giils all must as chimney-sweepers come to d. Cym.

E.

Eagle.—A lover's eye will gaze an e. blind L. L. L.
Eagles.—Drones suck not E. blood, but rob bee-hives 2 H. VI.

Earnest.—Turned my feigned prayer, and gave in e. what I begged R. III.

Ear.—Which falls into my e.s as profitless as water in a sieve ^t. Ado.
Pitchers have e.s, and I have many servants Tarn. Sh.

It came o'er my e., like the sweet sound that breathes Tw. N.
Steed threatens steed . . . piercing the night's dull e H. IV.
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope's e A', b' y.

Lend me yoi.r e.s, I came to bury Caesar not to praise him y. C.

That keep the word of promise to the e. and break it to our hope Mac.
Give every man thy e., but few thy voice Ham.

Earth.—I say the e. did shake when I was born 1 //. IV.
There arc more things in heaven and e., Horatio, than Ham.

Ease.—Shall I nut take my e. in mine inn but have my pocket picked?..! // //
'.

East.—An hour before the . . . sun peered forth the . . . window of lhe^..A' <^^y.

Easy.—'Tis as e. as lying Ham.
Eat.— I promised to tr. all his kilting M. Ado.
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Eat.—Will you not e. your word ? With no sauce that can be devised..7Ii. Ado.
Eaten.—He halh e. me out of house and home 2 H. IV.
Echoes.—He e. me, as if there was some monster in his thoughts 0th.
Eel.—Is the adder better tlian the e., becausehis painted skin Tatit.Sh.

Egg.—Thy head is as full of quarrels as an e. is full of meat R. b' y.
Elder.—Let still the woman take one e. than herself Tiv. N.
Elegies.—Hang odes upon hawthorns, and e. on brambles A. Y. L.
ELOQrEN'T.—No matter how witty, so it be e., and full of invention Tvi. N.
Give it breath . . . and it will discourse you most e. music Ham.

Empeuor.—Your worm is your only e. for diet Ham.
Empty.—About his shelves a beggarly account of e. boxes R. &^ y.
Emulator.—An envious e. of every man's good parts A. Y. L.
End.—'Tis a physic that's bitter to sweet e M./or M.
That is the true beginning of our e M. N. D.
Let the e. try the man 2 H. IV.
Let all the e.s thou aim'st at be thy country's, thy God's H. VIII.

The e. crowns all Tr. &^ Cr.

Endowed with all that Adam had . . . before he transgressed M. Ai/o.

Enemies.—The poor advanced makes friends of e Ham.
Enemy.—Be able for thine e. rather in power than use All's IV.

. . . that man should put an e. in his mouth to steal away his brains Oik.
Engenders.—Yourstomachs are . . . young, and abstinence e. ma.\a.dies. L.L.L.
Engineer.—'Tis the sport to have the e. hoist with his own petard Ham.
England.—That E. hedged in with the main, that water-walled bulwark.. A". y.

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this E R. II.

English.—Abusing of God's patience and the King's E M. IV. ]V.

Enough.—Lay on, Macduff, and damned be him that first cries, ' Hold, c.Mac.
Envious.—Still in thy right hand carry ... to silence e. tongues H. VIII.

Envy no man's happiness, glad of other men's good A. Y. L.
Lean-faced e. in her loathsome cave 2 H. VI.

Esteem.—Live a coward in thine own e., letting ' I dare not wait Mac.
Eternity.—Let Mars divide e. in twain and give him half. TV. &« Cr.

He wants nothing of a god but e. and a heaven Cor.

All that lives must die, passing through nature toe Ham.
Eventful.—Last scene of all that ends this strange e. history A. Y. L.
Everlasting.—That the E. had not fixed his canon 'gainst self. Ham.
Evident.—So e. that it will glimmer through a blind man's eye i H. VI.

Evil.—The e. that men do lives after them ; the good is oft interred y. C.

Example.—Things done without e., in their issue are to be feared H. VIII.

Excel.—How far dost thou e. no thought canthink,^no tongue . . . tell..Z. L. L.
Exception.—Thou hast taken against me a most just e Otii.

Excess.—If music be the food of love, play on ;
give me e. of it Tw N.

The . . . eye of heaven to garnish, is wasteful and ridiculous e K. y.
Execution.—That comfort comes too late ; 'tis like a pardon after e H. VIII.

Expectancy.—The e. and rose of the fair state, the glass Ham.
Expectation.—Oft e. fails and most oft there where most it promises..W//'.r IV.

Experience.—His years but young, but his e. old T. G. V.

Express.— Patience and sorrow strove who should e. her goodliest K. L.
In form and moving how e. and admirable Ham.

Extempore.—You may do it e., for it is nothing but roaring M. IV. D.
Extenuate.—Speak of me as I am ; nothing e., nor set down aught in Oth.
Extremity.—You were used to say e. was the trier of spirits Cor.
Eye.—His e. begets occasion for his wit L. L. L.
Thy e. Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his . . . thunder L. L. L.
The heavenly rhetoric of thine e. 'gainst whom the world L. L. L.
The poet's e. in a fine frenzy rolling, doth glance from heaven to M. N. D.
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, as those two e.s.... Tarn. Sh.
Securely I espy virtue with valor couched in thine e R. II.

Behold his e., as bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth . . . majesty R. II.

A largess universal like the sun his liberal e. doth give H. IV.
The e.s of the ignorant (are) more learned than their ears Cor.
She says nothing : what of that her e. discourses R. S' y.
Set honor in one e. and death i' the other, and I will look on both y. C.

I see my father.—Where, my lord?—In my mind's e., Horatio Ham.
The front of Jove . . . an ?. like Mars, to threaten or command Ham.
The April's in her «. ; it is love's spring A. b' C.

Our very e.s are sometimes, like our judgments, blind Cym.
Eyelid.—Will sing the song . . . and on your e.s crown the god of sleep, i HIV.
Thou no more wilt weigh my e.s down, and steep my senses 2 H. IV.

F.

Face.—Extol their graces, though ne'er so black . . . have angels'y^j. T. G. V. i loi

A February/^, so full of frost, of storm and cloudiness M. Ado. i 387
They. that, like the sun, did make beholders wink R. II. 2 378
Through the . . . flames, each battle sees the other's umbered^ H. V. 2 591
I beard thee to thy/. x H. VI. 2 638
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V. p.

Face.—You have angels' f.s, but heaven knows your hearts H VIII.

Your/". ... is as a book where men may read Mac.
God has given you oney. and you make yourselves another Ham.

Faculties.—Duncan hath borne hisy.j so meek, hath been Mac.
What a piece of work is a man ! . . . how infinite \n /. ! Havi.

Faith.—He wears his y! but as the fashion of his hat M. Ado.
Disparage not they", thou dost not know M. N. D.
Trust not him that hath once broken f. 3 H. V'l.

Fall.—That strain again ! it had a dying /. Tiv. N.
If angels fight, weak men musty R- II.

When hey.f, hey.j like Lucifer, never to hope again //. V'lII.

Some /.s are means the happier to arise Cy)n.

Falling-off.—O Hamlet what a /. was there ! Ham.
False.—Cowards, whose hearts are . . ./., as stairs of sand Mer. V.

Asy . . . as fox to lamb 7V. Is' Cr.

F. face must hide what they, heart doth know Mac.
Makes marriage vows asy. as dicers' oaths Ham.

Falsehood.—O what a goodly outsidey. hath Mer. V.

F. f. cures, as fire cools fire A', y.

Fame.—He lives iny that died in virtue's cause Tit. An.
Familiar.—The Gordian knot . . . unloose,y as his garter .•. H. V.

Names y in his mouth as household words //. V.

Bethouy but by no means vulgar Ham.
Famine.—Here let them lie till /. and the ague eat them up Mac.
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive tiUy cling thee Mac.

Fancies.—Troubled with ihick-coniuigy, that keep her from her rest Mac.
Fancy-free.—In maiden meditationy .'.M. N. D.
Fantasies.—Lovers and madmen have . . . such shapingy M. N. D.
Fantastic.— Plays suchy tricks before high heaven, as make M./or M.
Fardels.—Who would y bear, to grunt and sweat under a weary life?...//aw«.

Fashion.— I see thaty wears out more apparel than the man M. Ado.
I like it not: old y^- please me best Tam. Sh.

The glass ofy and the mould of form Ham.
Fat.—Let me have men about me that arey ; sleek-headed men y. C.

Wey all creatures else toy us, and wey ourselves for maggots Ham.
One of them isy and grows old : God help the while i //. IV.

If to bey is to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine are to be loved.... i H. IV.

Fate.—Make assurance doubly sure, and take a bond ofy Mac.
Father.—Know, youry lost ay, thaty lest his Ham.
The wish was/"., Harry, to that thought .2 H. IV.

Fathers do commonly get their children Tam. Sh.

Fathom,— Full /. five thy father lies : of his bones are coral made Tern.

Fault.—She hath more hair than wit, andyj than hairs T. G. V.

Condemn the/, and not the actor of it M./or M.
They, dear Brutus, is not in ourstars, but in ourselves y. C.

All hisy.? observed, set in a note-book and conned by rote y. C.

Favor.'—Sickness is catching; O were y so, yours would I catch M. N. D.
Fawning.—How like ay. publican he looks ! I hate him Mer. V.

Fear.— Let pale-facedy keep with the mean-born man 2 H. VI.

True nobility is exempt fromy 2 //. VI.

I'o y the worst oft cures the worse Tr. df Cr.

'Tis the eye of childhood, thaty.j a painted devil Mac.
Where little /.a grow great, great love grows there Ham.

Feared.— I rather tell thee what is to bey, than what I fear y. C.

Fearful.—Virtue is bold, and goodness nevery M.Jor M.
Feast.—If ever sat at any good nian'sy , if ever A. Y. L.

Latter end of a fray and beginning of ay fits ... a keen guest i //. IV.

Feature.—To show virtue herowny, scorn her own image Ham.
Feeble.—"lis not enough to help they up, but to support him after... Tint. A.
Feed.—I willy fat the ancient grudge I bear him Mer.^ V.

Feel.—Take physic, pomp : Expose thyself toy what wretchesy A"^ L,

Speak what wey, not what we ought to say A. L.
Feigning.— 'Twas never merry world since lowly y was called Tw. N.
Fell.—My /. of hair would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir Mac.
Fellow.—Ay of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy Ham.

F.s of infinite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into ladies' favors //. V.

Fellowship.—Sweety of shame ! One lirunkard loves another L. L. L.

Felony.— 1 will make ity to drink small beer 2 H. VI.

Fence.—And had thought he had been . . . so cunning in y Tm. N.
Fern-seed.—We have the receipt ofy, we walk invisible i H. IV.

Ferryman.— That grimy that poets write of R III.

Fetter strong madness with a silken thread, charm ache with air M. Ado.
Few.—We/., we hapjiy/., we band of brothers H. V.

Fife.—When you hear . . . the vile squealing of the wry-neckedy Mer. V.

Fight.— I d.ire noty ; but I will wink and hold out mine iron H. V.

Figure.—This weak impress of love is as a y trenched in ice T. G. V.

Filches.—He that /. . . . my good name, robs me of that which Oth.

Finger.—No man's pie is freed from his ambitious y //. VIH.
'Tis an ill cook that cannot lick his owny^ R. <5^ y.

A figure for . . . scorn to point his slow unmovingy at Olh.
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Fire that's closest kept burns most of all T. G. V.

As soon kindle /. with snow, as quench they! of love with words T. G. V.

Littley! grows great with little wind, yet extreme gusts will Tarn. Sh.
O who can hold a./, in his hand by thinking on the frosty Caucasus R. II.

His . . . blaze cannot last, for violenty^j soon burn out themselves R. II.

A littleyt is quickly trodden out, . . . being suffered rivers cannot... 3 //. yi.

FiKM-SET.—Thou sure andy! earth, hear not my steps Mac.
Fish.—The pleasant'st angling is to see the/, cut with his golden oars. 71/. Adr?.

She's neither/! nor flesh ; a man knows not where to have her i H. IV.
Fish-like.—!He smells like a fish ; a very ancient andy! smell Tern.

Fitful.—After life'sy. fever, he sleeps well Mac.
Flat burglary as ever was committed M. Ado.
Flatter.—Because I cannoty. and speak fair, smile in men's faces R. III.

Flea.—That's a valianty. that dare . . . breakfast on the lip of a lion...//. V.

Flesh.—The words expressly are ' a pound ofy . ' take then thy Mer. V.
What ! could not all thisy keep in a little life i H. IV.
O, that this too, too solidy would melt Hatit.

Fleshed.—Full bravely hast thouy. thy maiden sword i H, IV.
Flood.—Darest thou . . . leap in with me into this angryy ? y. C.

Floor.—They, of heaven is thick inlaid with patines of. Mer. V.
Flower.—Westerny before milk-white, now purple with love's wound. 71/. N. D.
Sweety^ are slow and weeds make haste R. HI.
He is not they of courtesy, but I'll warrant him gentle R. h' y.
F. of this purple dye, hit with Cupid's archery M. N. D.

Flowery.—They way that leads to the broad gate, and the great fire./J// '.r VV.

Foes.—O Time most accurst ! 'mongst all /! . . . be the worst ! T. G. V.

Folly.—We call a nettle a nettle, and the faults of fools buty. Cor.
Food for powder ; they'll fill a pit as well as better i H. IV.
Fool.—Hath . . . wit's own grace to grace a learnedy L. L. L.
Lord, what f.s these mortals be ! M. N. D.
Ay, a y .' I met ay in the forest, a motleyy A. Y. L.
They, doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows A. Y. L.
Better a witty /. than a foolish wit '. Tnv. N.
This fellow is wise enough to play they. Tw. N.
How ill white hairs become ay. and jester! 2 H. IV.
A/.'s bolt is soon shot //. V.

If he should lead her into a /.'s paradise as they say R. <5t= y.
Mine eyes are made they^ of the other senses, or else Mac.

Foolery.—Folly in fools bears not so strong a note asy. in the wise.... /^. L. L.
The littley that wise men have makes a great show A. Y. L.

Fooling.—In sooth thou wast in very graciousy last night Tw. N.
Excellent! why this is the besty. when all is done Tw. N.

Foot.—The inaudible and noiselessy of Time AW s IV.

There's language in her eye . . . her lip; nay hery speaks Tr.&r'Cr.
Forcible.—Let that suffice mosty. Feeble 2 H. IV.
Fordoes.—This is the night that either makes ory me quite Otk.

Foregone.—But this denoted ay conclusion Oth.

Forehead.—Be turned to . . . apes with y.j vilUanous low Tern.

Forfeit.—Alas I why all the souls that were, werey once M.for M.
Forgetfulness.—And steep my senses iny 2 H. IV.

Forked.—When a' was naked, he was, for all the world, like ay radish. 2 H. IV.

Form.— I see thee yet in /. as palpable as this which now I draw Mac.
The very age and body of time hisy and pressure Ham.
Ay indeed where every god did seem to set his seal Ham.

Forsworn.—Take . . . those lips away that so sweetly werey M.for M.
Thou dost swear only to bey K. y.

Fortune.—To be well-favored is the gift ofy, but to write and read..../!/. Ado.
Well ify be a woman she's a good wench for this gear Mer. V.

Go forth, and y play upon thy . . . helm! All's IV.

O lady F. ! stand thou auspicious ! W. Tale.

Willy never come with both hands full? 2 H. IV.

Giddy yj furious, fickle wheel, that goddess blind //. V.

There is a tide . . . which taken at the flood leads on toy y. C.

The slings and arrows of outrageousy Ham.
'Tis a question whether love leady, or elsey love Ham.
F. that arrant whore, ne'er turns the key to the poor A'. L.

Forward.—The mosty bud is eaten by the canker ere it blow T. G. V.

A violet . . . y not permanent, sweet, not lasting Ham.
Foul words is buty wind, andy wind is buty breath M. Ado.
Soy a sky clears not without a storm A", y.

Fountain.—By pavedy , or the rushy brook . or in the beached margent. A/. N. D.
A woman moved is like ay. troubled, muddy . . . thick Tarn. Sh.

Fox.—They barks not when he would steal the lamb 2 H. VI.

Frailty, thy name is woman Ham.
Free.— I will bey even to the uttermost, as I please in words Tam. Sh.

Fresh.—Asy as morning dew distilled on flowers 'Jit. An.
Frets.—Struts andy his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no mo\e.Mac.
Fretted.—This majestical roofy with golden fire Ham.
Friend..—Money, means, and content . . . three goody.j A. Y. L.

Honor, love, obedience, troops oi/.s, I must not Mac.

1 79
I 97
2 30
2 340
2 343
3 •45
2 213
I 353
2 444
I 43
2 225
I 374
3 '74
2 .S9I

I sb";

2 46s
4 4B6
2 466

3 579
I 571
I 405

3 197
4 433
I 419
I 7': 3
I I2S

3 5o«
2 451
I 491
I 419
I bo3
I 634
I 204
I 226
2 545
2 590
4 431
2 213
1 40

1

I 5«6
I 213
I 213
I 708

3 394
2 Sio

4 6so

4 624
I 63
I 277
2 504
2 513
2 213

4 '.2^

4 536
I 298
2 2U8
I 359
I S3I

I 682
2 X15
2 .527

2 ss-i

3 625

4 519

4 .527

4 346
I 76

4 490
I 3»4
2 302
I 403
2 bg

3 37
4 487
2 S5

4 208
2 253

4 Sii

I 608
2 250



4 491

4 527

3 621

4 Sio
I 6^7

4 606

4 5S7
I 4-19

I 597
2 70
2 346

FRl GOL 813

V. p.

Friend.—These /r thou hast . . . tried, grapple them to thy soul Ham.
Who not needs shall never lack a/! Ham.

Friendly.—Ay^ eye could never see such fiiuhs, a flatterer's y. C.

Friendship.—In the beaten way of/"., what make you? I/am.

Mosty. is feigning, most loving mere folly A. K L.

Frights.—That dreadful hell, it /. the isle from her propriety Otk.

Front.—The very head and/; of my offending hath this extent Ot/t.

Frost.—An envious sneapingy. thit bites the first-born infants of. L. L. L.

Frosty.—Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,y but kindly A. Y. L.
Frown.—To bandy word for word, andy fory". Tarn. Sk.

Fruit.—The ripest/, first falls R. 11.

Furnish.—The funeral baked meats did coldlyy. forth the marriage tables.jT^jw.

Fury.—A tale told by an idiot full of sound and/. Mac.

G.

Gait.—His^. majestical, and his behavior, vain L. L. L.
Gall.—I am pigeon-livered and lack^. to make oppression bitter Ham.
The toe of the peasant comes so near . . . he^.j his kibe Ham.

Galled.—Let the^. jade wince, my withers are unwnmg Ham.
Gallows.—He hath no drowning mark . . . his complexion is perfect^.. 7>;«.

The^. is built stronger than the church Ham.
Gamester.—The gentler^, is the soonest winner //. V.

Gape.— I'll speak to it though hell itself should.^-., and bid me hold Ham.
Garden.—'Tis an unweeded^. that grows to seed Ham.
Garland.—Peace should still her wheaten g. wear Ham.
Garlic.—Eat no onions nor^. for we are to utter sweet breath M. N. D.
Gates.—Heaven, set ope thy everlasting^., to entertain my vows 2 H. VI.

See how the morning opes her golden^, and takes . . . farewell 3 H. VI.

Gentle.—Thequality of mercy . . . droppeth as the^. rain from heaven. ..Af^r. V.

Voice . . . g. and low, an excellent thing in women K. L.

Gentlemen.— It was never merry England since ^. came up 2 H. VI.

Gentleness.—Your^. shall force more than your force move us A. Y. L.
Gently.— I will . . . do my spiriting ^ Tern.

I will roar you as^. as any sucking dove M. N. D.

So may he r St ; his faults lie^. on him H. VIII.

Ghost.—There needs no ^. . . . come from the grave to tell us this Ham.
G.s. did shriek and squeal about the streets jf. C.

Towards his design moves like a § Alac.

Giant.—It is excellent to have 3. g.s strength, but tyrannous M.for M.
The poor beetle . . . feels a pang as great as when a^. dies M./or M.

Gibes.—Where be your ^. now? your gambols? your songs? Ham.
Giddy.—He that is^. thinks the world turns round Tarn Sh.

Gift.—Of nature's ^.j thou mayest with lilies boast and A', y.

Prayers and tears have moved me,^.i^ could never 2 H. VI.

Of your own jf-.i- make yourself praised, but reserve Tim A.
Gild.—To^. refined gold, to paint the lily, to throw a perfume A', y.

Gilded timber do worms enfold Mer. V.

Ginger.—Yes, by Saint Anne, and^. shall be hot in the mouth too Tw. N.
Girdle.— I'll put a,^. about the earth in forty minutes M. N. D.
Give the devil his due H. V.

ril^. you boot, rU.g'. you three for one TV. <Sr' Cr.

If we^. you anything we hope to gain by you Cor.

G. thy thoughts no tongue, nor any unproportioned Ham.
Given.—God has ^. you one face, and you make yourselves another Ham.
Giving.— I am not in the^. vein to-day R. III.

Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor shall sleep no more Mac.
Glass.—He was . . . the^. wherein the noble youth did dress 2 H. IV.

Glasses.—Women are frail ... as the^. wherein they view M./or M.
Glib.—I want that.^. and oily art, to speak and purpose not A'. L.
Glimpses.—In complete steel revisit'st the^. of the moon Ham.
Glisters.—All that^. is not gold, often have you heard that told Mer. V.

Globe.—This great ^. . . . yea all which it inherit shall dissolve Tear.

Glory.—This spring of love resembleth the uncertain^, of an April day.. 7". t7. V.

So doth the greater^, dim the less i\ter. V.

I see thy ^., like a shooting star, fall to the base earth R. II.

G. is like a circle in the water, which never ceases to enlarge itself. ...i //. VI.

Glove.—O that I were a^. upon that hand, that I might R. 6^ y.

Gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite the man that . . . sets it right.. A". //.

Go.—He must needs ^. the devil drives A^/'s IV.

God.—When maidens sue men give like G.'s M./nr M.
O G.,—thy arm was here, and not to us, but to thy arm alone //. V.

Had I but served my G. with half the zeal I served my king H. VIII.

G. shall be my stay, my guide and lantern to my feet 2 H. VI.

Going.—Stand not upon the order of thy ^., but go at once Mac.
Men must endure their^. hence, even as their coming hither A' L.

Gold.—Thou gaudy ^., hard food for Midas, I'll uone of thee Mer. V.
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Gold were as good as twenty orators, and will . . . tempt him R. III.

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing^ R. is' y.
Plate sin with^,, and the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks A'. L.
'Tis^. which mikes the true man killed, and saves the thief. Cytn.

Gone.—Farewell ! Othello's occupation's^. .' Oth.

Good.—There live not three ^. men unhanged . . . and one of them...i H. IV.

The evil that men do lives after them, the^. .. . interred with their bones..7.C.

To do harm is often laudable, to do^. sometime folly Mac.
G. wine is 3. g. familiar creature, if it be well used Oth.

G. name in man and woman ... is the jewel of their souls Oth.
Though it be honest it is never ^. to bring bad news A. 6^ C.

My^. will is great though the gift small Per.
Goodness.—There is some soul ot^. in things evil, would men . . . distil \\...H V.

