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Memoir of

THOMAS DEKKER

“ﬁ' DEKKER was one of thofe
@& unfortunate poets to whom the Mufe is
e I a cruel ftepmother. The little that we
know of his life fuggefts a painful and continual
ftruggle with poverty, in which he often fuc-
cumbed, and from which he never arofe vifto-
rious. His ftores of wifdom and his wealth of
imagination were for forty years lavithed on
the world, but with little or no reward to himfelf.
He wrote continually under the bitter ftrefs of
want, and was often compelled to feek friendly
aid to releafe him from the walls of a debtor’s
prifon. A wretched hand-to-mouth exiftence, a
career made fordid by the conftant neceffity of
writing for daily bread, feems to have been his lot
from firft to laft, relieved perhaps by occafional
glimpfes of happinefs and repofe, fuch as he
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muft have enjoyed when compofing fome of the
choiceft of the long feries of dramas which con-
ftitute his chief title to fame.

That he was born in the metropolis we may
infer from a profe traft of his own, (1) where,
apoftrophifing London, he fays,—* O, thou beau-
tifulleft daughter of the two united Monarchies!
from thy womb received I my being ; from thy
brefts my nourithment.” The exat date of his
birth is uncertain; in a tra&t dated February,
1637, he fpeaks of “my three-fcore years,” (2)
but the expreflion is a vague one, and may mean
any age from fixty on towards feventy. Indeed,
in the (unique) tra&t entitled “Warres, Warres,
Warres,” of date almoft ten years earlier (1628),
Dekker had already fpoken of himfelf as an old
man ; (3) and in the Dedication to his Tragi-

1 The Seuen deadly Sinnes of London (1606). The paf-
fage cited will be found not far from the clofe of “ The
Induétion to the Booke.” ‘

2 Englih Villanies Sevem Severall Times Prefi to
Death. 1n his Dedication of this tract to the Middlefex
juftices of the Peace, he fays :—“I preach without a Pul-
pit : this is no Sermon, but an Epiftle Dedicatory, which
dedicates thefe Difcoveries, and my threefcore yeares de-
votedly yours in my beft fervice.” .

3 “ For my heart danceth fprightly, when I fee
(04 as I am) our Englith gallantry.”
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Comedy, called Matck mee in London (1631), to
Lodowick Carlell, he pathetically fays: “I haue
beene a Prieftin APOLLO’s Temple, many yeares,
my voyce is decaying with my Age, yet yours
being cleare and aboue mine, fhall much honour
mee, if you but liften to my old Tunes.” (4) This
is hardly the language of a man who has only
juft paffed his fiftieth year ; though Dekker, with
fuch a weight of forrow, if not of years, on
his fhoulders, might well feel old before his
time. (5)

4 Vol. IV, p. 133.

§ It is curious to compare with the above lament the
. expreffion of a fimilar one written at the age of fifty-five
(1864) by our greateft living poet :—

“ A Dedication.
Dear, near and true—no truer Time himfelf
Can prove you, though he make you evermore
Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of life
Shoots to the fall—take this and pray that he
Who wrote it, honouring your fweet faith in him,
May truft himfelf, and after praife and fcorn,
As one who feels the immeafurable world,
Attain the wife indifference of the wife ;
And after Autumn paft—if left to pafs
His autumn into feeming leaflefs days,
Draw toward the long froft and longeft night,
Wearing his wifdom lightly, like the fruit
Which in our winter woodland looks a flower.”
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Another reafon for fixing the date of his birth
fomewhat earlier than the “three-fcore years”
of 1637 would feem to imply, is that his earlieft
acknowledged publication (6) had already ap-
peared in 1600, and that we hear of him in
Henflowe’s Diary as a writer for the theatre as
early as 1597.(7) We may fafely affume him to
have been born, therefore, fomewhere in the
fecond decade of Elizabeth’s reign; not earlier
probably than 1570, and certainly not later than
1577-

We learn from the regifters of St. Saviour’s,
Southwark, that the perfon who probably was
Dekker’s father, was buried there in 1594 ; and
from the regifters of St. Giles, Cripplegate
(where Henflowe’s and Alleyn’s theatre, the
Fortune, for which Dekker wrote, was fituated),
that Thomas Dycker, gent., had a daughter
Dorcas chriftened there on 27th O&., 1594, and
that Thomas Decker, yeoman, had a daughter

6 The Comedie of Old Fortunatus.

7 * Lent unto Thomas Dowton, the 8 of Jenewary 1597,
twenty fhillinges, to by a booke of Mr. Dickers. xxs.”
Diary of Philip Henflowe, From 1591 to 1609.
Jrom the Original Manufcript preferved at Dulwich
College, London : Printed for the Shakefpeare Society,
1845.
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Anne chriftened there on 14th O¢&., 1602
Neither of thefe might be our poet, and it was
not ufual to defignate an author *“yeoman.”
Thomas Dekker had a daughter Elizabeth buried
there in 1598, and a fon of Thomas Dekker was
buried at St. Botolph’s, Bifhopsgate, on 1gth
April in the fame year. The widow of old
Thomas Dekker, who died in 1594, was living
in Maid Lane, Southwark, near the Globe
Theatre, in 1596. (7)

We have faid that Dekker began to write for
the ftage as early as 1597. His firft attempts,
however, in moft of which he feems to have been
aflociated with others, have not been pre-
ferved. (8)

7 COLLIER’s Bibliographical Account of Early Englifk
Literature (Lond. 1863), L, 195.

8 Henflowe records payments to Dekker and Chettle
“in earnefte of their boocke called Troyelles and cref-
fida,” on the 7th and 16th April, 1599. On the 2nd May,
1599, a payment of five fhillings was made to Dekker “ in
earnefie of a Boocke called oreftes fures,”a play in which
he does not appear to have had any coadjutor. In May,
1599, there are two payments to Dekker and Chettle for
dfthe tragedie of Agamemnone.” In July and]Auguft,
1599, he is mentioned in connexion with a play called the
“ftepmothers tragedy,” and on Ift Auguft, 1599, he re-
ceives forty fhillings “for a booke called beare a braine.”
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His two earlieft extant dramatic produétions,
Zke Shomaker's Holiday and The Comedie of
Old Fortunatus— the firft anonymous (9) and

In September, 1599, various payments are made ta
Dekker, Jonfon, and Chettle, and ‘““another gentleman,’
on account of a play called “ Robert the fecond, Kinge of
Scottes tragedie.”

In January, 1599—1600, Dekker receives a payment for”
a play called Tyuth's Supplication to Candlelight ; in the
following month payments are made to Dekker, Haugh-
ton, and Daye, for the Tke Spanifk Moor's Tragedy [by
fome fuppofed to be identical with the play entitled Zu#'s
Dominion, firft printed in 1657, and afcribed to Marlowe].
In March,, 1599—1600, Chettle, Dekker, Haughton, and
Daye, received payment for a play called The Seven Wife
Maflers. All thefe pieces appear to have remained in
manufcript, and to have perithed.

9 The abfurdity of attributing this play to Barten Holi-
day (as in the Library Catalogue of the Britith Mufeum,
in Lowndes, and elfewhere) muft furely have arifen from
fome blundering binder having lettered one of the later
editions “ The Shoemakers”—HOLIDAY. The date of
the firft edition alone fhould have prevented the perpetua-
tion of fuch a piece of futility. Barten Holiday was born
in 1593, and muft have been, indeed, an infant prodigy
to have produced fuch a play as The Shoemaker's
Holiday at the age of feven. Dekker's authorfhip of
this play is corroborated by the following entry in Hen-
flowe’s Diary:— “ Lent unto Samewell Rowley and
Thomas Dowton, the 15 of Julye, 1599, to bye a Boocke of
Thomas Dickers, called the gentle Craft the fome of iijL”
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the fecond figned with his name at the end (10)
—were publifhed in 1600. With a fingle excep-
tion, to be mentioned prefently, he probably never
furpaffed thefe earlier works, either in the lighter
or the graverftrain. TheShoemaker’s Holiday,both
in the fcenes of wild fun and buffoonery, and in
the tender love-ftory that runs through it like 2
dilver thread, has all the charm of a Waverley
novel, and poffefles the very higheft intereft as
an hiftorical piture of manners. Simon Eyre is
inimitable : there is no better type of jovial hon-
eft merriment in the whole range of Englith
literature, He is as original and well-fuftained
a charatter as Falftaff himfelf. Of the Come-
die of Old Fortunatus, Hazlitt might well fay
that it has “the idle garrulity of age, with the
frethnefs and gaiety of youth ftill upon its cheek
and in its heart.” The fongs in thefe two pieces
are exquifitely beautiful, and the Prologues to

10 Tho. Dekker.—The name is thus {pelt in all the ex-
ifting autograph fignatures of the poet, and (we believe
without exception) in all the original editions of thofe
pieces of which he was the fole author. To this form we
have ourfelves uniformly adhered. By his contemporaries,
byhis publithers, and by his critics and annotators, the
name of Dekker has been fpelt'with almoft as many varia-
tions as that of his illuftrious contemporary Shakefpeare :
—e.g., Decker, Deckers, Dickers, Dekker, Deker, Dek-
kers, Deckar, Dekkar, &c.
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both contain fome pleafant flattery of Queen Eli-
zabeth, before whom they were performed.

The Comedie of Old Fortunatus received a
German drefs in the prefent century. The tranf-
lator, Dr. Schmidt, makes the following obferva-
tions.on its ftyle and verfification :—

‘¢«In ﬁaiehung auf die Sprache will ich nur an Eins
eripnern. Es ift dies der Gebrauch des Reims, des reim-
lofen Tambus und der Profa. Wie in den edleren Naturen
Einficht und hoheres Gefiihl beftindig die Oberhand
haben, fo fchlift in den gemeinem daffelbe in fernfter
Tiefe, und giebt kein Zeichen. Aber wenn von auffen die
Stimme des Héchften donnert in plétzlich iiberrafchendemr
Segen oder Verderben, da entbrennt auch bei diefen der
gottliche Funken, und bricht hervor mit ungeahndeter
Kraft, in treffendem Wort. So finden wir bei Shakfpeare
und Decker den Reim als Organ jener hichiten Lebenf-
blitze, die reimlofen Iamben fiir alle anderen unendlich
mannigfachen Gemiithfzuftinde, bis zu dem gewshnlichen
gleichgiiltigen hinab, wo der Menfch fich gehn Lifit, da
tritt die Profa ein, und ift recht eigentlich zu Haufe in den
fcherzhaften Maffen. = Denn die in demfelben abge-
fpiegelte Kehrfeite des Lebens kann nur erfreulich und
bedeutend fein, wenn unbewusft dahinter wie im Traume
der Ernft als Folie liegt, und nicht hervortritt mit feinem
gewichtigen, gemeffenen Wort. Diefes fo natiirliche Ver-
hiltnifs zwifchen der Sprache und dem Wefen des Dinges
hat gewifs auch feinen Theil an dem unergriindlichen
Wohlgefallen, mit welchem wir die Shakfpearefchen Er-
zeugniffe genieflen. In unferm Drama fpricht der nichtige
Schatte nur den einzigen Vers

¢ Doch Herr, dafs es nicht ende jaimmerlich !’
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In dem Augenblick ift er (ohne es zu wiffen) und daran zu
glauben, wirklicher Profet, wie Lichtenberg verfichert,
dafs der gewdhnlichfte Menfch wenigftens drei Mal im
Jahr einen genialen Augenblick habe. Fortuna, Tugend,
Lafter, Ampedo, Orleans, dagegen kommen in ihrer Feier-
lich keit niemals heraus aus den kiinftlich gemeffenen
Worten.” (11)

His next publithed play was Satiro-maflix, or
The vntruffing of the Humorous Poet. As a per-
fonal fatire of confiderable pungency direfted
againft the fuppofed arrogant pretenfions of Ben
Jonfon, it feems to have enjoyed great popularity.
In reading it now, more than two centuries after
the grave has clofed over both the combatants,
it is impoflible to fupprefs a feeling of forrowful
wonder that two men fo gifted fhould have
proftituted their genius to the expreffion of fuch
narrow jealoufies and hatreds.

11 Fortunatus und [eine Sokne, eine Zauber-T ragodie
von Thomas Decker. Aufgefukrt im Fahr 1600 vor der
Kém'gz'n Elifabeth. Aus dem Englifchen von Dr. Fr.
Wilh. Val. Schmidt, &c. Mit einem Ankang aknlicher
Marchen diefes Kreifes, und einer Abhandlung uber die
Gefchichte von Forfunatus.: Berlin, 1819. A German
edition (Englith text) of The Shoemaker’'s Holiday ap-
peared a few years ago, with fome interefting notes. The
title is as follows :—* The Shoemaker's Holiday, or The
Gentle Craft. Nach einem Drucke aus dem Fakhre 1618
new heraufpegeben von Hermann Fritfche Lehrer am
Gymnafium zu Thorn, 1862 Pp. 67.
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“Ah God! the petty fools of rhyme

That fhriek and fweat in pigmy wars
Before the ftony face of Time,

And look’d at by the filent ftars :
That firain to make an inch of room

For their fweet felves, and cannot hear
The fullen Lethe rolling doom

On them and theirs and all things here.”

That Dekker received provocation no one will
deny. Unworthy perfonalities had been direfted
againft him by his brother poet and former col-
laborator.(12) The Poetafter had been flung like’
a fire-brand among the wits and witlings, among
the poets and the fmaller fry who only afpired
to that name. Dekker was chofen as the cham-
pion of all thefe, and acquitted himfelf of the

12 “On p. 155 of ¢ Henflowe’s Diary,’ occurs the fol-
lowing entry :— ’

‘Lent unto W= Borne, alles birde, the 10 of augufie
1529, to lend unto Bengemyne Johnfone, and thomas
Dekkers, in earnefie of ther booke they are writtinge, called
pagge of plimothe, the fome xxxxs.”

This tragedy was founded upon an event of compara-
tively recent occurrence. The play has been loft, but the
ftory has come down to us. The event happened in
February, 1591, and it appears that Ben Jonfon and
Dekker had finifhed their tragedy in September, 1599,
when the laft payment of £6 was made to them.”—Skake-
[peare Sociely’'s Papers, vol. 1L (1845), p. 79. '
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office in a moft effe€tive manner. The elder
Difraeli in his Quarrels of Authors has given the
following account of the bufinefs, which we quote
as containing fome juft and careful criticifm :

“This quarrel is a fplendid inftance how genius of the
firft order, lavithing its fatirical powers on a number of
contemporaries, may difcover among the crowd, fome
individual who may return with a right aim the weapon
he has himfelf ufed, and who will not want for encourage-
ment to attack the common affailant : the greater genius
is thus mortified by a victory conceded to the inferior,
which he himfelf had taught the meaner one to obtain over
him. . ...,

One of the ‘fcreaming graffhoppers held by the wings,’
boldly turned on the holder with a fcorpion’s bite ; and
Dekker, who had been lathed in The Poetafler, produced
his Satiromafiiz, or the vnirufing of the humorous Poet.
Dekker was a fubordinate author, indeed ; but, what muft
have been very galling to Jonfon, who was the aggreflor,
indignation proved fuch an infpirer, that Dekker feemed
to have caught fome portion of Jonfon’s own genius, who
had the art of making even Dekker popular ; while he
difcovered that his own laurel-wreath had been dextroufly
changed by the Satiromaftiz into a garland of ‘ ftinging
nettles.’

In T/e Poetafler Crifpinus is the picture of one of thofe
impertinent fellows who refolve to become Poets, having
an equal aptitude to become anything that is in fathion-
able requeft. When Hermogenes, the fineft finger in
Rome, refufed to fing, Cri/pinus gladly feizes the occafion,
and whifpers the lady near him—* Entreat the ladies to’
entreat me to fing, I befeech you” This charalter is

b
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marked by a ludicrous peculiarity which turning on. an
individual characteriftic, muft have affifted the audience
in the true application. It is probable that Dekker had
some remarkable head of hair,and that his locks hung not
like “the curls of Hyperion ;’(13) for the jeweller’s wife ad-
miring among the company, the perfons of Ovid, Tibullus,
&c., Crifpinus acquaints her that they were poets, and fince
fhe admires them, promifes to become a poet himfelf. The
fimple lady further inquires, ‘if when he is a poet his
looks will change? and particularly if his hair will change,
and be like thofe gentlemen’s?’ ‘A man,’ obferves Cri/-
pinus, ‘may be a poet, and yet not change his hair.’
‘Well I’ exclaims the fimple jeweller’s wife, ¢ we fhall fee
your cunning ; yet if you can change your hair, I pray
do it’

The Satiromaflix may be confidered as a parody on
The Poetajler. Jonfon, with claffical tafte, had raifed his
fcene in the court of Auguftus: Dekker, with great unhap-
pinefs, places his in that of William Rufus. The intereft
of the piece arifes from the dexterity with which Dekker
has accommodated thofe very characters which Jonfon
has fatirifed in his Poefafler. This gratified thofe who
came every day to the theatre, delighted to take this
mimetic revenge on the Arch Bard. . . . . Some cenfured
Dekker for barrennefs of invention, in bringing on thofe
‘charaters in his own play whom Jonfon had ftigmatifed ;
but ‘it was not improper, he fays, ‘to fet the fame dog

(13) If the rude woodcut on the title-page of Dekker’s
Dream be meant, as {eems likely, for the vera effigies of
our poet, it corroborates the above obfervation ; for he is
there reprefented with very thaggy locks indeed.
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upon Horace, whom Horace had fet to worry others.
Dekker warmly concludes his fpirited prefatory addrefs
“To the World’ with defying the Jonfonians.

In Dekker's Satiromaftix Horace junior is firft ex-
hibited in his ftudy, rehearfing to himfelf an Ode: fud-
denly the Pindaric rapture is interrupted by the want of a
rhyme ; this is fatirically applied to an unlucky line of
Ben Jonfon’s own. One of his_fozs, Afinius Bubo, who is
blindly worfhipping his great idol, or his Ning/e, as he
calls him, amid his admiration of Horace, perpetually
breaks out into digreffive accounts of what fort of a man
his friends take him to be. For one Horace in wrath pre-
pares an epigram ; and for Cri/pinus and Fansnius, brother
bards, who threaten ‘they’ll bring your life and death on
the flage, as a bricklayer in a play,’ he fays, ¢I can bring
a prepared troop of gallants, who, for my fake, fhall
.diftafte every unfalted line in their fly-blown comedies’
¢ Ay, replies Afinius, ‘and all men of my rank ¥ Crifpiuus
Horace calls ‘a light voluptuous reveller, and Fannixs
¢ the flighteft cobweb-lawn piece of a poet’ Both enter,
and Horace receives them with all friendfhip. The {cene
is here conducted not without fkill. To the complaints
of the querulous fatirift, Cri/pinus replies with dignified
gravity, at which the galled Horace winces. Fannius
too joins, and fhows Ben the abfurd oaths he takes, when
he fwears to all parties that he does not mean them.
Horace is awkwardly placed between thefe two friendly
. remonftrants, to whom he promifes perpetual love.

Captain Tucca, a dramatic perfonage in Jonfon’s
Poctafier, and a copy of his own Bobadil, is here con-
tinued with the {ame fpirit; and as that charalter per-
mitted from the extravagance of its ribaldry, it is now

b2
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made the vehicle for thofe more perfonal retorts, exhibiting
the fecret hiftory of Ben, which perhaps twitted the great
bard ‘more than the keeneft wit, or the moft folemn
admonition which Dekker could ever attain. Jonfon had
cruelly touched on Dekker being out at elbows, and made
himfelf too merry with the hiftrionic tribe: he who was
himfelf a poet, and had been a Thefpian !

The greatnefs of Ben’s genius is by no means denied
by his rivals; and Dekker makes Famnmius reply with
noble feelings, and in an elevated ftrain of poetry.” -

In the following year (1603)a play was pub-
lithed anonymoufly, of which Dekker is fup-
pofed to have written the principal portion, his
affiftants being Haughton and Chettle. This is
entitled 7Zhe Comodie of Patient Griffil (14).
From internal evidence there is little doubt that
he had a fhare in it; though, as the printed
copy is entirely filent as to the authorfhip,
which only refts on fome vague entries in
Henflowe’s Diary, (15) this play has not been

14 The Pleafant Comodie of Patient Grisfill. As it
hath beene fundrie times lately plaid by the right homor-
able the Earle of Nottingham (Lovd high Admirall) his
Jeruants. London. Imprinted for Henry Rocket, and
are to be folde at the long Shop vnder S. Mildreds Church
in the Poultry. 1603.

15 December 1gth 1599, and again 26th Dec. pay-
ments were made to Dekker, Chettle and Haughton, and
on 28th Dec. a feparate payment to Dekker.
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included in the prefent colleCtion. The following
Song, however, has decidedly the ring of Dek-
ker about it :—

Art thou poore yet haft thou golden Slumbers :
: Oh fweet content !
Art thou rich yet is thy minde perplexed 1
- Oh punnifhment.
Doft thou laugh to fee how fooles are vexed ?
To ad to golden numbers, golden numbers.
O fweet content, o {fweet &c.
‘Worke apace, apace, apace, apace,
Honeft labour beares a louely face,
Then hey noney, noney : hey noney, noney.

Cantt drinke the waters of the Crifped fpring,
O fweet content !

Swim'Tt thou in wealth, yet finck’ft in thine owne teares,
O punnifhment.

Then hee that patiently want's burden beares,

No burden beares, but isa King, 2 King.
O fweet content, &c.

‘Worke apace, apace, &c.

The following pretty lullaby Song was proba-
bly alfo written by Dekker :—
Golden flumbers kiffe your eyes,
Smiles awake you when you rife :
Sleepe pretty wantons doe not cry,
And I will fing a lullabie,
Rocke them rocke them lullabie.

Care is heauy therefore fleepe you,
You are care and care muft keep you :
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Sleepe pretty wantons doe not cry,
And I will fing a lullabie,
Rocke them rocke them lullabie.

In 1604 appeared the firft part of that beauti-
ful play which moft critics have agreed in confi-
dering as Dekker’s mafterpiece. ~As Mr. Swin-
burne has faid in regard to one of the fineft
plays of Ford, “it is fomewhat unfortunate’
that its very title fhould found fo ftrangely
in the ears of a generation whofe ears are
the chafteft part about them.” (16) Although
the name of Dekker ftands alone on the title-
page of all the editions of ZThe Honefi Whore,
an entry in Henflowe’s Diary, corroborated by
fome internal evidence, would feem to imply that
in the compofition of at any rate the firft part of
the play he received fome aid from Thomas
Middleton, with whom he is known to have

written canjointly on two other occafions. Mr.
M has accordingly affumed a joint author-

16 Fortnightly Review, July,1871, p.43. Bythe bye,itis
curious and worthy of mention, as indicative of a contem-
plated change of title afterwards abandoned, that fheet E
of the fingularly corret and interefting edition of 1603,
has the head-line of The Comserted Courtizan through-
out.
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thip in both parts, and has included them in his
edition of Middleton’s works, though he admits
that that writer’s fhare in the play was probably
infignificant. (17)

Confidering, however, that the year before,
when Middleton contributed a fpeech of only
fixty lines to his Magnificent Entertainment
given to King Fames, (1603) Dekker had gone
out of his way to acknowledge the obliga-
_tion, (18) I .fhould be inclined to think the aid
given in the prefent cafe was of a very limited
charater, and was probably confined to a few
fuggeftions on the general condut and ground-
work of the play; that at any rate it did not
extend far enough to caft a doubt on Dekker’s
creation and authorfhip of thofe beautiful fcenes
and chara@ers of which Hazlitt has fpoken

17 “Of The Roaring Girl, I believe that Middleton wrote
by far the greater portion ; but of the two other plays *
which he produced in conjuncétion with Dekker—the Firft
and Second Parts of The Hone/t Whore—1 have no doubt
that his fhare is comparativelyl fmall.”—Dyce’s Account
of Middleton and his Works, Lond. 1840 (Vol. L, lvi.).

18 “If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe
lynes, I doe freelie beftow it (as his due) on T4o. Middle-
fon, in whofe braine they were begotten, though they were

delivered here: Quez nos non fecimus ipfi, vix ea noftra
voco.”—p. 321.
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with fo much enthufiafm. 1 am moft anxious
to eftablith this point in the reader’s mind,
more efpecially beciaufe in the plays which:
Dekker afterwards avowedly wrote in conjunc-
tion with Webfter, Middleton, Maflinger,and Ford,
it has been the fathion from the time of Lang-
baine down to that of Gifford and Dyce, to
attribute to him all the coarfe and carelefs
fcenes, and to affign all the tender and poetical
paffages to his collaborators, and thus to rob
him of fome of his chief claims to our con-
fideration as a dramatic writer.(19)

The Second part of The Honeff Whore does

19 “Thomas Dekker,” fays old Gerard Langbaine,
“was more famous for the contention he had with Ben
Jonfon for the Bays, than for any great Reputation he had
gained by his own Writings. Yet even in that age, he
wanted not his Admirers nor his Friends amongft the
Poéts: in which number I reckon the Ingenious Mr.
Richard Brome ; who always flyled him by the title of
Father. He clubb’d with Webfter in writing Three Plays ;
and with Rowley and Ford in another : and I think I may
venture to fay, that thefe Plays as far exceed thofe of his
own Brain, as a platted Whipcord exceeds a fingle Thread
in firength. Of thofe which he writ alone I know none of
much efteem, except The Untruffing of the Humorous
Poet, and that chiefly on account of the Subjet of it,
which was the witty Ben Jonfon. Of Fortunalus 1 can
give no other account than that I once barely faw it, and
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not feem to have been printed until 1630;(20)
at any rate no earlier edition is known to exift.
As, however, the two plays fucceed each other
in proper and natural fequence, we have de-
parted in this inftance from our otherwife yni-
form chronological order of arrangement.

Of The Honeff Whore Hazlitt, in his Leclures
on the Dramatic Literature of the Age of Eliza-
beth, writes in the following terms:—

“ Old honeft Dekker's Signior Orlando Frifcobaldo I -
fhall never forget ! I became only of late acquainted with

(that it) is printed in quarto.”—GERARD LANGBAINE :
Account of the Englifh Dramalick Pocts, Oxford, 1691,
P 121 _

What are we to think of the va/ue of 2 man’s criticifm
who pronounces fo fweeping a judgment on works that he
admits he has never read.