Good-night.—That fatal bellman that gives the stern'st^. Mac.
GoRGEOiTs.—Nature needs not what thou^. wear'st, which scarcely K. L.
Gory.—Thou canst not say I did it, never shake thy ^. locks at me Mac.
Gr/vce.—Nor the judge's robe becomes thee with . . . so good a.g:...M./'or M.
When once our ^. we have forgot, nothing goes right M/or M.
To some kind of men their^.j serve them but as enemies A. Y. L.
God and the devil? One brings thee in j^., the other . . . out All's IV.

He does it with a better^., but I do it more natural Tm. N.
See what 3.g. was seated on his brow : Hyperion's Ham.

Gracious.—No witch hath power to charm, so g. is the time Ham.
Grain.—'Tis in^. ; Noah's flood could not do it Com. E.
His reasons are as two^.j ... in two bushels of chaff. Mer. V.

Grandam.—My ^. having no eyes . . . wept herself blind T. G. V.

A woman's story . . . authorized by her ^ Mac.
Grandsire.— Sit like his^. cut in alabaster Mer. V.

Grapple.—Friends . . . tried ^. them to thy soul with hoops of steel Ham.
Grass.—She rides me and I long for ^. . . . I am an ass Com. E.

I am no Nebuchadnezzar, I have not . . . skill in g. AU s W.
Grew like the summer^., . . . unseen yet crescive H. V.

Graves yawn and yield your dead M. Ado.
The o-.i- all gaping wide, every one lets forth his sprite M. N. D.
Duncan is in his ^., . . . after life's fitful fever, he sleeps well Mac.
The^.j. stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead did squeak and Ham.

Great.—Some men are born^., some achieve greatness T^v. N.
If I do grow_§-., I'll grow less ; for I'll purge and leave sack i H. IV.

G. men have reaching hands 2 H. VI.

A thousand hearts are^. within my bosom R. III.

Rightly to be^. is not to stir without g. argument Ham.
Fishes live—as men do ; the^. ones eat up the little ones Per.

Greater.—Where the^. malady is fixed, the lesser is scarce felt A". E.
Greatest.—The empty vessel makes the^. sound H. V.

Greatness.—O . . . g. .' millions of false eyes are stuck upon thee..M. for M.
Some achieve^. , and some have ^. thrust upon 'em T%v. N.
Farewell ! a long farewell to all my^. .' this is the state of man H. I'lII.

Greek.—For mine own part it was G. tome J. C.

Green.—The . . . seas incarnadine, making the^. one red Mac.
Green-eyed.—Shuddering fear and p-. jealousy Mer. V.

The^. monster which doth mock tne meat it feeds on Oth.

Greenwood.—Under the^. tree who loves to lie with me A. Y. L.
Grey-eyed.—The^. morn smiles on the frowning night R. <5^ J.
Gkeyhoitnd.—Thy wit is as the^.'.f mouth ; it catches M. Ado.
You stand like ^.j on the slip, straining upon the start H. V.

Grief.—He's something stained with^. that's beauty's canker Te}n.

G. fills the room up of my absent child, lies in his bed K. y.

The^. that does not speak, whispers the heart, and bids it break Mac.
Great^.i, I see, medicine the less Cym.
Relating tales of others' ^..f . . . 'twill teach us to forget our own Per.

Where joy most revels^, doth most lament Ham.
Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front R. HI.

Grin.—Small curs are not regarded when they^ 2 H. VI.

Gripe.—They placed . . . a barren sceptre in my ^. Mac.
Grizzled.—The^. north disgorges such a tempest forth Per.

Groan.—Made a g. of her last breath, and now she sings in heaven.. ..^//'j' W.
Go, count thy way with sighs, I mine with^..r R. II.

Gross.—Lies . . . ^. as a mountain, open, palpable i //. IV.

A g. fat man.— .4s fat as butter i H. IV.

Ground.—Would . . . give a thousand furlongs ofsea for one acre ofbarren ". Tern.

Let's sit upon the^. and tell sad stories of the death of kings R. II.

The blood of English shall manure the^ R. II.

Groundlings.—Tear a passion ... to split the ears of the g Ham.
Growth.—When I have plucked the rose, I cannot give it . . . ^. . . . again.. (9//^.

Grub.—Squirrel or old .?., . . . the fairies' coachmakers R. &= y.

Grudge —If I catch him ... I will feed fat the ancient^. I bear \\\m...Mer. V.

Guard.—Never anger made good g. for itself. A. &^ C.

Guests.—Love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish thy^.j i H. IV.

Guiltiness.—Her blush is ^. not modesty M. Ado.
They vanish tongue-tied in their^ y. C.
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V. p.

GtriLTY.—And then it started like a ^. thing upon a . . . summons Ham. 4 483
Gulf.—Approaches as fierce, as waters to the sucking^. //. V. 2 571

In the swallowing^, of . . . dark oblivion R. III. 3 216
Gum.—Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees their medicinal^. Otii. 4 660
Gyves.—March wide between the legs, as if they had ^.j on i H. IV. 2 450

H.

Habit.—How use doth breed a ^. in a man T. G. V.

Costly thy h. as thy pur.->e can buy, but not expressed in fancy Ham.
Habitation.—Gives to airy nothing a local h. and a name M. N, D.
Hair.—As sweet ... as bright Apollo's lute strung with his A L. L. L.
Hair-breadth 'scapes in the imminent deadly breach 0th.
Hal.—No more of that, H., an' thou lovest me i //. IV.
Half.—Sent before my time into this breathing world, scarce h. made up..i'i. ///.

Hallowmas.—To speak puling like a beggar at A^. T. G. V.

Hand.—A giving h., though foul, shall have fair praise L. L. L.
The earthy and cold li. of death lies on my tongue i H. IV.
We go to use our h.s and not our tongues R. III.

All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little h Mac.
Do not saw the air too much with the h., use all gently Ham.

Handsaw.—When the wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a A. Ham.
Handsome.—Faults look h. in three hundred pounds a year M. W. W.
Hang.—We rot and rot; and thereby h.s ^ tale A. Y. L.
Doff it and h. a calf-skin on these recreant limbs K. jf.

thereby h.s a tail.—Whereby h.s a tale, sir? Oth.
Hanging.—The ancient saying . . . //. and wiving goes by destiny Mer. V.

Many a good h. prevents a bad marriage 7". IV. N.
Happier.—Some falls are means the h. to rise Cym.
Happiness.—Envy no man's h., glad of other men's good A. K L.
How bitter . . . to look into A. through another man's eyes A. Y. L.

Hard.—Upon my knee made A. with kneeling, I do pray to thee A', y.
How A. it is for women to keep counsel y. C.

It is as A. . . . as for a camel to thread ... a small needle's eye R. II.

Resty sloth finds the down pillow A Cytn.

Harm.—Frame your mind to mirth, . . . which bars a thousand h.s... Tam.Sh.
Thou hast done much A. upon me, Hal, God forgive i H. IV.
1 am in this earthly world, where to do A. is ofien laudable Mac.

Harmony.— Soft stillness and . . . become the touches of sweet A I\Ier. V.

Tongues of dying men enforce attention like deep A R. II.

Harness.—Come wrack ! At least we'll die with A. on our back Mac.
Harp not on that string, madam, that is past .R. III.

Harrow.—A tale . . . whose lightest word would A. up thy soul Ham.
Hat.—What, man ! Ne'er pull your A. upon your brows, give sorrow words../l/rt<r.

Hate.— To plead for love deserves more fee than A T. G. V.

If she did not h. him deadly, she would love him dearly M. Ado.
Owe no man A., envy no man's happiness A. Y. L.
In time we A. that which we often fear A. &= C.

Hated.—Heresies are A. most of these they did deceive M. N. D.
Haunt.—Our life exempt from public A, finds tongues in trees A. Y. L.

A devil A.J thee in the likeness of an old fat man i H. IV.
Let the devil and his dam A. you Oth.

Have is A., however men do catch A", y.

Let me clutch thee. I A. thee not, and yet I see thee still Mac.
Havoc.—Cry ' //.,' and let slip the dogs of war y. C.

Hazard.—To set so rich a main in the nice A. of one doubtful hour i H. IV.

I have set my life upon . . . and I will stand the A. of the die R. III.

Head.—Uneasy lies the A. that wears a crown 2 H. IV.

A good soft pillow for that good white A //. V.

This dishonor . . . will bring thy A. with sorrow to the ground 2 H. VI.

At his A. a grass-green turf, at his heels a stone Ham.
Health.— Angels and . . . ! Ke thou a spirit of A. or goblin damned? Ham.
Heaps.—They have . . . piled up the cankered A. ofstrange-achieved gold. .2 //. IV.

Hear.—For aught that I could ever ... A. by tale or history M. N. D.
H. me for my cause, and be silent that you may A y. C.

Heart.—The white, cold . . . snow upon my A. abates the ardor of. Tern.

His tears pure messengers sent from his A ... 7". G. V.

My A. prays for him though my tongue do curse Com. E.
A light A. lives long L. L. L.
A heavy A bears not a humble tongue /-. L. L.
One A., one bed, two bosoms and one troth VIA N. D.
If my A. were great, 'twould burst at this All's IV.

My A. is great, but it must break with silence R. II.

I will ease my A., albeit I make a hazard of my head i //. IV.
Why that's well said, a good h.'s worth gold 2 If. IV.

O England . . . like little body with a mighty A //. V.

A k. unspotted is not easily daunted 2 H. VI.
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Heart.—A thousand k.s are great within my bosom : Advance R. III.

I mock at death with as big k. as thou Cor.
Friends whose douVjIe bosoms seem to wear one h Cor.
His li. cleft with the bhiid bow-boy's butt-shaft R. &> y.
My h. is in the cofhn there with Caesar J . C.

I come not, friends, to steal away your h.s, I am no y. C.

I had rather coin my h., and drop my blood for drachmas y C.

Grief that does not speak, whispers the A., and bids it break Mac.
Thou hast cleft m.y k. in twain. O, throw away the worser part Ham.
1 will wear my h upon my sleeve for daws to pick at Otk.
My k. is turned to stone ; I strike it and it hurts my hand Otk.

Heartbkeak.—Better a little chiding than a great deal of k M. IV. W.
Heart's-ease.—What infinite k. must kings neglect, that private men H. V.

Heat,—Upon the A. ... of thy distemper, sprinkle cool patience Ham.
Heaven.—He who the sword of A. will bear, should be as holy as s,evere..M./or M.

Poet's eye . . . doth glance from h. to earth, from earth to h M. N. D.
It droppeth as the gentle rain from h Mer. V.
The life . . . and truth of all this realm is fled to h K. y.
Comfort's in h., and we are on the earth, where R. II.

I will send thy soul to h., if h. will take the present R III.

H. is here where Juliet lives R. &^ y.
Nor k. nor earth have been at peace to-night y. C.

The h.s themselves blaze forth the death of princes y. C.

Bring with airs from h. or blasts from hell Ham.
There are more things in h. and earth . . . than Ham.
Do deeds to make h. weep, all earth amazed Oih.

Heaven-kissing.—Like . . . Mercury, new-lighted on a A. hill Ham.
Heavenly.—My vow was earthly, thou a h. love L. L. L.
A showing of h. effect in an earthly actor AW s IV.

Hector.—A second H. for his grim aspect, and large proportion of.....i H. VI.

Hecuba.—What's H to him, or he to j'/., that he should weep for her ''....Ham.

Hedge.—Such divinity doth h. a king, that treason can but peep Ham,
Heels.—Destruction straight shall dog them at the h R. II.

Hell.—Devil will not have damned, lest the oil . . .should set A. onfire..^^. l-V. W.
And for your love to lead her apes in h Tarn. Sh.
Not in the legions of horrid h. can come a devil more damned Mac.
Had I the power, I should pour the sweet milk of concord into h Mac,
I'll speak to it, though h. itself should gape Havt.

Hell-broth.— For a charm of toil and trouble, like a h. boil and bubble... /J/u^.

Hellespont.—You are in love, and yet you never swam the H. T. G. V.

Helm.—Fortune and victory sit on thy h. ! R. III.

Help.—Presumption . . . when the/z. ofheavenwe count theact of men..>4//'j IV.

Herald.—Silence is the perfectest h. of joy ; I were but little happy \l..M. Ado.
Love's h.s shoidd be thoughts, which ten times faster glide than R. 6r' y.
It was the lark, the It. of the morn, no nightingale R. Sr' y.

Hercules.—No more like my fether than I to H. Ham.
Heritage.—Service is noA All's IV.

Herod.— It out-herods H., pray you avoid it Ham.
Hew.—Let's carve . . not A. him as a carcass fit for houn Is y. C.

Hide.—Thou wear a lion's k. ! Doff it for shame A', y.
Hideous.—Revisit'st thus the glirapses of the moon, making night h Ham.
High.—What stature is she of? J;;st as h. as my heart A. V. L.

In the most h. and palmy state cS Rome, a little ere Ham.
Hill.—The morn . . . walks o'er the dew of yon high eastward A Ham.
Hind.—The h. that would be mated by the lion must die for love All's IV.

Hinges.—Let tongue lick . . . and crook the pregnant h. of the knee Ham.
Hint.—Upon this h. I spake • She loved me for the dangers Oth.
Hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness K. L
Hold.—He ... on a slippery place, makes nice of no vile A. to stay him up. A', y.
Hole.—Ccesar dead . . . might stop a A. to keep the wind away Ham.
Holy.—He who the sword of heaven will bear, should be A. assevere..yi/._/or 7)/.

Trifles . . . are to . . . confirmations strong as A. writ.... Oth.
Home.—Ghosts wandering here and there troop A. to graveyards M. N. D.

'Tis common that men are merriest when they are from A H. V.
Homely.—Home-keeping youths have ever A. wits T. G. V.
Honest.—Wives may be merry, and yet A. too M. W. IV,

H. plain words best pierce the ear of grief. L. L. L.
Though . . . not naturally A., I am so sometimes by chance IV. Tale.
An A. tale speeds best being plainly told R. III.

Honesty.—Corruption wins not more than A H. VIII
There is no terror ... in your threats, for I am armed so strong in h....y. C.

Honor.—One in whom the ancient Roman A. more appears Mer. V.

Jealous in A., sudden and quick in quarrel A. V. L.
New-made A. doth forget men's names K. y.
An easy leap to pluck bright A. from the pale-faced moon i H. IV.
H pricks me on: Yea, but how if A. prick me off? i H. IV.
Can A. set to a leg, or an arm, or take away the grief of . . . ? i H. IV.
H. hath no skill in surgery, then ? . . . What is that A. ? air i H. IV.
H. is a mere scutcheon, and so ends my catechism i H. IV.
The fewer men, the greater share of A H. V.
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V. p.

Honor.—Blossoms, and bears his blushing h.s thick upon him H. VIII.

Set h. in one eye, and death in the other y. C.

Believe me for mine A., and have respect to my A., that you y. C.

Greatly to find quarrel in a straw, when A.'s at stake Ham.
Honorable.—Brutus is an h. man, so are they all, all h. men y. C.

Honored.—A custom more h. in the breach than the observance Ifiim.

Hope.— 1 h. to be not so. H. is a curtal dog in some aiTairs M. IV. IV.

The miserable have no other medicine, but only k M./or M.
True h. is swift and flies with swallow's wings R. III.

To-day puts forth the tender leaves of h.s, to-morrow blossoms H. VIII.

Horror.—The very stones . . . take the present h. from the times Mac.
I have supped full with h.s I\la,c.

On h.'s head, h.s accumulate Oth.

Horse.—My purpose is, indeed, a h. of that color Tzu. N.
I was not made a h., yet I bear a burthen like an ass R. II.

They sell the pasture now to buy the h H. V.

Ah.! a/?..' my kingdom for a A R. III.

Horsemanship.—And witch the world with noble A i H. IV.

Hour.—Lovers break not h.s, unless it be to come before their time T. G. V.

Pleasure and action make the h.s seem short Oth.

Better three h.s too soon, than a minute too late M. W IV.

So from /:. to h., we ripe and ripe ; and then from h. to h. we A. Y. L.

House.—You take my A., when you do take the prop that doth sustain..i1/<'>-. V.

Though he comes slowly he carries his h. on his head A. V. L.

A plague of both yo\ir A.i.' A', l^ y.

A gravemaker : the h.s he makes last till doomsday Ham.
Hue.—The h. of lesolution is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of Ham.
Hum.—The A. of either army stilly sounds H. V.

Humbleness.—With bated breath and whispering A Mer. V.

Humility.—If a Jew wrong a Christian what is his A..' Revenge Mer. V.

1 have sounded the very base-string of A i H. IV.

Humor.—In some sort it jumps with my A i H. IV.

Hundred.—Fourteen A. years ago were nailed, for our advantage to...i H. IV.

Hurly-burly.—When the h.'s done; when the battle's lost and won Mac.
Hurt.—Courage, man, the A. cannot be much.—No ! 'tis not so deep..^". &>' y.

Husband.— I may sit in a corner and cry helgh-ho for a A M. Ado.
A light wife doth make a heavy A Mer. V.

Fools are as like h.s as pilchards are to herrings ; the h.'s the bigger... Tif. N.
Hyperion.—So excellent a king ; . . . to this, /^. to a satyr Ham.

I.

Ice.—To reside in thrilling region of thick-ribbed /. M./or M.
Icicle.—Chaste as the :'. that's curdled by the frost from purest snow Cor.

Idiot.—A tale told by an i., full of sound and fury, signifying nothing Mac.
Idleness.—Sterile with i. or manured with industry Oth.

Idolatry.—'Tis mad /. to make the service greater than the god TV. &^ Cr.

If.—Your /. is the only peace-maker; much virtue in /. A. V. L.

Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word Cotn. E.

How oft the . . . means to dot. deeds makes deeds i. done K. y.

Against i. chances men are ever merry ; but heaviness 2 H. IV.

Didst thou never hear that things /.-got had ever bad success 3 H. VI.

I. blows the wind that profits nobody 3 H. VI.

Makes us rather bear those i.s we have than fly to others Ham.
Ill-roasted.—Thou art damned like an /. egg, all on one side A. V. L.
Image.—Look on death itself! up, up, and see the great doom's / Mac.
Imagination.—The lunatic, the lover, and the poet are of/', all compact. . .A/. A^./?.

As i. bodies forth the forms of things unknown M. N. D.
Give me an ounce of civet . . . to sweeten my / K. L.

Imaginings.—Present fears are less than horrible j._ Mac.
Immortal.—Such harmony is in i. souls _..„ Mer. V.

Imp.—An /. of fame . . . of fist most valiant H. V.

Impartial.—In this I'll be /. ; be you judge of your own cause M./or M.
Impediment.—Thus far . . . have we marched on without i R. III.

Imperfections.—Sent to my account with all my /. on my head Ham.
Impose.—What fates /., that men must needs abide ; it boots not to resist....3//. VI.

iMPOTFNr.—Delay le.^ds i. and snail-paced beggary R. III.

Imprisoned in the viewless winds, and blown with restless M./or M.
Impudency.—Autlacious without /'., learned without opinion L. L. L.
Incarnadine.—The multitudinous seas /., making the green one red Mac.
Inches.— I would I had your /. .• thou shouldst know there were a A. 6r^ C.

Incline.—These things to hear would Desdcmona seriously t. Oth.
Inconstant.—O, swear not by the moon, the i moon, that changes.../?. <5r» y.

Inexorable.—More i. far than empty tigers or the roaring sea A'. <5r». y.
Inexplicable.—Capable of nothing but /. dumb-shows Ham.
Infancy.—For she was as tender as i. and grace IV. Tale.

Infant.—A frost that bites the first-born i.s of the spring L. L. L.
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Infinite.—I knew him, Horatio, a fellow of /. jest Ham.
Infikmities.—A friend should bear his friend's i J. C.

Infiumity.—God send you . . . a speedy z., for the better incieasing.... 7'to. N.
Influhnce.—A breath thou art, servile to ;ill tlie skyey i.s M./or M.

Tl;e moist star upon whose /. Neptune's empire stands Haiti.

Ingenicus.—A parlous boy ; bold, quick, j., forward R HI.
Ingkati ruDE.—Thou art not so unkind as man's i A. Y. L.

I. more strong than traitor's arms quite vanquished him J. C.

I. thou marble-hearted fiena ! K. L.
Filial i. ! Is it not as this mouth snould tear this hand K. L.

Injury.—Hot as gunpowder, and quickly will return an / H. V.

Injustice. — Heaven will . . . plague z'. with the pains of hell R. II.

Whose conscience wilh ;. is corrupted 2 H. VI.

Ink.—Turning your books to graves, your /'. to blood, your pens 2 H. IV.
Inky.—'Tis not your /'. brows, your black silk hair, your bugle A. Y. L.
Innocence.—Whose white investments figure / 2 H. IV.
The trust I have is in mine i., and therefore am I bold 2 H. VI.

Innocent.—Look like the ;'. flower, but be the serpent under 't Mac.
I. sleep, sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave of care Mac.

Inseparable.—Like true, i., loves, sticking together in calamity A. y.

Insolence.—The pangs of . . . the law's delay, the i. of office Ham.
Inspiration.—Holy men at their death have good i.s Mer. V.

Instances.—A beard of formal cut ; full of wse saws and modern i...A. Y. L.
Instinct is a great matter ; I was now a coward on / i H. IV.

You are lions too, you ran away upon /. i H. IV.
By a divine /. men's minds mistrust ensuing dangers R. III.

Instruction.—It shall go hard, but I will better the i Mer. V.

Instrument.—To win us to our h. rm, the i.s of darkness tell us truths Mac.
The gods ... of our pleasant vices make i.s to plague us K. L.
What poor an i., may do a noble deed ? A. <5r" C,

Integrity.—My robe and my / to Heaven is all 1 dare now call my own..//. VIII.

Intent.—Thoughts are no subject : is but merely thoughts.. M./or M.
Be thy /".J- wicked or charitable, thou comest in such . . . shape Ham.
My st'onger guilt defeats my strong i Ham.

Interred.—Evil that men do . . . the good is oft /. with their bones y. C.

Interrupted.—Whose rage doth rend like i. waters Cor.

InvenHON.—The most notorious geek and gull that e'er i. played on.... Tiv. N.
O for a Muse . . . that would ascend the brightest heaven of i H. V.

Inventor.—Bloody instructions, which . . . return to plague the z. Mac.
Invulnerable.—Is as the air, /., and our vain blows . . . mockery Ham.
Inward.—Ojinion . . . makes us scan. The outward habit by the 2. m2.n..Fer.

Iron.— Put up your i ; you are well fleshed Tw. N.
None but in this i. age would do it K. y.

Nor links of i. can be retentive to the strength of spirit y. C.

Isle.—This sceptered i., this earth of majesty, this scat of Mars R. II.

Silence that . . . bell: it frights the / from her propriety Oth.
IssutiS.—Spirits are not finely touched but to fine i. M./or M.
Iteration.—Thou hast damnable 2., and art able to corrupt asaint i H. IV.

J.