20 The text is very corrupt, as is alfo that of the later
editions of the firft part. Into the firft edition of this
(1604) fome ferious errors had crept, which were correted
in the excellent edition of 1605 (one of the moft immacu-
late of Elizabethan plays in regard to accuracy of print-
ing, and evidently fuperintended by the author himfelf).
The later editions, kowever, repeated all the errors of the
firft, and gathered a good many more by the way (efpe-
cially that of 1635). Mr. Dyce was the firfl to point out
the exiftence and peculiarities of the edition of 1608,
which appears to be of extraordinary rarity. It has, of
courfe; formed the bafis of our own text.
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this laft-mentioned worthy character ; but the bargain be--
tween us is, I trufl, for life. We fometimes regret that we

had not fooner met with characters like this, that feem to

raife, revive, and give a new zeft to our being.

The execution is, throughout, as exaét as the conception

is new and matfterly. There is the leaft colour poffible
ufed ; the pencil drags ; the canvas is almoft feen through : -
but then, what precifion of outline, what truth and purity

of tone, what firmnefs of hand, what marking of charac-

ter ! The words and anfwers all along are fo true and

pertinent, that we feem to fee the geftures, and to hear the

tone with which they are accompanied. So when Or-

lando, difguifed, fays to his daughter, ¢ You'll forgive me,’

and fhe replies, ‘I am not marble, I forgive you; or

again, when fhe introduces him to her husband, faying

fimply, ‘It is my father,’ there needs no flage-diretion

to fupply the relenting tones of voice or cordial franknefs

of manner with which thefe words are fpoken. It is as if
there were fome fine art to chifel thought, and to embody

the inmoft movements of the mind in every-day actions

and familiar fpeech. Simplicity and extravagance of ftyle,

homelinefs and quaintnefs, tragedy and comedy, inter-

changeably fet their hands and feals to this admirable

production. We find the fimplicity of profe withthe graces

of poetry. The flalk grows out of the ground ; but the

flowers fpread their flaunting leaves in the air. The mix-.
ture of levity in the chief character befpeaks the bitter-

nefs from which it feeks relief ; it is the idle echo of fixed

defpair, jealous of obfervation or pity. The farcafm

quivers on the lip, while the tear ftands congealed on the

eyelid. This ¢ tough fenior,” this impracticable old gentle-

man, foftens into a little child; this choke-pear melts in

the mouth like marmalade. In fpite of his refolute pro-
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feflions of mifanthropy, he watches over his daughter
with kindly folicitude ; plays the careful houfewife ; broods
over her lifelefs hopes ; nurfes the decay of her huiband’s
fortune, as he had {upported her tottering infancy ; faves
the high-flying Matheo from the 'gallows more than once,
and is twice a father to them, The flory has all the
romance of private life, all the pathos of bearing up
againft filent grief, all the tendernefs of concealed affec-
tion: there is much forrow patiently borne, and then
comes peace. Bellafront, in the two parts of this play
taken together, is a moft interefting charaéler. Itis an
- extreme, and I am afraid almoft an ideal cafe. She gives
the play its title, turns out a tyue penitent, that is, a prac-
tical ome, and is the model of an exemplary wife. The
change of her relative pofition, with regard to Hippolito,
who, in the firft part, in the fanguine enthufiafm of youth-
ful generofity, has reclaimed her from vice, and in the
fecond part, his own faith and love of virtue having been
" impaired with the progrefs of years, tries in vain to lure
her back again to her former follies, has an effet the moft
firiking and beautiful. The pleadings on both fides, for
and againft female faith and conftancy are managed with
great polemical fkill, affifted by the grace and vividnefs of
poetical illuftration. Asan inftance of themanner in which
" Bellafront fpeaks of the miferies of her former fituation, I
_ might give the lines in which fhe contrafts the different
regard fhewn to the modeft or the abandoned of her fex.
. + . Perhaps this fort of appeal to matter of fact and
popular opinion, is more convincing than the fcholaftic
fubtleties of the Lady in Comus. The manner too in which
Infelice, the wife of Hippolito, is made acquainted with
her hufband’s infidelity, is finely dramatic ; and in the
cene where fhe convits him of his injuftice, by taxing
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herfelf with incontinence firft, and then turning his moft
galling reproaches to her into upbraidings againft his own
conduct, fhe acquits herfelf with infinite fpirit and addrefs.
The contrivance by which, in the firft part, after being
fuppofed dead, the is reftored to life, and married to Hip-
polito, though perhaps a little far-fetched, is affeting and
romantic. There is uncommon beauty in the Duke her
father’s defcription of her fudden illnefs. . . . . . .
Candido, the good-natured man of this play, is a charac-
ter of inconceivable quaintnefs and fimplicity. His pati-
ence and good-humour cannot be difturbed by anything.
The idea (for it is nothing but an idea) is a droll one, and
is well fupported. . . . . The fudden turn of the cha-
rater of Candido, on his fecond marriage, is, however,
as amufing as it is unexpected.

¢ Matheo, the ¢high-flying’ hufband of Bellafront, is
a mafterly portrait, done with equal eafe and effet. He
is a perfon almoft without virtue or vice, that is, he is in
ftri€tnefs without any moral principle at all. He has no
malice againft others, and no concern for himfelf. Heis
gay, prefligate, and unfeeling, governed entirely by the im-
pulfe of the moment, and utterly recklefs of confequences.
His exclamation, when he gets a new fuit of velvet, or a
lucky run on the dice, ¢ Do we not fly high,’ is an anfwer
to all arguments. Punifhment or advice has no more effect
upon him, than upon the moth that flies into the candle.
He is only to be left to his fate. Orlando faves him from
it, as we do the moth, by fnatching it out of the flame»
throwing it out of the window, and fhutting down the
cafement upon it.”

In comparing the genius of Dekker and Web-
fter, he adds :—
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. “Dekker has, I think, more truth of charaéter, more
inflinctive depth of fentiment, more of the unconfcious
{fimplicity of nature. He excels in giving expreflion to
certain habitual, deeply-rooted feelings, which remain
pretty much the fame in all circumftances, the fimple un-
compounded elements of nature and paffion.”

The Whore of Babylon, which followed in
1607, is perhaps the worft and leaft interefting
of Dekker's dramatic pieces. The allegory is
without fitnefs or beauty, the introduétion of
Queen Elizabeth, under the name of Titania, is
clumfily managed ; the perfonification of Time,
Truth, and Plain-dealing is equally fo. There is
no dramatic unity or intereft, no infight into
charatter, no beauty of dialogue. The fpeeches
are either bald and profaic, or fwell into turgid
bombaft. The introdution of the Spanifh
Armada is at once heavy and ridiculous, That
this- dull effuffon of loyalty may have given
pleafure at the time, is likely enough; but no
one will read it now except for the fake of its
antiquarian intereft. The only fcenes in any
way relieved from the general infipidity are
thofe in which Plain-dealing defcribes to Truth
the fathions of the city; and here and there
throughout the play one comes on a line or’ two
of poetry flathing out for a moment in the
darknefs. :

In the fame year (1607) appeared the three
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plays written conjointly by Dekker and Webfter,
viz.,, Weftward Hoe, Northward Hoe, and Sir
Thomas Wyat. The firft two have little to dif-
tinguith them from the ordinary comedies of the
time; and the latter, whatever merit it may
have pofleffed in its original form, has been fo
mutilated by the tranfcriber or by the printer as
to pofiefs {carcely any value.

In his next dramatic produétion, T4e¢ Roaring
Girle (1611), Dekker was affociated with Middle-
ton, who, as we have feen, in the opinion of Mr.
Dyce, wrote the larger fhare of this play. Mid-
dleton’s name is printed firft on the title-page, if
that be any criterion, and the Preface is figned by
him : it is certain, however, that there are many
places where the hand of Dekker may clearly be
recognifed. .

In 1612 Dekker was employed to write the
Mayoralty Pageant, which he entitled Zroia
Nova Triumphans: London Triumphing. In
the fame year appeared his play entitled Jf ¢z be
not good, the Diuell is in ¢t ; to which much the
fame remarks apply as we have already made
refpeCting The Whore of Babylon. The begin-
ning of this play (obferves Langbaine) feems to
be written in imitation of Machiavel's novel,
Belphegor, where Pluto fummons the devils to
council.
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From 1613 to 1616 we learn, on the authority
of Oldys, that Dekker was in King’s Bench
Prifon. In connexion with this circumftance, an
interefting letter has been preferved in the
archives of Dulwich College. Mr. Payne Col-
lier, in his “ Memoirs of Alleyn,” writes as
follows :—

“ By the autumn of 1616, the conftrution of Dulwich
College, which Alleyn named “The College of God's
gift,” muft. have been confiderably advanced, and ready
for the reception of fome of the objeéls of the founder’s
bounty. At this date Alleyn received a letter from one
of Shakefpeare’s moft popular and diftinguithed con-
temporaries,—Thomas Dekker.- He was a playwright
of great celebrity fome years before the death of Queen
Elizabeth, and had written moft of his pieces for com-
panies with which Alleyn and Henflowe were conneéied.
Like many of his class, he feems to have been 4 man of
carelefs habits, as regarded his pecuniary affairs, living
from hand to mouth, by turns affluent and needy, and
fupplying his prefling wants by the produce of his prolific
pen. At the date of the following communication he was
a prifoner in the King’s Bench; and it was, no doubt,
intended to induce Alleyn to make him a prefent in re-
turn for fome enclofed verfes “in praife of charity,” and
in celebration of the benevolent work which was now ap-
proaching completion. The verfes themfelves have not
furvived, but the letter containing them has:—

“ To my worthy and worll. freind Edw. Allin Efquier,

at his houfe at Dullidge.
¢« Sr

“Qut of that refpect wch I ever caryed to yor
Worth (now heightned by a Pillar of yor owne ereting)
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doe I fend theis poore teftimonies of a more rich Affection.
I am glad (yf I bee the Firft) that I am the firft to Canfe-
crate to Memory (yf at leaft you fo embrace it) So noble
and pious a Work, as This, yo* laft and worthieft is. A
paflionate defire of exprefling gladnes to See Goodnes fo
‘well delivered having bin long in labour in the world
made mee thus far to venture. And it beft becomes mee
to Sing any thing in praife of Charity, becaufe, albeit [
have felt few handes warme thorough that complexion,
yett imprifonment may make me long for them. Yf any
thing in my Eulogium (or Praife) of you and yor noble
.A¢t bee offenfive, lett it be excufed becaufe I live amongft
the Gothes and Vandalls, where Barbaroufnes is predomi-
nant. Accept my will howfoever And mee

“ Ready to doe you any fervice

“THo. DEKxi:R.
“ King’s Bench Sept. 12. 16167

It is to be regretted that Dekker’s tribute to
Alleyn has fhared the fate of many things he
and his contemporaries compofed. Few things
in the long and honourable annals of Dulwich
College would poffefs greater intereft. We need
entertain little doubt that Alleyn took fteps to
relieve his old friend’s neceffities ; and as it is
ftated that Dekker was releafed.from prifon in
the very year his letter bears date, it may not be
too much to fuppofe that Alleyn had a hand
in his liberation. (21)

21 Memoirs of Edward Alleyn, Founder of Dulwick
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A fubfequent undated letter from Dekker
to Alleyn, exifting among the papers at Dul-
wich, may here be added :(—

“8r. .
“] give you thanks for the laft remembrance of
your love. 1 write nowe, not poetically, but as an orrator,
not by waye of declamation, but by petition, that you would
be pleafed, upon my lovinge lynes, to receave a yong man
(fonn to a worthie yeoman of Kent here prifoner) able by
his owne meanes to mayntayne himfelfe, whofe fortunes
will anfwere itt. Hee is a yonge man lovinge you, beinge
of your name, and defires no greater happines than to
depend upon [you} You fhall doe mee much honor if you
thinke him fitt to ferve you as a fervant, and him much
love, becaufe of your name, to receave. The yonge man
is of good parts, both of bodie and mynd. I knowe you
refpect fuch a one, and I would not (upon that reputation
I hold with you) offer a fervant to bee unworthie of your
attendance. If you pleafe to receave him upon my
commendation and your owne tryall, I fhall thinck my
telfe beholden to you, and you, as I hope, no waye repent

the receavinge of fuch a fervant of your owne name. Soe
I reft
“Your lovinge freind

“ THO. DERKER.”

’

When Dekker before made an appeal to

College, including fome new Particulars refpeiling Shake-

Jpeare, Ben Fonfon, Mafinger, Marfeon, Dekker, &+c. By
J. Payne Collier, F.S.A. Lond. Printed for the Shake-
fpeare Society, 1841, pp. 130—132.
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‘Alleyn’s known liberality, and fent him fome
laudatory verfes, he was in confinement in the
King’s Bench, and we fee that he was again a
pr}foner when he introduced a young man to
Alleyn’s notice as a fervant. The expreffion,
“I give you thanks for the laft remembrance of
your love,” warrants the conclufion that Alleyn
had fent pecuniary affiftance to Dekker on more
than one previous occaffion. Refpecting the
date of the letter, we can give no information,
and the back of the fheet having been torn off,
the addrefs has been-loft; but, confidering its
contents and the place where it was found, there
can be no doubt at all on the latter point. (22).

After his releafe from prifon, Dekker appears
to have been occupied with fome of his innu-
merable profe pamphlets. His name is not
connefted with any new play until 1622, when
The Virgin-Martyr, written conjointly with
Maffinger, appeared. Gifford has endeavoured
to claim for Maflinger nearly all the ferious
paffages of this play, and to faften on Dekker
the ftigma of having contributed all the coarfer
fcenes. Other critics have judged very diffe-
rently. The reader fhall hear both fides of the
queftion, and form his own opinion,

(22) Memoirs of Alleyn, pp. 185, 186.
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* It fhould be obferved,” fays Gifford, “in juftice to our
old plays, that few or rather none of them, are contami-
-nated with fuch deteftable ribaldry as the prefent one. To
" “low wit,” or indeed to wit of any kind, it has not the
flighteft pretenfion; being, in fact, nothing more than a
loathfome footerkin engendered of filth and dulnefs. It
was evidently the author's defign to perfonify Lz# and
Drunkenne/s in the characters of Hircius and Spungius,
and this may account for the ribaldry in which they in-
dulge. That Maflinger is not free from dialogues of low
wit and buffoonery (though certainly he is much more fo
than his contemporaries) may readily be granted ; but
the perfon who, after perufing this execrable trafh, can
imagine it to bear any refemblance to his ftyle and man-
ner, muft have read him to very little purpofe. It was
affuredly written by Dekker, as was the reft of this act, in
which there is much to approve.

On the paffage beginning—
DOR. My booke and taper (vol. iv. p. 26),
he obferves :—

“What follows, to the end of the fcene, is exquifitely
beautiful. 'What pity that a man fo capable of interefting
our beft paffions (for I am perfuaded that this alfo was
written by Dekker) fhould proftitute his genius and his
judgment to the production of what could only difgrace
himfelf, and difguft his reader.

And he concludes :—

“With a neglet of precifion which pervades all the
arguments of Mr. Monck Mafon, he declares it is eafy to

diftinguith the hand of Dekker from that of Maffinger,
¢ 2
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yet finds a difficulty in appropriating their moft charae-
teriftic language. . . . . With refpeft to the fcenes
between the two buffoons, it would be an injury to the
name of Maflinger to wafte a fingle argument in proving
them not to be his. In faying this I am aétuated by no
hottility to Dekker, who in this Play has many paffages
which evince that he wanted not talents to rival, if he
had pleafed, his friend and affociate.”

To this Mr. Kingfley rejoins :—

“ Every pains has been taken to prove that the indecent
fcenes in the play were not written by Maffinger, but by
Dekker : on what grounds we know not. ‘We are aware
of no canons of internal criticifm which will enable us to
decide, as boldly as Mr. Gifford does, that all the
indecency is Dekker’s, and all the poetry Maflinger's.”(23)

A recent writer on the “Minor Elizabethan
Dramatifts,” obferves :—

“ To prove how much finer, in its effence, his genius
was than the genius of fo eminent a dramatift as Maffin-
ger, we only need to compare Mafiinger’s portions of the
play of The Virgin Martyr with Dekker's. The fcene
between Dorothea and Angelo, in which fhe recounts her
firfl meeting with him as a “{weet-faced beggar-boy,” and
the fcene in which Angelo brings to Theophilus the
basket of fruit and flowers which Dorothea has plucked
in Paradife, are inexpreffibly beautiful in their exquifite

23 CHARLES KINGSLEY : Plays and Puritans. (Mif-
cellanies, 1859, vol. ii. p. 114.)
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fubtlety of imagination and artlefs elevation of fenti-
ment.” (24)

But a fill better and earlier authority has
fettled the queftion. In his Specimens of the
Elizabethan Dramatifts, Charles Lamb extralts
the fcene between Angelo and Dorothea, and
fays:

“ This fcene has beauties of fo very high an order that,
with all my refpet for Maflinger, I do not think he had
poetical enthufiafm capable of furnithing them. His affo-
ciate Dekker, who wrote O/d Fortunatus, had poetry
enough for anything. The very impurities which obtrude
themfelves among the fweet pieties of this play have a
firength of contraft, a racinefs, and a glow in them, which
are above Maffinger. They fet off the religion of the
refl.”.

In 1628 and 1629 Dekker was, for two fucceffive
years employed to write the Mayoralty Pageants.
Britannia's Honor and London's Tempe are the
rareft, though certainly far from the beft of his
pieces. In 1631 appeared the Tragi-Comedy called,
Match mee in London, the plot of which is thus
sketched in Genefte’s Hiflory of the Stage:—

“Tormiella is the daughter of Malevento—her father

had promifed her to Gazetto—ifhe elopes from Cordova
with Cordolente—they are married—he is a citizen and

24 Atlantic Monthly, December, 1867, p. 697.



xxxviii Memotr of Thomas Dekker.

fhopkeeper of Seville—Malevento and Gazetto follow
them to Seville—the King’s Procurefs tells him of Tor-
miella—he vifits her in difguife, and falls in love with her
—he fends for her to court; and makes her one of the ‘
Queen’s attendants—the Queen is offended and jealous of
Tormiella—the King endeavours to debauch Tormiella—
fhe continues firm in her attachment to her husband—at
the conclufion, the King reftores her to Cordolente, and
is reconciled to the Queen. There is an underplot—Don
John, the King’s brother, wants to obtain the crown—in
the laft fcene he renounces his ambitious views, and gains
the King’s pardon. The title feems to be 2 challenge
to match Tormiella in London, if ome can—the King\
concludes the play with faying that Tormiella has no
parallel.” :

In 1632 Dekker prefixed fome commendatory
verfes to Richard Brome’s comedy of Z7/%e Nortk-
ern Laffe.

TO MY SONNE BROME AND HIS LASSE.

‘Which, then of Both fhall I commend ?

Or Thee (that art my Sonne and Friend)

Or Her, by Thee begot? A Girle

Twice worth the Cleopatrian Pearle.

No : ’tis not fit for Me to Grace

Thee, who art Mine ; and to thy Face.
Yet I could fay, the merrieft Mayd

Among the Nine, for Thee has layd

A Ghyrlond by ; and Iieres to fee

Pied Ideots teare the Daphnean Tree ;

Putting their Eyes out with thofe Boughes

With which Shee bids me deck thy Browes.



Memoir of Thomas Dekker. xxxix

But what I bring fhall crowne thy Daughter
(My grand child) who (though full of laughter)
Is Chaft and Witty to the Time ;
Not Lumpifh Cold, as is her Clime
By Pheebus Lyre, Thy Northern Laffe
Our Southern proudeft Beauties pafle:

Be Iouiall with thy Braynes (her mother)
And helpe her (Dick) to fuch Another.

THO. DEKKER.

Of The Wonder of a Kingdom, publithed in
1636, the German critic(25) already quoted fpeaks
as follows :

“Das gewaltige Jugendfeuer, welches den Fortunatus
durch-dringt, ift in diefem Drama erlofchen. Beftindiger
Mangel an den erften Bediirfniffen des Lebens, Neid
feiner Feinde, vielleicht eigene Schwiche.und Siinde ver-
bunden mit dem Alter, fcheinen die Kraft des fo viel ver-
fprechenden Mannes gebrochen zu haben. Mit Wehmuth-
erinnern wir uns bei diefer Gelegenheit der Worte ienes
Dichters :

« Nicht blofs erbleichen junge Rofenwangen,
Dem Geift auch droht’s, dafs er fich iiberlebe !”
Hazlitt, however, fpeaks of the charalter of
Tacomo Gentili in this play as “ that truly ideal
charater of a magnificent patron.”

The two remaining plays of Dekker, written
in conjunétion with Ford—7%e Suw's Darling

25 Dr. Schmidt, #5 fupra.
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and The Witck of Edmonton—were not publifhed
until fome years after his death—the former in
1656, and the latter in 1658,

Of The Sun's Darling Gifford writes as fol-
lows :—

“I know not on what authority Langbaine fpeaks [we
have feen in another cale on what a flender one}; but he
exprefily attributes the greater part of this moral mafque
to Ford. As far as concerns the laft two acls, I agree
with him ; and a long and clear examination of this poet’s
manner enables me to fpeak with fome degree of confi-
dence. But I trace Dekker perpetually in the other three
alls, and through the whole of the comic part. I think
well of this poet, and fhould paufe before I admitted the
inferiority of his genius—as far, at leaft, as imagination is
concerned—to that of Ford: but his rough vigour and
his irregular metre generally enable us to mark the line
between him and his more harmonious coadjutor.”

He remarks thus on The Witck of Edmon-
ton i— ) '

“ It is very eafy to fneer at the fupernatural portions of
this play—which I confider creditable to the talents and
feelings of both poets. I believe in witchcraft no more
than the critics ; neither, perhaps, did Ford and Dekker,
but they dealt with thofe who did ; and we are lefs con-
cerned with the vifionary creed of our forefathers than
with the skill and dexterity of thofe who wrote in con-
formity to it, and the moral or ethical maxims which they
enable us to draw from it.
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“The ferious part of this drama is fweetly written.
The charafler of Sufan is delineated in Ford’s [?] hap-
pieft manner ; pure, affeCtionate, confiding, faithful, and
forgiving ; anxious as a wife to prove her love, but fearful
‘to offend, there is a mixture of warmth and pudency in
‘her language, particularly in the concluding fcene of the
fecond act, which cannot fail to pleafe the moft faftidious
reader. Winnifride is only fecond to her unfortunate
rival ; for, though highly culpable before marriage, the
redeems her character as a wife,and infenfibly fteals upon
aur pity and regard. Even Katherine, with any other
fifter, would not pafs unnoticed. ’

Carter is no unfair reprefentative of the refpetable
yeoman (freeholder) of thofe days; and his frank and
independent conduét is well contrafted with that of Banks,
a fmall farmer, as credulous and ignorant as his labourers,
pofitive, overbearing, and vindi@ive. The charaéter of
Sir Arthur Clarington is fuftained with care and ability.
Terrified, but not reclaimed from his profligacy by the
law, he is everywhere equally odious, and ends the fame
mean, heartlefs, avaricious wretch he fhowed himfelf at
firft

“Of the two plays,” fays Mr. Swinburne, “which bear
conjointly the names of Ford and Dekker, Tke Sun’s
Darling is evidently, as Gifford calls it, a ¢ piece of patch-
work’ hatftily ftitched up for fome momentary purpofe ; I
fufpect that the two poets did not work together on it, but
that our prefent text is merely a recaft by Ford of an
earlier mafque by Dekker: probably, as Mr. Collier has
fuggefted, his loft play of Pkaeton, for which we might be
glad to exchange the ‘loop’d and window’d nakedness’ of
this ragged verfion. In thofe parts which are plainly
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remnants of Dekker's handiwork there are fome fcattered
lines of great fweetnefs, fuch as thofe of lament for the
dead fpring. For the latter {cenes, as Gifford obferves, it
is clear that Ford is in the main refponfible ; the intrufion
in the fifth a¢t of political fatire and adulation is fingularly
perverfe and infelicitous. In the opening-fcene, alfo, be-
tween Raybright and the Prieft of the Sun, I recognife
the moral tone and metrical regulation of Ford’s verfe.
Whatever the otiginal may have been—and it was pro~
bably but a thin and hafty piece of work—it has doubtlefs
fuffered from the incongruous matter loofely fewn on to
it ; and the mafque as it flands is too lax and incoherent
in ftructure to be worth much as a fample of its flight
kind, or to fhew if there was anything of more fignificance
or value in the firft conception.

The Witch of Edmonton is a play of rare beauty and
importance both on poetical and focial grounds. It is
perhaps the firft proteft of the ftage againft the horrors
and brutalities of vulgar fuperftition; a proteft all the
more precious for the abfolute faith in witchcraft and
devilry which goes hand in hand with compaffion for the

inftruments as well as the victims of magic. . . . Victor.

Hugo could hardly fhow a more tender and more bitter
pity for the fordid and grovelling agonies of outcaft old
age and reprobate mifery, than that which fills and fires
the fpeech of the wretched hag from the firft fcene where
fhe appears gathering fticks to warm herfelf, ftarved,
beaten, lamed and bent double with blows, pitiable and
terrible in her fierce abjeCtion, to the laft moment when
fhe is led to execution through the roar of the rabble. In
all this part of the play I trace the hand of Dekker ; his
intimate and familiar {cience of wretchednefs, his great
and gentle fpirit of compaffion for the poor and fuffering,
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with whom his own lot in life was fo often caft, in prifon
and out. The two chief foliloquies of Mother Sawyer,
her firt and laft invocations of the familiar, are noble
famples of his paffionate dramatic power ; their ftyle has
a fiery impulfe and rapidity quite unlike the ufual manner
of his colleague. . . . The part of Sufan is one of Dekker's
moft beautiful and delicate ftudies ; in three fhort {cenes
he has given an image fo perfet in its imple fweetnefs as
hardly to be overmatched outfide the gallery of Shake-
fpeare’s women. The tender frefhnefs of his pathos, its
plain ¥rank qualities of grace and ftrength, never thowed
themfelves with prer or more powerful effet than here ;
the afterfcene where Frank’s guilt is difcovered has the
fame force and vivid beauty. The interview of Frank
with the difguifed Winnifrede in this fcene may be com-
pared by the ftudent of dramatic ftyle with the parting of
the fame charaflers at the clofe; the one has all the
poignant fimplicity of Dekker, the other all the majeftic

energy of Ford. The rough buffoonery and horfeplay of
the clown and the familiar we may probably fet down to

Dekker’s account ; there is not much humour or meaning
in ity but it is Livelier and lefs offenfive than moft of Ford’s
attempts in that line,”(26)

e

The precife date of Dekker’s death is as un-
certain as that of his birth ; but “we hear nothing
of him,” fays Mr. Collier, “after 1638, and he is
fuppofed to have died before the Civil Wars.”