Jack.—Banish plump y., and banish all the world i H. IV. 2 429

y. Falstaff with my familiars, John with my brothers and sisters 2 H. IV. 2 492
January.—You will never run mad, niece No, not till a hot y. M. Ado. i 331

Janus.—By . . . y.. Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time Mer. V. i 516

Jaundice.—What grief doth set the j. on your cheeks ? TV. &' Cr. 3 345

Jay.— Is they, more precious than the lark, because his feathers . . . "{..Tam. Sh. 2 57
Jealousy.—For love, thou knowest, is full of /. T. G. V. 1 94
O, beware, my lord, of y. ; it is the green eyed monster Ot/t. 4 617

Jerusalem.—So part me sadly . . . to meet with joy in sweet 7 3// VI. 3 154
Jests.—He y. at scars that never felt a wound R Sr" y. 4 420

Jew.—Hath not a y. eyes? hath not a y. hands, organs . . . senses ?...jW<'r. V. i 544
In converting y. J to Christians we raise the price of pork Mer. V. 1 SS7
A second Daniel! I thank thee, y., for leaching me that word Mer. V. i 566

I am a 7. else, an Ebrew 7". i H IV. 2 423

Jewel.—Like the toad . . . wears yet a precious y. in his head A. Y. L. i 594
My chastity's they, of our house, bequeathed down All's PV. 1 693
Hangs upon the cheek of night, like a rich j. in an Ethiop's ear R. &r' y. 4 416

Good name in men and women . . . is the immediate y. of their souls... O//:. 4 617

Jocund day stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops R. &^ y. 4 448

Joint.—Her wanton spirits look out at every y. . . . of her body Tr.&r'Cr. 3 394
The time is out of y. .• O cursed spite, that ever I was born Htm. 4 500

Journey.—Now is the sun upon the highnu.st hill of this day's y A", ^r' y. 4 432

Jove.—Could . . . men thunder as y . . . . does, y. would ne'er be quiet. ..jt/./i^ril/. i 278

OY.— If he be sick with j., he'll recover without physic 2 H. IV. 2 529
Eighty years . . . and each hour's y wrecked with a week of teen R. III. 3 221

3?bere's tears for his love, j. for his fortune, honor for his valor y. C. 3 610
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Joy.—Fill full. I drink to the general _/'. of the whole table Mac.
Where y. most revels, grief doih most lament; grief _/'.j, y. grieves f/ain.

Briefly die their y'.j that place them on the truth Cym.
JuuGE.—Nor ihey.'f robe, become them with one-halfso good a graced,y^r M.

Foreb.ar toy'., for we are sinners all 2 N. VI.

Judgement.—Some god direct my j. Aler. V.

O J. 1 thou art flud to brutish beasts, and men have lost their reason y. C.

JUDICIOUS.—Though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make ih.ej .Hatn.

ULiET —Hang up philosophy ! Unless philosophy can make a y. R. <5t* y.

UMP.—Here, upon this hank and shoal of time, we'dy. the life to come...yi'/a<:.

UST.—Thrice is he armed that hath his quarrel y. 2 H. VI.

The gocls are y., and of our pleasant vices make . . . us K. L.

Justice.—They., in fair round belly with good capon lined A. Y. L.
And poise the cause in j. equal scales, whose beam stands sure._. 2 H. yi.

K.

Keen.—The tongues of mocking wenches are as k. asis therazor'sedge...Z,. L. L. 1 495
Keeping.—Call you that A. for a gentleman of my birth? A. V. L. 1 581

Kernel.—There can be no X'. in this light nut ; the soul of this man's...W//'j W. i 676
Key,—Bend low and in a bondsman's k , with bated breath and Aler. V. i 525
Kidney.—Think of that—a man of my ,t.—think of that !.. M. IV. IV. i 172

Kill.— I would not /i. thy unprepared spirit ; No; heaven forfend ! Oth. 4 651

The first thing we do, Ict'sX. all 'he lawyers 2 H. VI. 3 61

Kin.—One touch of nature makes the whole world k TV. 6r' Cr. 3 381

A little more than k., .Tnd less than kind Ham. 4 485
Kindness nobler ever than revenge and nature . , . made him A. Y. L. i 632

This is a way to kill a wife with k Tam. Sh. 2 49
I fear thy nature : it is too full o' the milk of human it Mac. 2 2r7

King.—Not the k.'s crown, nor the deputed sword, the marshal's M.for M. i 277
The attribute . . . wherein doth sit the dread and fear of ^.j Mer. V. i 563
It is enthroned in the heart of k.s, it is the attribute to God himself.. ../Wi?r. V. i 563
Not all the water . . . can wash the balm from an anoinied k R. II. 2 360
K.s and mightiest potentates must die, for that's the end of human...: H. VI. 2 665

K. Stephen was a worthy petr, his breeches cost him but a crown Oth. 4 604
Falsehood is worse in k.s than beggars Cym. 4 144

Kiss.—There is not half a ^, to choose, who loves . . , best W. 'i'nle. 2 118

Like fire and powder, which as they k. consume R. b" y. 4 434
KissF.D.—She is not to be k. fastuig, in respect of her breath T. G. V. i 106

Kisses,—His k. are Judas's own children A. Y. L. i 619
Kitten.— I had rather be a k. and cry mew, than one of these i H. IV. 2 434
Knave.—How absolute the k is, we must speak by the card Ham. 4 560

You sir, more k. than fool, after your master A". L. 4 335
Knavery's plain face is never seen till used Oth. 4 602

Knee— Show me thy humble heart and not thy k R. II. 2 355
Supple k.s feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees Tr. b' Cr. 3 378
Oftei er on her k.s than on her feet, died every day she lived Mac. 2 243

Knell,—Hear it not . , . for it is a i'., that summons thee to heaven or.., jWiif. 2 213

Knights.—The armorers accomplishing the X-., with busy hammers^ H. V. 2 591

Know,— I will swear to siudy so. to k. the thing I am forbid to k L. L. L. 1 448
\ k. 3. trick worth two of that, i' faiih i // IV. 2 412

Lord, we k. what we are, but k. not what we may be Ham. 4 547
To A. a man well were to ^. himself. Ham. 4 567

Knowledge.—O A. ill-inhabited, worse than Jove in a thatched house 1../4. Y. L. i 617

K. is the wing wherewith we fly to heaven „ 2 H. VI. 3 68

L.

Labor.—Hal ; 'tis no sin for a man to /. in his vocation „.„ i H. IV.

The /. we delight in physics pain - Mac.
Laborer.- I am a true /. .• I earn that 1 get. get that 1 wear A. Y. L.

Lace,—O cut my /, in sunder, that my pent heart may have some scope. ...ff. ///.

Ladies.— If /. be but young and fair. They have the gift to know il...^, Y. L.

Lady.—He capers nimbly in a I.'s chaml)er, to the. R. HI-

To make a sweet /. sad is a sour offence Tr. <5r» Cr.

Now get you to my l.'s chamber, and tt 11 her. let her paint ..Ham.
Lamb,—We were as twinned l.s that did frisk i' the sun iV. Tale.

In war was never lion ... in peace was never genlle /. more mild R. //.

You are yoked with a /,, that carries anpcr as the flint bears fire y. C.

Lament.—Where joy most revels, grief doth most / Ham.
Lamentably.—A very ple.isant thing indeed, and sung / H'. Tale.

Land.—Money tniys /., and wives are sold by fate M. W. iV.

My love . . . Prizes not quantity of dirty / f Tiu. N.
Landlord of England art thou, not king ; the state of law is bond slave...^. //.
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Language.—There was . . . I. in, their very gesture _„ W. Tale.
Lards.—Falstaff sweats to death, and /. the lean earth as he walks i H. IV.
Largess.—A /. universal like the sun, his liberal eye doth give to every one..//. V.

Lark.—More tunable than /. to shepherd's ear M N. D.
It was the /., the herald of the morn R. &= y.

Hark, hark ! The /. at heaven's gate sings Cytn.

Lascivious.— I will find you twenty /. turtles ere one chaste man M. W. W.
Last.—The /. of all the Romans, fare thee well ! y. C.

Laugh to scorn the power of man, for none of woman born shall harm Mac.
Our castle's strength will /. a siege to scorn Mac.

Laughter —To move wild (. in the throat of death L. L. L,.

Law.—One that knows the /., go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to...M. Ado.
In these nice, sharp quillets of the /., good faith I am no i H. VI.

Villian, thou knowest no /. of God nor man R. III.

The proud man's contumely, the pangs of despised love, the /.'f deXay-.Haiit.

Lawyer.—O'er l.'s fingers, who straight dream on fees R. <£^ y.
Why may not that be the skull of a/. .< Where be his quiddities . . .? Ham.
Like the breath of an unfeed /. , you gave me nothing for't K. L.

Lazarus.—As ragged as L. in the painted cloth i H. IV.
Leanness.—Long time have I watched : Watching breeds /. R. II.

Learned without opinion and strange without heresy L. L. L.
Learning.—There will little /. die then, the day thou art hanged Tim. A.
Least.—Though last not /. in love y. C.

Leaving.—Nothing in hia life became him like the /. it Mac.
Leek.—His eyes were green as l.s M. N. D.
Leg.—Your l.s did better service than your hands 3 H. VI.

We petty men walk under his huge l.s, and peep about y. C.

Lender.—Neither a borrower nor a /. be ; for loan oft loses Ham.
Less.—Speak I. than thou knowest, Lend /. than thou owest A'. L.
Lessened.—One pain is/, by another's anguish R. <Jr» y.

Lethe.—Let fancy still my sense in L. steep Ttv. N.
Wine hath steeped our senses in soft and delicate L A. <£^ C.

Leviathan.—Be thou here again ere the /. can swim a league M. N. D.
Liar.—An infinite and endless /., an hourly promise-breaker All's W.
There are l.s . . . enow to beat the honest men and hang up them Mac.

Lick.—Let the candied tongue /. absurd pomp, and crook Ham.
Lie.—I love to hear him /. , and I will use him for my minstrelsy L. L. L.
Speak of frays, like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint l.s Mer. V.

So to the /. circumstantial, and /. direct A. Y. L.
He will /., sir, with such volubility, that All's IV.

Lief.— I had as /. not be, as live to be in awe of such a thing y. C.

Life.—And our little /. is rounded with a sleep Tern.

So the I. that died with shame, lives in death with glorious fame M. Ado.
You take my /. when you do take the means whereby I live Mer. V.

L. is as tedious as a twice-told tale ve.xing the dull ear K. y.

What a sign it is of evil /. , when death's approach is seen so terrible !..2 H. VI.

God forgive him ! so bad a death argues a monstrous /. 2H VI.

Now he lives in fame, though not in / R. III.

If any think brave death outweighs bad / Cor.

Nothing in his /. became him like leaving it Mac.
1 would set my /. on any chance, to mend it, or be rid on 't Mac.

Life-blood.-—This sickness doth infect the very /. of our enterprise... i H. IV.
Light.—In delay we waste our l.s in vain, like lamps by day R. ^f y.

Like.—He was a man ; I shall not look upon his /. again Ham.
Limit.—A merrier man, within the /. of becoming mirth, I never L. L. L.
Limping.—April on the heel of/, winter treads R. <5r" y.

Line.—I am angling now, though you perceive me not how I give / W. Tale.

Linger.—Yet merciful, I would not have thee /. in thy pain Otk.
Lion.—Doing in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a / M. Ado.
Let me play the /. . . . I will roar that I will do any man's heart good...!/. N. D.
There is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your /. living M. N. D.
Thou wear a l.'s hide ! doff it for shame and hang a calfskin K. y.
The /. dying thrusteth forth his paw, and wounds the earth R. II.

We were two l.s littered in one day, and I the elder and more terrible....^. C.

Lip.—Take, O take those l.s away, that so sweetly were foresworn. ...i^/.y<?>- M.
Masterly done, the very life seems warm upon her / W. Tale.

A cherry /. , a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue R. III.

Their l.s were four red roses on a stalk, which R. III.

They met so near with their l.s that their breaths embraced Oth.
Let me my service tender on your l.s Cym.

Liquid.—In the morn and /. dew of youth Ham.
Liquors.—In my youth I never did apply hot and . . . /. in my blood... .-i. Y. L.
Little.—Though she be but /., she is fierce M. N. D.
For then ... he found the blessedness of being /.....„ H. VIIL
A /. month or ere these shoes were old Ham.
L. of this great world can I speak, more than pertains to feats of. . . battle. Otk.

Live.—I've hope to /., and am prepared to die M./or M.
Faith I will /. so long as I may, that's the certain of it H. V.
I had as lief not be as /. to be in awe of such a thing y. C.

Livelong.—The obscured bird clamored the /. night....*—. „,.,.Mac.
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Liver white and pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity.™ 2 H. IV. 2

Livery.—To achieve the silver i. of advised age 2 H. VI. 3

Loaf.—Easy it is of a cut /. to steal a shive, we know Tit. An. 4

Loam.—Men are but gilded /. or painted clay R- // 2

Loan oft loses both itself and friend Ham. 4

Loath.— I am /. to gall a new-healed wound 2 Ii- IV- 2

Locks.—These grey I. the pursuivants of death i H. VI. 2

LouE-STARS.—O happy fair! your eyes are / M. N. D. i

Longings.—I have immortal /. in me A- &" C. 4

Look.—Even such a man ... so spiritless, so dull, so dead in / 2 H. ly. 2

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry /. . . . such men are y. C. 3

L. wiih thine ears : see how yond justice rails upon yond . . . thief. K. L. 4

This /. of thine will hurl my soul from heaven Oik. 4

Looking.—With such large discourse, /. before and after Ham. 4

Lord of thy presence and no land beside A", y. 2

Loss.—The most patient man in /. , the . . . coldest that ever turned up ace. Cym. 4

Losses.—A fellow that hath had /., and one that hath two gowns M. Ado.
Laughed at my /., mocked at my gains, scorned my nation Mer-. V.

LovK.—They do not /. that do not show their I T. G. V.

they /. least that let men know they I T. G. V.

If you /. her you cannot see her. Why? Because L. is blind T. G. V.

1 break my fast, dine, sup . . . upon the very naked name of/ 7". G. V.

As soon go kindle fire with snow as . . . quench the fire of/, with.... 7'. G. V.

L. is like a child, that longs for everything that he can come by T. G. V.

The course of true /. never did run smooth M. N. D.
hell ! to choose /. by another's eyes M- N. D.

Things base and vile . . . /. can transpose to form and dignity M. N D.

L. looks not with the eyes, but with the mind, therefore is . . . Cupid. Tlf. N. D.

As . . . boys in game . . . the boy L. is perjured everywhere M N. D.

Playing on pipes of com and versing /. to amorous Phillida M. N. D.
L. is merely a madness and . . . deserves ... a dark house and a whip A. V'.L.

L. and qinet life, and awful rule and right supremacy Tain. Sh. 2

She never told her /., but let concealment like a worm i' the bud Tw. N. i

As man and wife, being two, are one in / H. V. 2

1 owe him little duty and less / » H. VI. 2

As my hand has opened bounty to you, my heart dropped / H. VIII. 3

The heart-blood ol beauty, I.' s invisible soul TV. &' Cr. 3

Wife and child . . . those strong knots of / Mac. 2

Doubt that the sun doth move : Doubt truth . . . ; but never doubt I I...Ham. 4
Where /. is great, the littlest doubts are fear Ham. 4
Where little fears grow great, great /. grows there Ham. 4
A round, unvarnished tale . . . of my whole course of / Oth. 4

I do /. thee, and when I /. thee not, chaos is come again Oth. 4
Loved.—Who ever / that / not at first sight? A. K L. 1

Lover —A l.'s eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; a l.'s ear will hear L. L. L. i

The lunatic, the /, and the poet M. N. D. 1

And then the /. sighing like a furnace, with a woeful ballad A. Y. L. i

The stroke of dealh is as a I.' s pinch, which hurts and is desired A. 6^ C. 4

LovEKS and m.idmen have such seething brains M. N. D. 1

In this state she gallops by night through l.s brains R. 6^ T 4
At t.s' perjuries they say Jove laughs R. &° y. 4

LovE-RHVMES —Dan Cupid : regent of/., lord of folded arms L. L. L. i

I-oviNG —Most friendship is feigning ; most /., mere folly A. V. L. i

Low.—Speak /. if you speak love M. Ada. i

My creditors grow cruel, my estate is very /. Mer. V. i

Lowliness is young ambition's ladder 7- C. 3

Lucifer.—And when he falls, he falls like L,, never to hope again H. VIU. 3

Luck.—I hope good /. lies in odd numbers M. W W. i

Lush.—How /. and lusty the grass looks ! how green ! Tern. 1

Lust.—Till the wicked fire of/, have melted him in his own greascAf. W. IV. i

Lying.—Lord, Lord, how this world is given to . . . /. « i H. IV. 2
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Macduff.—Lay on, M., anc! damned be him that first cries, * Hold Mac. 2 256

Mad.—Cupid is a knavish lad, thus to make poor females m M. N. IX 1 427
As »t. as the vexed sea /^- L. 4 375

Madcap.—The nunblc-footed m.. Prince of Wales i //. IV. 2 448

Madness.—And what's a fever but a fit of m. ? Com. E. 2 188

Begot of thought, conceived of spleen, born of ni A. Y. L. i 628

Wiiy this is very midMimmcr m T~<v. N. 1 232

How preg.iant . . . his replies are 1 a happiness that often w. hits on...//«>«. 4 509

O, that way m. lies ; let me shun that K. L. 4 358
Magnanimoi's.— As valiant as the wrathful dov , or most m. mouse... 2 H. IV. 2 510

Maid.—She can milk, look you, a sweet virtue in a »«. with clean hands.. 7". (7. V. i 105

jl/. are May when they are »«., but the sky changes when they arc wives../} Y.L. i 627

Maiden.—Now purple with love's wound,and ;«.jcall it lovc-in-idleness..jJ/. A''./?, i 405
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Majesty.—This earth of m., this seat of Mars, this other Eden K. II.

With what a tn. he bears himself, how insolent ... he is become 2 H. VI.

Makes.—This is the night that either m. me or fordoes me quite Oth.
Malice.—Deep malice makes too deep incision ; forget, forgive R. II.

Mammets.—This is no world to play with tn. and to tilt with lips i H. IV.
Man.—That m. that hath a tongue, ... is no vi. if ... he cannot... T. G. V.

M., proud m., drest in a little brief authority . . . plays such M./or M.
If you meet a thief, you may suspect him ... to be no true m 71/. Aiio.

The will of m. is by his reason swayed At. A. D.
I am no such a thing : I am a m. as other men are M. N. D.
God made hini, and therefore let him pass for a 7n Mer. V.
When he is best, he is a little worse than a in Mer. V.

I dare do all that may become a >«. ; who dares do more is none Mac.
A pound of tn.'s fl^sh taken from a nt. is not so estimable Mer. V.

A goodly portly tn., i* faith, and a corpulent j H. IV,
Even such a tn., so ... so dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone 2 H. IV.
More than I seem, and less than I was born to : a tn. at least 3 H. VI.
Nor more can you distinguish of a m., than of his outward show R. III.

'Tis cruelty to load a falling m H. VIII.

1 wished myself a m., or that we women had men's privilege Tr. &" Cr.

A woman impudent ... is not more loathed than effeminate Tn....'J'r. ^r' Cr.
Shall Rome stand under one m.'s awe? y. C.

Nature might stand up and say to all the world, 'This was a tn. !' y. C.

Dispute it like atn. . . But I must also feel it as a tn Mac.
He was a tn., take him for all in all, I shall Ham.
Give every tn. thy ear, but few thy voice; take each tn.'s censure Hatn.
What a piece of work is a tn! how noble in reason ! how infinite . . . \..Haiii.

Wert thou a m., thou would'st have mercy on me A. &^ C.

Mandkake.—Would curses kill, as doth the tn.s groan, I would invent..2 //. VI.

Manhood.—If tn., good tn., be not forgot upon the face of the earth. ..i H. IV.
Manly.—A in. enterprise, to conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes '...M. N. D.
Manners.—Though I am a daughter to his blood I am not to his tn.....Mer. V.

Whose tn. still our tardy apish nation limps after R. II.

Foul . . . lump, as crooked in thy tn. as thy shape! 2 H. VI.
Men's evil ttt. live in brass, their virtues we write in water H. VIlI.

Manyheaded.^—He himself stuck not to call us the tn. multitude Cor.
Mar.— Striving to do better, oft we tn. what's well K. L.

It makes us, or it tn.s us ; think on that, and fix . . . thy resolution Oth.
Marble.—He plies her hard, and much rain wears the tn 3 H. VI.
When I am forgotten .... and sleep in dull, cold tn H. VIII.

March. ^—Remember 71/., the ides of M. remember J. C.

Mark.—There is no vice so simple but assumes some tn. of virtue Aler. V.

A fellow of no /«. nor likelihood.... i H. IV.
Marriage.—God, the best maker of all tn.s, combine your hearts in one X-.H.V.

M. is a matter of more worth, than to be dealt in by attorneyship i H. VI.

Makes tn. vows as false as dicers' oaths Ham.
Married.—A young man tn. is a man that's marred AWs IV.

She's not well tn. that lives tn. long R. &> y.
But she's best tn. that dies tn. young R. St' y.

Marry.—If thou wilt needs m., tn. a fool ; Ham.
Martyr.—Then if thou fall'st, . . . Thou fall'st a blessed w? H. VIII.

Master.—Every one can tn. a grief but he that has it M. Ada.
Masterdom.—All our . . . days to come, give . . . sovereign "vway and tit..Mac.

Masterpiece.—Confusion now hath made his tn. ! Mac.
Mates.—Leaked is our bark,and we, poor >«., stand on the dying deck... 7»«./4.
Matin.—The glowworm shows the tn. to be near, and 'gins to pale Ham.
Matter.—I do not much dislike the tn., but the manner of his speech../?, b^ C.

May.—Exceeds ... in beauty as the first of M. doth the last of Dec.M. Ado.
Love whose month is ever M. spied a blossom passing fair L. L. L.
As full of spirit as the month of M. i H. IV.

M^YMORN.—The very M. of his youth, ripe for exploits and mighty H. V.

Means.—There's place and m. for every man alive Alts IV.

I would my tn. were greater and my waist slenderer 2 H. IV.
When the tn. are gone that buy this praise, the breath is gone Tim. A.

Meanborn.—Let pale-faced fear keep with the tn. man 2 H. VI.

Meaning.—He hath some >k. in his mad attire Tarn. Sk.

Not the first who, with best tn., have incurred the worst K. L.
Measure.—Sowed cockle, reaped no corn ; justice . . . whirls in equal tn..L. L. L.
Are all thy conquests, glories . . . shrunk to this little tn. ? y. C.

Meat.—Upon what »/. does this our Csesar feed, that he is grown so great ?..y. C.

Mechanical.—A crew of . . . rude tn.s, that work for bread M. IV. D.
Being tn., you ought not to walk upon a laboring day y. C.

Medicines —Let us make tn. of our great revenge, to cure this . . . grief. ..Mac.

Meet.—When shall we three tn. again—in thunder, lightning, or . . . ? Afac.

Melancholy.— I can suck m. out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs...^. V. L.
You are a tn. fellow. 1 am ... I do love it better than laughing A. V. L.
With a green and yellow m., she sat like patience Tvj. iV.

Melody.—Lulled with sound of sweetest tn 2 H. IV.
The birds chant tn. on every bush Tit. An.

Melt.—O, that this too, too solid flesh would tn., thaw and resolve Ham.
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Melting.—One whose . . . eyes, albeit unused to the m. mood, drop tears..CM.

Memouy.—Cancelling your fame, blotting your names from books of >«..2 // y/.

That tit., the warder of the brain, shall be a fume Miic.

Pluck from the »t. a rooted sorrow, razi- out the Mac.
There's hope a great man's m. may outlive his life half a year Hum.

Men.—What great >n. have been in love?— Hercules, master—Most L. L. L.
The souls of animals infuse themselves into the trunks of m Mer. V.

M. have died from time to time and worm^ have eaten them A. Y. L
When fortune means to m. most good, she looks . . . with a threatening.. A', y.