The only portrait of Dekker known to exift

26 Fortnightly Review. Art. on JOEN FORD by A.
C. Swinburne, July 1871, pp. 55—57.
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is in a rude woodcut on the title-page of Dekker
his Dreame: Lond, 1620,

Mr. Halliwell, in the preface to his reprint
(1860) of this pamphlet, fays: “There can be
but little doubt that the woodcut on the title-
page contains a genuine portrait of Dekker ; and,
as fuch, it is of great intereft.”

Some brief notices of a few of Dekker’s profe

productions, extralted from Mr. Payne Collier’s
Bibliographical Account of the Rareft Books in the
Englifk Langwuage, may be not without intereft
here :—
" The (unique) trat entitled Warres, Warres,
Warres, 1628, 12mo, is dedicated to Hugh
Hammerfley, Lord Mayor, and to the two
Sheriffs of London and Middlefex for the year;
and Dekker ftates that, as City Poet, he had
been employed to write the pageant for Ham-
merfley’s Mayoralty, and he feems to have been
not a little proud of it. He fays, “What I
offred up then was a Sacrifice ex gfficio. Cuftome
tooke my Bond for the Performance; and on
the day of the Ceremony I hope the debt was
fully difcharged.” If it were ever printed it has
not furvived.

The Ravens Almanacke (1609) is fubfcribed
“T. Deckers,” which was probably the printer’s,
certainly not the author’s, mode of fpelling his
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name. There is a good “fong fung by an olde
Woman in a Medowe.”

Of the Double PP, 1606, 4to, publithed ano-
aymoully, a prefentation copy, with Dekker’s
autograph, i3 in exiftence. It has little but its
rarity to recommend it; it is a violent, and, as
far as we can underftand the allufions, not very
witty attack upon the Catholics, provoked by
the Gunpowder Plot of the year preceding its
publication.

The Seven Deadly Sinnesof London. 1606. 4to.

This traét was one of thofe which Dekker
produced on the fpur of his neceflities, and he
makes it a boaft on his title-page that it only
coft him a week’s work. . . . Asif deter-
mined not to lofe any credit, or perhaps profit,
by this prodution, Dekker not only placed
his name prominently on the title-page, but he,
fomewhat unufually, fubfcribed it at the end,
thus :—

« Dii me terrent, et Jupiter hoftis.”
Finis
Tho. Dekker”

The Fupiter and Dii were, perhaps at this
time a bailiff and his followers, in fearch of the
author for the non-payment of fome debt.

Tke Guls Horne-booke, 1609, B. L. 4to.
This is unqueftionably the moft entertaining,
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and, exclufive of his plays, perhaps the beft of
Dekker’s numerous works in verfe and profe. It
is full of lively defcriptions of the manners of
the beginning of the reign of James I, including

-accounts of, or allufions to, moft of the popular

and fafhlonable amufements. The work is en-
tirely profe, and is divided into eight chapters;

~ which are introduced by a Proewmium.

-

A writer, already quoted, has well fummed up
the charalter and career of Dekker in thefe
words :—

“ A man whofe inborn {weetnefs and gleefulnefs of foul
carried him through vexations and miferies which would
have cruthed a f{pirit lefs hopeful, cheerful, and humane.
He was probably born about the year 1575 ; commenced
his career as player and playwright before 1598 ; and for
forty years was an author by profeffion, that is, was occu-
pied in fighting famine with his pen. The firft intelligence
we have of him is charateriftic of his whole life. It is
from Henflowe’s Diary, under date of February, 1598:
¢ Lent unto the company, to difcharge Mr. Decker out of
the counter in the powltry, the fum of 4o fhillings.” Oldys
tells us that ‘he was in King’s Bench Prifon from 1613 to
1616; and the antiquary adds ominoufly, ‘how much
longer I know not” Indeed, Dr. Johnfon's celebrated con-
denfation of the fcholar’s life would ftand for a biography of
Dekker :—

¢ Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail’

“This forced familiarity with poverty and diftrefs does
not feem to have imbittered his feelings or weakened the
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force and elaflicity of his mind. He turned his calamities
into commodities. If indigence threw him into the fociety
of the ignorant, the wretched, and the depraved, he made
the knowledge of low life he thus obtained ferve his pur-
pofe as dramatift or pamphleteer. Whatever may have
been the effe€t of his vagabond habits on his principles,
they did not flain the fweetnefs and purity of his fenti-
ments. There is an innocency in his very coarfenefs, and,
a brifk, bright good-nature chirps in his very fcurrility. In
the midft of diftreffes of all kinds, he feems, like his own
Fortunatus, ‘all felicity up to the brims ;’ but that his con-
tent with Fortune is not owing to an unthinking ignorance
of her caprice and injuftice is proved by the words he puts
into her mouth.” (27)

It is a fad ftory of genius allied to misfortune ;
of a man of the rareft gifts and infight, whom
the iron tyranny of circumftance prevented from
being wife for himfelf. Even the guerdon of
Fame—that fallacious confolation and hope of
the difappointed—feemed as if it were to evade
him. The renewed impulfe towards the ftudy
of our earlier poets has at laft awakened a long-
flumbering curiofity ; but more than two cen-
turies were to elapfe after Thomas Dekker was
laid in his grave before his immortal contribu-
tions to the Englifh drama were deftined to be
placed within the reach of general readers.

27 Atlantic Monthly, 1867. § Minor ElLrabethan
Dramatifts.
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The text has been reprinted verbatim et litera-
Zim from the original editions; the fpelling and
pun&tuation, and even the charafter of the type
as far as poflible, have been preferved. A few
Notes and Illuftrations (elucidative of difficult
paffages, and embodying the refearches of Ma-
JJone, Steevens, Reed, Collier, Dilke, Gifford,
Fairholt, Dyce, and others) have been added to
each volume; but the bickerings of rival editors
have been carefully eliminated. Only a few
of the notes are entirely original, but thofe
borrowed from the fources above indicated,
have in many cafes been confiderably altered,
correted, abridged, or amplified. This general
acknowledgment will doubtlefs be deemed fuffi-
cient.




THE

SHOMAKERS
| Holiday.

The Gentle Craft.

With the humorous life of Simon
Eyre, fhoomaker, and Lord Maior

of London.

As it was acted before the Queenes moft excellent
Maieftie on New-yeares day at night laft, "by
the right honourable the Earle of Notingham,
Lord high Admirall of England, his feruants.

Printed by Valentine Sims dwelling at the foote of Adling
hill, neere Bainards Caftle, at the figne of the White
Swanne, and are there to be fold.

1600,



[There are three later editions of The Skoemakers
Holiday publiethd in Dekker’s lifetime, bearing date
1610, 1618, and 1631 refpectively. The prefent text
has been formed by a careful collation of thefe with
the firft edition. Some of the verbal differences are
indicated in footnotes.]



To all good Fellowes, Profeffors of
the Gentle Craft; of what degree
foeuer.

finde Gentlemen, and honeft boone Com-
panions, I prefent you here with a
merrie conceited Comedie, called, 24
Shoomakers Holyday, acted by my Lorde

Admxra.lls Players this prefent Chriftmafle, before the

Queenes moft excellent Maieftie. For the mirth

and pleafant matter, by her Highnefle gracioufly

accepted ; being indeede no way offenfliuve. The

Argument of the play I will fet downe in this Epittle :
Sir Hugh Lacie Earle of Lincolne, had a yong Gentle-
man of his owne name, his nere kinfman, that loued
the Lorde Maiors daughter of London; to preuent

and croffe which loue, the Earle caufed his kinfman

to be fent Coronell of a companie into France: who

refigned his place to another gentleman his friend,

and came difguifed like a Dutch Shoomaker, to the

houfe of Symon Eyre in Tower ftreete, who ferued

the Maior and his houfhold with thooes.  The merri-
ments that paffed in Eyres houfe, his comming to be

Maior of ZLondon, Lacies getting his loue, and other

accidents ; with two merry Three-mens fongs. Take

all in good worth that is well intended, for nothing is

purpofed but mirth, mirth lengtheneth long life;

which, with all other bleffings I heartily with you.

Farewell.







The firfe Three-mans

Song.

O the month of Maie, the merrie month of Maie,

So frolicke, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene:
O and then did I vnto my true loue fay,

Sweete Peg, thou fhalt be my Summers Queene.

Ow the Nightingale, the prettie Nightingale,
The fweeteft finger in all the Forreft quier :
Intreates thee fweete Peggie, to heare thy true loues tale,
Loe, yonder fhe fitteth, her breaft againit a brier.

But O I fpie the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo,
See where fhe fitteth, come away my ioy :

Come away 1 prithee, I do not like the Cuckoo
Should fing where my Peggie and I kiffe and toy.

O the month of Maie, the merrie month of Maie,

So frolike, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene :
And then did I, voto my true loue fay,

Sweete Peg, thou fhalt be my Summers Queene.




The fecond Three-mans

Song.
This is to be fung at the latter end.

O1d’s the wind, and wet’s the raine,

Saint Hugh be our good fpeede :

I1l is the weather that bringeth no gaine,
Nor helpes good hearts in neede.

Trowle the boll, the iolly Nut-browne boll,
And here kind mate to thee:

Let’s fing a dirge for Saint Hughes foule,
And downe it merrily.

Downe a downe, hey downe a downe,
H%y derie derie down a down, Clofe with the tenor
. boy:

Ho well done, to me let come,
Ring compafie gentle ioy.

Trowle the boll, the Nut-browne boll,
And here kind, &c. as offen as there be men to drinke.

At laft when all haue drunke, this verfe.

Cold’s the wind, and wet’s the raine,
Saint Hugh be our good fpeede :

Il is the weather that bringeth no gaine,
Nor helpes good hearts in neede.




The Prologue as it was pronounced

before the Queenes
Maieftie.

S wretches in a ftorme (expecting day)

With trembling hands and eyes caft vp to heauen,
Make Prayers the anchor of their conquerd hopes,
So we (deere Goddefle) wonder of all eyes,

Your meaneft vaffalls (through miftruft and feare,
To fincke into the bottome of difgrace,

By our imperfit paftimes) proftrate thus

On bended knees, our failes of hope do firike,
Dreading the bitter ftormes of your diflike.

Since then (vnhappy men) our hap is fuch,

That to our felues our felues no help can bring,
But needes muft perifh, if your faint-like eares
(Locking the temple where all mercy fits)

Refufe the tribute of our begging tongues.

Oh graunt (bright mirror of true Chaftitie)

From thofe life-breathing ftarres your fun-like Eyes,
One gratious fmile : for your celeftiall breath
Mautt fend vs life, or fentence vs to death.







A pleafant Comedie of
the Gentle Craft.

Enter Lord Maior, Lincoine.
Lincolne.

ord Maior, you haue fundrie times’
uted my felfe, and many Courtiers more,
iome, or neuer can we be fo kind,
make requitall of your curtefie :
s, I heare my cofen Lacie
- .-2d to your daughter Rofe.
L. Maior. True my good Lord, and fhe loues him
fo wel, .
That I miflike her boldneffe in the chace.
Lincol. Why my lord Maior, think you it then a
fhame,
To ioyne a Lacie with an Otleys name?
L lfl{awr Too meane is my poore girle for his high
irth,
Poore Cittizens muft not with Courtiers wed,
Who will in filkes, and gay apparrell {pend
More in one yeare, then I am worth by farre,
Therefore your honout neede not doubt my girle.
Lincolne. Take heede my Lord, aduife you what
you do,
A verier vnthrift liues not in the world,
Then is my cofen, for Ile tel you what,
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Tis now almoft a yeare fince he requefted
To trauell countries for experience,
I furnitht him with coyne, billes of exchange,
Letters of credite, men to waite on him,
Solicited my friends in Italie
Well to refpect him : but to fee the end :
Scant had he iornied through halfe Germanie,
But all his coyne was fpent, his men caft off,
His billes imbezeld, and my iolly coze,
Afham’d to thew his bankerupt prefence here,
Became a Shoomaker in Wittenberg,
A goodly fcience for a gentleman
Of fuch difcent : now iudge the reft by this.
Suppofe your daughter haue a thoufand pound,
He did confume me more in one halfe yeare,
And make him heyre to all the wealth you haue,
One twelue moneth’s rioting wil wafte it all,
Then feeke (my Lord) fome honeft Cittizen
To wed your daughter to.

L. Maior. 1 thanke your Lordfhip,
Wel Foxe, I vnderftand your fubtiltie,
As for your nephew, let your lordfhips eie
But watch his actions, and you neede not feare,
For I haue my daughter farre enough,
And yet your cofen Rowland might do well
Now he hath learn’d an occupation,
And yet I fcorne to call him fonne in law.

Lincolne. 1 but I haue a better trade for him,
I thanke his grace he hath appointed him,
Chiefe colonell of all thofe companies
Muftred in London, and the fhires about,
To ferue his highnefle in thofe warres of France:
See where he comes : Louel what newes with you ?

Enter Louell, Lacie, and Askew.
Louell. My Lord of Lincolne, tis his highnefle
will,
That pre,fently your cofen fhip for France
With all his powers, he would not for a million,



the Gentle Craft. I

But they thould land at Deepe within foure daies.
Linc. Goe certifie his grace it thall be done:
Exit Loueld.
Now cofen Lacie, in what forwardnefle
Are all your companies ?
Lacie. All wel prepard,
‘The men of Hartfordfhire lie at Mile end,
Suffolke, and Effex, traine in Tuttle fields,
The Londoners, and thofe of Middlefex,
All gallantly prepar'd in Fin{bury,
With frolike {pirits, long for their parting houre.
L. Maior. They haue their imprefl, coates, and
furniture,
And if it pleafe your cofen Lacie come
To the Guild Hall, he fhall receiue his pay,
And twentie pounds befides my brethren
Will freely giue him, to approue our loues
We beare vnto my Lord your vncle here.
Lacie. 1 thanke your honour.
Lincoln. Thankes my good Lord Maior.
L. Ma. At the Guild Hal we wil expect your
comming. Exit.
Lincolne. To approue your loues to me? no
{ubtiltie
Nephew : that twentie pound he doth beftow,
For ioy to rid you from his daughter Rofe :
But cofens both, now here are none but friends,
I would not haue you caft an amorous eie
Upon fo meane a proiect, as the loue
Of a gay wanton painted cittizen,
I know this churle, euen in the height of fcorne,
Doth hate the mixture of his bloud with thine,
I pray thee do thou fo, remember coze,
What honourable fortunes wayt on thee,
Increafe the kings loue which fo brightly fhines,
And gilds thy hopes, I haue no heire but thee :
And yet not thee, if with a wayward fpirit,
Thou ftart from the true byas of my loue.
Lacie. My Lord, I will (for honor (not defire
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Of lands or liuings) or to be your heire)
So guide my actions in purfuit of France,
As fhall adde glorie to the Lacies name.
Lincolne Coze, for thofe words heres thirtie Por-
tugues, '
And Nephew Afkew, there’s a few for you,
Faire Honour in her loftieft eminence
Staies in France for you till you fetch her thence,
Then Nephewes, clap fwift wings on your diffignes,
Be gone, be gone, make hafte to the Guild Hall,
There prefently Ile meete you, do not flay,
Where honour becomes, thame attends delay. Exiz.

Askew. How gladly would your vncle haue you
gone ?
Lacie. True coze, but Ile ore-reach his policies,
I haue fome ferious bufinefe for three dayes,
Which nothing but my prefence can difpatch,
You therefore cofen with the companies
Shall hafte to Douer, there Ile meete with you,
Or if I ftay paft my prefixed time,
Away for France, weele meete in Normandie,
The twentie pounds my Lord Maior giues to me
You fhall receiue, and thefe ten portugues,
Part of mine vncles thirtie, gentle coze,
Haue care to our great charge, I know your wifedome
Hath tride it felfe in higher confequence.
Askew. Coze, al my felfe am yours, yet haue this
care,
To lodge in London with al fecrefie,
Our vncle Lincolne hath (befides his owne)
Many a iealous eie, that in your face
Stares onely to watch meanes for your difgrace.
Lacie. Stay cofen, who be thefe?

Enter Symon Eyre, kis wife, Hodge, Firk, jane, &
Rafe with a peece.

Eyre. Leaue whining, leaue whining, away with



the Gentle Craft, - 13

this whimpering, this pewling, thefe blubbring]teares,
and thefe wet eies, Ile get thy hufband difcharg'd, 1
warrant thee fweete Jane: go to.

Hodge. Malfter, here be the captaines.

Eyre. Peace Hodge, hufht ye knaue, hutht.

Firke. Here be the caualiers, and the coronels,
maifter.

Eyre. Peace Firke, peace my fine Firke, ftand by
with your pifthery pafherie, away, I am a man of the
beft prefence, Ile fpeake to them and they were
Popes, gentlemen, captaines, colonels, commanders :
braue men, braue leaders, may it pleafe you to giue
me audience, I am Simon Eyre, the mad Shoomaker
of Tower fireete, this wench with the mealy mouth that
wil neuer tire, is my wife I can tel you, heres
Hodge my man, and my foreman, heres Firke my fine
firking iourney-man, and this is blubbered Jane, al
we come to be futers for this honeft Rafe keepe him
at home, and as I am a true fhoomaker, and a gentle-
man of the Gentle Craft, buy fpurs your felf, and Ile
find ye bootes thefe feuen yeeres.

Wife. Seuen yeares hufband ?

Eyre. Peace Midriffe, peace, I know what I do,
peace.

Firk. Truly mafter cormorant, you fhal do God
good feruice to let Rafe and his wife flay together,
fhees a yong new married woman, if you take her
hufband away from her a night, you undoo her, the
may beg in the day time, for hees as good a workman
at a pricke and awle, as any is in our trade.

Jane. O let him flay, elfe I fhal be vndone.

Firke. 1 truly, the fhal be laid at one fide like a
paire of old fhooes elfe, and be occupied for no vfe.

Lacie. Truly my friends, it lies not in my power,
The Londoners are preft, paide, and fet forth
By the Lord Maior, I cannot change a2 man.

Hodge. Why then you were as good be a corporall,
as a colonel, if you cannot difcharge one good fellow,
and I tell you true, I thinke you doe more then you
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can anfwere, to prefle a man within a yeare a.nd a
day of his marriage.

ZLyre. Wel faid melancholy Hodge, gramercy my
fine foreman.

Wife. Truly gentlemen, it were il done, for fuch
as you, to ftand fo fiffely againft a poore yong wife :
confidering her cafe, fhe is newly married, but let that
pafle: I pray deale not roughly with her, her hufband
m yong man and but newly entred, but let that

€.

Eyre. Away with your pitherie pafherie, your pols
and your edipolls, peace Midaffe, filence Cifly Bum-
trincket, let your head fpeake.

Firke. Yea and the hornes too, mafter.

Eyre. Too foone, my fine Firk, too foone : peace
{coundrels, fee you this man? Captaines, you will
not releafe him, wel let him go, he is a proper thot, let
him vanifh, peace Jane, drie vp thy teares, theile
make his powder dankifh, take him braue men,
Hector of Troy was a hackney to him,; Hercules and
Termagant fcoundrelles, Prince Arthurs Round table,
by the Lord of Ludgate, nere fed fuch a tall, fuch a
dapper fwordman: by the life of Pharo, a braue
refolute fwordman, peace Jane, I fay no more, mad

knaues.
" Firk. See, fee Hodge, how my maifter raues in
commendation of Rafe.

Hodge. Raph, thou'rt a gull by this hand, an thou
goeft not.

Askew. 1 am glad (good mafter Eyre) it is my hap
To meete fo refolute a fouldiour.

Truft me, for your report, and loue to him,
A common flight regard fhall not refpe&t him.

Lacie. 1s thy name Raph?

Raph. VYes fir.

ZLacie. Giue me thy hand,

Thou fhalt not want, as I am a gentleman :
Woman, be patient, God (no doubt) wil fend
Thy hufband fafe againe, but he muft go,
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His countries quarrel fayes, it fhall be fo.

Hodge. Thart a gull by my ttirrop, if thou doft not
goe, I wil not haue thee firike thy gimblet into thefe
weake veflels, pricke thine ememies Rafe.

Enter Dodger.

Dodger. My lord, your vncle on the Tower hill,
Stayes with the lord Mayor, and the Aldermen,
And doth requeft you with al {fpeede you may
To haften thither. Exit Dodger.
Askew. Cofin, come let vs go.
Lacy. - Dodger, runne you before, tel them we come,
This Dodger is mine uncles parafite,
The arrantft varlet that e’re breathd on earth,
He fets more difcord in a noble houfe,
By one daies broching of his pick-thanke tales,
Then can be falu’d againe in twentie yeares,
And he (I feare) thall go with vs to France,
To prie into our actions.
Askew. Therefore coze,
It hall behooue you to be circumfpect.
ZLacy. Feare not good cofen: Raph, hie to your
colours.
Rapk. T muft, becaufe there is no remedie,
But gentle maifter and my louing dame,
As you haue alwaies beene a friend to me,
So in mine abfence thinke vpon my wife.
Jane. Alas my Raph.
Wife. She cannot fpeake for weeping.
Eyre. Peace you crackt groates, you muftard
tokens, difquiet not the brave souldier, goe thy waies

ph.

Jane. 11, you bid him go, what fhal I dowhen he
is gone ¥

Firk. Why be doing with me, or my fellow Hodge,
be not idle.

Eyre. Let me fee thy hand Jane, this fine hand,
this white hand, thefe prettie fingers muft fpin, muft
card, muft worke, worke you bombaft cotten-candle-
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queane, worke for your liuing with a pox to you : held

thee Raph, heres fiue fixpences for thee, fight for the

honour of the Gentle Craft, for the gentlemen Shoo-

makers, the couragious Cordwainers, the flower of S.

Martins, the mad knaues of Bedlem, Fleetfireete,

Towerftreete, and white Chappell, cracke me the

crownes of the French knaues, a poxe on them,

cracke them, fight, by;the lord of Ludgate, fight my
fine boy.

Firke. Here Rafe, here’s three two pences, two
carry into France, the third fhal wath our foules at
parting (for forrow is drie) for my fake, Firke the
Bafa mon cues.

Hodge. Raph, I am heauy at parting, but heres a
fhilling for thee, God fend thee to cramme -thy flops
with French crownes, and thy enemies bellies with
bullets.

Rapk. 1 thanke you maifter, and I thanke you all :
Now gentle wife, my louing louely Jane,

Rich men at parting, giue their wiues rich gifts,

Jewels and rings, to grace their lillie hands,

Thou know'ft our trade makes rings for womens
heeles :

Here take this paire of thooes cut out by Hodge,

Sticht by my fellow Firke, feam'd by my felfe,

Made vp and pinckt, with letters for thy name, -

Weare them ‘my deere Jane, for thy hufbands fake,

And euerie morning when thou pull'ft them on,

Remember me, and pray for my returne,

Make much of them, for I haue made them fo,

That I can know them from a thoufand mo.

Sound drumme, enter Lord Maior, Lincolne, Lacy,
Askew, Dodger, and fouldiers, They paffe ouer
the flage, Rafe falles in amongefl them, Firke and
the reft ery farewel, &c. and jfo Exeunt.

Enter Rofe alone making a Garland,

Rofe. Here it thou downe vpon this flowry banke,
And make a garland for thy Lacies head,
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Thefe pinkes, thefe rofes, and thefe violets,
Thefe bluthing gilliflowers, thefe marigoldes,
The faire embrodery of his coronet,
Carry not halfe fuch beauty in their cheekes,
" As the fweete countnaunce of my Zacy doth.
O my moft vokinde father! O my ftarres !
‘Why lowrde you fo at my natiuity,
To make me loue, yet liue robd of my loue ?
Here as a theefe am I imprifoned
(For my deere Lacies {fake) within thofe walles,
Which by my fathers coft were builded vp
For better purpofes : here muft I languith
For him that doth as much lament (I know)
Mine abfence, as for him I pine in woe.
Enter Sibdl.

Sibid. Good morrow yong Miftris, I am fure you
make that garland for me, againft I thall be Lady of
the Harueft.

Rofe. Sibil, what news at London ?

Stbil. None but good: my lord Mayor your
father, and maifter Philpot your vncle, and maifter
Seot your coofin, and miftris Frigbottom by Doctors
Commons, doe all (by my troth) fend you moft hearty
commendations.

Rofe. Did Lacy fend kind greetings to his loue ?

Stbil. O yes, out of cry, by my troth, I fcant
knew him, here a wore a {carffe, and here a fcarfe, here
a bunch of fethers, and here pretious ftones and
iewells, and a paire of garters : O monftrous ! like one
of our yellow filke curtains, at home here in Old-ford
houfe, here in maifter Bellymounts chamber, I ftoode
at our doore in Comnehill, lookt at himn, he at me
indeed, fpake to him, but he not to me, not a word,
mary gup thought I with a wanion, he pafft by me as
prowde, mary foh, are you growne humorous thought
I? and fo fhut the doore, and in I came.

Rofe. O Sibill, how doft thou my Zacy wrong?
My Rowland is as gentle as a lambe,

c
/7
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No doue was euer halfe fo milde as he.

Sibil. Milde ? yea, as a buthel of ftampt crabs,
he lookt vpon me as fowre as veriuice: goe thy
wayes thought I, thou maift be much in my gafkins,
but nothing in my neather ftockes : this is your fault
miftris, to loue him that loues not you, he thinkes
fcorne to do as he’s done to, but if I were as you, Ide
cry, go by JZeronimo, go by, Ide fet mine olde debts
againt my new driblets, and the hares foot againft
the goofe giblets, for if euer I figh when fleepe I
fhould take, pray God I may loofe my mayden-head
when I wake.

Rofe. Will my loue leaue me then and go to
France ?