Should dying m flatter . . . those that live ? No, no, tn. living flatter those.. .ff. //.

Wise >«. ne'er sit and wail their woes, but presently prevent R. II.

O give me the spare tn., and spare me the great ones 2 //. IV.

Lord, Lord, how subject we old tn. are to this vice of lying 2 // IV.
He hath heard that tn. of few words are the best in H. V.

Grace of mortal m., which we more hunt tor than the grace of God R. HI.

O th.it we women had tn's privilege of speaking first TV. <&^ Cr.

M. like butterflies show not their mealy wings but to the summer... TV. jSr* Cr.

There's daggers in in.' s smiles ; the near in blood, the nearer bloody Mac.
We are in., my liege. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for in Mac.
M. must endure their going hence, even as their coming hither A' L.

Know thou this that in. are as the time is A'. L.
Mhnd your speech a little, lest it may mar your fortunes K. L.
Merciful.— I that am cruel am yet m : I would not have thee linger ir\...Oth.

Mercury.—Be M., set feathers to thy heels, and fly like thought K. J.
Mercy.—Not the . . . become them with one-halfso good agrace a.sm..M./or M.

I'he quality of ?k. is not strained, it droppeth as the gentle dew Mer. V.

But tn. is above this sceptred sway ; it is enthroned in the Mer. V.

Earthly power doth then show likest God's, when tn. seasons justice.../T/<'/-. V.

Sweet tn. is nobility's true bailge Tit. A.
Merit.—The . . . spurns that patient tn. of the unworthy takes Ham.
Merribr.—A tn. man, within the limits of becoming mirth, I never L. L L.
Merriment.—Flashes of ;«. that were wo it to set the table on a roar Hnin.
Mekrv.—A tn. heart goes all the day, your sad tires in a mile—a IV. Tate.

'Tis IH. in hall, when beards wag all ; and welcome nr. Shrovetide.... 2 H. IV.
Message —Sometimes from her eyes I did receive fair speechless tn.s...Mer. V.

Metal.—Not till God make men of some other in. than earth M. Ado.
Here's in. more attractive Ham.

Methcid.—Though this be madness, yet there's in. in 't Ham.
Mew.— Let Hercules himself do what he may, the cat will tn., the dog.. ..//«;«.

Mewling.—At first the infant, in. and puking in the nurse's arms A. Y. L.
Midnight.—The iron tongue of ;«. hath told twelve : Lovers to bed....iT/. A'^. D.
To go to bed afier m is to go to bed betimes 7i«. N.

Midwife.—The fairies tn., ami she comes in shape no bigger than an.../?, dr" y.
Mightiest.—'Tis tn. in the m. : it becomes the throned monarch Mer. V.

Mighty.—Model to thy inward greatness, like litt e body with a in. heart..//. V.

"lis best to weigh the enemy more in. than he seems // V.

Mild.—Mure tn., but yet more harmful, kind in hatred A'. ///.

Milk.—They'll take suggestions, as a cat laps in Tem.
For moving such a dish of skim >«., with so honorable an action i H. IV.
There's no more mercy in him than there is in. in a male tiger Cor.

Miller.—More water glideth by the mill, than wots the in. of Tii. An.
Milliner.—He was perfumed like a j« i H. IV.
Mind.—He grows kind. I like not f.iir terms and a villain's m Mer. V.

A gol ten tn. stoops not to show of dross Mer. V.

Not sick, my lord, unless it be in in. ; nor well, unless in m Mer. V.

'Tis ... a base . . . tn., that mounts no higher than a bird can soar...2 H. IT.

Fearless tn.s climb soonest unto crowns 3 H. VI.

Suspicion always haunts the guilty in. : The thief doth fear 3 H. VI.

Since . . . heavens have shaped my body so, let hell make my tn. crooked..3 H.VI.
1 have a man's in., but a woman's might y. C.

Art thou but a dagger of the in., a false creation ? Mac.
Balm of hurt in.s . . . chief nourisher in life's feast Jlfac.

Than on the torture of the tn. to lie in restless ecstasy .Ifac.

We bring forth weeds, when our quick in.s lie still A. if C.

Minister.—Canst thou not m. to a mind diseased, pluck from the memory. ..yl/rtc.

Therein the patient must tn. to himself: Throw physic Mac.
Minutes.— I'll put a girdle round about the earth in forty m M. N. D.
Miracles.— It must be so, for in. have ceased H. V.

Mirror.—Buckingham, the in. of all courtesy H. VIII.

To hold, as 't were, the in. up to nature Ham.
Mirth.—Very tragical in. . . . Merry and tragical! tedious and brief.. ;!/. N. D.
Miscreant.— .\ traitor and a in., loo good to be so, and too bad to live...^ II.

Miserable.—The in. have no other medicine, but only hope M. for M.
But m. most, to live unloved M. N. D.

Miseries —All the voyage of their life is bound in shallows and in m y. C.

Misdry.— Kings . . . must die, for that's the end of human m i //. VI.

Kngirt with m , for what's more miser.ible than discontent? 2 H VI.

MiSLiKU.
—

'Tis not my speeches that you do tn., but 'tis my presence...! H. VI
Mis-shapen.— .A foul m. . . , marked by the destinies to be avoided.... 3 // / '/.

M. ctwios of well-seeming forms! R. (Sr* y.

4 660

3 9
2 211
2 251

4 525
I 4S';

I S61
I 626
2 29s
2 .144

2 363
2 512
2 S13
2 577

209

IT'S

37»
219
22:{

3«9
390
3If
653
304
277
=;b2

561

503
190
520

4S9
561

114

540
5'9

339
525
Soq

S64
606

442
213

4M
S62
562

572
230
41

4'7
566
201

40S
525

537
551
23
144
IS*
I5t»

600
213
215

22s
II

251

251

40s
553
27s
52J
43S
32«
286
422
62-,

66s
40
la
log

406



824 MIS NAT

Mistress.—Opinion a sovereign m. of effects, throws a Oth.
Mock.—^Like the forfeits in a barber's shop, as much in >«. as v\s.xV..M. for M.
A better death than die with m.s , which is bad as die with tickling. ..j1/. Ado.
I'll trust, by leisure, him that m.s me once Tit. An.

Mockery.—Out of fashion like a rusty mail in monumental tn TV. &^ Cr.
Hence, horrible shadow ! Unreal ;«., hence ! Mac.

Model,— That small in. of . . . earth which serves as cover to our bones..,/?. //.

Like one that draws a m. of a house, beyond his power to build 2 H. IV.
Modesty.-—Have you no m., no maiden shame, no touch of , . . ? M. N. D.

In pure and vestal ?«., still blush as thinking her own kisses sin R. ir' J.
Mole —Tread softly, that the blind ;«. may not hear a foot-fall Tent,

Molehill.—As if Olympus to a m. should in supplication nod Cor.
Monarch.—It becomes the throned ni. better than his crown Mer. V.

Money is a good soldier and will on AI. W. W.
Called me dog; and for these courtesies I lend you . . . 7n.s Mer. V.

Tell me not of mercy ; this is the fool that lent out m. gratis Mer. V.

Nothing comes amiss, so ni. comes withal lam. Sli.

I say, put m. in thy purse Oth.
Monmouth.—A river in Macedon ; and there is ... a river 3X M. H. V.

Monstrous.—III speak in a ni. little voice M. N. D.
Monument.—Like a taper in some m. doth shine upon the dead Tit. An.
Mood.—He must observe their m. on whom he jests Tiv. N.

In ihat i7t. the dove will peck the estridge A. ^r' C.

Moody.—Give me some music ; music m. food of us that trade in \ove.A. &" C
Moon.—Flying between the cold >n. and the earth, Cupid all armed. ..71/. N. D.
Qu nched in the chaste beams of the watery tn M. N. D.
And the m. changes even with your mind Tavt. Sk.
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious 711. . . . already sick and pale /?. Gr' y.
Yonder blessed vt. . . . that tips with silver all these . . . tree-tops R. &" y.
The m.' s a . . . thief, and her pale fire she snatches from the sun Tim. A.

MooNiSH.—Being ... a m. youth ... be effeminate, changeable A. Y. L.
Moonlight.—How sweet the m. sleeps upon this bank ! Mer. V.

More.—The ;«. I give to thee, the m. I have R. &^ y.
Morn.—Each new >«., new widows howl, new orphans cry Mac,
The m. in russet mantle clad, walks o'er the dew of. Ham.

Morning.—Yon grey is not the m.' s eye, 'tis but the pale reflix of R. &' y.
Mortality.—We cannot hold m.'s strong h.ind K. y.
Mother. —By my tii.'s son, and that's myself, it shall be . . . what I. Ta)/i. Sk.

All mj- m came into my eyes, and gave me up to tears //. V.

Motion.—This sensible, warm m. to become a kneaded clod A!. /or M.
There is no m. that tends to vice in man but ... is the woman's part.... Cyw.

Motley.—O noble fool! A worthy fool ! V)/.'j the only wear A. Y. L.
Mountain.—Gross as a >«., open, palpable i H. IV.
Curse away a winter's night though standing naked on a tn. top 2 H. VI.

Mourn —The tiger will be mild whiles she doth w 3 H. VI.

Mourned,—A beast that wants discourse of reason, would have m. longei.Ifam.
Mouse,—Playing the ;«,, in absence of the cat H. V.

Mouth,—The whilst his iron did . . . cool, with open tn. swallowing a. ...A', y.
If you »! it, as many . . . players do, I had as lief the town-crier Ham.

Much.—Whereof a little more than a little is by m. too m i H. IV.
Som-thing too >n. of this Ham.

Murdek.—Truth will come to light; tn. cannot be hid Mer. V.

Macbeth does «/. sleep Mac.
They rise again, with twenty mortal m.s on their crowns Mac.
M. most foul as in the best it is, but this most foul, strange and Ham.
It hath the primal eldest curse upon it, a brother's m Ham.

Music,— I am never merry when I hear sweet m Mer. V.

The man that hath no tn. in himself, nor is not moved with concord. .yl//'?-. V.

Nought so stockish hard . . . but ni. . . . doth change his nature Mer. V.

Km be the food of love, play on ;
give me excess of it Jiv. iV.

In sweet m. is such art, killing care and grief of heart H. VIII.

Musings.—Drew sleep out of mine eyes, m. into my mind Per.
Mutiny.—That should move the stones of Rome to rise and m y. C.

N.

Nail.—As one n. by strength drives out another 7". G. V.

When icicles hang by the wall, and Dick the shepherd blows his n ..L. L. L.
One fire drives out one fire ; one «., one n. ; rights by rights falter Cor.

Naked.—He but k., though locked up in steel, whose conscience 2 H. VI.

He would not, in mine age, have left me n. to mine enemies //. VIII.

Name.—The honor of a maid is her « All's IV.

None else of «. and noble estimate R. II.

So . . . feared, th.U with his n. mothers still their babes i H. VI.

That which we call a rose, by any other n. would smell as sweet R. Sr' y.
Good n. in man or woman ... is the immediate jewel of their souls Oth.

Native.—Though I am «. here and to the manner born Ham.

V. V,
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Nativity.—At my «. the front of heaven was full of fiery shapes i H. IV.
Natural.—He doth it with a better grace, bat 1 do it more n Tw. N.
Nature never lends the smallest scruple of her excellence Mfor M.
To be well favored . . . but to write and read comes by « M. Ado.
Frank «., rather curious than in haste, hath well composed thee AW s VV.

In n. there's no blemish but the mind T'.v. N.
At thy birth n. and fortune joined to make thee great A". J.
Diseased «. oftentimes breaks forth in strange eruptions i H. IV.
Disguise fair «. with hard-favored rage H. V.
These mural laws of «. and of nations speak aloud Tr. (5r= Cr.
One touch of «. makes the whole world kin Tr. 6^ Cr.
The earth that's n.'s mother is her tomb Ji. 6^ y.
That N. might stand up, and say to all the world, ' This was a man '.... y. C.

Now o'er the one-half world, n. seems dead Mac.
This special observance, that you outstep not the modesty of « Ham.
For use almost can change the stamp of n Hatu.
Thou, K., art my goddess ; to thy laws my services are bound A'. L.
"ifou are old, « in you stands on the very verge of her confine K. L.
Allow not «. more than n. needs, man's life's as cheap as beast's K. L.
N. wants suiff to vie strange forms with fancy A. Sr' C.

How hard it is to hide the sparks of ft. ! Cym.
Navigation.— 1 hough the yesty waves confound and swallow n. up Mac.
Necessities.—Are these things then n. ? let us meet them like n 2 //. IV.
Necessity.—To make a virtue of n., and live as we do T. G. V.

There is virtue like n R. II.

Nature must obey « y. C.

Nectar.— Love's thrice repured « Ir. S' Cr.

Need.—Make friends with speed, never so few and never yet more M....2 //. IV.
Needles.— Have with our «. created both one flower M. N. D.
Gentlewomen that live honestly by the prick of their « '. H. V.

Neeze and swear a merrier hour was never wasted there M. N. D.
Negligent.—Celerity is never more admirtd than by the « A. is' C.

Neighing.— Farewell the n. steed, and the shrill trump, the spirit stirring. O/^.
Neptune.—Your isle which stands as N.'s park Cym.
Nerves.^Take any shape but that and my firm «. shall never tremble Mac.
Nettle.—The str.iwberry grows underneath the n H. V.

Never.—The hopeless word of ' n. to return' breathe I against thee R. II.

News.—The first bringer of unwelcome n. hath but a losing office 2 H. IV.
Though it be honest, it is never good to bring bad n A. 6^ C.

Nice.— It is not meet that every n. offence should bear his comment y. C.

Night.—Brief as the lightning in the coUied n M. N. D.
It is not n. when I do see your face, therefore M. N. D.
O weary «., O long and tedious n., abate thy hours ! M. N. D.
In the «., imagining . . ., how easy is a bush supposed a bear! M. N. D.
In such a n. stood Dido with a willow in her hand Mer. V.

This «., methinks, is but the daylight sick Mer. V.

In winter's tedious n.s, sit by the fire with good old folks R. II.

N. is fled whose pitchy mantle over veiled the earth i //. VI.

The dragon wing of n. o'erspreads the earth Tr. &' Cr.

Come civil « , thou sober suited matron, all in black A'. <Sr> y.
JV.'s candles are burned out, and jocund day stands tiptoe R. <£^ y.

Come seeling «., scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day Mac.
The n. is long that never finds the day Mac.

Nightingale — I will roar you an' 'twere any n M. N. D.
Exc( pt I be by Silvia in the night, there is no music in the n T G. V.

Nimbly.—The air n. and sweetly recommends itself unto our . . . senses. .71/ac.

Niobe —She followed my poor father's body, like N., all tears Ham.
Nipping.—The air bites shrewdly . . .— It is a «. and an eager air Ha»i.
Noble.—O what a n. mind is here o'erihrown I Ham.
Nobleman.— I'll purge, . . . and live cleanly as a n. should do i //. IV.

If I blush, it is 10 see a n. want manners H. VIII.

NoBLEK.—Whether 'tis «. in the mind to suffer the slings Ham.
Noblest.—This was the «. Roman of them all y. C.

Noiseless.—The inaudible and n. foot of lime, steals ere Alfs IV.

North.—You are now sailed into the «. of my lady's opinion T71', N.
Nose.—Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's «. , and then he dreams-.A". ^^ y.

Tickliig a parson's n. as a' lies asleep, then dreams he of another R. 6^ y.

Nostril.— Nowstt the teeth and stretch thc». wide, hold hard the breath..//. V.

Note.— Hatniners closing rivets up give drca<lful «. of preparation H. V.

Take «., take «., O world I To be direct and honest is not safe Oth.
Nothing.— Is whispering «. ? Is leaning cheek 10 check ? Is meeting... IV. Tale
We are on earth where k. lives but crosses, cares, and griefs R. It.

He was a kind of h. . titleless, till he had forged himself a name Cor.
Noun.—I'hat . . . talk of a «. and veib, and such abominable words..2 H. VI.

Numbers —This is the third time, I hope good luck lies in odd n M. M-'. IV.

There is divinity in odd «., . . . in nativity, chance, or death AI. IV. IV.

Numbered —The sands are n. that make up my life : here must I stay. 3 H. VI.

Nurse.—Time is the n. and breeder of all good T. G. V.

Melancholy is the «. of frenzy Tam. Sh.
Your prattling «. . . . lets her baby cry, while she chats him Cor.

NuKTURE.—A devil . . . on whose nature ». can never stick 7'em.
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O.

Oak.—With thy . . . bolt split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled o M. for M.
Many strokes, though with a little axe hew down . . . the . . . o 3 H. VI.

Oars.—To see the fish cut with their golden o. the silver stream M. Ado.
Oaths.—Stuffed with protestations, full of new-found o 7. G. V.

Swearing till my very roof was dry with o. of love Mer. V.

'Tis not the m.iny o. that make the truth, but the plain single vovi... Ail's PV.

For o. are straws, men's faiths are wafer-cakes, and holdfast H. V.

Obey.—Let them 0. that know not how to rule 2 H. Vl.

Oblivion —In the swallowmg gulf of blind forgetfulness and dark o R. III.

Time hath ... a wallet at his back wherein he puts alms foro TV. &' Cr.

Oblivious.—With some sweet o. antidote cleanse the stuffed bosom Mac,
Obsekvkd —The o. of all observers Ham.
Obstruction.—To die and go we know not where ; to lie in cold ..M. for M.
Occasion.—O, that woman that cannot make her fault her husband's o..A Y.L.
A slippory and subtle knave, a finder of o.s Oth.

Ocean.—All the water in the o. can never turn t'.e swan's black legs Tit An.
His legs b.-strld the o., his reared arm crested the world A. b' C.

Odds.—But Hercules himself must yield to o 3 H. VI.

Odor.—That breathes upon a bank of violets, stealing and giving o Tuk N.
Odoriferous.—O amiable, lovely death ! Thouo. stench, sound rottenness../r.7'.

Offence.—O, my o. is rank, ... it hath the primal, eldest curse upon \..Ham.
Offends —\io. me to the soul, to hear a robustious, periwigpated fellow..///t;«.

Offended.—If any, speak; for him have I o.— I pause for a reply y. C.

Offer.—To 0. up an Innocent lamb to appease an angry God Mac.
Office,— Friendship is constant . . ., save in the o. and affairs of love..il/. /^eio.

To sell and mart your o.s for gold to undeservers y C.

So clear in his great o., that his virtues will plead . . . trumpet-tongued.../1/rtC.

Officer.—The thief doth fear each bush and o 3 //. VI.

Old.—Not yet o enough for a man, nor young enough for a boy Tw N.
If to be o. and merry be a sin, then many 3.no. host ... is damned... i H. IV.

They say an 0. man is twice a child Ham.
O. fools are babes again ; and must be used with checks as flatteries K. L.

Olympus — .^s if O. to a molehill should in supplication nod Cor.

One cried ' God bless us !
' And 'Amen,' the other Mac.

There's 0. did laugh in's sleep, and o. cried ' Murder' Mac.
This only child; but now I see this o. is o. too much R. is' y.

O. pain Is lessened by another's anguish R. &' y.

O. sin, I know, another doth provoke Per.

O. sorrow never comes but brings an heir Per.

Ope.—.^nd winking May-buds begin to o. their golden eyes Cym.
Opens.—The poor souls for whom this hungry war o. his vasty jaws H. V.

Opinion.—If I . . . for my o. bleed, o. shall be surgeon to my hurt 1 H. VI.

A plague of o. ! a man may wear it on both sides like a . . . jerkin.. Tr. <V Cr.

Opposite.—That have the office o. to St. Peter and keep the gate of hell \..Oth.

Oracle.—As who should say, I am Sir O., and when I ope my lips Mer. V.

Orator.— I am no 0. as Brutus is, but as you know me all, a . . . man y. C.

Order.—You must confine yourself within the modest limits of o Tiv. N.
Ordnance.—Have I not heard great o. in the field ? Tani. Sit.

Ornament.—The world is still deceived with Mer. V
Approve it with a text, hiding the grossness with fair o Mer. V.

Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews T. G. V.

Ostrich.—Make thee eat iron like an o., and swallow my sword 2 H. VI.

Ounce.—My sweet o. of flesh ! my incony Jew ! L. L. L.
Outlives.—He that o. this day and comes safe home, will stand a tipto'-..//. V.

Outward.—No vice but assumes some mark of virtue, on his o. parts.. VJ/e-r. V.

Between titles and low names, . . . nothing differs but the o. fame R. III.

Owl.—The o. shrieked at thy birth,—an evil sign 3 H. VI.

It was the o. that shrieked, the fatal bellman, which gives Mac.
They say the o was a baker's daughter Ham.

Oyster.—The world's my o., which I with sword will open M. IV. IV.

Canst tell how an o. makes his shell?—No.—Nor I neither IC. L.

Pace.—To climb steep hills, requires slow /. at first H. VIII. 3 259
To-morrow, and to-morrow creeps in this /. from day to day Mac. 2 252

Pageant.—Like this insubstantial /. faded, leave not a rack behind Tent. 1 60
Paid.—He is well /» that is well satisfied Mer. V. i 568

Pain.—They breathe truth, that breathe their words in/ R. II. 2 342
Paint.—Cuckoo-buds of yellow hue do p. the meadows with delight.../,. L. L. 1 511

Let her/, an inch thick, to this favor she must come Ham. 4 561

Painting.—This is the very/, of your fear. Mac. 2 229
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Pair.—So turtles/, that never mean to part JK. Tale.

Palace.—The cloud-capped towi;rs, the gorgeous /.j, the solemn temples.. 7"tv«.

that deceit should dwell in ^uch a goigeous/. / A', dr" y.

Pale.— I am /t. at mine heart to see thy eyes so red M.for M.
Paleness.—Thy/, moves me more than eloquence Mer. V.

Pall.—Come, thick night, and/, thee in the dunnest smoke of hell Mac.
Our indiscretions sometimes serve us well, when our deep plots do/ Ha)ii.

Pangs —The/, of despised love, the law's del.iy, the insolence of office. ..//aw.

Pansies.— I here is/., that's for thoughts Ham.
Pantaloon.—The sixth age shifts inio the lean and slippered/ A. V L.
Paradise —The spirit of a fiend in such sweet/, of morial flesh A'. <5r> y.

Pakcel-gilt.— I'hou didst swear to me upon the/, goblet 2 H. IV.

Pardon.— 1 /. him as God shall ;». me R. II.

Parmaceti.—The sovereign'st thing on earth was/, for an inward bruise, i H.IV.
Part.—A stage where evtry man must play a/., and mine a sad ow^...AIer. V.

One man in his time plays many/.j, his acts being seven ages A. Y. L.
Marry, the iinmorlal/. needs a physician 2 H. IV.
Gave his honors to the world again, his blessed/, to heaven H. VIII.

Like a dull actor, I have forgot my/., and I am out Cor.

Parted.—Like to a double-cherry, seeming /., but yet a union M. N. D.
Particular.—'Twere all one tnat I should love a bright/, star All's W.
Parting is such sweet sorrow, that I shall say good-night till it be R. &^ y

.

Party.—Let the devil t.ike one/, and his dam the other M. IV. VV.

Passage.— I'll drink to her so long as there is a/, in my throat Tw. N.
That thy . .. gates of heaven may ope, and give sweet/, to my . . . si)ul..3 A/^. VI.

Take him in the purging of his soul, when he is fit . . . for his/ Ham.
Passeth.— I have that wuhin that/, show Ham.
Passing.—The jury/, on the prisoner's life, may . . . have a thief..... ./J/. y^r M.
Passion.— His words do from such/, fly, that he believes himself. I'lu. N.

1 must speak in/ , I will do it in King Cambyses' vein i H. IV.
In the very torrent, tempest, and . . . whirlwind of/ Ham.
A robustious, periwig-pated fellow tear a/, to tatters Ham.

Past cure is . . ./.care L. L. L.
They say miracles are/ AWs W.
What's gone and what's/, h^lp, should be/, grief. W. Tale.

Nay, that's/, praying for, I have peppered two of them i H. IV.

Pasture.—Show us here the mettle of your / H. V.

It is the/, lards the rothers sides, the want that makes him lean Tim. A.
Patches set upon a little breach discredit more in hiding of the fault K. y.

A king of shreds and / Nam.
Patience.—She sat like/, on a monument smiling at grief. Tw. N.
Though

fi. be a tired mare, yet she will plod H. V.

How poor they are that have not/. .' What wound did ever heal but . . . l-.O/h.

Patient.— I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so/ 2 H. IV.

He brings his physic after his / 'j death H. VIII.

Pattern.—Thou cunning'st/. of excelling nature Oth.

Paunches.—Fat/, have lean pates L. L. L.
Pays.—Base is the slave that / H. V.

Paying.— I do not like that/, back ; 'tis a double labor i //. IV.

Peace.—In war was never lion raged more fierce; in/,was never gentle lamb../?. /A
In /. there's nothing so becomes a man, as modest stillness // V.

All the/, you make ... is calling both parties knaves Cor.

This/, is nothing, but to rust iron, increase tailors and breed Cor.

Pearl.—Of his bones are coral made ; these are p.s that were his eyes. .. Tent.

Seek some dew-drops . . . and hang a/, in every cowslip's ear M. N. D.
Dwells like a miser ... in a poor house ; as your/, in a foul oyster..^. Y. L.

Pedlar.—He is wit's/., and retails his wares at wakes and wassails. ..A. A. A.
Peep.—Nor heaven/, through the blanket of the dark, to cry, ' Hold !

' ...Mac.

Peerless.—The most/, piece of earth . . . that e'er the sun IV 'Tale.

Pen.—The poet's/, turns them to shapes, and gives M. N. D.
Penitence.—By/ the Eternal's wrath's appeased T. G. V.

Penny.—There shall be in England seven half-penny loaves sold for a /..2 H. VI.

People.—There have been many . , , that flattered the/., who never Cor.

Perdition catch my soul but I do l^ve thee Oth.

Perfection.—'Tis the witness ... to put a strange face on his own />..M. Atlo.

Performance.—Strange that desire should so many years outlive/....? H IV.

His promises, as he was then, mighty ; . . his/, j. as he is now, nothing..//. IV/A
All lov -rs swear more/, than they are able Tr. b' Cr.

Peril.—There lies more/, in your eye, than twenty of their swords ..K. dr'. y.
Pernicious.—Let this/, hour stand aye accursed in the calendar Mac.
May his/, soul rot half a grain a day I Ollt.

Pbrpend.—Learn of the wise, and / A. Y. L.
Person.—Thus pl ly I in one/, many people R. II.

Since every Jack became a gentleman, there's many a gentle/ R. III.

Peter.— And if his name be George, I'll call him P. A", y.
Philosophy,—Continue your resolve to suck the sweets of sweet/ Tarn. Sh.
Adversity's sweet milk,/ A'. &' y.
Hang up/., unless/, can make a Juliet R. <5r> y.

Phrases.—Good/, arc surely, and ever were, very commendable 2 H. IV.
Physic,—The labor we delight in/..r pain Mac.
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Physic.—Throw/, to the dogs; I'll none of it Mac.
Picture.—Look here upon this/., and on this, the counterfeit Ham.
Piece.— [ am a pretty/, of flesh.

—
'Tis well thou art not fish R. b' y.

Pardon me, thou bleeding/, of earth, that I am . . . gentle J. C.

Pied.— Daisies/., and violets blue, and lady-smocks all silver-white.../.. L. L.

Pilgrimage.—How brief the life of man runs his erring/ A. Y. L.
Pillows.— Infected minds to their deaf/, will discharge their secrets Mac.
Pined.—She/, in thought, and with a green and yellow "Fw. N.
Piping.— I, in this weak/, time of peace, have no delight R. III.

Pitch.— I think they that touch/, will be defiled M. Ado.
P., as ancient writers do report, doth defile i H. IV.

The word is ' F. and Pay :
' trust none, for oaths are straws H. V.

Pitchers.—You know/, have ears, and I have many servants Tarn. Sh.

Pixy.—Yet show some/.— I show it most of all when I show justicciT/.y^r M.
Forget to/, him, lest thy/, prove a serpent that will sting R. II.

He hath a tear iox p., and a hand open as day 2 H. IV.

More/, that the eagle should be mewed, while kites and buzzards R. III.

'Tis true, 'tis/., and/, 'tis 'tis true Ham.
Place.— In the world 1 fill up a/., which may be better supplied A. Y. L.
A falcon towering in her pride of/., was Alac.

Plague.— Light wenches may prove/..? to men forsworn L. L. L.
'Twas pretty, though a/., to see him every hour All's W.

Plain.—As/, as is the/, bald pate of father Time Com. E.
"There are no tricks in/, and simple faith J. C.

Planet.— I was not born under a rhyming/., nor I cannot woo in M. Ado.
The nights are wholesome ; then no p.s strike Ham.

Planks.—Do not fight by sea ; trust not to rotten / A. (^ C.

Plaster.—You rub the sore, when you should brin a/ Tcm.
Play.—O, I could/, the woman with my eyes, and braggart with my Alac.

Player.—O, there be/.j- that I have seen play, and heard others praise. .//a/K.

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love to amorous Phillida M. N. D.
Pleasant.—This castle hath 2. f>. seat, the air nimbly and sweetly Mac.
Pleases.—That sport best/, that doth least know how L. L. L.
Pleasing.—The/, punishment that women bear Com. E.
The Devil hath power to assume a/, shape Hani.

Pleasure and action make the hours seem short Oth.

These flowers are like the/.j of the world Cym.
Plenty and peace breeds cowards: hardness ever of hardiness is Cym.
Plies.—He/, her hard, and much rain wears the marble 3 H. VI.

Pluck.—To/, bright honor from the pale-faced moon i H. IV.

Plume.—What/, of feathers is he that indited this letter? L. L. L.

Plummet.—I'll seek him deeper than ever/, sounded Tetn.

Deeper than did ever/, sound, I'll drown my book Tern.

Poesy.—Much is the force of heaven-bred / T. G. V.

Poetical.— I would the gods had made thee/ A Y. L.

I do not know what '/.' is : is it honest in deed and word ? A. Y. L.

Poetry.—The truest/, is the most feigning; and lovers are A. Y. L.

Point.—Turn face to face, and bloody/, to/ K. y.

Poison.—Clamors of a jealous woman /.j more deadly than Com. E.
They love not/, that do/, need R. II.

In/, there is physic 2 f^- Z^-

Policy.— Is there no military/, how virgins might blow up men? AlFs IV.

Honor and/, like unsevered friends, i' the war do grow together Cor.

Politic.—I have been/, with my friend, smooth with my enemy A. Y. L.

Politician.—Like a scurvy/., seem to see the things thou dost not K. L.

Pomp.—The house with the narrow gate . . . too little for/, to enter ...All's IV.

Poor.—'Tis not so well that I am/ , though many of the rich are All's IV.

He's/>. in no one fault, but stored with all.—Especially Cor.

Popinjay.—To be so pestered with a./. ; out of my grief and i H. IV.

Porcupine.—Each particular hair . . . like quills upon the freiful/ Ham.
Possibilities.—Seven hundred pounds and /. is goot gifts M. IV IV.

Posteriors.—The/, of this day, which the . . . multitude call L. L. L.

Pot.— I would give all my fame for a/, of ale and safety H. V.

Potations.—To forswear thin/., and to addict themselves to sack 2 H. IV.

Potatoes.—Let the sky rain/. ; let it thunder to the time of Green..Af. IV. W.
Potions.—They did fight . . . constrained, as men drink/ 2 H. IV.

Potter.—My thoughts are whirled like a/.'j wheel i H. VI.

Pottle-deep.— Hath to-night caroused potations / Oth.

PouLCATS.—There are fairer things than/, sure M. M-'. JV.

PouNCET-BOX.—'Twixt his finger and his thumb he held a/ i H. IV.

Pound.—Lft the forfeit be ... an equal/, of your fair flesh Mer. V.

Powers.—We are devils to ourselves, when we . . . tempt . . . our/. TV. df Cr.

Power —The abuse of greatness is when it disjoins remorse from/ y. C.

Laugh to scorn the/, of man, for none of woman born Mitc.

Practice.—This disease is beyond my/ Mac.
Practise.— I will not/, to deceive

;
yet, to avoid deceit, I mean K. y.

Praise.—O, flatter me, for love delights in fi.s T. G. V.

Too brown for a fair/., and too little for a great/ M. Ado.
I will/, any man that will/, me A. &" C.

Prank.—They do/, them in authority, against all . . . sufferance Cor.
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Prattle.—What great ones do, the less will ^. of. Tw. N.
Mere/, without practice is all his soldiership Oik.

Prays.—My heart/, for him, though my tongue do curse Com. E.
Prayer.—We do pray for mercy; and that . . . p. doth teach us all Mfr. V.

A book of/, in his hand, true ornaments to know a holy man R. III.

Being thus fri tIui: I swears a/, or two, and sleeps again R. <S^ y.

Precious.—Wife and child, those/, motives, those strong knots oi\o\'t....Mac.

Precursors.—Jove's lightnings, the/, o' the dreadful thunder-claps Tent.

Predestinate.—Shall escape a/, scratched face M. Ado.
Preferment goes by letter and affection, and not by old gradation 0th.
Presages.— If . . . /. He not vain, we three here part, tliat ne'er shall R II.

Prescription.—Then have we a/, to die when death is our physician Oth.
Presence.—'Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, but 'tis my/. ...2 H. VI.

Present.— Past and to come seems best; things/., worst 2 H. IV.
Press not a falling man too far! 'tis virtue H. VIII.

Pretty.—Sweet invocation of a child—mo.st/. and pathetical ! L. L. L.
Priam's.—Drew P. curtain at the dead of night 2 H. IV.
Prick.—If you/, us do we not bleed, if you tickle us do we not Mer. V.

I will not swe.ir these are my hands : let's see, I feel this pin/ K. L.
Pricking.—By the/, of my thumbs, something wicked this way comes.. ..j1/rtc.

Pride.—Fly/. .says the peacock Com. E.

P. must have a full R. II.

'Tis /». th.it pulls the country down, then t.tke thine auld cloak Oth.
Priest.—K p. that lacks Latin, and a rich man th.tt hath not the gout.^. Y. L.
Prime.—Cropped the golden/, of this sweet prince R. III.

The/, of m.inhood, daring, bold, and venturous R. III.

Primroses.—Pale/, that die unmarried iV. Tale.

Prince.—Bat as thou art a/., I fear thee as I fear the roaring of the... i H. IV.
Prison.—Now my soul's palace is become a/ 3 H VI.

Prison-house.—But that I am forbid to tell the secrets of my / Ham.
Privilege.—Impatience hath this/.

—
'Tis true, to hurt his master A", y.

Prize.—Men/, the thing ungained more than it is Tr. &" Cr.

Prodigal.—He goes in the calf's skin that was killed for the/...> Cofti. E.
How like the/, doth she return, with . . . and ragged sails! liUr. V.

You would think I had a hundred and fifty tattered /.j i H. IV.
The chariest m.i d is /. enough, if she unmask her beauty to the Him.

Profit.— U.:ny us for our good ; so we find/, by losing of our prayers.^. A' C.

'Tis not my/, th.it does lead mine honor; mine honor, it A. &^ C.

Prologue.—Is this a/. . . . ? 'Tis brief, my lord.—As woman's love Hun
Promise.—To build upon a foolish woman's/ M. VV. W.

Will pay you some, and, as most debtors do,/. . . . infinitely 2 H. IV.
Promontory.—Once I sat upon a/, and heard a mermaid . . . uttering.^1/. N. D.
Proof.—Give me the ocular/ Oth.
Proper.—He is a/, man's picture, but, al.is ! who can converse Mcr. V.

Property.—That the/, of rain is to wet and fire to burn A. Y. L.
Prophf.sier.— Deceived me like a double-meaning/ AlCs IV.

Prophets.—Lean looked/, whisper fearful change R. II.

Jesters do oft prove/ A'. L.
PROi'HEnc.—O my/, soul! My uncle! Ham.
Protest.—The lady doth/, too much, methinks Ham.
Proteus.—Add colors to the chameleon, change shapes with P 3 H. VI.
Proud.—Our virtues would be/ , if our faults whipped them not Ail's IV.

Proverb.— ' Fast bind, fist find '—a/, never stale in thrifty mind Mer. V.
I will c.ip that /, with ' There is flattery in friendship ' H. V.

Providence.—There is a special /.in the fall of a sparrow Hum.
Providently.—He th.it doth the ravens feed, yea,/, caters for the A. Y. L.
Provoker.—Drink, sir, is a great/, of three things . . . nose-painting Mac.
P-,ALM.—Than the Hundredth /" to the tune of Green-sleeves M. I'V. W.

I Would 1 w Te a weaver, I could sing/.j or anything i H. IV.
Pudding.—He'll yield the crow a/, one of these days H. V.
Puppy-dogs.—Talk . . . of roaring lims, as maids of thirteen do of/ K. y.
Puritan.—But one/, among them, and he sings psalms to hornpipes.. Af. Tale.
Pi'RPLB.—Never see thy face but I think of . . . Dves that lived in/ ...i H. IV.
Purpose.—My/, is, indeed, a hor^e of that color Tiv. N.

It IS the/, that makes strong the vow; but vows to TV. &' Cr.
The rtighty /. never is o'ertnok, unless the deed go with it Mac.

Purse.—Our/. j shall be proud, our garments poor Tarn. Sh.
Their love lies in their/ j A'. //.

We that Like /. j go by the moon and the seven stars i H. IV.
I can get no remedy against this consumption of the/ 2 H. IV.
Who steals my p. steals trash Oth.

Puzzles the will and makes us rather bear those ills we have Ham.
Pygmalion — Is there none oi P.'s images, newly-made woman . . ? ..M./or Mi
Pyramises.— I have heard the Ptolemies'/, are very goodly things A. (5r» C.

Pythagoras.—What is the opinion oi P. concerning wild-fowl? Tw. N.
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830 QUA REM

Q.

Quality.—Come, give us a taste of your g Ham.
Things outward do draw the inward g. after them A. df C.

Quantity.—Away, thou rag, thouy., thou remnant! Turn. Sk.
QuARKKL.— 111 a false q. there's no true valor M. Ado.
You owe me money, Sir John, and now you pick a q. to Ijeguile i H. IV.
Beware of entrance in a y., but being in, bear 't that the Ham,

Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern i H. VI.

'Tis a q. Lfi us y t to prove, whether love lead fortune, or Ham.
Questionable.—Thou comest in such a q. shape, that I will speak Ham.
Questioned.—Still q. me the story of my life, from year to year Oth.
Quick.—Be not tedious, for the gods are q. of ear Per.
Quiddities.—How now, mad wag! what, in thy quips and q i H. IV.
Where be his q. now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and Ham.

Quietus.—When he himself might his q. make with a bare bodkin Ham.
Quips.—All her sudden q., the least whereof would quell a lover's hope. 7". G. V.

Shall q. and sentences, and these paper bullets of the brain? M. Ado.
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R.

Race.—For spent with toil, as runners with a r., I lay me down 3 H. VI.

Rack.—You speak upon the r., where men enforced do speak anything. jW<?r. V.

Radish.—If I fought not with fifty of them I am a bunch off i H. IV.
Ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth i H. IV,
Raggedness.—Your looped and windowed r K. L.
Rain.— Is there not r. enough in the sweet heavens, to wash it white Ham.
Rainbow.—To smooih the ice, or add another hue unto the r K. y.

Rant.—Nay. an thou'lt mouth, I'll r. as well as thou Ham,
Rapiers.—Many wearing r. are afraid of goose-quills Ham.
Rare.—And that she could not love me, were man as r. as phoenix A. Y. L.
Rascal.— Peace, ye fat-kidneyed r. ! what a brawling thou dost keep !.i H. IV.

If the r. have not given me medicines to make me love him i H. IV.
The oily r. is known as well as Paul's i H. IV.
A whip to lash the r.s naked through the world Otk.

Raven.—Can he not be sociable? The r. chides blackness TV &' Cr.
'Tis true the r. doth not hatch a lark Tit. An.
Did ever r, sing so like a lark? Tit. An.

Raw.—Once upon a r. and gusty day, the troubled Tiber y C,

Reach —Beyond the infinite and boundless r. of mercy IC y.

Read —Like a thing being often r., grown . . . tedious M./or M.
Heaven ! that one might r. the book of fate, and see 2 H. IV.

Your face ... is as a book where men may r. strange matters Mac.
Realm.—The life, the right and truth of all this r. is fled to heaven ! K. y.
Reaped.—His chin new r. shewed like a stubble-land at harvest home..i H, IV,
Reason.—A woman's r. : I think him so, because I think him so T. G. V.

Throw some of them at me; come, lame me with r.s A. V. L.
Neither rhyme nor r. can express how much A. Y, L.
Strong r.s make strong actions K. y.

Give you a r. on compulsion ! i H. IV.
The r. why the seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty r K. L.
When valor preys on r. it eats the sword it fights with A. &* C.

1 have heard you say. Love's r.'s without r Cyn,
Receive.—In kissing, do you render a r. ?—Both take and give TV. iSr" Cr.

Reckoning.—I'm ill at r., it fitteth the spirit of a tapster L, L. L.
Reckoned.—There's beggary in the love that can be r A. &* C.

Recover.—Those that die of it, do seldom or never r A. &" C.

Red.—Give me a cup of sack to make my eyes look r i H. IV.
Rede.—The . . . path of dalliance treads, and reeks *iot of his r Ham.
Redemption.—Thou wilt be condemned to everlasting r. for this M. Ado.
Reformed.—We have r. that indifferently with us, sir Hum.
Regarded.—He was but as the cuckoo is in June, heard not r i H IV.

Registered.—Let fame . . . live r. upon our brazen tombs L. L. L.
Relent.—Not to r. i^beastly, savage, devilish R. III.

Relief.—Wherever sorrow is, r. would be A. Y. L,.

Relish.—Some smack of age in you, some r. of the saltness of the 2 H. IV.

Remedies.—Our r. oft in ourselves do lie, which we ascribe to Alf s IV.

When r. are p;ist, the griefs are ended by seeing the worst Ot/i.

Remember.—Grandam, I will pray, if ever I r. to be holy A", y.
For that is not forgot, which ne'er I did r H. II.

Remembered.—Be in their flowing cups freshly r H. V.

Remorse.—Change slander to r. ; that is some good M. Ado.
Remorseful.—Gaudy, blabbing, and r. day 2 H. VI.

Rbmuneration I O that's the I^tin for three farthings L. L. L.
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V. p.

Renown.—To win r. even in the jaws of danger and of death K. y.

This same child of honor and r., this g.dlant Hotspur i H. IV.

Stay we no longer, dreaming of r. .- but sound the trumpets 3 Ji. VI.

He was a wight of high r., and thou art but of low degree Olh.

Rent. -What are thy r.s? what are thy comings in ? . . . Show me H. V.

Repent.— If my wind were . . . enough to say my prayers, I would r.M. W. W.
Reply.—This is called the r. churlish A. V. L.
Repokt.—They h.ive committed f.dse r., moreover . . . spoken untruths. >/. Ado.
Repose.—A strange r., to be asleep with eyes wide open Tent.

Our foster-nurse of nature is r K. L.
Reproof.— In the r. of chance lies the true proof of men Tr.61' Cr.

Reputation.—Seeking the bubble r., even in the cannon's mouth A. K L.
The purest treasure ... is spotless r R. II.

O, I have lost my r Otk.
Resolved.—To be once in doubt is once to be r Oth.
Resolveth.—P>cn as a form of wax r. from his figure 'gainst the fire A", y.
Respect.-—Serve heaven with less r. than we do ... to ourselves M for M.
Nothing is good, I see, without r Mer. V.

Throw away r., tradition, form, and ceremonious duty R. II.

That title of r. which the proud soul ne'er pays but to i H. IV.
They pass me by as the idle wind, which I r. not y. C.

There's the r. ihat makes calamity of so long life Ham.
Rest.—Foes to my r., and my sweet sleep's disturbers R. III.

Retreat — In a r. outruns any lackey ; . . coming on . . . has the cramp. ...^//'j IV.

Revel.—This heavy-headed r. . . makes us traduced . . . of other nations. Hatn.
Where joy most r.s, grief doth most lament Ham.
Fishes, drinks, and wastes the lamps of night in r A. &" C.

Revenge.— If it will feed nothing else, it will feed my r Mer. V.

Pleasure and r. have ears more deaf than adders TV. <5r> Cr.
Reverence.—Lies he there, and none so poor as do him r y. C.

Reward.—He th.it r.s me, God r. hini ! i H. IV.
Fortune's buffets and r.s hast ta'en with equal thanks Hunt.

Rheum.—A few drops of women's r., which are as cheap as lies Cor.
Rheumatic.—Then he was >-.,and t.ilked of the whore of I>abylon H. V.
Rhyme.— In the why and the wherefore is neither r. nor reason Com E.

I can find out no r. to ' lady ' but ' baby ' M. Ado.
I do love and it hath taught me to r. and be melancholy L. L. L.

Rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid's hose L. L. L.
Ribs.— Stronger made, which was before barred up with r. of iron M. Ado.

First time that ... I heard breaking of r. was sport for ladies A. Y. L.
Tear a passage through the flinty r. of this hard world R. II.

Make my seated heart knock at my r Mac,
Rich.—Suffer a sea-change, into something r. and strange 7W«.
Whiles I am a beggar I will . . . say there is no sin but to be r K. y.
As r. men deal gifts, expecting in return twenty for one Tim. A.
Poor and content is r. and r. enough, but riches Oth.

Rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie without a monument Cy»t.

Riches fineless is as f oor as winter, to him that ever fears he shall be Oth.
RiCHMONDS.— I think there be six R. in the field R. III.

Riddance.—O good r Tr. &» Cr.

Right.—To do a great r., do a little wrong Mer. V.

Heaven still guards the r A'. //.

Virtuous fight, when r. with r. wars, who shall be most r Tr. &= Cr.

Ring.—When this r. parts from this finger, then parts life Mer. V.

I gave my love a r. and mai'e him swear never to part with it Mer. V.

/?., bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright 2// VI.

Riot.—It is not meet the council hear a r. , there is no fear of God in a r..M. W. IV.

RiPK.—He was a scholar and a r. and good one H. VIII.

River.—A stormy day which makes the silver r.s drown their shores V?. //.

Nor the fruitful r. of the eye, nor the dejected . . . visage Ham.
Roar.— I will r. you that it will do any man's heart good to hear me..jW. N. D.

I will r. till I . . . make the duke say, ' Let him r. again ' M. N. D.
Roast.—Suffolk, the new-made duke, that rules the r 2 H. VI.

Robbers.—What makes r. bold but too much lenity 3 H. VI.

Robe.—In pure white r.s like very sanctity U^. Tale.

Feel his title hang loose .ibout him like a giant's r Mac.
Rock.—He is the r., the oak not to be wind-sh.iken Cor.