Sibidl. 1 knowe not that, but I am fure I fee him
flalke before the fouldiers, by my troth he is a
propper man, but he is proper that proper doth, let
him goe fnicke-vp yong miftris.

Rofe. Get thee to London, and learne perfectly,
Whether my Lagy go to France, or no:

Do this, and I wil giue thee for thy paines,
My cambricke apron, and my romith gloues,
My purple flockings, and a ftomacher,

Say, wilt thou do this Sz5:/ for my fake ?

Sibil. Will I quoth a? at whofe fuite? by my
troth yes, Ile go, a' cambricke apron, gloues, and a
paire of purple ftockings, and a flomacher, Ile fweat
" in purple miftris for you, ile take any thing that comes
a Gods name, O rich, a Cambricke apron ; faith then
haue at vp tailes all, Ile go, Jiggy, Joggy to London,

and be here in a trice yong Miftris. Exit.
Rofe. Do fo good Sibill, meane time wretched I
Will fit and figh for his loft companie. Exit.

Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe-maker.
Lacy. How many fhapes haue gods and kings
deuifde,
Thereby to compaffe their defired loues ?
It is no fthame for Rowland Lacy then,
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To clothe his cunning with the Gentle Craft,
That thus difguifde, I may vnknowne poflefle,
The onely happie prefence of my Rofe:

For her haue I forfooke my charge in France,
Incurd the kings difpleafure, and ftird vp

Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolnes breft :

O loue, how powerfull art thou, that canft change
High birth to bafenefle, and a noble mind,

To the meane femblance of a shooemaker :

But thus it muft be, for her cruell father,

Hating the (ingle vnion of our foules,

Hath fecretly conueyd my Rofe from London,

To barre me of her prefence, but I truft

Fortune and this difguife will furder me

Once more to view her beautie, gaine her fight,
Here in Towerftreete with Eyre the thooe-maker,
Meane I a while to worke, I know the trade,

I learn’t it when I was at Wittenberge :

Then cheere thy hoping {prites, be not difmaide,
Thou canft not want, do fortune what the can,
The Gentle Craft is liuing for a man. Exit,

Enter Eyre making himfelfe readie.

Eyre. Where be thefe boyes, thefe girles, thefe
drabbes, thefe fcoundrels, they wallow in the fat
brewifle of my boitie, and licke vp the crums of my
table, yet wil not rife to fee my walkes cleanfed : come
out you powder-beefe-queanes, what Nan, what
Madge-mumble-cruft, come out you fatte Midriffe-fvag-
belly whores, and fweepe me thefe kennels, that the
noyfome ftench offende not the nofe of my neigh-
bours : (1) what Firke I fay, what Hodge? open my
thop windowes, what Firke I fay. .

Enter Firke.
Firke. O Malfter, ift you that fpeake bandog and

(1) The later Edmons read ¢ that the noyfome filth offend not

the nofes of neighbors.”
C 2
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Bedlam this morning, I was in a dreame, and mufed
what mad-man was got into the fireet {o earely, haue
you drunk this morning that your throat is fo cleere }

Eyre. Ah well faid Firke, well faid Firke, to worke
my fine knaue, to worke, wafth thy face, and thou'lt be
more bleft.

Firke. Let them wath my face that will eate it,
good Mafter fend for a Soufe-wife, if you will haue my
face cleaner.

Enter Hodge.

Eyre. Away flouen, auant fcoundrell, good mor-
" 1ow Hodge, good morrow my fine Fore-man.

Hodge. O Mafter, good morrow, y'are anearely
ftirrer, heere’s a faire morning, good morrow Firke, 1
could haue flept this houre, heer's a braue day to-
wards.

Eyre. O haft to worke my fine Fore-man, haft to
worke.

Firke. Mafter, I am drie as duft to heare my fel-
low Roger talke of faire weather, let vs pray for good
leather, and let Clownes and Plow-boyes, and thofe
that worke in the fields pray for braue daies, wee
worke in a drie thoppe, what care I if it raine ?

Enter Eyres wife.

Eyre. How now dame Margerie, can you fee to
rife ? trip and go, call up the drabs your maides.

Wife. See to rife? I hope tis time enough, tis
early enough for any Woman to bee feene abroad, I
maruell how many wiues in Tower fireet are vp fo
foone : Gods me tis not noone, heeres a yawling.

Eyre. Peace Margerie, peace, wher's Cifly Bum-
trinket your maid ? fhee hath a priuie fault, fhee farts
in her fleepe, call the queane vp, if my men want
thooe threed, Ile fwinge her in a ftirrop. .

Firke. Yet that's but a drie beating, heere’s ftill a
figne of drought.
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Enter Lacy finging.
Lacy. Ber wag een bore ban Gelber-
land, Frolick & bpen,
Pe wag alg dronke He cold npet {tany,
bp folee fe bpen,
Tap eens de ranneken drinck {thone

mannekin,

Firke. Maifter, for my life yonders a brother of
the Gentle Craft, if hee beare not Saint Hughes bones
Ile forfeit my bones, hee’s fome vplandifh workeman,
hire him good mafter, that I may learne fome gibble
gabble, 'twill make vs worke the fafter.

Eyre. Peace Firke, a hard world, let him paffe, let
him vanith, we haue iournymen enow, peace my fine
Firke.

Wife. Nay nay y'are beft follow your mans coun-
cell, you fhall fee what will come on’t, we haue not
men enow, but wee muft entertaine euery butterboxe ;
but let that paffe.

Hodge. Dame, fore God if my mafter follow your
counfell hee’le confume little beefe, he thall be glad
of men, and he can catch them.

Firke. 1 that he fhall.

Hodge. Afore God a proper man, and I warrant a
fine workeman : Mafter farewell, dame adue, if fuch a
man as he cannot find worke, Hodge is not for you.

Offer to goe.

Eyre. Stay my fine Hodge.

Firke. Faith and your foreman goe, dame you muft
take a_journey to fecke a new iourneyman, if Koger re-
moue, Firke followes, if Saint Hughkes bones fhall not
be fet a worke, I may pricke mine awle in the wals,
and goe play: fare ye wel mafter, God buy dame.

Eyre. Tarrie my fine Hodge, my brifke foreman,
RRay Firke peace pudding broth, by the Lord of Lud-
gate I loue my men as my life, peace you gallimafrey,

D;-Io\u’
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Hodge if hee want worke Ile hire him, one of you to
_him, ftay he comes to vs.

Lacy. @oeden darh meefter, ende b bro

oak,

Firke. Nailes if 1T fhould fpeak after him without
drinking, I thould choak, and you friend Oake, are
you of the gentle craft?

Lacy. Pal, paty, ith beene den (Hoo-

maker,

Firke. Den fhoomaker quoth a, and hearke you
fhoomaker, haue you all your tooles, a good rubbing
pin, a good flopper, a good drefier, your foure forts of
Aules, and your two balles of waxe, your paring
knife, your hand and thum-leathers, and good Saint
Hughes bones to fmooth vp your worke.

Lacy. Pab, pato, hee niet bor beard,
ik bab all de dingen, bour mack fhooes
groof and rleane,

Firke. Ha, ha, good mafter hire him, heele make
me laugh fo that I fhall worke more in mirth than I
can in earneft.

Eyre. Heere you friend, haue you any fkill in the
myftery of Cordwainers?

Lacy. ¥ck toeet niet oat pou {eg fch
berftato pou niet.

Firk. Why thus man, Ich verfte v niet, quath a.

Lacy Paty, pay, pato, frk ran dat well

doen,

Firke. Yaw, yaw, he fpeakes yawing like a Jack
daw, that gapes to be fed with cheefe curdes, O heele
giue a villanous pull at a can of double beere, but
Hodge and T haue the vantage, wee muft drinke firft,
becaufe wee are the eldeft Iourneymen.
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- Eyre. What is thy name}

Lacy. Hans, Hans, Meulter.

Lyre. Giue me thy hand, thou art welcome,
Hodge, entertaine him, Firke bid him welcome, come
Hans, run wife, bid your maids, your trulli-bubs, make
ready my fine mens breakfafis: to him Hodge.

Hodge. Hans, thart welcome, vfe thy felfe friendly,
for we are good fellowes, if not, thou fhalt be fought
with, wert thou bigger than a Gyant.

Firk. Yea, and drunk with, wert thou Gurgantua,
my mafter keeps no Cowa.rds, I tell thee : hoe, boy,
bring him an heele-blocke, heers a new iourneyman.

Enter Boy.

Lacy. © fith toerfto pou, fch moet
een halbe doflen Cans betalen ¢ here hop
nempt big (killing, tap eens freelicke,

Exit Boy.

Eyre. Quicke fnipper fnapper, away Firk, {cowre
thy throat, thou fhalt wath it with Caftillian liquor.

Enter Boy.

Come my laft of the fiues, give mee a Can, haue to
thee Hans, here Hodge, here Firke, drinke you mad
Greekes, and worke like true Troyans, and pray for
Simon Eyre the Shoomaker, heere Hans and th'art
welcome.

Firke. Lo dame, you would haue loft a good fel-
low that will teach vs to laugh, this beere came hop-
ing in well.

Wife. Simon, it is almoft feuen.

Eyre. Ift fo dame clapper dudgeon, ift feuen a
clocke, and my mens breakfaft not readie ? trip and
go you fowft cunger, away, come you madde Hiperbo-
reans, follow me Hodge, follow me Hans, come after
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my fine Firke, to worke, to worke a while, and then to
breakfaft. Exit,

Firke. Soft, yaw, yaw, good Hans, though my
matfter haue no more wit but to call you afore me, I
am not {o foolifh to go behind you, I being the elder
iourneymen. Exeunt.

Hollowing within. Enter Warner and Hammon,
like hunters.

Hammon. Cofen beate euery brake, the game’s
not farre,

This way with winged feet he fled from death,
Whilft the purfuing hounds fenting his fteps,
Find out his high way to deftruction.
Befides, the Millets boy told me euen now,
He faw him take foile and he hallowed him : .
Affirming him fo emboft,
That long he could not hold.

Warner. 1If it be fo,
Tis beft we trace thefe meddowes by Old-Ford.

A noife of hunters within, entar a boy.

Hammon. How now boy, where’s the Deere?
fpeak, fawit thou him ?

Boy. O yea,I faw him leape through a hedge, and
then ouer a ditch, then at my Lord Maiors pale
ouer he fkipt mee, and in he went me, and holla the
hunters cride, and there boy, there boy, but there he
is a mine honeftie.

Ham. Boy God a mercie, Cofen lets away,

I hope we fhall find better {port to day. Ezxeunt.

Hunting within, enter Rofe and Stbill,
Rofe. Why Sibill, wilt thou proue a Forrefter?
Stbi/l.  Upon fome no. Forrefter go by : no faith
miftris, the Deere came running into the Bame,
through the Orchard and ouer the pale, I wot well, I
look’t as pale as a new cheefe to fee him, but whip faies
goodman Pinclofe, vp with his flaile, and our Nicke
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with a prong, and downe he fell, and they vpon him,
and I vpon them, by my troth wee had fuch fport, and
in the end we ended him, his throat wee cut, flead
him, vnhorned him, and my Lord Maior fhall eate of
him anon when he comes.

Hornes found within.

. Rofe. Heark, heark, the hunters come, yare beft
take heed, .
They’l haue a faying to you for this deed.

Enter Hammon, Warner, huntfmen, and boy.

Ham. God faue you faire Ladies.
Sibill.  Ladies, O grofle !
War. Came not a Bucke this way.?
Kofe. No, but two Does.
Ham. And which way went they 1 faith wee'l hunt
at thofe. '
Sibill. At thofe ? vpon fome no: when, can you
tell ¢
War. Vpon fome, 1.
Sibill. Good Lord!
War. Zounds then farewell.
Ham. Boy, which way went he?
Boy. This way fir he ran.
Ham. This way he ran indeed, faire Miftris Rofe,
Our game was lately in your orchard feene.
War. Can you aduife which way he tooke his
flight ?
Sibill.  Follow your nofe, his hornes will guide you
right.
War. Th'art a mad wench.
Sibill. Orich!
Rofe. Truft me, not I,
It is not like that the wild forreft deere,
‘Would come fo neere to places of refort,
You are deceiu’d, he fled fome other way.
War. Which way my fugar-candy, can you fthew ¥
Sitill.  Come vp good honnifopg, vpon fome, no.



26 A pleafant Comedie of

Rofe. Why do you flay and not purfue your
ame 1

Sibill. Tle hold my life their hunting nags be
lame.

Ham. A deere, more deere is found within this
place.

Rofe. But not the Deere (fir) which you had in
chace,

Ham., 1 chac’d the deere, but this deere chafeth

me.
Rofe. The firangeft hunting that euer I fee,
But where’s your parke %

Ske offers to go away.

Ham. Tis here : O flay.

Rofe. Impale me, and then I will not firay.

War. They wrangle wench, we are more kind
than they.

Sibifl. What kind of heart is that (deere heart)
you feeke #

War. A Hart, deere heart.

S#bddl.  Who euer faw the like !

Rofe. To lofe your heart, is't poflible you can }

Ham. My heart is loft.

Rofe. Alacke good Gentleman.

Ham. This poore loft heart would I with you
might find.

Rofe. i You by fuch luck might proue your heart a
hind.

Ham. Why Lucke had hornes, fo haue I heard
fome fay 1

Rofe. Now God and't be his will fend luck into
your way.

Enter L. Masor, and feruants.

' L. Ma. What M. Hammon, welcome to Old Ford.
Sibw.dGods -pittiking, hands off fir, heeres my
Lor
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L. Ma. 1 heare you had ill lucke, and loft your
game.
Ham. Tis true my Lord.
L. Ma. 1 am forrie for the fame.
What gentleman is this}
Ham. My brother in law.
L. Ma. Yare welcome both, fith Fortune offers
you
Into my hands, you fhall not part from hence,
Untill you haue refrefht your wearied limbes.
Go Sibill couer the boord, you (hall be gueft
To no good cheere, but euen a hunters feaft.
Ham. 1 thanke your Lordfhip : coufen, on my life,
For our loft venifon I fhall find a wife. Exeunt.
L. Ma. In gentlemen, Ile not be abfent long.
This Hammon 1s a proper gentleman,
A citizen by birth, fairely allide,
How fit a hufband were he for my girle }
Well, I will in, and do the beft 1 can,
To match my daughter with this gentleman. Exit.

Enter Lacy, Skipper, Hodge, and Firk.

Skip. #ck fal poto oat feggen Pans,
big (kip dat romen from Candyp (g altwol,
bp gots [arrament, ban fugar, riuet, al-
mondsg, Cambrivke, end alle Jingen toto-
fand tofand ding, nempt it Bans,
nempt (f bor b meelter, Daer be bils ban
Iaden, pour meelter Spmon Cpre fal hae
good ropen, at legaen pov Hang ?

Firke. What {eggen de reggen de copen, flopen,
laugh Hodge laugh.

Lacie. Mine lieuer broder Firke,
bringt meefter ZEyre lot Jet figne bn
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Cannckin, dare (al pou finde big (kip-

per end me, wat feggen potw broder

Fivke? D00t it Hodge rome Skipper.
Ezxeunt.

Firke. Bring him qd. you, heeres no knauerie, to bring
my maifter to buy a fhip, worth the lading of 2. or 3.
hundred thoufand pounds, alas that’s nothing, a trifle,
a bable Hodge.

Hod. 'The truth is Firke, that the Marchant owner
of the Ship dares not thew his head, and therfore this
Skipper that deales for him, for the loue he beares to
Hans, offers my mafter Eyre a bargaine in the commo-
dities, he thal haue a reafonable day of payment, he
may fell the wares by that time, and be an huge gainer
himfelfe.

Firk. Yea, but can my fellow Hans lend my maf-
ter twenty porpentines as an earnefl pennie.

Hod. Portegues thou wouldft fay, here they be

Firke,
hark, they gingle in my pocket like S. Mary Queries
bels. .

Enter Eyre and his Wife.

Firk. Mum, here comes my Dame and my Mafter,
theele fcold on my life, for loytering this Monday, but
al’s one, let them all fay what they can, Monday’s our
holyday.

Wife. You fing fir fauce, but I befhrew your heart,
I feare for this your finging we thall fmart.

Firk. Smart for me dame, why dame, why ?

Hod. Maller, T hope yowle not fuffer my Dame to
take downe your Journeymen.

Firk. If fhe take me downe, Ile take her vp, yea
and take her downe too, a button-hole lower.

Eyre. Peace Firke, not 1 Hodge, by the life of
Pharao, by the Lord of Ludgate, by this beard, euery
haire whereof I value at a Kings ranfome, the (hall
not meddle with you, peace you bumbaft-cotten-candle
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queane, away Queene of Clubs, quarrel not with me
and my men, with me and my fine Firée, ile firke you
if you do.

Wife. Yea yea man, you may vfe me as you
pleafe : but let that paffe.

Eyre. Let it pafle, let it vanith away: peace, am
I not Simon Eyre? awe not thefe my braue men?$
braue Shoomakers, all gentlemen of the Gentle Craft §
Prince am I none, yet am I nobly borne, as being the
fole fonne of a Shoomaker, away rubbifh, vanith, melt,
melt like kitchin fluffe.

Wife. Yea, yea, tis well, I muft be cald rubbith,
kitchin-ftuffe, for a fort of knaues.

Firke. Nay dame, you fhall not weepe and waile
in woe for me: mafter Ile flay no longer, heere's a
vennentorie of my thop tooles: adue mafter, Hodge
farewell.

Hodge. Nayflay Firke, thou fhalt not go alone.

Wife. 1 pray let them go, there be more maids
than Mawkin, more men than Hodge, and more fooles
than Flvke.

Firke. Fooles? nailes if I tarrie now, I would my
guts might be turned to thoo-thread.

Hodge. And if I flay, I pray God I may be turnd to
a Turk, and fet in Finfburie for boyes to fhoot at:
come Firke.

Eyre. Stay my fine knaues, you armes of my trade,
you pillars of my profeflion, What, thall a tittle tattles
words make you forfake Simon Eyre? auaunt Kitchin-
ftuffe, rippe you browne bread tannikin, out of my
fight, moue mee not, haue not I tane you from felling
Tripes in Eaftcheape, and fet you in my fhop, and
made you haile fellow with Simon Eyre the Shoo-
maket } and now doe you deale thus with my Jour-
ney-men? Looke you powder-beefe queane on the
face of Hodge : heeres a face for a Lord.

Firke. And heere’s a face for any Lady in Chriften-
dome. -

Eyre. Rip you chitterling, auaunt boy, bid the Tapf-
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ter of the Bores head fill me a doozen Cannes ot
beere for my iourneymen.

Firke. A doozen Cans? O braue, Hodgenow Ile
flay.
E‘yre. And the knaue fils any more than two, hee
payes for them : a doozen Cans of beere for my Jour-
nemen, heere you mad Me/gpotamians, wath your
livers with this liquour, where bee the odde ten? no
more Madge, no more, well faid, drink & to work:
what work doft thou Hodge? what work 1

Hod. 1 am amaking a paire of fhooes for my Lord
Maiors daughter, miftrefile Kofe.

Firk. And 1 a paire of fhooes for S#6#/ my Lords
maide, I deale with her.

Eyre. Sibill ? fie, defile not thy fine workemanly
fingers with the feet of Kitchin ftuffe, and bafting
ladles, Ladies of the Court, fine Ladies, my lads,
commit their feet to our apparelling, put groffe worke
to Hans: yarke and feame : yarke and feame.

Firk. For yarking and feaming let me alone, & I
I come toot.

Hod., Well mafter all this is from the bias, doe
you remember the Shippe my fellow Hans told you of,
the Skipper and he are both drinking at the Swan 1
here be the Portigues to giue earneft, if-you goe
through with it, you cannot choofe but be a Lord at
leaft.

Firk. Nay dame, if my mafter proue not a Lord,
and you a Lady, hang me.

Wife. Yea like enough, if you may loyter and
tipple thus.

Firke. Tipple Dame } no we haue beene bargain-
ing with Skellum Scanderbag : can you Dutch fpreaken,
for a Shippe of Silke Ciprefle, laden with Sugar
Candy.

Enter the boy with a veluet coal, and an Aldermans
gowne, Eyre puls it on.

Eyr. Peace Firk, filence tittle tattle : Hodg, ile go
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through with it, heers a feale ring, and I haue fent for
a'garded gown and a damafke cafocke, fee where it
comes, looke heere Maggy, helpe me Firk, apparrell
me Hodge, filke and fatten you mad Philiftines, filke
and fatten.

Firk. Ha, ha, my mafler will be as proud as a
dogge in a doublet, all in beaten damafke and
veluet.

Eyr. Softly Firke, for rearing of the nap, and wear-
ing thread-beare my garments : how doft thou like mee
Firke? how do I looke my fine Hodge

Hod. Why now you looke like your felfe mafter, I
warrant you, ther’s few in the citie, but will giue you
the wall, and come vpon you with the right worfhip-
full.

Firk. Nailes my mafler lookes like a thread-beare
cloake new turn’d, and dreft : Lord, Lord, to fee what
good raiment doth ¥ dame, dame, are you not enpa-
moured ?

Eyr. How fait thou Maggy, am I not brifk}
am I not fine }

Wife. Fine? by my troth fweet heart very fine:
by my troth I neuer likt thee fo well in my life fweet
heart. But let that paffe, I warrant there bee many
women in the citie haue not fuch handfome hufbands,
but onely for their apparell, but let that paffe too.

Enter Hans and Skipper.

™ Hans. Godden day mefter, dis be de fkipper dat
heb de fkip van marchandize, de commodity ben
good, nempt it mefter, nempt it.

Eyr. God a mercy Hans, welcome Skipper, where
lies this thip of marchandize } '

Skip. De (kip beene in rouere: dor be van fugar,
ciuit, Almonds, Cambricke, and a towfand towfand
tings, gots facrament, nempt it mefter, yo fal heb good
copen.

Firk. To him maifter, O fweet maifter, O fweet
wares, Prunes, Almonds, Suger-candy, Carret roots,
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Turnips, O braue fatting meat, let not a man buy a
nutmeg but your felf.

Eyre. Peace Firke, come Skipper, Ile goe aboord
with you, Hans haue you made him drinke?

Skip. Yaw, yaw, ic heb veale ge drunke.

Eyre. Come Hans follow me: Skipper thou fhalt
haue my countenance in the citie. . Exeunt.

Firke. Yaw heb veale ge drunke, quoth a: they
may well be called butter-boxes, when they drinke fat
veale, and thicke beere too : but come Dame, I hope
youle chide vs no more.

Wife. No faith Firke, no perdy Hodge, 1 do feele
honour creepe vpon me, and whichis more, a certaine
rifing in my flefh, but let that paffe.

Firke. Riﬁng in your flefh do you feele fay you't I
you may be with child, but why fhould not my mafter
feele a rifing in his fleth, hauing a gowne and a gold
ring on, but you are fuch a threw, youle foone pull him
downe. .

Wife. Ha, ha, prethee peace, thou makft my wor-
thip laugh, but let that paffe: come ile goe in Hodge,
prethee goe before me, Firke follow me.

Firke. Firke doth follow, Hodge paffe out in ftate.

Exeunt,
Enter Lincolne and Dodger.
Lincoln. How now good Dodger, whats the newes
in France ?

Dodg. My Lord, vpon the eighteenth day of May,
The French and Engh(h were prepared to fight,
Each fide with eager furie gaue the figne
Of a moft hot encounter, fiue long houres
Both armies fought together : at the length,
The lot of vitorie fell on our fides,
Twelue thoufand of the Frenchmen that day dide,
Four thoufand Englifh, and no man of name,
But Captaine Hyam, and young Ardington,
Two gallant gentlemen, I knew them well.
Lin. But Dodger, prethee tell me in this fight, i

i
AN
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How did my cozen Lacy beare himfelfe $
Dod. My Lord, your cozen Lacy was not there.
Lin. Not there { :
Dod. No, my good Lord.
Lin. Sure thou miftakeft,
I faw him thipt, and a thoufand eyes befide
Were witneffe of the farewells which he gaue,
When I with weeping eyes bid him adew :
Dodger take heed.
Dodg. My Lord I am aduifde
That what I {peake is true; to proue it fo,
His cozen Askew that fupplide his place,
Sent me for him from France, that fecretly
He might conuey himfelfe hither,
Lin. 1Ift euen fo,
Dares he fo careleffely venture his life,
Upon the indignation of a King?
Hath he defpif'd my loue, and fpurnd thofe fauours
Which I with prodigall hand powr’d on his head %
He fhall repent his rathnefle with his foule,
Since of my loue he makes no eftimate,
Tle make him with he had not knowne my hate,
Thou haft no other newes?$
Dodg. None elle, my Lord.
Linc. None worfe I know thou haft : procure the
King
To crowne his giddie browes with ample honours,
Send him chiefe Colonell, and all my hope
Thus to be dafht? but tis in vaine to grieue,
One euill cannot a worfe releeue :
Upon my life I haue found out this plot,
The old dog Loue that fawnd vpon him fo,
Loue to that puling girle, his faire cheekt Rofe,
The Lord Maiors daughter hath diftracted him.
And in the fire of thatloues lunacie,
Hath he burnt vp himfelfe, confum’d his credit,
Loft the Kings loue, yea and I feare his life,
Onely to get a wanton to his wife :
Dodger, it is fo.
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Dodg. 1 feare fo, my good Lord.
Linco. 1t is fo, nay fure it cannot be.
I am at my wits end Dodger.
Dodg. Yea my Lord.
Len. Thou art acquainted with my Nephewes
haunts,
Spend this gold for thy paines, go feeke him out,
Watch at my Lord Maiors, there (if he liue)
Dodger, thou fhalt be fure to meet with him :
Prethee be diligent. Zacy, thy name
Liu’d once in honour, now dead in fhame :
Be circumfpect. ' Exit.
" Dod. I warrant you my Lord. Exit.

Enter Lord Maior, and Mafler Scot.
L. Ma. Good mafter Scof, I haue beene bold with
.you, .
To be a witneffe to a wedding knot,
Betwixt young mafter Hammon and my daughter.
O ftand afide, fee where the louers come.

Enter Hammon and Rofe.