I stand as one upon a r. environed by a wilderness of sea Tit. An.
Rod.—Not to use . . . the r. becomes more mocked than feared M./or M.
Take thy correction mildly, kiss the r R. II.

Rogue.—Hang him, mechanical, salt-butter r.! M. W W.
Two I am sure 1 have paid, two r.s in buckram suits i H. IV.
Four r.s in buckram let drive at me i H. IV.

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my cause y. C.

Roman.—Who is here so rude, that would not be a R. ? If any y. C.

The last of all the R s, fare thee well ! y. C.

Rome.—In the most high and palmy state of R Ham.
RoNYON.—'Aroint thee witch !

' the rump-fed r. cries Mac.
Room.—Go thou, and fill another r. in hell R. II.

Two paces of the vilest earth is r. enough i //. IV.
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Rose.—I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a r. in his grace M. Ado. i 336
At Christmas I no more desire a r., than wish a snow in May L. L. L. i 449
Blow like sweet r.s in the summer air L. L. L. i 496
Fair ladies masked are r.s in their bud L. L. L. i 496

Rot.—Then t'rom hour to hour, we r. and r. ; and thereby hangs a la\t:..A. V. L. i 603
Rotten.—For you '11 be r. ere you be half ripe A. Y. L. i 611

Faith, as you say, there's small choice in r. apples Tarn Sh. 2 17
Rouse.—The King's r. the heavens shall bruit again, respeaking Ham. 4 486

Rubs.—We'll play bowls.
—

'Twill make me think the world is full of r....R. II. 2 369
Rub.—Nought shall make us r., if England to itself do rest K. J. 2 323

.^. even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen R. II. 2 372
You may wear your r. with a difference Hntn. 4 550

Run.— I would give a thousand pound I could r. as fast as thou i H. IV. 2 422
Running.—He seemed in r. to devour the way 2 H. IV. 2 473
Rush-c.\ndle.—Ifyou please to call it a r.,henceforth I vow it shall be so Tam.Sk. 2 60

Rushes.— Let wantons . . . tickle the senseless r. with their heels R. b' J. 4 413
Rust.— Better to be eaten . . . with r. th.m to be scoured 2 H. IV. 2 482
Rustling.—Prouder, than r. in unpaid for silk Cym. 4 133

s.

Sabbath.—By our holy 5. have I sworn to have the due and forfeit of...Mer. V.

Sack.—But one halfpenny worth of bread to this . . . deal of j. .' i H. IV.

Sad.— If he be s. he wants money M. Ado,
Safety.—Covert enmity under the smile of j. wounds the world 2 H. IV.
Like a rich armor worn in heat of day that scalds with s 2 H. IV.

Be wary then, best s. lies in fear Ham.
Said.—So j-., so done, is well Tani. Sk.

Sailor.—They have been grand-jurymen, since before Noah was a s T-m. N.
Like a drr.nken j. on the mast, ready with every nod to tumble R. III.

Saint.—Isshenota heavenly j..'—No, but ... an eanhly paragon T. G. V.

Great men may jest with i.j, 'tis wit in them, but M.for M.
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended Oth.
Saltpetre should be digged out of the bowels of the harmless earth... .1 H. IV.
Salvation.—'Twere a pity but they should suffer s., body and sou\....M. Ado.
Samphire.—Half-way down hangs one that gathers s., dreadful trade A". L.
Sanctity —His kissing is as full of j. as the touch of holy bread A. V. L.

In pure white robes, like very j W. Tale.

At his touch—such j. hath Heaven given his hand—they presently amend. ..l/ac.

Sands.—Now our s. are almost run : more a little, and then dumb Per.
Sauce.—Will you not eat your word?—With no s. that can be devised. .j1/. Ado.
Saucy.—The rattling tongue of j. and audacious eloquence M. N. D.
Savage.—His lines would ravish i-. ears, and plant in tyrants L. L. L.
Savageness.—O ! she will sing the j. out of a bear Oth.
Saw.—The all-seeing sun ne'er j. her match, since first the world R. <5r» y.

Saying.—Only are reputed wise for s. nothing Mer. V.

Scale.—In your lord's. j. is nothing but himself, and some few vanities..../?. //.

ScANTER.—Be somewhat j. of your maiden presence Ham.
Scar.—.\ noble j. is a good livery of honor All's W.
Scarce.—Where words are j., they are seldom spent in vain R. II.

Scarcity and want shall shun you ; Ceres' blessing Tern.

Scarecrow.—We must not make a j. of the law M./or M.
No eye hath seen such j s, I'll not march through . . . that's fiat i H. IV.

Scarf.—The beauteous s. veiling an Indian beauty Mer. V.

Scarlet.—They call deep drinking dyeing j i H. IV.
Scholar.—I am no breeching j. in the schools Tarn. Sh.

Schoolboy.—Then the whining j.,with his satchel, and . . . morning face../). Y.L.
Schoolmaids.—As s. change their names by vain . . . affection M.for M.
Scope.—As surfeit ... so every s. by the . . . use turns to restraint. ..il/._/(7r M.
Cut my lace . . . that my pent heart may have some s. to beat R. III.

Scorn.—.\ woman sometimes .r.j what best contents her T. G. V.

S. at first makes after-love the more T. G. V.

Woo in J. .' .f. and derision never come in tears M. N. D.
Teach not thy lips such j., for they were made for kissing R. III.

Scotch.—Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a S. jig M. Ado.
Scotched.—We have j. the snake, not killed it Mac.
Scylla.—When I shun 5., your father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother. /i/i^r. V.

Sea.—A J. of melting pearl, which some call tears T. G. V.

The wide s. hath drops too few to wash her clean M. Ado.
This little world, this precious stone set in the silver j R. II.

Sea-maid.—Stars shot madly from their spheres, to hear the s .'s va\i%\c..M. N. D.
Sear.—My way of life is fallen into the s., the yellow leaf. Mac.
Season.—How many things by j. seasoned are, to their right praise \...Mer. V.

The J. of all natures—sleep Mac.
Seasoned.—Take him in the . . ., when he is fit and j. for his passage Ham.
Secrecy.—In nature's infinite book of s. a little I can read A.. &" C.

Secret.—I am forbid to tell the s.s ofmy prison-house Ham.
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Secret.—I'll have this s. . . ., or rip thy heart to find it Cym.
Seduced.—Who so firm that cannot be s. ? jf C.

See.—O, woe is me ! to have seen what I have seen, s. what I s Ham.
Seem.—And i'. a saint, when most I play the devil R. III.

Madam ! nay it is, I know not ' s.s
' Ham.

Men should be what they j. ; or those that be not Oth.
Seeming to be most, which we indeed least are 'Jam. Sh.
Seen.—'I'o have x. much and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes A. V. L.

Lil<e a lonely dragon . . . talked of more than j Cor.
Seldom.—When tbey .i. come . . . nothing pleases but rare i H. IV.
Self.— It is thyself, mine own s.'s better part, mine eye's Com. E.
Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin as self-neglecting H. V.

Self-slaughter.—Agamst j. there is a prohibition so divine Cym.
Sense.—Their .j. thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong M. N. D.
Nor doth the eye . . ., that most pure spirit of j. , behold itself. TV. &' Cr.

The hand of little employment hath the daintier j Ham.
Your other s.s grow imperfect by your eyes' anguish A'. L.

Senseless.—You are thought here to be the most j. and fit man M. Ado.
Sensible.—Art thou not, fatal vision, s. to feeling as to sight? Mac.
Sent before my time into this . . . world, scarce half made up R. III.

Sentences.—The gentleman had drunk himself out of his five j M. VV. IV.

Sentinel.—Withered murder, alarunied by his s. the wolf. Mac.
Serjeant.—This fell s. death is strict in his arrest Ham.
Serpent.—The .r. that did sting thy father's life, now wears his crown Ham.
Servant.—Every good j-. does not all commands : no bond but to do Cym.
Serve.—Shall v/gs. Heaven with less respect, than . . our gross stives ?.../!/. y(7r.(1/.

Served.—Had 1 but j. my God with half the zeal, I s. my king H. VIII.

Service.— Is ' old dog ' my reward? ... I have lost my teeth in your S...A. Y.L.
The poorest J. is repaid with thanks Tavt. S/i.

I have done the state some j. ,and they know 't Otk.
Serviceable.—I know thee well ; a s. villain K. L.
Servitor.—Fearful commenting is leaden s. to dull delay R. III.

Set.—When the battle's lost and won. That will be ere the s. of sun Mac.
Setting.—p>om that full meridian of my glory, I haste now to my. . . s..H. VIIJ.

Men shut their doors against a j. sun Titn. A.
Settled.— I am .r. and bend up each corporal agent to thi.s Mac.
Seventeen.—At s. many their fortune seek ; at fourscore it is too late.. ..>J. Y.L.
Severe.—Eyes s. and beard of formal cut, full of wise saws A. Y.L.
Shadow.—Love like a j. flies, when substance love pursues M. W. H'.

Each substance of a grief hath twenty j.j R. II.

Shadows to-night have struck more terror to the soid of Richard R. III.

Shaft.—In my school-days when I lost one j., I shot his fellow Mer. V.

Shake.—No compunctious visitings . . . j. my fell purpose Mac.
The tyrannous breathing of the north, j..f all our buds from Cym.

Shaking.—Macbeth is ripe for s., and the powers above Mac.
Shambles.—Summer flies in the j. that t]uicken even with blowing Oth.

Shame.—So the life that died in s., lives in death with . . . fame M. Ado
My life thou shalt command, but not my j R- II.

Let life be short; else .r. will be too long H. V.

Thy cheeks blush for pure s. to coimterfeit our roses i H. VI.

Never s. to hear what you have nobly done Cor.

Shanks.—His youthful hose ... a world too wide for his shrunk j A. Y. L.

Shape.—Lesser blot. . . Women to change their j.j than men their minds.. T'C K
So fidl of ^-..s is fancy that it alone is high fantastical Tiu. N.
Quick, forgetive, full of nimble . . . delectable j.j i H. IV.

Sharp.—Comrade with the wolf and owl,—necessity's f. pinch! K. L.

Through the j. hawthorn blows the cold wind K. L.
Shears.—Think you I bear the .r. of destiny? K. y.

Sheep.—Good pasture makes fat s A. Y. L.

Shelves.—About his j. a beggarly account of empty boxes R. i^ f.

Shepherd.—The s. seeks the sheep, and not the sheep the j T. G. V.

Sherris.—A good j.-sack hath a two-fold operation in it 2 H. IV.

The second property of your . . . s. is, the warming of the blood 2 H. IV.

Shirt.—There's but a s. and a half in all my company 1 H. IV.

Shocks.—The thou>;and natural s. that flesh is heir to Unit.
Shoe.—Swart like my s., but her face nothing like so clean kept Com. E.
Shoes.—lam indeed, sir, a surgeon to old j. . . . I recover them y. C.

Shook.—Like a <lewdrop from the lion's mane be s. to air TV. b' Cr.

Shore.—Thus ornament is but the guilcd j. to a most dangerous sea...jl/'i»r. V.

Short.—Life is s. I To spend that shortness basely were too long i H IV.

Shove.—OlTcnce's gilded hand may s. by justice Ham.
Show.—How ripe in s. thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow.. it/. N. I).

A golden mind stoops n9t to s.s of dross Mer. V.

No more can you distinguish of a man than of his outward s R. Iff.

As some . . . p.istors do, s. . . the steep and thorny way to heaven Ham.
When devils will the blackest . . . they do suggest . . . with heavenly s...Oth.

Showers.— Faster than spring-time s. comes thought on thought 2 H. VI.

Showing.—A s. of a heavenly effect in an earthly actor All's W.
Shrews.—Women arc s., both short and tall 2 H. IV.

Shrill-gorged.—The j. lark so far cannot be seen or heard A". L.
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Shuffled.—What dreams may come when we have s. off this Ham.
Sick.—Visit the . . . s., and still converse with groaning wretches L. L. L.
How has he leisure to be j. in such justling time? i H. IV.

Not so J , ... as she is troubled with thick coming fancies Mac.
Sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ham.
Side.— What may man . . . hide, thougii angel on the outward s. I....M./or M.
So turns she every m.in the wrong j. out M. Ado.

Sighs.— If the wind were down, I could drive the boat with my s 7". G. V.

Fancy sick she is and pale of cheer, with j. of love M. N. D.
Go, count thy way with s., I mine with groans R II.

"I'hcre's matter in these s., these profound heaves Ham.
Sighing.—And then the lover s. like furnace A. Y. L.
A plague of J. and grief! It blows a man up like a bladder i H. IV.

Sign.- -He dies and makes no i. O God forgive him ! 2 H. VI.

Silence is the perfectest herald ofjoy : I were but little happy if. M. Ado.
S. is only commendable in a neats' tongue dried, and a maid Mer. V.

We often see, against some storm, a .f. in the heavens Ham.
Silliness.— It is i. to live, when to live is torment Oth.

Silver.—Moon . . . that tips with .s. all these fruit-tree tops R. &^ y.

How J.-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night ! R. &' J.
Silvia.—To die is to be banished from myself, and S. is myself. T. G. V.

Simplicity.—By the s. of Venus' doves, by that which knitteth souls. .A/. N. D.
But more for that in low .r. he lends out money gratis Mer. V.

Sin.— Is this her fault or mine? The tempter or the tempted who s.s.M.for M.
Our compelled j.j stand more for number than for account M. for M.
S. that amends is but patched with virtue Tiv. N.
Few love to hear the j..r they love to act Per.

Commit the oldest s.s the newest kind of ways 2 H. IV.

If'it be a j. to covet honor I am the most offending soul alive H V.

It is a J. to swear unto a s., but greater j. to keep a sinful oath 2 H. VI.

If it be J. to make a true election, she is damned Cym.
Sinews.—Stiffen the j. , summon up the blood, disguise fair nature H. V.

Sing.—Made a groan of her last breath, and now she s.s. in heaven.. ../4//'.r W.
When you j. I'd have you buy and sell so, so give alms W. Tate.

Singed.—Thus hath the candle s. the moth. O these deliberate fools \.Mer. V.

Sinking.^Know by iny size ... I have a kind of alacrity in j M. IV. W.
Sinned —I am a man more j. against than sinning K. L.
Sinners —Get thee to a nunnery : why wouldst thou be a breeder of .s Ham.
Sits.—He .j. 'mongst men like a descended god Cym.
Skillet.—Let housewives make a s. of my helm Oth.
Skirmish.—They never meet but there's a s. of wit between them M. Ado.
Skittish.—Such as I am all true lovers are, unstaid and j Tiv. N.
Skull—That s. had a tongue in it, and could sing once Ham.
Mav not that be the s. of a lawyer? Where be his quiddities now? Ham.

Slander whose edge is sharper than the sword Cym.
Slandered —She is dead, s. to death by villains M. Ado.
Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o' nights y C.

Sleep.—Our little life is rounded with a j Tem.
She doth talk in her s.—No matter ... so she s. not in her talk T. G. V.

A maid, that ere she s., has thrice her prayers said M. IV. W.
Death-counterfeiting s M. N. D.
O gentle s.. Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee? 2 H. IV.

Canst thou, O partial s., give thy repose to the wet sea-boy? 2 H. IV.

Methought I heard a voice cry, 'S. no more ! Macbeth Mac.
S. that knits up the ravelled sleave of care Mac.
To die, to J. ; . . . and by a j. to say we end the heart-ache Ham.
Men so loose of soul, that in their j. will mutter their affairs Oth.

Sleeve.— I will wear my heart upon my i. for daws to peck at Oth.

Slide.—Therefore pancas pallabiis ; let the world j Tarn. Sh.

Slings.—To suffer the j. and arrows of outrageous fortune Ham.
Slippery.—A .1. and subtle knave, a finder of occasions Oth.

Slobp.ery.—A s. and a dirty farm, in that nook-shotten isle H. V.

Sloth,—Weariness can snore upon the flint, when . . .s. finds the down... Cj'WJ.

Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like bells M. N. D.
Slumber.—Care that keeps the ports of i. open wide, to many 2 H. IV.

Small things make great men proud 2 H .
VI

Doth it not show vilely in me to desire j. beer? 2 H. IV.

Smell. ^—What a man cannot s. out, he may spy into K- L.

A good nose is requisite . . . , to s, out work for the other senses H'. Tale.

Smile.— I saw him fumble with the sheets . . . and j. upon his fingers' H. V.

Some J-. that have in their hearts, I fear, millions of mischiefs y. C.

One may j. and s. and be a villain Ham.
.Fortune, good night; s. once more; turn thy wheel! A. L.

The robbed that s.s steals something from the thief. Oth.

Smiling.—Like a villain with a s. cheek, a goodly apple rotten at \.hit...Mer. V.

Smooth.—To s. the ice, or add another hue unto the rainbow A', y.

Smoothing.—My tongue could never learn sweet s. words R. III.

Snail.—Creeping like s. unwillingly to school A. V. L.

Snake.—That kiss is comfortless, as frozen water to a starved s Tit. An.
Snap.—Speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short, quick, f M. IV. IV.

V. r.
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V. p.

Snow.—Wallow naked in December x. , by thinking on . . . Summer's heat...^. //. a 340
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated s., that lies on Dian's lap Tint. A. 3 467

Snowballs.—My Klly is as cold, as if I had swallowed .r M. IV. IV. i 170
Soft what light through yonder window breaks? It is the east and R. b' y. 4 420
SoLDlBit.—Wont to speak plain and to the purpose like ... a s M. Ado. 1 347
Then a s., full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard A. V. L. i 606

I said an elder J., not a bcttjr; Did 1 say ' better? ' « y. C. 3 621

Ambition, the s.'s virtue, rather A. &' C. 4 42
Solemn.— I turn me from my country's light 10 dwell in j. shades /?. //. 2 338
Solomon.—Yet was 5'. so seduced, and he had a very good wit L. L. L. i 457
SoMBTHJNG.—I do care for s. ; but . . . sir, I do not care for you Tii/. N. i 225
Though I am not . . . rash, yet I have j. in me dangerous Ham. 4 563
'Tis J., nothing ; 'twas mine, 'tis his, and has been Oih. 4 617

Son.— 1 have received my proportion, like the prodigious J r. G. y. i 88

He talks to me, that never had a J K. y. 2 294
Spnd mine honor . . . , as thriftless j.j their scraping fathers' gold R. II. 2 387
Happy . . . for that s , whose father for his hoarding went to hell 3 //. VI. 3 107
I leave my s. my virtuous deeds behind 3 //. VI. 3 107

Sonnets.—Tangle her desires by wailful s , T. G. V. i 109
Sorrow.—From a heart as full of .cj, as the sea of sands T. G. V. i no

Sleep, that sometimes shuts up s.'s eye M. N. D. i 427
Fell s.' s tooth doth never rankle more than when it bites R. II. 2 340
In wooing .r. let's be brief, since wedding it there is such length R. II. 2 382
Mournful crocodile wiih i-, snares relenting passengers 2 H VI. 3 41

S. breaks seasons and reposing hours, makes the A'. ///. 3 183
It were lost j. to wail one that's lost R. III. 3 192
We are to cure such s.s, not to sow 'em H. VIII. 3 295
Give s. words, the grief that does not speak Mac. 2 246
One J. never comes but brings an heir Per. 4 263

Sorts.— I have bought golden opinions from all .f. of people Mac. 2 210

Soul.—Thinkest thou I'll endanger my j. gratis M. IV. IV. 1 149
To do it at the peril of yotir j. were equal poise of sin and charity ...71/. ypr M. i 283
By that which knitteth s s, and prospers lovts M. N. D. i 397
An evil J producing holy witness, is like a villain Mer. V. i 524
Unclasped to thee the book even of my secret s Tiv. N. i 203
His body to . . . earth, his pure s. unto his Captain Christ A'. //. 2 374
Peace conduct his J. to the bosom of good, old Abraham R. II. 2 374
Every subject's duty is ... , but every subject's .r. is his own H. V. 2 596
A far more glorious star thy s. will make than Julius CiEsar i H. VI. 2 630
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged J ill. VI. 3 55
Let me sit heavy on thy .f. to-morrow R. III. 3 244
Melhought the s.s of all I had murdered came to my tent A'. ///. 3 247
You j..r of geese, that bear the shapes of men Cor. 3 495
A s. of lead so stakes me to the ground I cannot move R. is', y. 4 413
O, he's the very J. of bounty 'rim. An. 3 433
Limed s., that struggling to be free, art more engaged Hum. 4 533

Sounds and sweet airs that give delight and hurt not Tern, i 53
Momentary as a j., swift as a shadow, short as any dream M. N. D. i 396
Like the sweet s. that breathes upon a banlc of violets Tiv. N. i 197
Music with her silver J A". &' y. 4 464
A pipe for fortune's finger to s. what slop she please Ham. 4 524
5. me from my lowest note to the top of my compass Havt. 4 531

Sour.—You must not look so s. It is my fashion when I see a crab... Tarn.. Sh. 2 32
How s. sweet music is, when time is broke, and no proportion R. II. 2 391

Space.— I could be bounded in . . . and count myself a king if infinite s...Ham. 4 510
Spangled.—Grove or green, by fountan clear, or s. starlight sheen. ...yl/. N. D. i 402
Spaniel.—You play the s., and think wiih wagging of your tongue H. VIII. 3 327
Spare.—Give me the s. men, and j. me the great ones 2 H. IV. 2 512

I do not know the man I should . . . avoid as that s. Cassius y. C. 3 581

Spark.—High s.s of honor in thee have I seen R. II. 2 393
This s. will prove a raging fire, if wind and fuel be 2 H. VI. 3 43
If any i. of life is yet remaining, down, down to hell, and say 'iH- VI- 3 '$8

Speak.—To have what we would have, we s. not what we mean M. /or M. i 284
i". between the change of man and boy with a reed voice Mer. V. i 556
I am a woman. When I think, I must j A. Y. L. i 613
When you J. sweet, I'd have you do it ever W. TaU. 2 117
5. sweetly man, although thy looks be sour R. II. 2 363
An honest man is able to s. for himself, when a knave is not 2 H. IV. 2 535
I'll J. to it though hell itself should gape, and bid Ham. 4 489
We must s. by the card, or equivocation will undo us Ham. 4 560

Speaker.—A s. is but a prater, a rhyme is but a ballad H. V. 2 621

Speaking.—The silence. . . of pure innocence, persuades when .r. fails.. M^ 7a/^. 2 92
Specify.—Do not forget to j. . . . that I am an ass M. Ado. i 381

Spectacles.—Wilt thou . . . seek for sorrow with thy s 2 H. VI. 3 78
Speech —There was j. in their dumbness, language in their ... gesture.. W. Tale. 2 141

Be not a niggard of yours.: how goes 't Afac. 2 245
Give me a taste of your quality : Come, a passionate f Ham. 4 513
Speak the J. ... as I pronounced it, trippingly on the tongue Ham. 4 522
Mark him and write his J.J in their books y. C. 3 580

Spbbd.—The affair cries haste, and x. must answer it Oth. 4 591
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Sphere.—Two stars keep not their motion in one j i H. IV.
Sphinx.—Subtle as S., as sweet and musical L. L. L.
Spider.—My brain more busy than the laboring s , weaves snares 2 H. VI.

Spinner.—The waggon spokes made of long s.' s legs R. <5r> y.
Spinsters.—The i. and the kni iters in the sun Tw. N.
Spirit.—Damned j.j all that in crossways and floods have burial M. N. D.