Rofe. Can it be poffible you loue me fo ?
No, no, within thofe eye-balls I efpie,
Apparant likelyhoods of flatterie,
Pray now let go my hand.
Ham. Sweet miftres Rofe, )
Mifconftrue not my words, nor mifconceiue
Of my affection, whofe deuoted foule
Sweares that I loue thee deerer than my heart.
Rofe. As deere as your owne heart? I iudge it
right.
Men lgue their hearts beft when th’ are out of fight.
Ham. 1 loue you by this hand.
Rofe. Yet hands off now :
If fleth be fraile, how weak and frail’s your vow {
Ham. Then by my life I fweare.
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Rgfe. Then do not brawle,
One quarrell loofeth wife and life and all,
Is not your meaning thus }
Ham. In faith you ieft.
Rofe. Loue loues to fport, therefore leaue loue
y'are beit.
L, Ma. What? {quare they mafter Seot ¢
Seot.  Sir, never doubt,
Louers are quickly in, and quickly out.
Ham. Sweet Rofe, be not fo flrange in fanfying
me,
Nay neuer turne afide, thun not my fight,
I am not growne fo fond, to fond my loue,
On any that fhall quit it with difdaine,
If you will loue me, fo: if not, farewell.
L. Ma. Why how now louers, are you both
agreed %
- Ham. Yes faith my Lord.
L. Ma. Tis well, giue me your hand, give me yours
daughter.
How now, both pull backe, what meanes this, Girle $
Rofe. 1 meane to liue a maide.
Ham. But not to die one, pawfe ere that be faid.
’ afide.
L. Ma. Will you fill croffle me? fill be obfti-
nate
Ham. Nay chide her not my Lord for doing well,
If the can liue an happie virgins life,
Tis far more bleffed than to be a wife.
Rofe. Say fir 1 cannot, I haue made a vow,
Who euer be my hufband, tis not you
L. Ma. Your tongue is quicke, but M. Hammon
know,
I bade you welcome to another end.
Ham. What, would you have me pule, and pine,
and pray,
With louely Lady miftris of my heart,
Pardon your feruant, and the rimer play,
Rayling on Cupid, and his tyrants dart ?
D2
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Or fhall I vndertake fome martiall fpoile,

Wearing your gloue at Turney, and at Tilt,

And tell how many gallants I vnhorft,

Sweet, will this pleafure you
Rofe. Yes, when wilt begin 3

What loue-rimes man ? fie on that deadly finne.
L. Ma. If you will haue her, Ile make her agree.
Ham. Enforced loue is worfe than hate to me,

There is 2 wench keeps thop in the old change,

To her will I, it is not wealth I feeke,

I haue enough, and will prefer her loue

Before the world : my good Lord Maior adew,

Old loue for me, I haue no lucke with new. Exit,
L. Ma. Now mammet you haue well behau'd
your felfe.

But you fhall curfe your coyneffe if I liue :
Who's within there ? fee you conuey your miftris
Straight to th’ old Ford, Ile keepe you flraite enough,
Fore God I would haue {fworne the puling girle .
Would willingly accepted Hammons loue ;
But banith him my thoughts, go minion in.
. Exit Rofe.
Now tell me mafter Scof, would you haue thought
That mafter Symon Eyre the Shoomaker
Had beene of wealth to buy fuch merchandize %
Scot.f "Twas well my Lord, your honour, and my
felfe,
Grew partners with him, for your billes of lading
Shew that Eyres gaines in one commoditie
Rife at the leaft to full three thoufand pound,
Befides like gaine in other merchandize.
L. Ma. Well, he fhall {pend fome of his thoufands
now.
For I haue fent for him to the Guild Hall,

Enter Eyre.

See where he comes : good morrow mafter Eyre.
Eyre. Poore Simon Eyre, my Lord, your fhoo-
maker.
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L. Ma. Well well, it likes your felfe to terme you fo,
Enter Dodger.
Now M. Dodger, whats the newes with you?
Dodg. 1de gladly fpeake in priuate to your Honor.
L. Ma. You fhall, you fhall : mafter Eyre, and M.
Scot,
I haue fome bufinefle with this gentleman,
I pray let me intreat you to walke before
To the Guild hall, Ile follow prefently,
Maifter Eyre, I hope ere noone to call you Sherife.
Eyre. 1 would not care (my Lord)if you might
call me king of Spaine, come mafter Scot.
L. Ma. Now mafler Dodger, what's the newes you
bring ? ‘
Dod. The Earle of Lincolne by me greets your
Lordthip,
And eametftly requefts you (if you can)
Informe him where his nephew ZLacy keepes.
L. Ma. TIs not his nephew Zacy now in France §
Dod. No I aflure your Lordfhip, but difguif’d
Lurkes here in London.
L. Ma. London? ift euen fo?
It may be ; but vpon my faith and foule,
I know not where he liues, or whether he liues,
So tell my Lord of Lincolne : lurke in London?
Well mafier Dodger, you perhaps may ftart him,
Be but the meanes to rid him into France,
Ile giue you a dozen angells for your paines,
So much I loue his honor, hate his nephew,
And prethee fo informe thy Lord from me.
Dodger. 1 take my leaue. Exit Dodger.
L. Ma. Farewell good mafter Dodger.
Lacie in London ? T dare pawne my life,
My daughter knowes thereof, and for that caufe,
Deniéd young Mafier Hammon in his loue,
Well, I am glad I fent her to old Forde,
Gods Lord tis late, to Guild Hall I muft hie,
I know my Brethren flay my companie. (2) Exit,
(2) lacke my companie. 1631.
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Enter Firke, Eyres wife, Hans and Roger.

Wife. Thou goefttoo faft for me Roger. O Firke.

Firke. 1 forfooth.

Wife. 1 pray thee run (doe you heare) run to
Guild Hall, and learne if my hufband mafter Eyre will
take that worfhipfull vocation of M. Sherife vpon
him, hie thee good Firke.

Firke. Take it} well I goe, and he thould not
take it, Firke fweares to forfweare him, yes forfooth I
goe to Guild Hall.

Wife. Nay when? th'art two compendious and

tedious.

Firk. O rare, your excellénce if full of eloquence,
how like a new Cart wheele my dame fpeakes, and
the lookes like an old muftie Ale-bottle going to
fcalding.

Wife. Nay when? thou wilt make me melancholy,

Firke. God forbid your Worthip fhould fall into.
that humour, I run. Exit.

Wife. Let me fee now Roger and Hans.

Ro. 1 forfooth dame, (miftris I thould fay) but the
old terme fo ftickes to the roofe of my mouth, I can
hardly licke it off.

Wife. "Euen what thou wilt good Rgger, Dame is
a faire name for any honeft Chriftian, but let that
paffe, how doft thou Hans?

Hans. Me tanck you vro.

Wife. Well Hans and Roger, you fee God hath
bleft your maifter, and perdie if euer he come to be
M. Sherife of London, (as we are all mortall) you
thall fee, I will haue fome odde thing or other in a
corner for you, I will not bee your backe friend, but
let that pafle, Hans, pray thee tye my shoe.

Hans. Yaw ic fal vro.

Wife. Roger, thou knoweft the length of my
foote, as it is none of the biggeft, fo I thanke God
it is handfome enough, prethee let me haue a
paire of thooes made, Corke good Roger, woodden
heele too.
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Hodge.  You fhall.

Wife. Art thou acquainted with neuer a Farding-
ale-maker, nor a French-hood maker, I muft enlarge
- my bumme, ha, ha, ha, how fhall I looke in a hood
I wonder ? perdie odly I thinke.

Roger. As a Cat out of a Pillory, very wel I war-
rant you Miftrefle.

W fe. Indeed all fleth is grafle, and Roger, canft
thou tell where I may buy a good haire

Roger. Yes forfooth, at the Poulterers in Gracious
ftreete.

Wife. Thou art an vngracious wag, perdye, I
meane a falfe haire for my perewig.

Roger. Why Miftris, the next time that I cut my
beard, you fhall have the thauings of it, but mine are
all true haires.

Wife. Itisvery hot, I muft get me a fan or elfe
a mafke. )

Roger.  So you had need to hide your wicked face.

Wife. Fie vpon it, how coftly this world’s calling
is, perdie, but that it is one of the wonderfull workes
of God, I would not deal with it: is not Firke come
yet? Hans, be not fo fad, let it paffe and vanith as
my hufbands worthip faies.

Hans. Ick bin vrolicke, lot fee you foo.

Roger. Miftris, will you drinke a pipe of Tobacco 1

Wife. O fie vpon 1t Roger, perdy, thefe filthy
Tobacco pipes are the moft idle flauering bables that
euer I felt : out vpon it, God blefle vs, men looke not
like men that vfe them.

Enter Raph being lame.

Roger. What fellow Rapk ?  Miftrefle looke heere,
Janes hufband : why how now, lame? Hans make
much of him, hee’s a brother of our Trade, a good
workeman, and a tall Souldier.

Hans. You be welcome broder.

Wife. Pardie I knew him not, now doft thou good
Rapht )
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. T'am glad to fee thee well.

Raph. 1 would God you faw me dame as well
As when I went from London into France.

Wife. Trult mee I am forrie Rapt to {ee thee
impotent, Lord how the warres haue made him Sun-
burnt : the left leg is not well, 'twas a faire gift of
God, the infirmitie took not hold a little higher,
confidering thou camft from France, but let that paffe.

Rapk. 1 am glad to fee you well, and I rejoyce
To heare that God hath bleft my mafter fo
Since my departure,

Wife. Yea truely Rapk, I thanke my maker: but
let that paffe.

Roger. And firra Rapk, what news, what news in
France ?

Raph. Tell me good Roger firllt what newes in

England ¢
How does my Jane ¥ when 1idft thou fee my wife ¥
Where liues my poore heart? fheele be poore indeed,
Now I want limbs to get whereon to feed.

Rog. Limbes? haft thou not hands man? thou
fhalt neuer fee a shoomaker want bread, though he
haue but three fingers on a hand.

Rapi.  Yet all this while I heare not of my Jare.

Wife. O Raph your wife, perdie wee know not
what’s become of her: fhe was here a while, and
becaufe fhe was married, grew more flately than
became her, I checkt her, and fo forth, away fhe flung,
neuer returned, nor faid bih nor bah: and Raph you
know, ka me, ka thee, And fo as I tell ye, Rogeris
not Firke come yet?

Roger. No forfooth.

Wife. And fo indeed we heard not of her, but I
heare thee liues in London: but let that paffe. If
fhee had wanted, thee might haue opened her cafe
to me or my hufband, or to any of my men, I am
fure there is not any of them perdie, but would haue
done her good to his power. Hans, looke if Firke
bee come.

Hans. Yaw ic fal vro. Lixit Hans
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Wife. And fo as I faid : but Rapk, why doft thou
weepe ¢ thou knoweft that naked we came out of our
mothers womb, and naked we muft retume, and
therefore thanke God for all things.

Roger. No faith, /Jane is a ftranger heere, but
Raph pull vp 2 good heart, I know thou haft one,
thy wife man is in London, one told me he faw her a
while agoe very braue and neat, wee'le ferret her out,
and London hold her.

Wife. Alas poore foule, hee’s ouercome with
forrow, he does but as I doe, weepe for the loffe of
any good thing : but Raeph, get thee in, call for fome
meat and drink, thou fhalt find me worfhipfull to-
wards thee.

Raph. 1 thanke you dame, since I want limbs

and lands,
Ile truft to God, my good friends, and to my hands. (3)
Ezit.
Enter Hans and Firke running.

Firke. Runne good Hans, O Hodge, O Miftris;
Hvdge heaue vp thine eares, miftreffe fmugge vp your
lookes, on with your beft apparell, my mafter is
chofen, my mafier is called, nay condemned by the
cry of the Countrie to be fherife of the Citie, for this
famous yeare now to come: and time now being,
a great many men in black gownes were atkt for
their .voices, and their hands, and my mafter had
all their fifts about his eares prefently, and they
cried I, I, I, I, and fo I came away, wherefore
without all other gneue, I doe falute you miftris
Shrieue.

Hans. Yaw, my meefter is de groot man, de
Shrieue.

Roger. Did not I tell you Miftris, now I may
boldly fay, good morrow to your worthip.

Wife. Good morrow good Roger, 1 thanke you
my good people all, Firke, hold vp thy hand, heer’s
a three pennie peece for thy tydings.

{3) Ile to God, my good friends, and to the{e my hands.
1600 —1610.



42 . A pleafant Comediz of

Firk. Tis but three halfe pence, I think: yes, tis
three pence, I fmell the Rofe.

Hodge. But Miftris, be rul'd by me, and do not
fpeake fo pulingly.

Firk. ’Tis her worfthip fpeakes fo and not the, no
faith miftris {peake mee in the old key, to it Firke,
there good ZFirke, ply your bufinefle Hodge, Hodge
with a full mouth: Ile fill your bellies with good
cheare till they cry twang.

Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine.

Hans. See mine lieuer broder, heere compt my
meefter.

Wife. Welcome home maifter Shrieue, I pray
God continue you in health and wealth.

Eyre. See here my Maggy, a Chaine, a gold Chaine
for Simon Eyre, I thall make thee a lady, hieere’s a
French hood for thee, on with it, on with it, drefle
thy browes with this flap of a fhoulder of mutton, to
make thee looke louely: where be my fine men?
Roger, Ile make ouer my thop and tooles to thee:
Firk, thou fhalt be the foreman : Hans, thou fhalt
haue an hundred for twenty, be as mad knaues as
your maifter Sim Eyre hath beene, and you fhall
live to be Sherifes of London : how doft thou like
mee Margerie? Prince am I none, yet am I pnncely
borne, Firke, Hodge, and Hans.

All 3 1 forfooth what fayes your worfhip miftris
Sherife ¥

Eyre. Worfhip and honour ye Babilonian knaues,
for the Gentle Craft: but I forgot my felfe, I am
bidden by my Lord Maior to dinner to old Foord,
hees gone before, I muft after : come Madge, on with
your trinkets : now my true Troians, my fine Firke,
my dapper Hodge, my honeft Hans, fome deuice,
fome odde crochets, fome morris, or fuch like, for
the honour of the gentle Shoo-makers, meet mee
at old Foord, you know my mind: come Madge,
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away, fhut vp the fhop knaues, and make Holi-
day. v

Exeunt.

Firke. O rare, O braue, come Hodge, follow me
Hans,

Wee'le be with them for a Morris dance. Exeunt.

Enter Lord Maior, Eyre, his wife in a French hood,
Stbill and other Seruants.

L. Maior. Truft me you are as welcome to old
Foord, as T myfelfe.

Wife. Truely, I thanke your Lordfhip.

L. Maior. Would our bad cheere were worth
the thankes you giue.

Eyre. Good cheere my Lord Maior, fine cheere, a
fine houfe, fine walles, all fine and neat.

L. Ma. Now by my troth, Ile tell thee maifter

Eyre, -
It does me good and all my Brethren,
That fuch a mad-cap fellow as thy felfe
Is entred into our focietie.

Wife. 1 but my Lord hee muft learne now to
put on grauitie.

Eyre. Peace Magygy, a fig for grauitie, when I goe
to Guild Hall in my Scarlet gowne, i'le looke as de-
murely as a Saint, and fpeake as grauely as a Juftice
of Peace, but now I am here at old Foord, at my
good Lord Maiors houfe, let it goe by, vanifh
Maggy, Vle be merrie, away with flip flap, thefe
fooleries, thefe gulleries : what hunny? Prince am I | 2c(e-c-
none, yet am I Princely borne: what fayes my Lord
Maior ¥

L. Ma. Ha, ha, ha, I had rather than a thoufand

pound,
I bad an heart but halfe fo light as yours.

Eyre. 'Why what fhould I doe my Lord % a pound
of care payes not a dram of debt: hum, let’s be
merrie whiles wee are young, old Age, facke and fugar
will fteale vpon vs ere we be aware.
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L. Ma. Its well done, Miftris Eyre, pray giue
good counfell to my daughter.

Wife. 1 hope miftnis Rgfe will haue the grace
to take nothing that’s bad.

L. Ma. Pray God fhe doe, for ifaith miftris Eyre,
I would beftow vpon that peeuifh girle
A thoufand markes more than I meane to giue her,
Upon condition fheed be rul'd by me.

The Ape ftill crofieth me : there came of late
A proper gentlemnan of faire reuenewes,
Whom gladly I would call Sonne in law :

But my fine Cockney would haue none of him,
Youle proue a Cockfcombe for it ere you die,
A Courtier or no man muft pleafe your eye.

Eyre. Bee rul'd fweet Rofe, th’art ripe for a man :
marrie not with a boy that has no more haire on his
face than thou haft on thy cheekes : a Courtier, wafh,
goe by, fland not vpon pifhery pafherie ; thofe filken
fellowes are but painted Images, outfides, outfides
Rofe, their inner linings are torne : no my fine moufe,
marrie me with a Gentleman Grocer like my Lord
Maior your father, a Grocer is a fweet trade, plums,
" plums: had I a fonne or daughter thould marrie out
of the generation and blood of ‘the thoomakers, he
fhould pack : what, the gentle trade is a liuing for a
man through Europe, through the world. .

A noyfe within of a Taber and a Pipe.

L. Ma. What noyfe is this?

Eyre. O my Lord Maior, a crue of good fellowes
that for loue to your honour, are come hither with a
Morrifdance ; come in my Mefopotamians cheerily.

Enter Hodge, Hans, Raph, Firke, and other Shoo-
makers in a morris: after a little dancing the
Lord Maior [peaks.

L. Ma. Maifter Eyre, are all thefe Shoomakers §
Eyre. All Cordwainers my good Lord Maior.
Rofe. How like my Lacie lookes yond Shoomaker.
Hans. O that I durft but {peake vnto my loue!
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L. Ma. Sibill, go fetch fome wine to make thefe
drinke,
You are all welcome.

All. We thanke your Lordfhip.

Roje takes a cup of wine and goes to Hans.

Rofe. For his fake whofe faire fhape thou repre-

fentft,
Good friend I drinke to thee.

Hans. Ic be dancke good frifter.

Eyres Wife. 1 {ee miftris Rofe you do not want
fudgement, you haue drunke to the propereft man I
keepe.

Firke. Here be fome haue done their parts to be
as proper as he.

L. Ma. Well, vigent bufineflfe cals me backe to

London :
Good fellowes, firft go in and taft our cheare,
And to make merrie as you homeward goe,
Spend thefe two angels in beere at Stratford Boe.

Eyre. To thefe two (my mad lads) Sim Eyre
addes another, then cheerily Fir#e, tickle it Hans, and
all for the honour of Shoomakers.

All go dancing oul.

L. Ma. Come maifter Eyre, let’s haue your com-
pany. Exeunt.
Rofe. Sibill, what fhall I doe? »

Stbil  Why whats the matter ?

Rofe. That Hans the thoo-maker is my loue Lacy,
Difguifd in that attire to find me out,

How fhould I find the meanes to fpeake with him ?

Siéb. What miftris, neuer feare, I dare venter my
maidenhead to nothing, and thats great oddes, that
Hans the Dutchman when we come to London, fhall
not onely fee and fpeake with you, but in fpight of all
your Fathers pollicies, fteale you away and marrie
you, will not this pleafe you?

Rofe. Do this, and euer be affured of my loue. .

Sibil. Away then, and follow your father to London,
left your abfence caufe him to fufpe¢t fomething :
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To morrow if my counfell be obaide,
Ile bind you prentife to the gentle trade.

Enter Iane in a Semflers fhop working, and Hammon
mufled at another doore, ke flands aloofe.

Ham. Yonders the thop, and there my faire loue
fits,
Shee’s faire and louely, but fhe is not mine.
O would fhe were, thrice haue I courted her, '
Thrice hath my hand beene moiftned with her hand,
Whilft my poore famifht eyes do feed on that
Which made them famith : I am infortunate,
I ftill loue one, yet no bodie loues me,
I mufe in other men what women fee,
That I fo want? fine miftris Rofe was coy,
And this too curious, oh no, fhe is chaft,
And for fhe thinkes me wanton, the denies
To cheare my cold heart with her funny eyes,
How prettily fhe workes, oh prettie hand !
Oh happie worke, it doth me good to fland
Unfeene to fee her, thus 1 oft haue ftood,
In frofty euenings, a light burning by her,
Enduring biting cold, only to eye her,
One onely looke hath feem’d as rich to me
As a Kings crowne, fuch is loues lunacie :
Muffeled Ile pafie along, and by that try
Whether the know me.
Fane. Sir, what ift you buy?
What ift you lacke fir? callico, or lawne,
Fine cambricke fhirts, or bands, what will you buy?
Ham. That which thou wilt not fell, faith yet ile
trie :
How do you fell this handkercher }
Fane. Goud cheape.
Ham. And how thefe ruffes?
Fane. Cheape too.
Ham. And how this band 1
Fane. Cheape too.
Ham. All cheape, how fell you then this hand {
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Fane. My hands are not to be fold.
Ham. To be giuen then, nay faith I come to buy.
Fane. But none knowes when.
Ham. Good fweet, leaue worke a little while, lets
play.
Fane. 1 cannot liue by keeping holliday.
Ham. Ile pay you for the time which fhall be loft.
Fane. With me you (ball not be at fo much coft.
Ham. Looke how you wound this cloth, fo you
wound me.
Fane. It may be fo.
Ham. Tis fo.
Fane. What remedy
Ham. Nay faith you are too coy.
Fane. Let go my hand.
Ham. 1 will do any tafke at your command,
I would let go this beautie, were I not
In mind to difobey you by a power
That controules Kings : I loue you.
Fane. So, now part.
Ham. With hands I may, but neuer with my
heart,
In faith I loue you.
Fane. 1 beleeue you doe.
Ham. Shall a true loue in mee breed hate in you ?
Fane. I hate you not.
Ham. Then you muft loue,
Fane. 1doe,what are you better now 1 I loue not
you.
Ham. All this I hope is but a womans fray,
That meanes come to me, when the cries, away :
In earneft miftris I do not ieft,
A true chaft loue hath entred in my breft,
I loue you dearely as I doe my life,
I loue you as a hufband loues a wife,
That, and no other loue my loue requires,
Thy wealth I know is little, my defires
Thirft not for gold, fweet beautious Fane what’s mine,
Shall (if thou make my felfe thine) all be thine,
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Say, iudge, what is thy fentence, life, or death?
Mercy or crueltie lies in thy breath.
ane. Good fir I do beleeue you loue me well ;
For tis a feely conquett, feely pride,
For one like you (I mean a gentleman)
To boaft, that by his loue tricks he hath brought,
Such and fuch women to his amorous lure :
I thinke you do not fo, yet many doe,
And make it euen a very trade to wooe,
I could be coy, as many women be,
Feed you with fun-fhine fmiles, and wanton lookes,
But I deteft witch-craft; fay that I
Doe confiantly beleeve you, conftant haue.
Oam. Why doeft thou not beleeue me %
ane, 1 beleeue you,
But yet good fir, becaufe I will not greeue you,
With hopes to tafte fruit which will neuer fall,
In fimple truth this is the fumme of all,
My hufband liues, at leaft I hope he liues,
Preft was he to thefe bitter warres in France,
Bitter they are to me by wanting him,
I haue but one heart, and that heart’s his due,
How can I then beftow the fame on you ?
Whileft he liues, his I liue, be it neere {0 poore,
And rather be his wife, than a kings whore.
Ham. Chalt and deare woman, I will not abufe
thee,
Although it coft my life, if thou refufe me,
Thy huf band preft for France, what was his name }
Fane. Rafe Damport.
Ham. Damport, heres a letter fent
From France to me, from a deare friend of mine,
A gentleman of place, here he doth write,
Their names that haue beene flaine in euery fight.
Fane. 1 hope deaths fcroll containes not my
loues name.
Ham. Can you not read ?
Fane. 1can.
Ham. Perufe the fame,
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To my remembrance fuch a name I read
Amongft the reft ; fee here.
Fane. Aye me, hee’s dead,
Hee’s dead, if this be true my deare hearts flaine.
Ham. Haue patience, deare loue.
. Fane. Hence, hence.
Ham. Nay fweet Fane,

Make not poore forrow prowd with thefe rich teares,
I mourne thy huf bands death becaufe thou mourntt.
Fane. That bill is forgde, tis fignde by forgerie.
Ham. 1le bring thee letters fent befides to many

Carrying the like report: Fane tis too true,
Come, weep not : mourning though it rife from loue,
Helpes not the mourned, yet hurts them that mourne.
Fane. For Gods fake leaue me.
Ham. Whither doft thou turne ?
Forget the dead, loug them that are aliue.
His loue is faded, trie how mine will thriue.
Fane. Tis now no time for me to think on loue.
Ham., Tis now beft time for you to thinke on loue,
becaufe your loue liues not.
Fane. Though he be dead, my loue to him fhal
not be buried:
For Gods fake leaue me to my felfe alone.
Ham. T'would kill my foule to leave thee drownd
in mone :
Anfwere me to my fute, and I am gone,
Say to me, yea, or no.
Fane. No.
Ham. Then farewell : one farewell will not ferue.
I come againe, come drie thefe wet cheekes,
tell me faith fweete Jane, yea, or no, once more.
Fane. Once more I fay no, once more begone
1 pray, elfe will I goe.
Ham. a, Nay then I will gr0w rude by this white
han
Untill you change that cold no, here ile ftand,
Till by your hard heart.
Fane. Nay for Gods loue peace,
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My forrowes by your prefence more increafe,
Not that you thus are prefent, but all griefe
Defires to be alone, therefore in briefe
Thus much I fay, and faying bid adew,
If euer I wed man it fhall be you.
Ham. Oh blefled voice, deare Fane, ile urge no
more,
Thy breath hath made me rich.
Fane. Death makes me poore. Exit.

Enter Hodge at his fhop boord, Rafe, Firke, Hans,
and a boy at worke.

Al. Hey downe, a downe dery.

Hodge. Well faid my hearts, plie your worke to
day, wee loytred yefterday, to it pell mell, that we
may liue to be Lord Maiors, or Aldermen at leaft.

Firk. Hey downe a downe dery.

Hodge. Well faid ifaith, how fait thou Hans, doth
not Firk tickle it §

Hans. Yaw metfter.

Firke. Not o neither, my organe pipe fqueaks
this morning forwant of licoring : hey downe a-downe
dery.

Hans. Forward Firk,tow beft vn iolly yongfter hort
I mefter ic bid yo cut me vn paire vanpres vor mefter
iffres boots.

Hodge. ‘Thou thalt Hans.

Firke. Maifter.

Hodge. How now, boy 3

Firke. Pray, now you are in the cutting vaine, cut
me out a paire of counterfeits, or elfe my worke will
not pafle currant, hey downe a downe.

Hod. Tell me firs, are my cozen M. Prifcillaes
thooes done?

Firke. Your cozen’ no mafter, one of your aunts,
hang her, let them alone.

Kafe. 1 am in hand with them, fhe gaue charge
that none but I thould do them for her.

Firke, Thou do for her? then twill be but a lame
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doing, and that fhe loues not : Rafe, thou might'ft haue
fent her to me, in faith I would haue yearkt and firkt
your Prifcilla, hey downe a downe dery, this geere will
not hold.

Hodge. . How faift thou Firk1 were we not merry
at Old-Ford ¥

Firke. How merry ¥ why our buttockes went Iiggy
ioggy like a quagmire : well fir Roger Oatemeale, if 1
thought all meate of that nature, I would eate nothing
but Bag puddings.

Ragk. Of all good fortunes, my fellow Hazs had
the beft. .

Firke. Tis true, becaufe miftris Rg/e dranke to
him.
Hodge. Well, well, worke apace, they fay feuen of
the Aldermen be dead, or very fick.

Firke. 1 care not, ile be none.

Rafe. No nor I, but then my M. Eyre will come
quickly to be L. Maior. qoo oo ¢ vplac .

Enter Sibill,

Firke. Whoope, yonder comes S/,

Hodge. - Sibill, welcome ifaith, and how doft thou
madde wench |

Firke. Sib whoore, welcome to London.

Sibill. Godamercy fweet Firke : good Lord, Hodge,
what a delicious thop you haue got, you tickle it
ifaith.

Rafe. God a mercy Sibil/ for our good cheere at
old Ford. _

Sibill.  ‘That vou fhall have Rafe.

Firke. Nay by the maffe, we had tickling cheere
Sibill, and how the plague doft thou and mifiris Rofe,
and my L. Major§ I put the women in firft.

Sibill. Well Godamercy: but gods me, I forget
my felfe, where’s Hans the Flemming

Firke. Hearke butter-boxe, now you muft yelp
out fome fpreken.

Hans. Vat begaie gon vat vod gon Frifter.
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Stbill.  Marry you muft come to my young miftris,
to pull on her fhooes you made laft.

Hans. Var ben your egle fro, vare ben your mif-
tris 1

Szbil.  Marrie here at our London houfe in Corne-
hill. .

Firke. 'Will nobodie ferue her turne but Hanst

Sibil:  No fir, come Hans I ftand vpon needles. -

Hod. Why then S#b:/, take heed of pricking.

Sibill,  For that let me alone, I haue a tricke in
my budget, come Heans.

Hans. Yaw, yaw ic fall meete yo gane.

Exit Hans and Sibill.

Hodge. Goe Hans, make haft againe: come, who
lackes worke 1

Firke. 1 mafter, for I lacke my breakefaft, tig
munching time, and paft.

Hodge. It fo, why then leaue worke RapZ, to
breakefaft, boy looke to the tooles, come ZRafe, come
Firke, Exeunt.

Enter a Seruingman.

Ser. Let mefee now, the figne of the Laft in Tower-
ftreet, mas yonders the houfe: what haw, whoes
within 1

Enter Rafe.

Rafe. Who calls there, what want you fir

Ser. Marrie I would haue a paire of thooes made
for a Gentlewoman againfi to morrow morning, what,
can yau do them?

Rafe. Yes fir, you thall hane them, but what
length’s her foote?

Ser. Why, you muft make them in all parts like
this thooe, but at any hand faile not to do them, for
the Gentlewoman is to be married very early in the
morning.
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Rafe. How? by this fhooe muft it be madet by

this ¥ are you fure fir by this }
. Ser. How, by this am I fure, by this} art thou in
thy wits? I tell thee I muft haue a paire of fhooes,
doft thou marke me? a paire of thooes, twp thooes,
made by this very fhooe, this fame fhooe, againfi to
morrow morning by foure a clocke, doft vaderftand
me, canft thou do it %

Rafe. Yes fir, yes, I, I, I can do’t, by this fhooe
you fay: I fhould know thls fhooe ? yes fir, yes, by
this thooe, I can do’t, foure a clocke, well, whither
fhall I bring them 1

Ser. To the figne of the golden ball in Watling-
ftreet, enquire for one maifter Hammon, a Gentleman,
my mafter.

Raph. Yea fir, by this thooe you fay.

Ser. 1 fay mafter Hammon at the golden Ball,
ll;e% s the Bnde-groome, and thofe fhooes are for hlS

ride.

Rapk. They fhall be done by this fhooe; well,
well, mafter Hammon at the gold fhooe, I would fay
the golden Ball, wel, very well, but I pray you fir,
where muft maﬂ.er Hammon be married 1

Ser. At Saint Faith's Church vnder Paules: but
what's that to thee? prethee difpatch thofe fhooes,
and fo farewell. Exit.

Raph. By this thooe faid he, how am I amazd
At this firange accident ? vpon my life,

This was the very thooe I gaue my wife

When I was preft for France ; fince when, alas,
I neuer could heare of her. ’Tis the fame,
And Hammons bride no other than my Fane.

Enter Firke.

Firke. Snailes Rapk thou haft loft thy part of three
pots, a countrieman of mine gaue me to breakefaft.

Rapk. 1 care not, I haue found a better thmg

Firke. A thing? away; is it a2 mans thing or a
womans thing ?
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Rapk. Firke, doft thou know this thooe ¢

Firke, No by my troth, neither doth that know
me: I haue no acquaintance with it, tis'a meere
ftranger to me.

Raph. Why then I doe; this (hooe I durft be

fworne
Once couered the infiep of my Fane:
TRhis is her fize, her breadth, thus trod my loue,
Thefe true-loue knots I prickt, I hold my life,
By this old fhooe I fhall find out my wife.
Firke. Ha, ha old fhooe that wert new, how a
murren came this ague fit of foolifhnefle vpon thee 1
Raph. Thus Firke euen now here came a feruing-
man,
By this fhooe would he haue a new paire made,
Againft to morrow morning for his miftris,
That’s to be married to a gentleman,
And why may not this be my fweet Fanel

Firke. And why maieft not thoft be my fweet Afle 1
ha, ha.

Rapﬁ Well, laugh and fpare not, but the truth is

this,

Againft to morrew morning Ile prouide
_A lufty crew of honeft fhoomakers,

To watch the going of the bride to Church:
If fhe proue Fane, Ile take her in difpite
Of Hammon and the Deuill, were he by,

If it be not my Fane, what remedy 1
Hereof I am fure, I fhall liue till I die,
Although I neuer with a woman lie.

Firke. Thou lie with a woman to build nothing
but Cripplegates? Well God fends fooles fortune,
and it may be hee may light vpon his matrimony by
fuch a deuice, for wedding and hanging goes by def-
tinie. X773
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Enter Hans and Rofe arme in arme.

Hans. How happie am I by embracing thee,
O 1 did feare fuch croffe mifhaps did raigne,
That I thould neuer fee my Rofe againe.

Rofe. Sweet Lacy, fince faire opportunitie,
Offers her felfe to further our efcape,

Let not too ouer-fond efteeme of me,

Hinder that happie houre, inuent the meanes,
And Rgfe will follow thee through all the world.
Hans. Oh how I furfet with excefle of ioy,

Made happie by thy rich perfection :

But fince thou payft fweet intereft to my hopes,
Redoubling loue on loue, let me once more

Like to a bold-fac'd debtor craue of thee,

This night to fteale abroad, and at Eyres houfe, .
Who now by death of certaine Aldermen,

Is Maior of London, and my maifter once,
Meete thou thy Lacy, where in fpight of change,
Your fathers anger, and mine vncles hate,

Our happy nuptials will we confummate.

Enter Sibil.

Sibill.  Oh God, what will you do miftris ¢ fhift for
your felfe, your father is at hand, hee’s comming, hee’s
comming, mafter Lacy hide your felfe in my miftris,
for Gods fake fhift for your felues.

. Hans: Your father come, fweet Rofe, what thall I
doe?
Where fthall I hide me } how thall I efcape ©
Rofe. A man, and want wit in extremitie,
Come come, be Hans fiill, play the fhoomaker,
Pull on my fhooe.

Enter Lord Maitor.

Hans. Mas and that’s well remembred.

Sibidll. Here comes your father.

Hans. For ware metrefle, 'tis va good fkow, it fall
vel fute, or ye fal neit betallen, '
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Rofe. O God it pincheth me, what will you dof?

Hans. Your fathers prefence pincheth, not the
thooe.

L. Ma. Well done, fit my daughter well, and the
fhall pleafe thee well.

Hans. Yaw, yaw, ick weit dat well, for ware tis vn
good fkoo, tis gi mait van neits leither, fe euer mine
here.

Enter a Prentife.

L. Maior. 1 do beleeue it, whats the newes with
you?
Pren. Pleafe you the Earle of Lincolne at the gate
is newly lighted, and would fpeake with you.
L. Ma. The Earle of Lincolne come fpeake with
me ?
Well, well, I know his errand: daughter Rofe
Send hence your thoomaker, difpatch, hane done :
S76 make things handfome, fir boy follow me. Exd
Hans., Mine vncle come: O what may this por-
tend ¢
Sweet Rofe, this of our loue threatens an end.
Rofe. Be not difmaid at this, what ere befall,
Rofe is thine owne, to witnefle I fpeake truth,
Where thou appoints the place, 1le meet with thee ;
I will not fixe a day to follow thee,
But prefently fteale hence: do not replie,
Loue which gaue ftrength to beare my fathers hate,
Shall now adde wings to further our efcape. Exeunt.

Enter Lord Maior and Lincolne.

L. Maior. Beleeue me on my credit I fpeake truth,
Since firft your nephew Zacy went to France,
I haue not feene him : It feem’d firange to me,
When Dodger told me that he ftaied behind,
Neglecting the high charge the king impofed.

Line. ‘Truft me (fir Roger Otley) I did thinke
Your counfell had giuen head to this attempt,
Drawne to it by the loue he beares your child,
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Here I did hope to find him in your houfe,
But now I fee mine error, and confefie
My iudgement wrong’d you by conceiuing fo.
L. Ma. Lodge in my houfe, fay you? truft me my
Lord,
I loue your nephew Lacy too too dearely,
So much to wrong his honour : and he hath done fo,
That firft gaue him aduice to flaie from France.
To witnefle I fpeake truth, I let you know
How carefull I haue beene to keepe my daughter
Free from all conference or fpeech of him,
Not that I fcorne your nephew, but in loue
I beare your honor, left your noble blood,
Should by my meane worth be difhonoured.
Linc. How far the churles tongue wanders from
his heart,
Well, well fir Roger Otley, 1 beleeue you,
With more than many thankes for the kind loue,
So much you feeme to beare me: but my Lord,
Let me requeft your helpe to feeke my nephew,
Whom if I find, ile ftraight imbarke for France ;
So fhall your Rofe be free, my thoughts at reft,
And much care die which now lies in my breft.

" Enter Sibill.

Sibill. O Lord, helpe for Gods fake my miftris,
Oh my young miftris.

- L. Ma’. Where is thy miftris ¥ what's become of
her

Sibill.  Shee’s gone, fhee’s fled.

L. Ma, Gone? whitheris fhe fled ?

Sitéll.  Tknow not forfooth, fhee’s fled out of doores
with Hans the Shoomaker, I faw them fcud, fcud,
fcud, apace, apace.

L. Ma. Which waiet what FoAn? where be my
men } which waie } '

Sibill. 1 know not and it pleafe your worfhip.

L. Ma. Fled with a thoomaker, can this be true ?
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Sibil. O Lord fir, as true as you are L. Maior.(4)
Lin. Herloue turned fhoomaker, I am glad of this,
L. Ma. A Flemming butter-boxe, a fhoomaker,
Will the forget her birth? requite my care
With fuch ingratitude § fcorn’d the young Hammon,
To loue a honnikin, a needy knaue $
Well let her flie, ile not flie after her,
Let her ftarue if fhe will, thee’s none of mine.
Zin. Be not fo cruell fir.

Enter Firke with fhooes.

Stbill. 1 am glad fhee’s {capt.

L. Ma. Ile not account of her as of my child,
Was there no better obieét for her eyes,

But a foule drunken lubbery fwillibellie,
A fhoomaker, that’s braue.

Firke. Yea forfooth 'tis a verie braue thooe, and
as fit as a pudding.

L. Ma. How now, what knaue is this, from whence
commeft thou ?

Firke. No knaue fir, I am Firke the thoomaket,
luftie Rogers chiefe lufty journey-man, and I come
hither to take vp the prettie legge of fweet miftriy
Rofe, and thus hoping your worfhip is in as good
health as I was at the making hereof, I bid you fare-
well, yours Firke,

L. Ma. Stay, ftay, fir knaue.

ZLin. Come hither fhoomaker.

Firke. ‘Tis happie the knaue is put before the
fhoomaker, or elfe I would not haue vouchfafed to
come backe to you, I am moued, for I flirre.

L. Ma. My Lord, this villaine calls vs knaues by
craft.

Firke. Then ’tis by the Gentle Craft, and to ¢all
one knaue gently is no harme: fit your worthip
merrie ! St your young miftris. I'le {fo bob them,
now my maifter M. Eyre is Lord Maior of Lotidon.

(4) as true as Gods in heanen, 1600,
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L. Ma. Tell me firra, whofe man are you {
Firke. I am glad to fee your worfhip fo merrie, I
- haue no maw to this geere, no ftomacke as yet to a
red petticoat. Pointing to Sibil.

Lin. He meanes not fir to wooe you to his maid,
But onely doth demand whofe man you are.

Firke. 1 fing now to the tune of Rogero,

Roger my fellow is now my maifter.

Line. Sirra knowft thou one Hans a fhooma.keﬂ

Fir. Hans Shoomaker, oh yes, ftay, yes I haue
him, I tell you what, I fpeake it in fecret, miftris
Rofe and he are by this time, nonot fo, but fhortly are
to come ouer one another, with Can you dance the
fhaking of the ftheets} it is that Hans, Ile fo gull
thefe diggers.

L. Ma. XKnowtft thou then where he is?

Firke. Yes forfooth, yea marry.

Lin. Canft thou in fadnefle

Firke. No forfooth, no marry.

L. Ma. Tell me good honeit fellow where he is,
And thou fhalt fee what Ile beftow of thee.

Firke. Honeft fellow, no fir, not fo fir, my pro-
feffion is the Gentle Craft, I care not for feeing, I loue
feeling, let me feel it heere, aurium tenus, ten peeces
of gold, genuum fenus, ten peeces of filuer, and then
Firke is your man in a new paire of ftretchers.

L. Ma. Here is an angell, part of thy reward,
Which I will giue thee, tell me where he is.

Firke. No point, fhall I betray my brother$ no,
fhal I proue Fudas to Hans? no; fhal I crie treafon
to my corporation ? no, I fhall be firkt and yerkt then,
but giue me your angell, your angell fhall tell you

Lin. Doe fo good fellow, 'tis no hurt to thee.

Firke. Send fimpring S5 away.-

L. Ma. Huiwife get you in. Exit Stb.

Firke. Pitchers haue eares, and maids haue wide
mouthes : but for Huns praunce, vpon my word to
morrow morning hee and young miftris Rofe goe to
this geere, they fhall be married together by this ruth,
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or elfe turne Firk to a firkin of butter to tan leather
withall

L. Ma. But art thou fure of this 1

Firke. Am I fure that Paules-fieeple is a handfull
higher than London ftone 3 or that the piffing Con-
duit leaks nothing but pure mother Bunch? am I fure
I am lufty Firk? Gods nailes do you thinke I am fo
bafe to gull you §
Lincolne. Where are they married ¥ doft thou
know the Church 1

Firke. 1 neuer goe to Church, but I know the
name of it, it is a fwearing Church, ftay a while, ’tis,
Iby the mas : no, no, tis I by my troth, no nor that,
tis I by my faith, that that, tis I by my Faiths Church
vnder Paules Croffe, there they fhall bee knit like a
paire of ftockings in matrimony, there theyle be in
cony.

Linc. Upon my life my Nephew Lacy walkes,
. In the difguife of this Dutch Shoomaker.

Firke. Yes forfooth.

Zinc. Doth he not honeft fellow 1

Firke. No forfooth I thinke Hans is no body but
Hans, no Ipirit,

L. Ma. My mind mifgiues me now tis fo indeed.

Ldin:. My Cofen fpeaks the language, knowes the

" trade.

L. Ma. Let me requeft your company my Lord,
Your honorable prefence may, no doubt,

Refraine their head-ftrong rafhnefle, when my felfe
Going alone, perchance may be ore-borne :
Shall I requeft this fauour $

Lin. This, or what elfe.

Firk. Then you muft rife betimes, for they meane
to fall to their hey pafle, and repafle, pindy pandy,
which hand will you haue, very early.

L Ma. My care fhall euery way equall their haft,
This night accept your lodging in my houfe,

The earlier thal we flir, and at Saint Faiths
Preuent this giddy hare-braind Nuptiall,
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This trafficke of hot loue fhall yeeld cold gaines,
They ban our loues and weele forbid their baines.
Exit,

Lin. At Saint Faiths Church thou faift

Firk. Yes, by their troth.

Linc. Be fecret on thy life. Exit.

Firk. Yes when I kiffe your wife, ha, ha, heres no
craft in the Gentle Craft, I came hither of purpofe with
thooes to Sir Rogers worthip, whilft Rofe his daughter
be cony-catcht by Hazns : foft now, thefe two gulles wil
be at Saint Faithes Church to morrow morning to take
maifter Bridegroome, and miftris Bride napping, and
they in the meane time fhall chop vp the matter at
the Sauoy : but the beft fport is, Sir Roger Otley will
find my fellow lame Rap/s wife going to marrie a Gen-
man : and then heele ftop her in ftead of his Daughter ;
O braue, there will bee fine tickling fport : foft now,
what haue I to do? O I know, now a mefle of
fhoomakers meate at the Wooll-facke in Iuy lane, to
cozen my Gentleman of lame Rapks wife, that's true,
alacke alacke, girles hold out tacke, for now fmockes
for this iumbling fhall go to wracke. Exit.

Enter Eyre, his wife, Hans and Rofe.

Eyre. This is the morning then, ftay my bully,
my honeft Hans, is it not §

Hans. This is the moming that muft make vs two .
happie or miferable, therefore if you

Eyre. Away with thefe ifs and ands Hans, and
thefe ¢ ceteraes, by mine honor Rowland Lacy, none
but the king fhall wrong thee : come feare nothing,
am not I Sim Eyret Isnot Sim Eyre Lord Maior
of London } feare nothing Ko/, let them fay all what
they can, daintie come thou to mee, laugheft thou?

Wife. Good my Lord ftand her friend in what
thing you may.

Eyre. Why my fweete Ladie Madgy, thinke you
Simon Eyre can forget his fine Dutch iourneyman?
No vah. Fie I fcormne it, it {hall neuer be caft in my




62 A pleafant Comedie of

teeth, that I was vnthankefull Lady Madgy, thou
hadft neuer couered thy Saracens head with this
French flappe, nor loaded thy bumme with this far-
thingale, tis trafh, trumperie, vanitie, Simon Eyre had
neuer walkt in a red petticoate, nor wore a chaine of
Gold but for my fine Journeymans Portigues, and
fhall I leaue him? No: Prince am ¥ none, yet beare
a Princely minde. .

Hans. My Lord, 'tis time to part from hence.

LEyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Madgy, take two or three
of my Pie-cruft eaters, my Buffe-ierkin varlets, that
doe walke in blacke gownes at Simon Eyres heeles,
take them good Ladie Madgy, trip and go, my browne
Queene of Perriwigs, with my delicate Rgfe, and my
iolly Rowland to the Sauoy, fee them linkt, counte-
nance the marriage, and when it is done, cling cling
together, you Hamborow Turtle Doues, Ile beare you
out, come to Stmon Eyre, come dwell with me Hans,
thou fhalt eate minc’d pies, and marchpane. Rofe,
away cricket, trip and goe, my Lady Madgy to the
Sauoy. Hans, wed, and to bed, kifle and away, go
vanith.

Wife. Farewell my Lord.

Rofe. Make haft {weet loue.

Wife. Sheede faine the deed were done.

Hans. Come my fweet Rofe, fafter than Deere
weele run. They goe out.

Lyre. Goe, vanith, vanith, auant I fay: by the
Lord of Ludgate, it’s a mad life to be a Lord Maior,
it's a flirring life, a fine life, a veluet life, a carefull
life. Well Simon Eyre, yet fet a good face on it, in
the honour of Saint Hugh. Soft, the king this day
comes to dine with me, to fee my new buildings, his
maieftie is welcome, hee f{hall haue good cheere,
delicate cheere, princely cheere. This day my fellow
prentices of London come to dine with me too, they
thal haue fine cheere, gentlemanlike cheere. I pro-
mifed the mad Cappadofians, when we all ferued at
the Conduit together, that if euer I came to bee
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Maior of London, I would feaft them all, and ile
doot, 1'le doot by the life of Pharaok, by this beard
Sim Eyre will be no flincher. Befides, I haue pro-
cured, that vpon euery Shrouetuefday at the found of
the Pancake bell, my fine dapper Affirian lads fhall
clap vp their fhop windowes, and away, this is the
day, and this day they fhall doot, they fhall doot:
boyes, that day are you free, let maifters care, and
ptentifes thall pray for Simoen Eyre.

Enter Hodge, Firke, Raph, and fiue or fix Shoomakers,
all with cudgels, or fuck weapons.

Hodge. Come Rafe, fland to it Firke: my mafters,
as wee are the braue bloods of the Shoomakers, heires
apparant to Saint Hugk, and perpetuall benefaétors to
all good fellowes: thou fhalt haue no wrong: were
Hammon a King of Spades, he fhould not delue in
thy clofe without thy fufferance : but tell me Rafe, art
thou fure tis thy wife 9 '

Rafe. Am I fure this is Firke? This morning
when I ftrokt on her thooes, I lookt vpon her, and the
vpon mee, and fighed, atkt me if euer I knew one
Rafe. Yes faid I: for his fake faid the (teares ftanding
in her eyes) and for thou art fomewhat like him,
fpend this peece of gold : I tooke it : my lame leg,
and my trauell beyond fea made me vnknowne, all is
one for that, I know’s thee’s mine.

Firke. Did fhee giue thee this gold? O glorious
glittering gold : fhees thine owne, tis thy wife, and
thee loues thee, for Ile ftand toot, there’s no woman
will giue gold to any man, but the thinkes better of
him than thee thinkes of them fhee giues filuer to:
and for Hammon, neither Hammon nor Hangman
thall wrong thee in London: Is not our old Mafter
£yre Lord Maior? Speake my hearts.

Al. Yes, and Hammon fhall know it to his coft.

Lnter Hammon his man, Fane, and others.
Hodge. Peace my bullies, yonder they come.
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Rafe. Stand toot my hearts, Firk, let me fpeake
ﬁrﬁ.

Hodge. No Rafe, let me : Hammon, whither away
fo earely 1

Ham. Unmannerly rude flaue, what's that to thee ¢

Firk. To him fir? yes fir, and to me, and others:
good morrow Fane, how doft thou? good Lord, how
the world is changed with you, God be thanked.

Ham. Villaines, hands off, how dare you touch
my loue ¢

Al Villaines: downe with them, cry clubs for
prentifes.

Hod. Hold, my hearts : touch her Hammon? yea
and more than that, weele carrie her away with vs.
My maifters and gentlemen, neuer draw your bird
fpits, fhoomakers are fteele to the backe, men euery
inch of them, all {pirit.

All of Hammons fide. Well, and what of all this?

Hod. lle thew you: Fane, dooft thou know this
man $ tis Kafel can tell thee : nay, tis he in faith,
though he be lam’d by the warres, yet looke not
firange, but run to him, fold h1m about the necke and
kiffe him.

Fane. Liues then my hufband ? oh God let me go,
Let me embrace my Rafe.

Ham. What meanes my Fane?

Fane. Nay, what meant you to tell me was he
flaine ?

Ham. Pardon me deare loue for being mifled,
Twas rumord here in London thou wert dead.

Firke. Thou feeft he liues : Laffe, go packe home
with him ? now M. Hammon, wheres your miftris your
wife ?

Seru. Swounds M. fight for her, will you thus lofe
her?

AX.  Downe with that creature, clubs, downe with
him.

Hodge. Hold, hold.

Ham. Hold foole : firs he thall do no wrong,
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Will my Fane leaue me thus, and breake her faith ¢

Firke. Yes fir, (he muft fir, the fhall fir, what then ?
mend it. .

Hod. Hearke fellow Rafe, follow my counfell, fet
the wench in the midft, and let her chufe her man,
and let her be his woman.

Sane. Whom fhould I chufe? whom fhould my

thoughts affect
But him whom Heauen hath made to be my loue,
Thou art my hufband, and thefe humble weedes,
Makes thee more beautifull than all his wealth,
Therefore I will but put off his attire,
Returning it into the owners hand,
And euer after be thy conftant wife.

Hodge. Not a ragge Fane, the law’s on our iide,
hee that fowes in another mans ground forfeits his
harueft, get thee home Kapk, follow him Fane, hee
thall not haue fo much as a bufke point from thee.

Firke, Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances are
thine owne, Hammon, looke not at her.

Seru. O fwounds no.

Firke. Blew coate be quiet, weele giue you a new
liverie elfe, weele make Shroue Tuefday Saint Georges
day for you: looke not Hammon, leare not, Ile firke
you, for thy head now, one glance, one fheepes eye,
any thing at her, touch not a ragge, left I and my
brethren beate you to clowtes.

Ser. Come maifter Hammon, theres no firining
here.

Ham. Good fellowes, heare me {peake: and honeft

Rafe,
Whom I haue iniured moft by louing Fare,
Marke what I offer thee : here in faire gold,
Is twentie pound, Ile giue it for thy Fane,
If this content thee not, thou fhalt haue more.