I will not jump with common s.s, and rank me Mer. V.
Holding the eternal j., against her will, ni the vile prison of K. y.
A jewel in a . . . barred-up chest, is a bold s. in a loyal bre.ist R. II.

Affairs that walk, as they say j..r do, at midnight H. VIII.

Brutus will start a j. as soon as Csesar y. C.

Be thou a s. of health or goblin damned, bring with thee . . . ? Ham.
I am thy father's s., doomed ... to walk the earth Ham.
Thou J. of wine, if thou hast no name ... let us call thee devil Otk.

Spiritless.—Such a man, so faint, so s., . . . so dead in look 2 H. IV.
Spit.—She would have made Hercules have turned the .i M. Ado.
Spleen.—A hare-brained Hotspur, governed by a i 1 H. IV.
You shall digest the venom of your s., though it do split you y. C.

Spoil.—Like a miser j. his coat, with scanting a little cloth H. V.

Spoke.—Things are often s. and seldom meant 2 H. VI.

Spoken.—You have j. truer than you purposed Tern.

Spoon.—This is a devil. ... I will leave him, I have no long j Tetn.

Sport.—Misery makes s. to mock itself. R. II.

If all . . . were . . . holidays, to s. would be as tedious as to work i H. IV.
Spot.—Lions make leopards tame. Yea, but notchangehis j.j R. II.

The angry s. doth glow on Caesar's brow y. C.

Out, damned s. ! out, I say ! Mac.
Spring.— In the s. time, the only pretty ring time, when birds A. V. L.
Sweet lovers love the j A. Y. L.
Springe.—Ifthe j. hold, the cock's mine W. Tale.
As a woodcock in my own s., . . . killed with mine own treachery Ham..

Sprite.—Shrewd and knavish s., called Robin Goodfellow M. N. D.
Spur.—A puisny tilter that j.i his horse but on one side A. Y. L.
He tires betimes that j..r too fast betimes R. II.

I have no j. to prick the sides of my intent Mac.
Spitrns.—That white-faced shore, whose foot s. back the ocean K. y.
The .s. that patient merit of the unworthy takes Ham.

Squadron.—That never set a j. in the field, nor the division Oth.
Stabs.—His gashed j. looked ... a breach . . . for ruin's . . . entrance Mac.
Stage.—All the world's a s., and all the men and women A. Y. L.
He would drown the j. with tears, and cleave the Hatn.

Straw.—Greatly to find a quarrel in a j. , when honor's at the stake Ham.
Stale.—Poor I am s., a garment out of fashion Cym.
Stalking-horse.—He uses his folly like a j A. Y. L.
Stamp.—Nay, look not by, nor s., nor stare, nor fret Tam. Sh.
Stand.—I saw a smith j. with his hammer thus, the whilst K. y.
That goddess blind, that j.j upon the rolling, restless stone H. V.

Stanza.—Come, more ; another j. .• Call you 'em j j .i" A. Y. L.
Star.—At first I did adore a twinkling s., but now I worship 7! G. V.
Wilt thou reach j..j because they shine on thee? T. G. V.
Certain s.s shot madly from their spheres, to hear M. N. D.
That moist j. upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands Hatn,
It is . . . the j.i above us govern our conditions K L.

Start.—He bites his lip and s.s : stops on a sudden, looks upon the. ..//I VIII.
Make thy two eyes, like stars, .s. from their spheres Ham.

Started.— It j. like a guilty thing upon a fearful summons Ham.
Starve.—Better it is to die, better to s., than crave the hire Cor.
Starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry, the more Per.
Starved.—Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way of .r. people Mer. V.

I cannot fight upon this argument : it is too s. a subject for my TV. &' Cr.
State.—This is the s. of man : to-day he puts forth the tender leaves..//. VIII.

Something is rotten in the 5. of Denmark Ham.
Statute.—I' the olden time, ere human s. purge'd the gentle weal Mac.
Stay.—God shall be my hope, my s., my guide, my lantern to 2 H. VI.

Steal.—The good humor is to s. at a minute's rest M. W. W.
On both did haggish age s. on, and wore us out of act AlVs W.

Stealing.—Time comes j. on by night and day Com. E.
Steed.—Farewell the neighing .r., and the shrill trump! Oth.
Steel.—Whose golden touch could soften j make tigers tame T. G. V.

Made us doff our . . . robes of peace, to crush our . . . limbs in . . . j..i H. IV.
As he plucked his cursed s. away, mark how the blood y. C.

Sticks.—Fruit unripe s. on the tree, but fall, unshaken, when Ham.
Honest . . . and hates the slime that j. on filthy deeds Otk.

Sting.—What! would thou have a serpent s. thee twice? Mer. V.

If I be waspish, best beware my j Tam. Sh.
Stomach.—Surfeit of the sweetest things, the deepest loathing 'y!\\^t.s..M.N.D.
He which hath no J. to this fight ; let him depart H. V.

A man of an unbounded s., ever ranking himself with princes H, VIII.
Stone.—When we first put this dangerous j, a-rolling H. VIII.

For fear the very i.i prate of my whereabout Mac.
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Stoops.—A golden mind i'. not to shows of dross Mer. V.

Stop his mouth with a kiss and let not him speak M. Ado.
You would play upon me, you would seem to know my s.s Ham.

Storm.— I have as when the sun doth light a s., buried this sigh in... 7>-. fir" Cr.

'Ve often see, against some s., silence in the heavens Ham.
Naked wretches . . . that bide the pelting of the pitiless i K. L.

Stoky.—My s. being done, she gave me, for my pains, a world of sighs Oth.
Stkaining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps .'. R. &= y.
Strange.—More i. than true, I never may believe these antique fables.il/. N. D.

Is it not s and j. .' nay, ten times j Al./or M.
S. things I have in head, that will to hand Mac.
She swore . . . 'twas .r., 'twas passing s., 'twas pitiful Oth.

Stranger.—I do desire we may be better j.j^ A. Y. L.
Strangijreu.—Dowered with our curse, and s. with our oath K. L.
Straws,—Those thai . . . will ... a mighty fire, begin it with weak j „y. C.

Strawberry.—The s. grows underneath the nettle //. y.

Stream.— 'Gainst the .r. of virtue they may strive, and drown Ti/it. A.
Streets.—Old men and beldams in the .r. do prophesy upon it A', y.
Strength.—My threats have no more s. than her weak prayers M. N. D.

S. matched with s., and power confronted power K. y.
The king's name is a lower of j R. III.

S. should be lord of imbecility Tr. ir" Cr.

Strike.—The heavens themselves do j. at my injustice W. Tale.

Such as wdl s. sooner than speak, and speak sooner than drink i H. IV.

String.—When such .f..rjar, what hope of harmony ? -i H. VI.

Harp not on that s., madam ; that is past R. III.

Stroke.— 'Tis fond to wail inevitable j.i, as 'tis to laugh at 'em Cor.

So tender of rebukes that words are s.s, and j..r death to her Cym.
Strong.— Thou little valiant . . . ! Thou ever s. upon the stronger side.„A'. y.

Style.— Plain and not honest is too harsh a ^ R. III.

Subject.—Such duty as the j. owes the prince, even such a Tarn. Sh.

Substance.— 1 am but shadow of myself : . . . my j. is not here i H. VI.

The . . . s. of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a dream Ham.
Substitute.—A j shines brightly as a king, until a king be by Mer. V.

Success.—Didst thou never hear that things ill-got had ever bad j. . . . ?...3 H. VI.

If the assassination could . . . c:itch with his surcease .f Mac
Successor.—All his j. gore before him hath done 't M. IV. IV.

Sudden.—Jealous in honor, s. and quick in quarrel, seeking A. V. L.
Sugar.—Honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce to j A. V. L.
Suggestion.—They'll take x. as a cat laps milk Tern.

Sum.— for what s. f It is more than for some, my lord „ 2 H. IV.
Summer.—After j. . . succeeds . . . winter with his wrathful nipping. .. 2 //. VI.

The common people swarm like s flies; and whither fly the gnats?. .3 H. VI.

Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious j. by this R. III.

Swallow follows not s. more willing than we Tim. A.
Can such things be and overcome us like a s.'s cloud? Mac.

Sun.—Setting s. and music at the close, as the last taste of sweets is R. II.

The s. sets weeping in the lowly west, witnessing storms to R. II.

Full of spirit as . . . and gorgeous as the s. at midsummer 1 H. IV.

It \> the east and Juliet is the s R. &' y.
Arise fair j and kill the envious moon who is R. &^ y.

I 'gin to be aw. ary of the s. ; and wish Mac.
If Ca;sar can hide the f. from us with a blanket, or put Cym.
Hath Britain all the i'. that shines ? D y , night are Cytn.

Superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but competency lasts Mer. V.

Superfluous branches we lop away that bearing twigs may live R II.

Supple knees feed arrogance and are the proud man's fees TV. &" Cr.

Surfeit is the father of much fast M. for M.
They are as sick that s. with too much, as they that starve Mer. V.

Surfeiting —That s. the appetite may sicken and so die Tw. N.
Surges.— I saw him beat the s. under him, and ride upon their backs Tetn.

Survey.—When we mean to build, we first s. the plot, then draw 2 H. IV.
Suspiration —Nor windy s of forced breath Ham.
Swain.—O God, methinks it were a happy life, to be ... a homely J...3 H. VI.

Swallowed.—The earth had s. all my hopes but she R. &" y.

Swan.— Like Juno's j j , still we went coupled and inseparable A. Y. L.

I'll make thee think thy s. a crow R. &" y.

I'll play the j. and die in music Oth.

Swear.—You s. like a comfit-maker's wife i H. IV.

Swf.ars with good grace, and wears his boots very smooth 2 H. IV.

Being thus frighted s. a prayer or two, and R. <5r* y.

Swearing till my very roof was dry with oaths of love Mer. V.

Sweet.—The word is short, but not so short as .r R. II.

Made me mad to see him shine so brisk and smell so s i H. IV.

Words more s. and yet more dangerous than baits to fish Tit. An.
Sweets to the s. : farewell ! Ham.
Swift.—Too s. arrives as t.ardy as too slow R- &" y.

Swims.— He that depends upon your favor f. with fins of lead Cor.

Swimmers.—As two spent s., that do cling . . . and choke their art Mac.
Sword.—There's an eye wounds like a leaden s I^. L. L.
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Sword.—Advance your standards, draw your willing s.s Jl. III.

Our strong arms be our conscience, j.j our law R. III.

SwOKN.—Having j. too hard a keeping oath, --tuily to break it L. L. L.
Syllable.—From day to day, to the last .r. of recorded time Mac.
Syrups.—Not poppy, nor . . .. nor all the drowsy j. ot the wodd Otk.

248

249
448
252
6zi

T.

Table.—A t. full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish „ Com. E.
I drink to the general joy o' the whole t Mac.

Table-talk.—Pray thee, let it serve for t Mer. V.

Tailor.—He held them sixpence all too dear, with that he called the t 0th.
Tainted.—Bear a fair presence, though your heart be t Com. £.
Take.—He that t.s that, must /. my heart withul Tr. &' Cr.
Tale.—A sad t.'s be^t for wuiter: I have one of sprites and goblins... IV. Tale.
Another . . . cuts off his /. and talks of Arthur's death K. jf.

Mark now, how a plain t. shall put you down i H IV.

I could a /. unfold whose lightest word would harrow up thy soul Hum.
I will a round unvarnished t. deliver of my whole coiu-se of love Oth.
Truths would be t.s, where now half ^.j be truths A. 6^ C.

Talk.—If ihey w-re but a week married, they would t. themselves mad..j1/. Ailo.

Talkers.—We will not stand to prate; I. are no good doers R III.

Tallow.—Her rags and the I. in them, will burn a Poland winter Com. E.
Tally.—Our forefathers had no other books but the score and the / 2 H. VI.

Talon.—When I was about thy years, Hal, I was not an eagle's / i H. IV.
Tartness.—The ;". of his face sours ripe grapes Cor.

Taste.—Things sweet to /. prove in digestion sour R. II.

Come, give us a t. of your quality Ham.
Tatters.—To hear a . . . fellow tear a passion to t Ham.
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; be secret-false Com. E.

I am too sudden-bold : to ;. a teacher ill beconieth me L. L. L.
The villainy yoti t. me, I will execute, and it shall go hard Mer. V.

Teaches.—For where is any author .../.... as a woman's eye? L. L. L.
Tear.—Tell . . . what 'tis to love.— It is to be all made of sighs and i.s.A. V. L.
This day hath made much work for t.s in many an English mother K. y.

Tears.—My heart hath racked at a lady's /., being an ordinary K. y.

I do not speak to thee in drink but in t., not in pleasure but i H. IV.
With t. augmenting the fresh morning's dew R. &" y.
Venus smiles not in a house of/ R. <5r> y.
The sea's a thief, whose . . . surge resolves the moon into salt i Tim. A.
I did consent, and often did beguile her of her I 0/A.

Tedious.—Merry and tragical! /. and brief! that is, hot ice and M. N. D.
It is better to be brief than t _ R. III.

Teeth.—Now set the t. and stretch the nostril wide, hold hard the H. V.

Bid them w.ish their faces and keep their t. clean Cor.
Set in a note-book, learned, and conned by rote, to cast into my t y. C.

Teller.—The nsture of bad news infects the t _ A. ^i' C.

Temperance.—You must acquire and beget a /. that may give it Ham.
Though you can guess what t you know not what it is A. Is' C.

Tempest.—If after every /. come such calms, may the winds blow till Oth.
Temple.—Her sunny locks hang on her t.s like a golden fleece Mer. V.
Temptation.—Dangerous is that /. that doth goad us on to sin in.... M.j^ar M.
Tempted.—'Tis one thing to be i., Escalus, another thing to fall M./or M.
Tempter.—These women are .shrewd t.s with their tongues i H. VI.
Terrible.—I would to God my name were not so t. to the enemy as...2 H. IV.
Tekror.—Shadows to-night have struck more t. to the soul of Richard.../?. ///.

Testament.— ' Poor deer,' quoth he,' thou makesta /. as worldlings do '..^. Y.L.
Testy.—Like a /. babe, will scratch the nurse and presently T. G. V.
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; thy school-days frightful R III.

Text.— Fair as a /. B in a copy-book L. L. L.
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds R. dr' y.
That it should come to this I but two months dead ; nay, not Ham.
Thaw —I was duller than a great t M. Ado.
Theban.—I will talk a word with this same learned ' T. K. L.
Thieves for their robbery have authority, when judges steal M./or M.
Beauty provoketh /. sooner than gold A. Y. L.
A plague upon it when t. cannot be true . . . ! i H. IV.

Thing.— I hold you as a t. enskyed and sainted M./or M.
There is measure in every t M. Ado.
Any /. that's mended is but patched 7j/<. N.
Women say so, that will say any t IV. Tale.
They will steal any t. and call it purchase H. V.
Now what a /. it is to be an ass ! Tit. An.

Things past redress are now with me past care R. II.

T. won are done
; joy's soul lies in the doing Tr. &' Cr.

T. outward do draw the inward quality after them A. &' C.

Think.—Who i. you the most desartless man to be constable? M. Ado.
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Think.—'Twere all one that I should love a . . . star and /. to wed \t..A!/'s IV.

I hear, but say not much, but i. the more 3 //. I I.

O, teach me how 1 should forget to t R. if "jf.

Of a free . . . nature, that / s men honest that but Si;em Uth.

Thinking.—Wallow naked in December snow, by /. on . . . Summer's..../^. //.

There is nothing . . . good or bad, but t. makes it so Ham.
Thokn.—Withcruig on the virgin /.,... lives and dies in single M. N. D.
What ! cm so young a /. begui to prick? 3 H. VI.

Thought.— 1 wish mme eyes would, with themselves, shut up my t.s Tem.
These trees shall be my books and ui their barks my t.s I'll character.y^. K L.

Certainly a wom;in's t. runs before her actions A. Y. L.
Now, sir, 't. is fiee.' Tiv. N.
The . . . pride of sky-aspiring and ambitious t.s A'. //.

Thy words arc but as t.s, therefore be bold A". //.

T.'s the slave of life, and life times fool i // //
'.

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy t.s ; which thou hast whetted..2 H. IV.

So .swift a pace haih / H. /-'.

In the quick forge and working-house of; H. V.

His fault w;is t., and yt t his punishment was cruel death R liJ.

Love's heralds should be t.s, which ten times faster R. &" y.

Give thy t.s no tongue, nor any unproportioned /. his act Hum.
Our t.s are ours, their ends none of our own Ham.
My words fly up, my t.s remain below Hum.
Words without t.s never to heaven go Ham.
Be cheered ; make not your t s your prisons A. dr" C.

Thousand.—To be noted for a merry man, he'll woo a / Tmit. S/i.

I would give a t. pound I could run as fast as thou i H. IV.

The g.illows-maker ; for that frame outlives a t. tenants Ham.
Thkasonical.—Caesar's /. brag of ' I came, saw. and overcame' A. V. L.
Thread.—The smallest t. that ever spider twisted . . . will serve to K. %
Threatkn the threatcner, and outface the brow of bragging horror A', y.

Thrift is blessing, if men steal it not Mer. 1^.

T., Hoiatio! the fuiier;.! baked meats, did Ham.
Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up, thine own life's means Mac.
Throat.— I do nothing in the world bui he, and he in my t L. L. L.
To move wild laughter in the t. of death? L. L. L.

Thumb —Did you bite your t. at us, sir? I do bite my t., sir R. <5r» J.
Here I have a pilot's t., wrecked as homeward he did come iMac.

Thunder, that deep and dreadful organ-pipe Tetti.

Every . . . petty officer would use his heaven for / M. for M.
Thwarted.—Mocked . t my gains, scorned my nation, t. my bargains... Tl/i??'. V.

Tiber.—Let Rome in T. melt, and the wide arch of the . . . empire fall../l. <&^ C.

Tickle.— If you /. us do we not laugh ? If yon poison us do we not die t..Mer. V.

Yon rampallian! . . . I'll /. your catastrophe 2 H. IV.

Tide.—There is a t. in the affairs of men, which taken at the flood y. C.

Tiger.—When the blast of war . . . then imitate the action of the t H. V.

t.'s heart, wrapt in a woman's hide ! 3 H. I'l.

More fierce and more ine.xorable than empty t.s R. &' y.

Time is a very bankrupt and owes more than he's worth 0»ii. E.
In t. the savage bull doth bear the yoke M. Ado.
When have chid the hiLSty-footed /. for parting us M. N. P.
1 will tell you who /. ambles withal, who t. trots withal A. V. X.
He must observe ... on whom he jests, the quality of persons and the /.. Tie. N
Old T. the clock-setter, that bald sexton 7". A', y.

call back yesterday, bid /. return R. //.

1 wasted t., and now doth /. waste me R. //.

We are t.'s subjects, and t. bids begone 2 H IV.

A history in men's lives, figuring the nature of the t.'s deceased 2 H. IV.

Let /. shape, and there an end 2 //. IV.

Heavens arc just, and t. siippresscih wrongs 3 H. VI.

Swear not by t. to come, for that thou hast misused ere used R III.

Creeps in this petty price ... to the last syllable of recorded t Mac.
Who would bear the whips and scorns of /., the oppressors . . . ? Ham.
What is a man, if his chief . . . market of his ;. be but to sleep and feed ?..//a/«.

T. shall unfold wh.it plaited cunning hides K. L.
There are many events in the womb of/, which will be delivered Otk.

TiNCT.—White and azure Ir.ccd, with blue of heaven's own i Cym.
Tithe.—No Italian prie.st shall t. or toil in our dominions K. y.

Title.—To guard a t. that w.is rich before, to gild refined gold K. y.

Toad.—The t.—ugly and venomous—wears yet a . . . jewel A. Y. L.
I had rather be a /., and live upon the vapor of a dungeon Oth.

To-DAV he puts forth the tender leaves of hopes H. VIII.

Toil — Forespent with t., as runners with a race. I lay me down 3 H. VI.

Their titles for their glories, an outward honor for an inward t R. III.

Tom.— Poor T.'s acold A". L.
To-MORRow blossoms and bears his blushing honors thick H. I'lll.

Tongue.—While thou livest keep a good t. in thy head Tem.
The man ... is no man if with his / he cannot win a woman T. G. V.

What king so strong can tie the gall up in a slanderous t.? M./or M.
I would my horse bad the speed of your /., and so good a continuer...il^. Ado.
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Tongue.—Here's a dish I love not, I cannot endure my Lady T. M. Ado.
Done to death by slanderous t.s was the hero that here lies M. Ado.
Your i.s . . . more tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear Vl/. A', f).

The iron t. of midnight hath told twelve: Lovers, to bed M. N. D.
His t. IS now a stringless instrument R. II.

This t. that runs so roundly in thy head, should run the head from R. II.

The fellows of infinite / , that can . . . into ladies' favors H. V.

Unloose thy . . . thoughts, and let thy /. be equal with thy heart 2 H. VI.

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing t R. III.

Murder though it have no t. will speak with most miraculous Ham.
Tooth.—Clamors of. . . woman, poisons more deadly than a mad dog's /..C'o>».£'.

Toothache.—Was never yet philosopher that could endure the t M. Ado.
Top.— Let's take the instant by the forward t Alt s IK
Yond towers, whose wanton t.s do buss the clouds Tr. &' Cr.

Whose i. ... so slippery that the fear's as bad as falling Cym.
Torches.—Heaven does with us as we with t. do, not light them M./or M.
Touch.—Have you ... no maiden shame, no /. of bashfulness M. N. D.
Their softest t. as smart as lizards' stings ! 2 H. VI.

Touches.—Soft stillness and the night become the t. of sweet harmony..A(Vr. V.

Touching.— Often t. will wear gold Com. E.
Tough.—O sides, you are too /. ; will you yet hold? K. L.
Town-crier.— I had as lief the t. spoke my lines Hani.
Toys.— I never may believe these antique fables, nor these faery / M. N. D.

All is but /. / renown and grace is dead ; the wine of life Mac.
Trade.— Give me some music . . ., moody food of those that t. in \oy^..A. &' C.

Tragedian.— I can counterfeit the deep t.: speak and look back R. III.

Traitor.—Our doubts are t.s, and make us lose the good we oft M./or M.
T. and miscreant, too good to be so and too bad to live R. II.

When our actions do not, our fears do make us t.s Mac.
Trappings.—These but the t. and the suits of woe Ham.
Traveller.—Now spurs the lated t. apace, to gam the timely inn Mac.
Tread.—One woe doth t. upon another's heel, so fast they follow Ham.
Treason.—Tofast . . ., to see no woman, . . . /.gainst the kingly state../,. L. L.
Such divinity doth hedge . . . that t. can but peep to what it would Ham.

Treatise.—^Iy fell of hair would at a dismal t. rouse and stir, as Mac.
Tree.—Under the greenwood /. who loves to lie with me A. Y. L.
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian t.s their medicinal gtim Oth.

Tremble.— Small curs are not . . . but . . . men t. when the lion roars..2 //. VI.

Trenchfk-man.—He is a . . . valiant i.; he hath an excellent stomach..Af. Ado.
Trick.—Some ts, some quillets, how to cheat the devil L. L. L.

I know a t. worth two of that i H. IV.

A villainous /. of thine eye, and a foolish hanging of the i H. IV.

There are no t.sm plain and simple faith y. C.

Trifles light as air are to the jealous confirmations strong as Oth.

Trimmed like a younker prancing to his love ! 3 H. VI.

TROOP.^Honor, love, obedience, t.s of friends, I must not look to have....j1fac.