Hodge. Sell not thy wife, Rafe, make her not a

whore., - .

Ham. Say, wilt thou freely ceafe thy claime in her,

And let her be my wife

1
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AZ.  No donot Raph.

Raph. Sirra Hammon Hammon, doft thou thinke a
thooe-maker is fo bafe, to be a bawd to his own wife
for cdmodity ¢ take thy gold, choake with it: were I
not lame, I would make thee eate thy words.

Firke, A fhoomaker fell his fleth and blood, oh
indignitie !

Hodg. Sirra, take vp your pelfe, and be packing.

Ham. 1 will not touch one pennie, but in liew,
Of that great wrong I offered thy Fane,

To Fane and thee I giue that twentie pound,

Since I haue faild of her, during my life,

I vow no woman elfe fhall be my wife :

Farewell good fellowes of the Gentle trade,

Your morning mirth my mourning day hath made.
Exit.

Firke. Touch the gold creature if you dare, y’are
beft be trudging: here Fane take thou it, now lets
home my hearts.

Hodge. Stay, who comes here? Fane, on againe
with thy mafke.

Enter Lincolne, L. Maior, and jeruanis.

ZLin. Yonders the lying varlet mockt vs fo.

L. Ma. Come hither firra.

Firke. 1 fir, I am firra, you meane me, do you
not?!

Linc. Where is my Nephew married }

Firke. Is he married? God giue him ioy, I am
glad of it : they haue a faire day, and the figne is ina
good Planet, Mars in Venus.

L. Ma. Villaine, thou toldft me that my daugh-

ter Rofe,
This morning fhould be married at Saint Faitks,
Wee haue watcht there thefe three houres at the leaft,
Yet fee weno fuch thing.

Firke. Truely I am forry fort, a Bride’s a prettie
thing. :

Hodge. Come to the purpofe, yonder's the Bride
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and Bridegroome you looke for I hope: theugh you
be Lords, you are not to barre, by your authontie,
men from women, are you?

L. Ma. See fee my daughter’s mafkt.

Lin. True, and my nephew,

To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame.

Firke. Yea truely, God helpe the poore couple,
they are lame and blind.

L. Ma. Ile eafe her blindnefle,

Lin. Ile his lamenefie cure.

Firke. Lye downe firs, and laugh, my fellow Kap#
is taken for Rowland Lacy, and Fane for miftris
damafke Rofe, this is all my knauerie.

L. Ma. What haue I found you minion ¥

Lin. O bafe wretch, ‘

Nay hide thy face, the horror of thy guilt
Can hardly be wafht off : where are thy powers {
What battells haue you made? O yes I fee,
Thou foughtft with fhame, and fhame hath conquer’'d
thee ;
“This lameneffe with not ferue.

Z. Ma. Unmafke your felfe.

Lin. Lead home your daughter.

L. Ma. Take your nephew hence.

Rapk. Hence, fwounds, what meane you ¢ are you
mad? I hope you cannot enforce my wife from me,
wher’s Hammonl

L, Ma. Your wife

Lin. What Hammon?

Raph. Yea my wife, and therefore the proudeft of
you that laies hands on her firft, Ile lay my Crutch
croffe his pate,

Firke. 'To him lame Rapk, here’s braue fport.

Raph. Rofecall you her? why her name is Fane,
looke here felfe, do you know her now ¥

Lin. Is this your daughter ?

" L. Ma. No nor this your nephew:
My Lord of Lincolne, we are both abuf’d,
By this bafe craftie varlet.

F 2
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Firke. Yea forfooth no varlet, forfooth no bafe,
forfooth I am but meane, not craftie neither, but of
the Gentle Craft.

L. Ma. Where is my daughter Kofe? where® is my
child %

Linc, Where is my Nephew Lacy married 1

Firke. Why here is good lac’d mutton as I pro-
mift you.

Linc. Villaine Ile haue thee punifht for this wrong.

Firke. Punifth the Iourneyman villaine, but not the
Tourneyman Shoomaker.

Enter Dodger.

Dodg. My Lord, 1 come to bring vnwelcome
hewes,
Your Nephew Lacy and your daughter Rofe,
Earely this morning wedded at the Sauoy,
None being prefent but the Lady Mayrefie :
Befides I learnt among the Officers,
The Lord Maior vowes to ftand in their defence,
.Gainft any that fhall feeke to croffe the match.
Lin. Dares Eyre the Shoomaker vphold the deed ?
Firk, Yes fir, Shoomakers dare ftand in a womans
quarrel
I warrant you, as deepe as another, and deeper too.
Dod. Befides his Grace to day dines with the
Mayor,
Who on his knees humbly intends to fall,
And beg a pardon for your Nephews fault.
ZLin But Ile preuent him, come Sic Roger Otley,
The King will do vs iuftice in this caufe,
How ere their hands haue made them man and wife,
I will difioyne the match, or lofe my life. Exeunt.
Firk. Adue Monfieur Dodger, farewell fooles,
ha, ha.
Oh if they had ftaid I would haue fo lamb’d them
with flouts, O heart, my Codpeece-point is ready to
flye in peeces euery time I thinke vpon miftris Rofe,
but let that pafle, as my Ladie Mayre(e faies.
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Hodge. This matter is anfwerd : come Rapk, home
with' thy wife, come my fine Shoomakers, lets to our
mafters the new Lord Mayor, and there fwagger this
Shroue Tuefday, Ile promife you wine enough, for
Madge keepes the Seller.

All. Ohrare! Madgeis a good wench.

Firk. And Ile promife you meat enough for fimp-
ring Sufan keeps the Larder, Ile lead you to victuals
my braue fouldiers, follow your Captaine, O braue,
harke, harke. Bell rings.

Al. The Pancake bell rings, the Pancake bell,
tri-lill my hearts.

Firke. O braue, oh fweet bell, O delicate Pancakes,
open the doores my hearts, and thut vp the windowes,
keepe in the houfe, let out the Pancakes, oh rare my
hearts, let’s march together for the honour of S. Hug#,
to the great new hall in Gracious ftreete corner, which
our mafter the new Lord Maior hath built.

Rafe. O the crew of good fellowes that will dine
at my Lord Maiors coft to day !

Hodge. By the lord, my Lord Maior is a moft braue
man, how fhall Prentifes be bound to pray for him
and the honor of the Gentlemen Shooemakers? lets
feed and bee fat with my Lordes bountie.

Firke. O muficall Bell ftill; O Hodge, O my bre-
thren ; there’s cheere for the heauens, venifon
pafties walke vp and downe piping hot like Serieants :
Beefe and brewes comes marching in drifattes, fritters
and pancakes come trowling in in wheele-barrowes,
hens and orenges hopping in Porters bafkets, collops
and egges in fcuttles, and tarts and cuftards comes
quauering in in malt thouels.

Enter more Prentifes.

Aill. Whoop, looke here, looke here.
Hodge. How now mad lads whither away fo falt ¢
1 Pren. Whither? why to the great new Hall, know
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you not why # the Lord Maior hath bidden all the
prentifes in London to breakfaft this morning.

AZ. Oh braue Shoomaker, oh braue Lord of in-
comprehenfible good fellowfhip, whoo, hearke you,
the Pancake-Bell rings. Cafl vp Caps.

Firk. Nay more my hearts, euerie Shroue-tuefday
is our yeare of Jubile : and when the Pancake-Bell
rings, we are as as free as my Lord Maior, wee may
fhut up our fhoppes and make holiday : I'le haue it
cal’d Saint Hughs Holiday.

All.  Agreed, agreed, Saint Hughs Holiday.

Hodge. And this fhall continue for euer.

A/, Oh braue; come come my hearts, away,

. away.
Firke. O eternall credit to vs of the Gentle Craft,
march faire my hearts, O rare. Exeunt.

Enter the King and his traine ouer the flage.

King. Is our Lord Maior of London fuch a gal-
lant ?
Nobleman. One of the merriet madcaps in your
Land,
Your Grace will thinke when you behold the man,
Hees rather a wild Ruffian than a Maior :
Yet thus much Ile enfure your Majetftie,
In all his a¢tions that concerne his fiate,
He is as ferious, prouident, and wife,
As full of grauitie amongft the graue,
As any Maior hath been thefe many yeares.
King. T am with child till I behold this huffecap,
But all my doubt is when we come in prefence,
His madneffe will be dafht cleane out of counte-
nance.
Noblem. 1t may be fo, my Liege.
King. Which to preuent,
Let fome one giue him notice ’tis our pleafure,
That he put on his wonted merriment :
Set forward. - A4, On afore. Exeunt.
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Enter Eyre, Hodge; Firke, Raph, and other Shoo-
makers, all with napkins on their fhoulders.

Eyre. Come my fine Hodge, my iolly Gentlemen
Shoomakers, foft, where be thefe Caniballes, thefe
varlets my officers, let them all walke and wait vpon
my brethren, for my meaning is, that none but Shoo-
makers, none but the liuerie of my Companie fhall in
their fattin hoods wait vpon the trencher of my Soue-
raigne.

Firke. O my Lord, it will be rare.

Eyre. No more Firke, come liuely, let your fellow
prentifes want no cheere, let wine be plentifull as
beere, and beere as water, hang thefe penny pinching
fathers, that cram wealth in innocent Lambes fkinnes,
up knaues, auant, looke to my guefls.

Hodge. My Lord, we are at our wits end for roome,
thofe hundred Tables will not feaft the fourth part of
them.

Eyre. Then couer me thofe hundred Tables
againe and againe, till all my iolly prentifes be feafted :
auoyd Hodge, runne Raph, frilke about my nimble
Firke, carowfe mee fadome healths to the honour of
the fhooemakers, doe they drinke lively Hodge? do
they tickle it Firke}

Firke. Tickle it? fome of them haue taken their
liquor ftanding fo long, that they can ftand no longer:
but for meat they would eat it and they had it.

Eyre. Want they meat? where’s this fwag-belly,
this greafie kitchinftuffe cooke, call the varlet to me :
want meat? Firke, Hodge, lame Rafe, runne my tall
men, beleaguer the Shambles, begger all Eaft-cheape,
ferue me whole Oxen in Chargers, and let Sheepe
whine vpon the tables like Pigs, for want of good
fellowes to eat them. Want meat? vanith Firke,
auant Hodge.

Hodge. Your Lordthip miftakes my man Firke, he
meanes their bellies want meat, not the boords, for they
haue drunke fo much they can eat nothing,
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Enter Hans, Rofe, and Wife.

Wife. Where is my Lord ?

Eyre. How now Lady Maggy

Wife. The Kings moft excellent Maieflie is new
come, he fends me for thy honor, one of his moft
worfhipfull Peeres bad me tell thou muft be mer-
rie, and fo forth : but let that paffe.

Eyre. Is my Soueraigne come? vanifh my tall
.Shoomakers, my nimble brethren, looke to my guefis
the prentizes : yet flay a little, how now Hans, how
lookes miy little Rofe 1

Hans. Let me requeft you to remember me,

I know your honour eafily ‘may obtaine,
Free pardon of the King for me and Rofe,
And reconcile me to my Uncles grace. «

Eyre. Haue done my good Hans, my honeft Jour-
neyman, looke cheerily, I'le fall vpon both my knees
until they be as hard as home, but I'le get thy

ardon.

Wife. Good my Lord haue a care what you fpeake
to his Grace.

Eyre. Away you Iflington whitepot, hence you
hopper-arfe, you Barly pudding full of maggots, you
broild Carbonado, auant, auant, auoyd Mephifto-
philes: fhall Sim ZEjpre learne to fpeake of you
Lady Maggy? vapih mother Mineuer-Cap, van-
ifh, goe, trip and goe, meddle with your platters
and your pitherie pafherie, your flewes and your
whirligigs, goe, rub out mine ally : Sim Eyre knowes
how to {peake to a Pope, to Sulfan Solyman, to Tam-
berlaine and he were here : and I fhall melt, thall I
droope hefore my Soueraigne % no, come my Lady
Maggy, follow me Hans, about your bufinefle my fro-
like freebooters: Firke, frifke about, and about, and
about, for the honour of mad Simon Eyre, Lord Mayor
of London.

Firke. Hey for the honour of the Shooemakers.

Exeunt.
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A long flourifh or two, enter the King, Nobles, Eyre,
hts Wife, Lacy, Rofe; Lacy and Rofe kneele.
King. Well Lacy, though the fact was very foule,

Of your reuolting from our Kingly loue,

And your owne dutie, yet we pardon you,

Rife both, and Miftris Zacy, thanke my Lord Mayor

For your young bridegroom here.

- Eyre.  So my deare Liege, .Sim Eyre and my bre-
thren the Gentlemen Shoomakers fhall fet your fweet

Maiefties image cheeke by iole by Saint Hug#, for this

honour you haue done poore Simon Eyre, I befeech

your Grace pardon my rude behauiour, I' am a handi-

crafts man, yet my heart is without craft, I would be

forrie at my foule that my boldnefle fhould offend my

King.
King. Nay, I pray thee good Lord Mayor, be euen
as merry

As if thou wert among thy Shoomakers,
It does me good to fee thee in this humour.

Eyre. Saift thou me fo my fweet Diodefian? then
humpe, Prince am I none, yet am I Princely borne,
by the Lord of Ludgate my Liege, I'le be as merrie as
a Pie.

King. Tell me in faith mad ZEyre how old thou
art?

Eyre. My Liege, a very boy, a ftripling, a yonker,
you fee not a white haire on my head, nor a gray in
this beard, euery haire I affure thy Maiefly that
ftickes in this beard, Sim Eyre valews at the King
of Babilons ranfome, Zamar Chams beard was a rub-
bing brufh too’t, yet I'le fhave it ofl, and fluffe tennis
balls with it to pleafe my bully King.

King. But all this while I do not know your age,

Eyre. My Liege, I am fix and fifty yeare old, yet
I can cry humpe, with a found heart, for the honour
of Saint Hugk: marke this old wench my King, I
danc’t the thaking of the fheets with her fix and thirtie
yeares agoe, and yet I hope to get two or three yong
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Lord Mayors ere I die: I am lufty ftill, Sim Eyre
ftill : care and cold lodging brings white haires. My
fweet Maiefty, let care vanifh, caft it vpon thy Nobles,
it will make thee looke always young like Apoils,
and cry humpe : Prince am I none, yet am I Princely
borne.

King. Ha, ha, fay Cornewall, didit thou euer fee
his like ¢

Noblem. Not I my Lord.

Enter Lincolne and Lord Mayor.

King. Lincolne what newes with you

Lin. My gracious Lord haue care vato your felfe,
For there are Traitors here.

AZ.  Traitors, where? who ?

Eyre. Traitors in my houfe ? God forbid, where
be my Officers? I'le fpend my foule ere my King
feele harme.

King. Where is the Traitor, Lincolne?

Lin. Here he ftands.

King. Cornewall, lay-hold on Lacy: Lincoine

fpeake,

What cantt thou lay vnto thy Nephewes charge }

Lin. This my deare Liege, your Grace to do me

honour, .

Heapt on the head of this degenerous boy,

Defertlefle fauours, you made choyce of him,

To be Commander ouer powers in France,

But he:

King. Good Lincoine, prethee paufe a while,

Euen in thine eyes I read what thou wouldft fpeake,
I know how Zacy did neglect our loue,
Ran himfelfe deepely (in the higheft degree)
Into vile treafon.
Lin. 1Is he not a Traitor}
Kz';zug Lincolne, he was, now haue we pardoned
m,
*Twas not a bafe want of true valours fire
That held him out of France, but loues defire.
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Lin. 1 will not beare his thame vpon my backe.
King. Nor fhalt thou Lincolne, 1 forgiue you both.
Lin. Then good my Liege forbid the boy to wed

One whofe meane birth wilt much difgrace his bed.
King. Are they not married }

Lin. No my Liege.
Both, We are.
King. Shall I diuorce them then? O be it farre, «

‘That any hand on earth thould dare vatie

‘The facred knot knit by Gods Maieflie ;

I would not for my Crowne difioyne their hands,

That are conioyn’d in holy nuptiall bands :

How faift thou Zacy, woulft thou loofe thy Rofe?
Hans. Not for all Indians wealth, my Soueraigne.
King. But Rofe I am fure her Zacy would forgoe.
Rofe. If Rofewere afkt that queftion, thee’d fay no.
King. You heare them ZLincwine.

Lin. Yea my Liege I do.
King. 1And canft thou finde ith heart to part thefe
two .

Who feekes befides you to diuorce thefe louers ?

L. Ma. 1 do (my gratious Lord) I am her father.
King. Sir Roger Oteley, our laft Mayor I thinke.
Nob. The fame my Liege.

King. Would you offend Loues lawes?

Well you fhall haue your wills : you fued to me

To prohibit the match : Soft, let me fee,

You both are married, Lacy art thou not %

Hans. 1 am dread Soueraigne.
King. Then vpon thy life,
I charge thee not to call this woman wife.
L. Ma. 1 thanke your Grace.
Kofe. O my moft gracious Lord. beneele.
King. Nay Rofe neuer wooe me, I tell you true,

Although as yet I am a Batchelor,

Yet I beleeue I thall not marrie you.

Rofe. Can you diuide the body from the foule,

Yet make the body liue
King. Yea, fo profound }
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I cannot Rofe, but you I muft diuide,
Faire maid this Bridegroome cannot be your Bride,
Are you pleal’d Zincolnet Otley, are you pleaf'd?
Both. Yes my Lord:
King. ‘Then muft my heart be eaf'd,
For credit me, my confcience liues in paine,
Till thefe whom I diuorc’d be ioyned againe :
Lacy giue me thy hand, Rofe lend me thine,
Be what you would be: kiffe now: fo, that’s fine,
At night (Louers) to bed : now let me fee,
Which of you all miflikes this harmony }
L. Ma. Will you then take from me thy childe
perforce 1
King. Why tell me Otley thines not Zacys name,
As bright in the worlds eye, as the gay beames
Of any Citizen}
Lin. Yea but my gracious Lord,
I doe miflike the match farre more than he,
Her bloud is too too bafe.
King. Lincolne no more,
Doft thou not know, that loue refpects no bloud ¥
Cares not for difference of birth or ftate,
The maid is young, well borne, faire, vertuous,
A worthy Bride for any Gentleman :
Befides your Nephew for her fake did ftoope
To bare necefiitie ; and as I heare,
Forgetting honours and all Courtly pleafures,
To gaine her loue became a fhoomaker :
As for the honour which he loft in France,
Thus I redeeme it : Zacy kneele thee downe,
Arife Sir Rowland Lacy : tell me now,
Tell me in earneft Ofey, canft thou chide ?
Seeing thy Rofe a Lady and a Bride.
L. Ma. 1am content with what your Grace hath
done.
Line. And I my Liege fince there’s no remedy.
King. Come on then, all fhake hands, I'leé haue
you friends
Where there is much loue all difcord ends :
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What fajes my mad Lord Mayor to all this loue ¢
Eyre. O my Liege, the honour you haue done to
my fine Journeyman here, Rowland Lacy, and all
thefe fauours which you haue thowne to me this day
in my poore houfe, will make Sémon Eyre liue longer
by one dozen of warme Summers more than he thould.
King. Nay my mad Lord Mayor, (that fhalli be
thy name)
If any grace of mine can length thy life, -
One honour more I'le doe thee, that new building,
‘Which at thy coft in Cornehill is ereted,
Shall take a name from vs, wee'le haue it call’d,
The Leaden Hall, becaufe in digging it,
“You found the lead that couereth the fame.
Eyre. 1 thanke your Maiefty.
Wife. God blefie your grace.
King. Lincolne, a word with you.

Enter Hodge, Firke, Rafe, and more Shoomakers.

Eyre. How now my mad knaues? Peace, {peake
foftly, yonder is the King.

King. With the old troope which there we keepe

in pay,
We will incorporate a new fupply :
Before one Summer more paffe ore my head,
France thall repent England was iniured,
What are all thofe ?

Hans. All Shoomakers my Liege,
Sometimes my fellowes, in their companies
I liv’'d as merry as an Emperor.

King. My mad Lord Mayor, are all thefe Shoo-
makers ?

Eyre. All Shoomakers my Liege, all Gentlemen of
the Gentle Craft, true Troyans, couragious Cord-
wainers, they all kneele to the Shrine of holy Saint
Hugh.

All.  God faue your Maiefty all fhoomakers.

King. Mad Simon, would they any thing with vs

Eyre. Mum, mad knaues not a word, I'le doo't I
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warrant you. They are all Beggers my Liege, all for
themfelues and I for them all, on both my knees doe
intreat, that for the honour of poore Simon Eyre, and
the good of his Brethren thefe mad knaues your Grace
would vouchfafe fome privilege to my new Leaden
hall, that it may be lawfull for vs to buy and fell
Leather there two dayes in a weeke.,

King. Mad Sim, I grant your fute, you fhall haue

Patent .

To hold two market dayes in Leaden-Hall,
Mondayes and Fridays, thofe fhall be the times:
Will this content you ¢

AlU.  Jefus blefle your Grace.

Eyre. In the name of thefe my poore brethren
Shoomakers, I moft humblie thanke your Grace.
But before I rife, feeing you are in the giuing veine,
apd we in the begging, grant Sim ZEyre one boone
more.

King. What is it my Lord Mayor!

Eyre. Vouchfafe to taft of a poore Banquet, that’s
fweetly Waiting for your {fweet prefence.

King. 1 fhall vndoe thee Eyre only with this, (5)
Alreadie haue I beene too troublefome, )
Say, haue I not?

KEyre. O my deare King, Sim Eyre cannot fay fo;
vpon a day of fhrouing which I promift to all the
merrie Prentifes of Zondon ; for an’t pleafe you when
I was prentife (6)

I bare the water-tankard, and my coat

Sits not a whit the worfe vpon my backe :

And then vpon 2 morning, fome mad boyes

(It was Shroue-tuefday, euen as 'tis now)

Gaue me my breakfaft, and I fwore then by the

(5) only with feafts. 1600,

{6) O my deere King Sim Eyre was taken vnawares vpon a
day of fhrouing which I promift long ago to the prentifes of
London : for andt pleafe your Highnes, in time paft, &x. 1600.
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ftopple of my Tankard, if euer I came to be Lord
Mayor of London, 1 would feaft al the Prentifes. This
day my Liege I did it, and the flaues had an hundred
Tables fiue times couered, they are gone home and
vanifht.
Yet adde more glorie to the Gentle Trade,
Tafte of Eyres Banquet, Simon's happie made.

King. 1 will tafte of thy Banquet, and will fay,
I haue not met more pleafure on a day;
Friends of the Gentle Craft, thankes to you all,
Thankes my kinde Lady Mayrefle for our cheere :
Come Lords a while let’s reuell it at home,
When all our fports, and banquetings are done
Warres muft right wrongs which Frenchmen haue
begun. (7) Lxeunt.

(7) The later Editions read :
‘When all our words and banquetings are done,
We muft right wrongs which Frenchmen haue begun.

FINIS.
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The ProZogue at Court: Enter two
old men.

I. Re you then trauelling to the temple of Elizat

2. Euen to her temple are my feeble limmes
trauelling. Some cal her Pandora: fome Gloriana,
fome Cynthia : fome Delphcebe, fame Aftrea: all by
feuerall names to exprefle feuerall loues: Yet all
thofe names make but one celeftiall body, as all thofe
loues meete to create but one foule.

1. I am one of her owne countrie, and we adore'
her by the name of Eliza.

2. Blefled name, happie countrie: Your Eliza
makes your land Elizium : but what doe you offer #

1. That which all true Subie¢ts thould : when I was
young, an Armed hand; now I am crooked, an vp-
right heart : But what offer you !

2. That which all ftraungers doe: two eyes ftrucke
blinde with admiration : Two lips (proud to found her
glorie:) Two hands held vp full of prayers and
praifes : What not, that may exprefle loue? what not,
that may make her beloued %

1. How long ift fince you laft beheld her

2. A iuft yeere: yet that yeere hath feemd to me
but- one day, becaufe her glorie hath beene my
howrely contemplation, and yet that yeere hath feemd
to me more then twice feuen yeres, becaufe fo long I
haue beene abfent from her. Come therefore, good
father, lets goe fafter, leaft we come too late : for fee,
the Tapers of the night are already lighted, and ftand
brightly burning in theirftarrie Candleftickes: See howe
glorioufly the Moone fhines vpon vs. Both kneele.

1. Peace foole : tremble, and kneele: The Moone -

faift thou t '
Our eyes are dazled by Elizaes beames,
G¢
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See (if at leaft thou dare fee) where fhee fits :
This is the great Panthaon of our Goddefle,
And all thofe faces which thine eyes thought flarres,
Are Nymphes attending on her deitie.
Prithee begin, for I want power to fpeake.
2. No, no, fpeake thou, I want words to begin.
Weepes.

1. Alacke what fhall I doe ¥ com’ft thou with me,
And weepft now thou beholdft this Maieftie?

2. Great land-lady of hearts, pardon me.

1. Blame not mine eyes, good father, in thefe

teares,

2. My pure loue thines, as thine doth in thy feares :
I weepe for ioy to fee fo many heads
Of prudent Ladies, clothed in the liuerie
Of filuer-handed age, for feruing you,

Whilft in your eyes youthes glory doth renue :
1 weepe for ioy to fee the Sunne looke old,

To {ee the Moone mad at her often change,
To fee the Starres onely by night to thine,
Whilft you are flill bright, ftill one, ftill diuine :
I weepe for ioy to fee the world decay,

Yet fee Eliza flourithing like May :

O pardon me your Pilgrim, I haue meafurd
Many a mile to find you: and haue brought,
Old Fortunatus and his family,

With other Cipnots (my poore countrie men)
To pay a whole yeeres tribute : O vouchfafe,
Dread Queene of Fayries, with your gracious eyes,
T’accept theirs and our humble facrifice.

1. Now ile beg for thee too : and yet I need not :
Her facred hand hath euermore beene knowne,

As foone held out to firaungers as her owne.

2. Thou doeft incourage me : Ile fetch them in,
They haue no princely gifts, we are all poore,
Our offrings are true hearts, who can with more ?

: Exeut.
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OF Loues fweete war, our timerous Mufe doth fing,
And to the bofome of each gentle deare,

Offence her Artles tunes, borne on the wing

Of facred Poefy. A benumming feare,

{That your nice foules, cloyd with dilicious founds,
Will loath her lowly notes) makes her pull in

Her fainting pineons, and her fpirit confounds
Before the weake voice of her fong begin.