Farewell the plumed t. and the big wars, that make Oih.

Troubles.—Unnatural deeds do breed unnatural t Mac.
True.—"The sun was not so /. unto the day, as he to me M. IV. D.
Your manner of wrenching the t cause the false way 2 H. IV.

I warrant thee my man's as t. as steel R. &" y.

There is no time so miserable but a man may be t Tirn. A.
True-born.—Boast of this I can, though banished, yet a t. Englishman..../?. //.

Trumpet.— Pride is his own glass, his own t., his own chronicle Tr. 6^ Cr.

The cock that is the t. to the morn Ham.
Trust.—Love all, t. a few, do wrong to none All's W.
Trusted.—His aflTections dark as Erebus, let no such man be t Mer. V.

Truth.—What shew of/, can cunning sin cover itself withal ! M. Ado.
The naked t. of it is, I have no shirt L. L. L.

'Tis not the many oaths that make the /., but the plain, single All's W.
While you live tell t. and shame the devil 1 H. IV.

O wonderful, when devils tell the /. .' R. III.

T. should live from age to age, as 't 'twere retailed to all posterity R. III.

Out with it bodily, t. loves open dealing H. VIII.

Tune.—This is a scurvy /. to sing at a man's funeral Tern.

To jig off a t. at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet L. L. L.

See that . . . most sovereign reason, like sweet bells jangled out of/ Ham.
Turn.—She can /., and /., and yet go on, and /. again Oth.

Turning again towards childish treble, pipes and whistles A. Y. L.

A'partcd . . . even at the /. o' the tide H. V.

Turtle.— I will find you twenty lascivious t.s, ere one chaste man...iJ/. W. W.
Twenty.—Then come kiss me, sweet and /., youth's a staff will not Tiv. N.
Twin.—An apple cleft in two is not more /. than these two Tw. N.
Tyrants.—His lines would . . . plant in /. mild humility L. L. L.
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4 ^6o

4 609

3 374
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2 414
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4 449
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3 38
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U.

Unaccommodated man is . . . such a poor, bare, forked creature as thou A". L.

Unblessed.— Every inordinate cup is «., and the ingredient ... is adevil,0/A.

Unbridi,ed.—My thoughts were like a. children, . . . too headstrong. '/>. b' Cr.

Uncertain.—This spring of love rcsembleih the «. glory of an April.. T. G. V.

Unction.—Lay not that flattering «. to your soul Ham.
Undone.— I reckon this . . . that a man is never «., till he be hanged.. T. G. V.

Uneven —Eight yards of a. ground is threescore and ten miles i H IV.

Ungracious.—The word ' grace' in an « mouth is but profane R. II.

Unhandsome.—A si venly, j^. corse between the wind and his 1 H. IV.

Unkindest.—This was the most a. cut of all J. C.

Unloaded.—Met me . . . and told me I had a. all the gibbets i //. 7V.

Unmanni^rly.—As the soldiers . . . he called them untaught knaves, a..i //. IV.

Unmellovved.—His head «., but his judgment ripe '/' G. V.

Unpleasing.—Sings so . . . straining harsh discords, and u. sharps A'. &' y.

Unsought.—Love sought is good, but given a. is better 'I'w. N.
Unspotted —A heart a. is not easily daunted 2 H. VI.

Usance.—He lends out money gratis, anJ brings down the rate of « ....Mer. V.

Use.— How a. doth breed a habit in a man !
7". G. V.

How weary, stale, flat . . . seem to me all the u.s of this world I Ham.
Used.—Good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be well a Olh.

Vagrom.—You shall comprehend all v. men M. Ado.
Valiant.—An I thought he had been v. and so cunning in fence Tiu. N.

V. as the wrathful dove or most magnanimous mouse 2 H. IV.

He's truly v. that cm wisely suffer the worst that man Tiin. A.
The V. never ta^te of death but once • ? C.

As he w.is v., I honor him ; as he was ambitious, I slew him y. C.

Valor.—He is of . . . approved v. and confirmed honesty M. Ado^

When V. preys on reason, it eats the swoid ii fights with A. &^ C.

Vantage.—No jutty, frieze, buttress, nor coin oiv Mac.
Vapor.—Let us but blow . . . , the v of our valor will o'erturn them H. V.

Vast.—One sees more devils than v. hell can hold . . . the mad man.../)/. N. D.

Vein.—This is Ercles' -v., a tyrant's v., a lover is more condoling M. N. D.
Bereft . . . of all words, only my hlood speaks ... in my v.s Mer. V.

Vengeance —The rarer action is in virtue than in v ^.. Tern.

Venom.—The v. clamors of a jealous woman poisons more deadly Com. E.

You shall digest the v. of our spleen, though it do split you y. C.

Vent.—His heart's . . . what his breast forges that, his tongue must v Cor.

Venus — I litlle talked of love ; for V. smiles not in a house of tears R. &= y.

Verbosity.—Draweth out the thread of h;s v.. finer than the staple.. ..jC. L. L.

Verse.—Nay, then, God be wi' you, an you talk blank 7/ A. Y. L.

Vessel.—The saying is true, ' The empty v. makes the greatest sound '...//. V.

Women, being the weaker v.s, are evjr thrust to the wall R. b' y.

Vestal.—A certain aim he took at a fair v. throned by the west M. N. D.
Vexed.—He was met even now, as mad as the v. sea K. L.

Vexing.—Te lions as a twice-told tale, v. the dull ear of a drowsy man K. y.

Vice.—So smooth he daubed his v. with show of virtue R. III.

The gods are just and of our pleasant v.s make instruments to K. L.

Victory.—The harder matched the greater w .' 7) H. VI.

Vile.—Nought so v. . . . on the earth doth live, but to the earth R. (Sr" y.

Wisdom and goodness to the v. seem v. : filths savor but A'. L.

Villain.—The most omnipotent v. that ever cried 'stand' to a i H IV.

A damned saint, an honorable v. ! R b' y.

O Z'., v , smiling, damned v. t Ham.
Vindicative.—He in . . . action is more v. than jealous love TV. b' Cr.

Violet.—Where oxlips and the nodding v. grows M. N. D.
V.s dim, but sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes IV. Tale.

A V. in the youth of primy nature, forward, not permanent Ham.
Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled eld, soft infancy TV. <5^ Cr.

ViRTUK.—To be slow in words is a woman's only v T. G. V.

To m.ike .1 v. of necessity T. G. V.

If our z/ jdid notgof )rth . . ., 'twere all alike as if we had them not. y)/. /or A/.

Apparel vice like v.'s harbin er, bear a fair presence, though Co»t. E.
There is no v. iTke necessity R- H-
Is there no v. extant? ' T/. /K
V. is (if so little retard in these cost rmonger times 2 H IV^

Ambition, the soldier's v., rather makes choice of less A. <5r> C.

Virtuous.—There is a v. man, whom I have often noted in thy i H. IV.

Visage.—With devotion's v. . . . we do sugar o'er the devil himself Ham.
Visions.—What v. have I seen ! Methought I w.is enamored of an ass. A/. A^. D.

Vixen.—A v. . . . , though she but little, she is fierce M. N. D.
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Vizards.—Making our faces v. to our hearts, disguising what they are Mac.
Vocation.—"lis my z/., Hal ; 'tis no sin ... to labor in his z/ i H. IV.
Voice.—His big, manly v., turning again toward childish treble A. Y. L.

A pipe small as . .. the virgin z;. that babies lull asleep Cor.
Give every man thy ear, but few thy v Ham.
Her V. was soft, gentle and low, an excellent thing in woman K. L.

Vouch.— I'll say 't and make my v. as strong as shore of rock H. V'lII.

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapor is L. L. L.
By all the v. that ever men have broke, in number more than M. N. D.
Do not foil in love with me, for I am falser thi.n v. made in wine A. Y. L.
The gods are deaf to hot and peevish v Tr. &" Cr.

Voyage.—All the v. of their life is bound in shallows and in miseries J. C.

v/.

Waftage —Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks staying for TO.. TV. &^ Cr. 3 372
Wail.—Wise men ne'er sit and «/. their loss, but cheerily seek 3 H. VI. 3 152
Waist.— I would my means were greater, and my w. slenderer 2 H. IV. 2 480
Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors slay L. L. L. i 482

I am thy father's spirit, doomed for a . . . time to w. the night Ham. 4 496
Walked.—He's w. the way of nature; and ... he lives no more 2 H IV. 2 536
Wall.—The weakest goes to the -w R. i^ y. 4 402
Women bein.i: the weaker . . . are ever thrust to the w R. &^ y. 4 402

Wanton —As flies to w. boys, are we to the gods ; they kill us for . . . sport.. A'. L. 4 369
Wantonness.—Young gentlemen would be as sad as night only for a/ K. y. 2 297
War.—Time it is when ... to. is done, to smile at scapes and perils... Tarn. Sh. 2 65

In TO. was never lion raged more fierce, in peace was never . . . lamb R. II. 2 346
All quality, pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious zc. .' Oth. 4 622
Who does I' the TO .s more than his captain . . ., becomes his captain's...,^. <5r= C 4 42

Wash.—The wide sea hath drops too few to to. her clean again AI. Ado. 1 369
Washing.— It is an accustomed action ... to seem thus iu. her hands Iliac. 2 247
Waspish.— If 1 be in. best beware my sting Tarn. S/i. 2 31
Waste.—The clock upbraids me with the zu. of time '/7u N. i 227
Watch.—Care keeps his to. in every old man's eye R. dr' y. 4 426
His sentinel the wolf, whose howl's his to Mac. 2 213
For some must lu. and some must sleep, so runs the world away Ham. 4 529

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt R. II. 2 344
Water.— I to the world am like a drop of to., that in the ocean seeks... Com. E. 2 157
The earth hath bubbles, as the to. has, and these Mac. 2 203

Water-drops.—Let not women's weapons, to., stain my man's cheeks \..K. L. 4 352
Way.—If money go before, all TO. J do lie open M. W. W. 1 152
As many zu.s meet in one town, so many fresh streams H. V. 2 559
Once trod the 7(',r of glory, and sounded all the depths H. VIII. 3 307
Those about her from her shall read the perfect TO.J- of honor H. VIII. 3 331
I have lived long enough, my TO. of life is fallen into Mac. 2 250
To mourn a mischief that is . . . gone, is the next to. to draw Oth. 4 590

Weak.—I am tc. with toil, yet strong in appetite Cytn. 4 145
Weakness.—What cannot be avoided 'twere childish to. to . . . fear....3 H. VI. 3 153
Wealth —More faults than hairs, and more to. than faults T. G. V. 1 107
Wear.—What dances shall he have, to to. away this long age of . . . ^..M. N. D. i 435
Talk with respect, swear but . . ., to. prayer-books in my pocket Mer. V. i 531
So "M.s she to him, so sways she level in her husband's heart Tiv. N. i 218
So light a foot will ne'er to. out the everlasting flint R.&j" y. 4 434
Then let the devil w. black, for I'll have a suit of sable Ham. 4 525

Wears out his time . . ., like his master's ass, for nought but provender Oth. 4 578
Weary.—An old man, ... is come to lay his to. bones among ye H VIII. 3 312
Web.—The to. of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill together... ./1/^'i W. i 696
With as little a to. as this will I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio Oth. 4 599

Wed.—Who wooed in haste and means to to. at leisure Tarn. Sh. 2 39
Weeds.—Most subject is the fattest soil to to 2 H. IV. 2 526
Small herbs have grace, great TO. do grow apace R. III. 3 197

Weep like a young wench that had buried her grandam T. G. V. i 84
I'll TO. for nothing like Diana in the fountain A. Y. L. i 627
How much better it is to to. at joy, than to joy at weeping M. Ado. i 329

Welcome.—Cold, .. .and labor lost. Then,farewell,heat ; andTO. frost../1/i'>-. V. i 539
Well.—'Tis not so deep as a to. nor so wide as a church-door R. Gr' y

.

4 437
Of one that loved not wisely but too 7u Oth. 4 660

Well-favored.—To be to. is the gift of fortune, but to write M. Ado. i 359
Welshmen (lid good service in a garden where leeks did grow H. V. 2 610
Wenches.—The tongues of mocking to. are as keen as is the razor's.../.. /.. X. i 495
Wheel.'—Cruel fite, and giddy Fortune's furious, fickle to H. V. 2 585
Whetstone.—The dullness of the fool is the to. of the wits A V. L. 1 586
Whip.—Her 7(i. of cricket's bone, the lash of film R. &= y. 4 414
Whirligig.—Thus the to. of time brings in his revenges Tiw -V. i 254
Whispers.—And to. to his pillow . . . the secrets of his . . . soul 2 H. P'l. 3 53
White.—An 1 brandish anything but a bottle, would I . . . spit to 2 H. IV. 2 482
Not ram enough in the sweet heavens to wash it to. as snow Ham. 4 533
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V. p.

Wicked.—Now am I, . . ., little better than one of the iv. I i H. IV.
Widows.—Each new morn new w. howl, new orphans cry Mac.
Wife.—My iv. is shrewish when I keep not hours Com E.
As man and w., being two, are one in love H V.

WiLD-DUCK.—There's no more valor in Poins than in a "w i //. IV.

WiLD-GfioSE.—If thy wits run the w. chase, I have done R. br" y.

Will.— 111 w. never said well H. V.

My poverty but not my iv. consents R. &-' J

.

Our bodies arc our gardens, . . . our w s are gardeners OiA.
Our ui.s and fates du so contrary run, that our devices Ot/i.

Willow.— In hope he'll prove a widower shortly, I'll wear the iv 3 //. V/.

Win.—Make us lose the good we . . . might w. by fearing to M. /or M.
He that . . . robs lions of their hearts, may . . . iv. a. woman's K. jf.

Wince.— Let the galled jade w., our withers are unwrung Ham.
Wind.—Foul iv. is but foul breath, foul breath is noisome M. Ado.
Such IV. as scatters young men through the world to seek Tarn. Sh.
"lis in grain . . ., 'twill endure iv. and weather 'I'lu N.
To be the slaves of chance and flies of every iu. that blows W. 'Jute.

As thin ... as the air and more inconstant than the iv R. <&= y.
They pass by me as the idle iv., which 1 respect not y. t.

Not between the iu s of heaven, visit her face too roughly Ha>n.
An thou canst not smile as the iv. sits, thou'lt catch cold K L.
The bawdy w. that kisses all it meets Olh.

Window.—What light through yonder iv. breaks? It is the east R. 6^ y.
Windy.—Still you keep o' the iv. side of the law Tw. N.
WiNii.

—
'Scape being drunk fir want of iv.... 7V«/.

Wings more momentary-swift than thought Ir. &" Cr.
VV. as swift as . . . the thoughts of love I/avt.

WiNGEu.—Therefore is w. Cupid painted blind 71/. A". D.
Winter.—Churlish chiding of the 7<».'.r wind A. Y. L.
Blow IV. wind, thou are not so unkind as man's ingratitude A. Y. L.
When great leaves fall, the iv. is at hand R.III.
One cloud of to. showers, these flies are couched Tim. A.

Wisdom.—Oft we see cold iv. waiting on superfluous folly All's W.
W. cries out in the streets, and no m.'m regards it 1 H. IV.

Wise.—What seem I that I am not?- IV. T G. V.

There's not one iv. man . . . that will praise himself. AT. Ado.
Only are reputed iv. for saying nothing Mer. V.

Ilfifirmity, that decays the iv., does ever make the better fool Tiu. N.
U''. enough to play the fool ; and to do that well craves Tiu. N.
H-'. men ne'er sit and wail their woes, but . . . prevent the woes R. II.

So IV., so young, they say do ne'er live long R. Ill
Wisely and slow, they stumble that run fast R. &= y.
Wish.—Thy iv. was father, Harry, to that thought 2 //. IV.

I do 7(1. ti ou wert a dog, that I might love thee something Tim. A.
As men in rage strike those that iv them best O/^.

WisHKi).—She ic. she had not heard it, yet she iv. that Heaven had made.. CM.
Wishers were ever fools A. A' C.

Wit.—As in ... so eating love inhabits in the finest iv.s of all T. G. V.

By love the young and tender iv is turned to folly T. G. V.

She would laugh me . . ., press nie to death with iv M. Ado.
Her ai.j are not so blunt as ... I would desire they were M. Ado.
He will be talking . . . when the age is in the w. is out M. Ado.
I said thou hast a fine iv. : ' True,' said she, ' a fine little one ' M. Ado.
Dainty bits make fat the ribs, but bankrupt . . . the iv.s L. L. L.
IV.'s own grace to grace a learned fcol L L. L.
You have a nimble iv., I think 'twas made of Atalanta's heels A. Y. L.
Make the doors on a woman's iv and it will out at the casement A. Y. L.
Sometimes I have no more iv. than a Christian or an ordinary Tiv. N.
His iv.'s as thick as Tewksbiiry mustard 2 H. IV.
They have a plentiful lack oiiv. . . . with most weak hams Ham.

Wncii.—Beauty is a iv. against whose charms faith melteth into blood. .71/. Ado.
Witching.—'Tis now the very w. lime of night Ham.
Withers.—Poor jade is wrung in the iv. out of all cess 1 H. iV.
Witty.— I am not only iv. in myself, but the cause that wit is 2 H. IV.
Wives.—Money buys land and w. are sold by fate M. W. IV.

Woe.—Friends should associate friends in grief and iv III. An.
Never was a story of more iv., than this of Juliet and her Romeo R. ^ y.

Wolf.—Since all is well, keep it so; wake not a sleeping iv 2 //. /V.
IV. in greedines'i, dog in madness, lion in prey A". Z..

Wolves.—'Tis like howling of Irish iv. against the moon A. Y. L.
They will (at like iu., and fight like devils H. V.

Woman.—She has brown hair, and speaks small like a w M. IV. IV.

A IV. sometimes scorns what best contents her T. G. V.

My father had a daughter loved a man, as it might be . . . were I a iv.. Tiu. N.
Every drain of w.'j flesh is false, if she be IV. Tale.

From the all . . . took something good to make a perfect iu IV. Tale.
Constant you are, but yet a iv i // IV.
'Tis brief, my lord.—As iv.'s love Ham.
Was never yet fair iv., but she made mouths in a glass K. L.
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Woman.—A very honest w.,but something given to lie A. & C.

most delicate fiend ! who is 't can read a lu. ? Cynt.

Women are frail too.—Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves. ./l/.yi'r 71/.

Two 7U. placed together makes cold weather H. VIII.

Won.—Near or far off, well w. is still well shot K. y.

Wonder.—I iu. men dare trust themselves with men Tim. A.
Wonderful.—Yet again w., and, after that, out of all whooping ! A. Y. L.
Wondrous.—O day and night, but this is w. strange ! Ham.
Wooed.—She is a woman, therefore may be w. ; she is a woman Tit. An.
Wooing.—Women are angels w. ; things won are done TV. b' Cr.

Word.—You have an exchequer o{ w.s, and ... no other treasure T. G. V.

Ill deeds are doubled with an evil iv Com. E.
Cuckoo! O W- of fear, unpleasing to a married ear L. L. L.
Not a lu ?—Not one to throw at a dog A. Y. L.
Where w.s are scarce they are seldom spent in vain R. II.

His Tv.s come from his mouth, ours from our breast R. II.

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing w.s R. III.

W.s pay no debts TV. 6r> Cr.

Upon the w. accoutred as I was J. C.

Good w.s are better than bad strokes y. C.

1 have no w.s, my voice is in my sword Mac.
I'll drink the w.s you send though ink be made of gall Cym.

Work.—I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; if it be man's w K. L.
Workman.—In respect of a . . . w. , I am but, as you would say, a cobbler, y. C
Workmanship.—So rich that it did strive in nv. and value Cytn.

World.—Cannot be a perfect man, not being tried and ... in the w... T. G. V.

I hold the w. but as ... a stage where every man must play a part...iT/i?r. V.

My little body is aweary of this great w Mer. V.

Lead these graces to the grave and leave the w. no copy Tw. N.
I am afraid this great lubber, the w., will prove a cockney T%v. N.
Tear a passage through the flinty ribs of this hard w R. II.

An arrant traitor as any's in the universal w H. V.

Vain pomp and glory of this w., I hate ye H. VIII.

I am sick of this false w., and will love nought but Tim. A.
The foremost man of all this vj y. C.

that the earth that kept the w. in awe, should patch Ham.
Thunder, smite flat the thick rotundity of the w K. L.
If Heaven would make me such another w., of one entire . . . chrysolite.. CM.

Worm.—The smallest w. will turn, being trodden on 3 H. VI.

A man may fish with the w. that hath eat a king Ham.
The pretty w. of Nilus . . . , that kills and pains not ? A. 6^ C.

Worse.—Know each other well.—And long to know each other w... Tr. &" Cr.
Bad begins and w. remains behind Ham.

Would.— ' Well, well, we know,' or ' we could, an if we uu.' Ham.
Wounds invisible that love's keen arrows make A. Y. L.

1 then, all smarting with my 10., ... to be so pestered i H. IV.
Show his scars, and say, ' These vu. I had on Crispin's day' Hen. V.

Those w. heal ill that men do give themselves TV. &' Cr.

Wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch R. III.

Wretch.—Excellent w. ! Perdition catch my soul, but Oth.
Poor naked w.s, wheresoe'er you are that bide the pelting K. L.

Wrinkles.—With mirth and laughter let old w. come Mer. V.

Write.—Once did hold it, as our statists do, a baseness to w. fair Ham.
Wrong.—If you poison us ... , if you w. us, shall we not revenge? 71/^?-. V.

What judgment shall I dread, doing no w. * Mer. V.

To persist in doing w. extenuates not w TV. &' Cr.
Make his w.s his outsides, to wear them like his raiment Tim. A.
You v). me every way, you w. me, Brutus y. C.

Wry-nkcked.—Vile squealing of the a/- fife Mer. V. i 534

X.

Xantippk.—As curst and shrewd as Socrates' X. or a worse Tam. Sh. 2 21

Y.

Yawn.—When churchyards y. , and hell itself breathes out Ham. 4 531
Year.—Go which way it will, he that dies this^. is quit for the next ...2 H. IV. 2 511

I am declined into the vale ofy.s Oi/i. 4 620
Yesterday.—^But y. the word of Caesar might have stood against y. C. 3 612

Yoke.— In time the savage bull doth bear the^ M. Ado. 1 334
Yorick.—Alas, poor Y. / I knew him, Horatio : a fellow of infinite jest..T/d>«. 4 561
Young.—When she was j/. you wooed her ; now, in age, is she hV Tale. 2 148
So wise, so>'., they say, do never live long R. III. 3 200
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V. p.

Young.—His years but _}/., but his experience old T. G. V. i 91
Youth —He tliat is more than a v. is not for me, ... he that is less M Ado. i 338
A man loves the meat in his,)/, he cannot endure in his age M. Ado. i 352
His May oiy. and bloom of lustihood M. Ado. \ 377
Y. the more it is wasted, the sooner it wears i H, IV. 2 428
In the very May-morn of his J., ripe for exploits and H. V. 2 557
Now all the V. of England are on fire, and silken dalliance H. V. 2 561

In_y. when 1 did love . . . methought it was very sweet Ham. 4 558

z.

Zany.—Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight Z L. L. L. 1 500
Zeal.— Honest Bardolph whose z. burns in his nose 2 //. IV. 2 502
Zkphvks.—Gentle as z. blowing below the violet Cytn. 4 153
Zodiac.—Having gilt the ocean . . . gallops the Z. in his glistering Tit. An. 4 199

END.
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