Yet fince within the circle of each eye,

(Being like fo many Suns in his round Sphere)

No wrinckle yet is feene, theele dare to flie,
- Borne vp with hopes, that as you oft do reare

With your faire hands, thofe who would els finke

down,

So fome will deigne to fmile, where all might frown :
And for this fmal Circumference muft ftand,

For the imagind Sur-face of much land,

Of many kingdomes, and fince many a mile,
Should here be meafurd out: our mufe intreats,
Your thoughts to helpe poore Art, and to allow,
That I may ferue as Chorus to her fcences,

She begs your pardon, for theele fend one foorth,
Not when the lawes of Poefy doe call,

But as the ftorie needes, your gracious eye

Giues life to Fortunatus hiftone. Exit.






THE COMEDIE OF

Olde Fortunatus.

Enter Fortunatus meanely attired, hee walkes
ere ke fpeake once or twice about
cracking Nuts,

Fortunatus.
&JO, ho, ho, ho, ho.

b Eccho within.  Ho, ho, ho, ho.
ERStd Fortun. There boy.

Eccho.  There boy.

Fort. And thou bee’'ft a goodfellow, tel me how
cal'ft this wood.

Eccko. This wood.

Fort. 1 this wood, & which is my beft way out.

Lecho.  Beft way out. ,

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, thats true, my beft way out, is
my beft way out, but how that out will come in, by this
Maggot I know not, I fee by this we are all wormes
meate: well, I am very poore and verie patient, Pa-
tience is a vertue : would I were not vertuous, thats to
fay, riot poore, but full of vice, (thats to fay, ful of
chinckes) Ha, ha, fo I am, for I am fo full of chinckes,
that a Horfe with one eye may looke through and
through me, I haue fighed long, and that makes me
windie ; I haue fafted long, and that makes me chaft,
marie I have praied little, and that makes mee I fill
daunce in this coniuring circle : I haue wandred long,
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and that makes me wearie ; but for my wearinefle, anon

Ile lie down, in fteade of fafting ile feede vpon Nuts,

and in ftead of fighing will laugh and bee leane,

Sirra, Eccho.

Eccho. Sirra Eccho.

Fort. Heres a Nut.

Eccho. Heres a Nut.

Fort. Cracke it

Eeccko.  Cracke it.

Fort. Hang thy felfe.

FEccho. Hang thy felfe.

Fort. Thart a knaue, a knaue.

Eccho. A knaue, a knaue.

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Eccho. Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Fortunat. Why fo, two fooles laugh at one an-
other, I at my tittle tattle gammer eccho, and thee at
me. Shortly there will creepe out in print fome filthie
booke of the old hoarie wandring Knight, meaning
me : would I were that booke, for then I thould be
fure to creepe out from hence: I fhould bee a good
fouldiour, for I trauerfe my ground rarely, marrie I fee
neither enemie nor friends, but Popiniayes, and Squir-
rels, and Apes, and Owles, and Dawes, and Wagtailes,
and the fpite is that none of thefe grafle-eaters can
fpeake my language, but this foole that mockes me,
and fweares to haue the laft word (in fpite of my teeth)
I, and fhee fhall haue it becaufe fhee is a woman,
which kind of cattell are indeede all Eccho, nothing
but tongue, and are like the great bell of S. Michaels
in Cyprus, that keepes moft rumbling when men
would moft fleepe. £Eccho, a poxe on thee for mock-
ing me.

{ Eeaho. A poxe on thee for mocking me.

\J Fortunat. Why fo, Snip fnap, this warre is at an
end, but this wildernefle is world without end, to fee
how trauell can tran{forme : my teeth are turn’d into
Nutcrackers, a thoufand to one I breake out thortly, for
I am full of nothing, but waxing kernels, my tongue
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fpeakes no language but an Almond for Parrat, and
cracke me this Nut : If I hop three daies more vp and
downe this cage of Coockooes nefts, I fhall turne wilde
man fure, and be hyred to throw Squibs among the
Cominaltie vpon fome terrible day. In the meane
time to tell truth here will I lie. Farwell foole.

Ecchd. Farwell foole.

Fort. Are not thefe comfortable words to a wife
man? All haile Signior tree, by your leaue ile fleepe
vnder your leaues, I pray bow to me, and ile bend to
you, for your backe and my browes muft, I doubt,
haue a game or two at Noddie erre I wake againe:
downe great heart, downe. Hey, ho, well, well.

He lyes downe and jfleepes: Enter a Gardiner, a
Smith, a Monke, a Shepheard all crown'd, @ Nimplk
with a Globe, another with Fortunes wheele, then
Fortune: After her fowre Kings with broken
Crownes and Scepters, chained in filuer Gines and
led by her.  The foremoll come out finging. Fortune
takes her Chaire, the Kings lying at her [feete, fhee
treading on them as fhee goes vp.

The Song.

Fortune fmiles, cry holyday,
Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell,
Fortune frownes, cry wellada,

Her loue is heauen, her hate is hell :

' Since heauen and hell obey her power,
Tremble when her eyes doe lowre,
Since heauen and hell her power obey,
When thee {miles, crie holy day.

Holy-day with ioy we cry

And bend, and bend and merily,
Sing Hymnes to Fortunes deitie,
Sing Hymnes to Fortunes deitie.
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-Let vs fing, merrily, merrily, merrily,

Al { With our fong let heauen refound,
Fortunes hands our heads haue crown’d,
Let vs fing merrily, merrily, merrily.

1. King. Accurfed Queene of chaunce, what had
we done,

Who hauing fometimes like young Plactons,
Ryd in the burnifht Charriot of the Sun,
And fometimes beene thy minions, when thy fingers
Weau’d wanton love-nets in our curled hayre,
And with fweete iugling kiffes warm’d our cheekes :
Oh how haue we offended thy proud eyes,
That thus we thould be fpurnd and trod vpon,
Whilft thofe infeted limmes of the ficke world,
Are fixt by thee for ftarres in that bright Sphere,
Wherein our Sunne like Radiance did appeare.

. All the Kings.
Accurfed Queene of chaunce, damn’d forcereffe.

Te refl.

Moft powr'full Queene of chaunce dread foueraign-

nefle.
Fort. No more: curfe on: your cries to me are

Muficke,

And fill the facred roundure of mine eares,

With tunes more fweete then mouing of the Spheres :

Curfe on : on our celeftiall browes doe fit

Un-numbred fmiles, which then leaps from their
throne,

When they fee Peafants daunce and Monarches
groane.

Behold you not this Globe, this golden bowle,

This toy cal’d worlde at our Imperiall feete %

This world is Fortunes ball wherewith fhe fports.

Sometimes I ftrike it vp into the ayre,

And then create I Emperours and kings :



Olde Fortunatus. o1

Sometimes I fpurne it: at which fpurne crawles out
That wild beaft multitude : curfe on you fooles,
Tis I that tumble Princes from their thrones,
And gild falfe browes with glittering diadems,
Tis I that tread on neckes of Conquerours,
And when like Semi-gods they haue beene drawne,
In Iuorie Charriots to the capitoll,
Circled about with wonder of all eyes,
The fhouts of euery tongue, loue of all hearts,
Being fwolne with their owne greatnefle, I haue prickt
The bladder of their pride, and made them die,
As water bubbles (without memorie)
I thruft bafe cowards into Honours chaire,
Whilft the true fpirited Souldiour ftands by
Bare headed, and all bare, whilft at his fkarres
They (koffe, that nere durft view the face of warres.
I fet an Ideots cap on vertues head,
Turne learning out of doores, clothe wit in ragges,
And paint ten thoufand Images of Loame,
In gawdie filken colours : on the backes
Of Mules and Affes I make affes ride,
Onely for fport, to fee the Apith world
Worthip fuch beafts with found idolatrie,
This Fortune does, and when this is done,
She fits and fmiles to heare fome curfe her name,
And fome with adoration crowne her fame.

Monck. True center of this wide circumference,
Sacred commaundrefle of the deftinies,
Our tongues fhall onely fownd thy excellence.

T#e reft. Thy excellence our tongues fhall onely
found. ‘

The fecond King.

Thou painted ftrumpet, that with honied fmiles,
Openeft the gates of heauen and crieft, Come in,
‘Whofe glories being feene, thou with one frowne,
(In pride) lower then hell tumbleft vs downe.

All Kings. Euer for euer wil we banne thy name.
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Fort. How fweete your howlings rellith in mine
eares ? She comes downe.
Stand by ; now rife, behold, here lies a wretch,
To vex your foules, this begger ile aduaunce
Beyond the fway of thought, take infiruments,
And let the raptures of choice Harmonie,
Through the hollow windings of his eare,

Muficke a while, and he waketh.

Carrie their facred founds, & wake each fence,
To fland amaz’'d at our bright Eminence.
Fortunat. Oh, how am I tranfported? Is this
earth ¢
Or bleft Elizium ?
Fortune. Fortunatus, rife.
Lort. Dread Goddeffe, how fhould fuch a wretch
as I
Be knowne to fuch a glorious deitie ?
Oh pardon me : for to this place I come,
Lead by my fate, not folly ; in this wood
With wearie {forrow haue I wandered,
And three times feene the fweating Sun take reft,
And three times franticke Cynthia naked ride,
About the ruftie high-waies of the fkies
Stucke full of burning Starres, which lent her light
To court her Negro paramour grim night.
Fortune. This trauell now expires: yet from this
circle,
Where I and thefe with fairie troopes abide,
Thou canft not flir, unlefle I be thy guide.
I the worlds Emprefle am Fortune my name,
This hand hath written in thicke leaues of fteele
An euerlafting booke of changelefle Fate,
Shewing whoe’s happie, who vnfortunate.
Fort. If euerie name (dread Queene) be there
writ down,
I am fure mine ftands in Caraéters of blacke,
Though happines her felfe lie in my name,
I am forrowes heire, and eldeft fonne to fhame.
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The Kings. No, we are fons to fhame, and for-

rowes heires.

Fortune. Thou fhalt be one of Fortunes minions:
Behold thefe foure chain’d like Tartarian flaues,
Thefe I created Emperours and Kings,

And thefe are now my bafeft vnderlings :

This fometimes was a Germane Emperour,
Henry the fift, who being firft depof’d,

Was after thruft into a dungeon, i

And thus in filuer chaines fhall rot to death.

This Frederick Barbaroffa Emperour

Of Almaine once : but by Pope Alexander

Now fpurn’d and trod on when he takes his horfe,
And in thefe fetters fhall he die his flaue.

This wretch once wore the diademe of Fraunce,
(Lewes the meeke,) but through his childrens pride,
Thus haue I caufed him to be famifhed.

Here flands the verie foule of miferie

Poore Baiazet old Turkith Emperour,

And once the greateft Monarch in the Eaft ;
Fortune her felfe is faid to view thy fall,

And grieues to fee thee glad to licke vp crommes
At the proud feete of that great Scithian fwaine,
Fortunes beft minion, warlike Tamberlaine :

Yet muft thou in a cage of Iron be drawne

In triumph at his heeles, and there in griefe
Dafh out thy braines.

The third King. Oh miferable me.

Fortune. No teares can melt the heart of deftinie :
Thefe haue I ruin’d and exalted thofe:

Thefe hands haue conquerd Spaine, thefe browes
fill vp '

The golden circle of rich Portugall.

Viriat a Monarch now, but borne a fthepherd.

This Primiflaus (a Bohemian king)

Laft day a Carter : this Monke Gregorie

Now lifted to the Papall dignitie,

Wretches, why gnaw you not your fingers off,

And teare your tongues out, feeing your felues trod
downe,
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And this Duch Botcher wearing Munfiers crowne 1
John Leyden borne in Holland poore and bafe,
Now rich in Emperie and Fortunes grace.
As thefe I haue aduanc'd, fo will I thee.
Six gifts I fpend vpon mortalitie,
Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long life, and
riches,
Out of my bountie : one of thefe is thine,
Choofe then which likes thee beft.
Fortunat. Oh moft diuine:
Giue me but leaue to borrow wonders eye,
To looke (amaz'd) at thy bright maiefiie,
Wifedome, frength, health, beautie, long life and
riches.
Fortune.  Before thy foule (at this deepe Lotterie)
Draw foorth her prize, ordain’d by deftinie,
Know that heres no recanting a firft choice.
Choofe then difcreetly (for the lawes of Fate,
Being grauen in fteele, muft ftand inuiolate.)
Fortunat. Daughters of Joue and the vnblemifht
night, .
Moft righteous Parce, gnide my Genius right,
Wifedome, firength, health, beautie, long life, and
riches.
Fortune. Staie, Fortunatus, once more heare me
{peake,
If thou kiffe wifedomes cheeke and make her thine,
Sheele breath into thy lips diuinitie,
And thou (like Phebus) fhalt fpeake Oracle,
Thy heauen-infpired foule, on wifedomes wings,
Shall flie vp to the Parliament of Joue,
And read the Statutes of eternitie, :
And fee whats paft, and learne what is to come.
If thou lay claime to firength, Armies fhall quake,
To fee thee frowne : as Kings at mine doe lig,
So thall thy feete trample on Emperie;
Make Health thine obiect, thou fhall be firong proofe,
Gainft the deepe fearching darts of furfetting,
Be euer merrie, euer reuelling.
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Wifh but for beautie, and within thine eyes,
Two naked Cupids amoroufly fhall fwim,
And on thy cheekes ile mixe fuch white and red,
That Joue fhall turne away young Ganimede,
And with immortall armes fhall circle thee.
Are thy defires long life ? thy vitall thread
Shal be ftretcht out, thou fhalt behold the chaunge
Of Monarchies, and fee thofe children die,
Whofe great great Graundfires now in cradles lie.
If through Golds facred hunger thou doft pine,
‘Thofe gilded wantons which in fwarmes doe runne,
To warme their flender bodies in the funne,
Shall fland for number of thofe golden piles,
Which in rich pride thall fwell before thy feete,
As thofe are ; f{o fhall thefe be infinite.
Awaken then thy foules beft faculties,
And gladly kiffe this bounteous hand of Fate,
Which ftriues to blefle thy name of Fortunate.

The Kings. Old man, take heede, her fmiles wil

murder thee.
T% other. Old man, fheele crowne thee with
{elicitie.

Fort. Oh, whither am I wrap’t beyond my felfe ?
«More violent confli¢ts fight in e’rie thought,
Than his whofe fatall choice Troyes downfall wrought.
Shall I contra¢t my felfe to wifedomes loue ?
Then I lofe riches : And a wifeman poore,
Is like a facred booke thats neuer read,
To himfelfe he liues, and to all els feemes dead.
This age thinks better of a gilded foole, :
Then of a threedbare Saint in wifedomes fchoole.
I will be ftrong : then I refufe long life,
And though mine arme thould conquer twentie worlds,
Theres a leane fellow beates all conquerours :
The greateft firength expires with loffe of breath.
The mightieft (in one minute) ftoope to death.
Then take long life, or Health : thould I doe fo,
I might grow vgly, and that tedious Scrole
Of Months and yeeres, much miferie may enrole :
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Therefore ile beg for beautie ; yet I will not,

That faireft cheeke hath oftentimes a foule

Leaprous as finne it felfe ; then hell more foule.

The wifedome of this world is Idiotifme,

Strength a weake reede : Health ficknefle enemie,

(And it at length will haue the vi€torie.)

Beautie is but a painting, and long life

Is a long iomey in December gon,

Tedious and full of tribulation,

Therefore dread facred Empreffe make me rich,
Kneele dotwne.

My choice is ftore of gold ; the rich are wife.

He that vpon his backe rich garments weares, ®

Is wife, though on his head grow Midas eares.

Gold is the firength, the finnewes of the world,

The Health, the foule, the beautie moft diuine,

A matfke of Gold hides all deformities ;

Gold is heauens phificke, lifes reftoratiue,

Oh therefore make me rich : Not as the wretch,

That onely ferues leane banquets to his eye,

Has Gold, yet flarues: is famifht in his ftore :

No, let me euer fpend, be neuer poore.

Fortune. Thy lateft words confine thy deflinie,
Thou fhalt fpend euer, and be neuer poore : .
For proofe receiue this purfe : with it this vertue,

Still when thou thrufts thy hand into the fame,
Thou fhalt draw foorth ten pieces of bright gold,
Currant in any Realme where then thou breatheft ;
If thou can’ft dribble out the Sea by drops,

Then fhalt thou want : but that can nere be don,
Nor this grow emptie.

Fortanat. Thankes, great deitie. |

Fortune. The vertue ends when thou and thy

fonnes end.
This path leades thee to Cyprus, get thee hence ;
Farewel, vaine couetous foole,.thou wilt repent,
That for the loue of droffe thou haft defpifed
Wifedomes diuine embrace, the would haue borne thee
On the rich wings of immortalitie ;



Olde Fortunatus. 97

But now goe dwell with cares and quickly die.

The Kings. We dwell with cares, yet cannot
quickly die.

Exeunt all finging, manet Fortunatus.

Fortunat. But now goe dwell with cares and
quickly die¥ How quickly ? if I die to morrow, ile be
merrie to day : if next day, ile be merrie to morrow :
goe dwell with cares? Where dwels caret Hum
ha, in what houfe dwels care, that I may choofe an
honefter neighbort In princes courts? No, among
faire Ladies, neither, theres no care dwels with them :
but care how to be moft gallant. Among gallants
then? Fie, fie, no: care is afraid fure of a guilt
Rapier, the fent of Mufke is her prifon, Tobacco
choakes her, rich attire prefieth her to death. Princes,
faire Ladies and gallants, haue amongft you then,
for this wet eide wench Care dwelles with wretches :
they are wretches that feele want, I fhall feele none if
I be neuer poore, therefore care I cafheire you my
companie. I wonder what blind Goffip this minx is
that is fo prodigall, fhe fhould be a good one by her
open dealing : her name’s Fortune: Its no matter
what fhe is, fo fhe does as the faies. Zhou frait
Jpend euer, and bee newer poore: Mafle, yet 1 feele
nothing here to make mee rich, heres no fweete
Muficke with her filuer found. Trie deeper: ho God
be here: Ha, ha, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6,7, 8,9 and 19,
good, iuft ten. Its gold fure, its fo heame, trie
againe, 1, 2, &c. Good againe, iuft ten, and iuft ten.
Ha, ha, ha, this is rare: a leather mint, admirable :
an Indian mine in a Lambs fkinne, miraculous: Ile
fill three or fowre bagges full for my fonnes, but keepe
this for my felfe. If that leane tawnie face Tobae-
conift death, that turnes all into fmoke, muft turne
me fo quickly into athes, yet I will not mourne in
athes, but in Muficke, hey old lad be merrie. Heres
riches, wifdome, ftrength, health, beautie, and long life.
(If I.die not quickly, fweete purfe I kiffejthee, Fortune,

I adore thee, Care, I defpife thee, death, I defie thee,
H
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Enter Ampedo, Shaddow aqfter him, both fad: Ando-
locia after them.

Andelo. Shart, why how now : two knights of the
oft §

P Shad. 1, mafter, and wee are both forfworne, as all
fuch woodden knights be, for we both tooke an oath
(mary it was not corporall) you may fee by our
cheekes, that we would not faft twentie fowre houres
to amend, and we haue tafted no meate fince the
clocke told two dozen.

Andel, That lackes not much of twentie fowre, but
I wonder when that halfe faced Moone of thine wil be
at the ful.

Sha. The next quarter, not this, when the figne is
in Taurus.

Andel. Ho thats to fay, when thou eat'ft bull
biefe. But Shadow, what day is to day?

Shad. TFafting day.

Andel.  'What day was yefter-day 1

Shad. Fafting day too.

Andel. Wil to morrow be fo too 3

Skad. 1, and next day too.

Andel, That will be rare, you flane :

For a leane dyet makes a fat wit.

Shad. 1 had rather be a foole & weare a fat paire
of cheekes.

Andel. Now am I prowder of this pouertie, which
1 know is mine owne, then a wayting gentlewoman is,
ofa frizled groatefworth of haire, that neuer grewe on
her head: Sirrha Shadow, now 'we can all three
fweare like puritans at one bare word: this want
makes vs like good bowlers, we are able to rub out
and fhift in euery place.

Skad. Thats not fo, we haue fhifted our felues in
no place this three moneths: marrie, we rub out in
euery corner, but here followes no amendement either
of life or of liuerie.

. Andel.  'Why, brother Ampedo, art thou not yet



Olde Fortunatus. 99

tird with riding poft? Come, come, light from this
logger-headed Jade, and walke afoote, and talke with
your poore friends.

Shad. Nay by my troth he is like me : if his belly
be emptie, his heart is full.

Andélo.  The famine of Gold gnawes his couetous
flomacke, more then the want of good vituals : Thou
haft lookt very deuilifhly euer fince the good Angel
left thee : come, come, leaue this broad brim fafhions,
becaufe the world frownes vpon thee, wilt not thou
fmile vpon vs ?

Ampe. Did but the bitternes of mine owne for-

tunes
Infect my tafte, I could paint ore my cheekes
With ruddy-coloured fmiles: tis not the want
Of coftly dyet or defire of gold,
Inforce this rupture in my wounded breft.
Oh no, our Father (if he liue) doth lie
Under the Iron foote of miferie,
And (as a Doue gript in a Faunlcons claw)
There pant’th for life being moft affur'd of death.
Brother, for him my foule thus languitheth.

Skad. Tis not for my old Mafter that I languifth.

Amped. 1 am not enamoured of this painted Idoll,,
This ftrumpet world ; for her moft beautious lookes
Are poyined baits, hung vpon golden hookes.

When fooles doe fwim in wealth, her Cynthian beames
Will wantonly daunce on the ﬁluer fireames :

But when this {quinteide age fees vertue poore,

And by a little fparke fits fhiuering,

Begging at all, relieu’d at no mans doore,

She fmiles on her (as the Sunne fhines on fire)

To kill that little heate, and with her frowne

Is proud, that the can treade poore vertue downe :
Therefore her wrinckled brow makes not mine fowr e,
Her gifts are toyes, and I deride her power.

Shad. ‘Tis not the crab-tree fac’d world nelther
that makes mine fowre.

Andelo. Her gifts toyes: wel brother vertue, we

Hz2
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haue let flip the ripe plucking of thofe toyes fo long,
that wee florith like Apple trees in September,
(which hauing the falling ficknes) beare neither fruit
nor leaues.

Shad. Nay by my troth, mafter, none flourith in
thefe withering times, but Auncient bearers and
trumpettors.

Andelo. Shaddow, when thou proueft a fubftance,
then the tree of vertue and honeftie, and fuch fruit of
heaunen thall florith vpon earth.

Skad. True, or when the Sunne fhines at mid-
night, or women flie, and yet they are light enough.

Andelo. Twas neuer merie world with vs, fince
purfes and bags were inuented, for now men fet lime
twigges to catch wealth : And gold, which ryfeth like
the funne out of the Eaft Indies, to thine vpon euery
one, is like a Conie taken napping in a Purfenet, and
fuffers his gliftring yellow face deitie to be lapt vp in
Lambfkins, as if the innocencie of thofe leather pri-
fons, fhould difpence with the Cheuerillj confciences
of the Iron harted Jaylers.

Shad. Snudges may well be called Jaylers: for if
a poore wretch fteale but into a debt of tenne pound,
they leade him ftraight to execution.

Andel. Doth it not vex thee, Shaddow, to flalke
vp and downe Cyprus, and to meete the out-fide of a
man, lapt all in Damafke, his head and beard as
white as milke, onely with coniuring in the fnowie
circles of the field Argent, and his nofe as red as
Scarlet, onely with kifling the ruddie lippes of Angels,

“and fuch an Image to weare on his thumbe, three
mens liuings in the thape of a feale Ring, whilft my
brother vertue here,

Shad. And you his brother Vice.

Andel,  Moft true, my little leane Iniquitie, whilft
wee three, if we thould ftarue, cannot borrow fiue
fhillings of him neither in word nor deede : does not
this vexe thee, Shaddow?

Shad. Not me; it vexes me no more to fee fuc’
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a pi€ture, then to fee an Affe laden with riches, be-
caufe I know when hee can beare no longer, he muft
leaue his burthen to fome other beaft.

Andel Art not thou mad, to fee money on Gold-
fmithes ftalles, and none in our purfes?

Shad, It mads not me, I thanke the deftinies.

Anded. By my pouertie, and thats but a threed-
bare oath, I am more then mad, to fee filkes and
veluets, lie crowding together in Mercers fhops, as in
prifons, onely for feare of the fmell of waxe (they
cannot abide to fee a man made out of waxe) for
thefe Satten commodities haue fuch fmooth con-
{ciences, that theile haue no man giue his word for
them, or ftand bownd for their comming foorth, but
vow to lie till they rot in thofe fhop Counters, except
Monfieur money baile them. Shaddow, I am eut of
my little wits to fee this.

Skad. So is not Shaddow: I am out of my wits,
to fee fat gluttons feede all day long, whilft I that
am leane, faft euery day : I am out of my wits, to fee
our Famagofta fooles, turne halfe a thop of wares into
a fuite of gay apparrell, onely to make other Ideots
laugh, and wife men to crie who's the foole now? 1
am mad, to fee Souldiours beg, and cowards braue:
I am mad, to fee Schollers in the Brokers fhop, and
Dunces in the Mercers : I am mad, to fee men that
haue no more fathjon in them then poore Shaddow, yet
muft leape thrice a day into three orders of fathions :
I am mad, to fee many things, but horne-mad, that
my mouth feeles nothing.

Andel. Why, now thaddow, I fee thou haft a fuh-
flance : I am glad to fee thee thus mad.

Amped. . The fonnes of Fortunatus had not wont,
Thus to repine at others happines :

But fooles haue alwaies this loofe garment wore,
Being poore themfelues, they with all others poore,
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madnes,

Turne your eyes inward, and behold your foule,
That wants more then your body : burnith that
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With glittering Vertue : and make Ideots gtieue,
To fee your beautious mind in wifedome thine,
As you at their rich pouertie repine.

Enter Fortunatus gallan.

And. Peace, good vertue, Shad. here comes
another Shadow.

Shad. Itfhould be a Camelion : for he is all in
colours,

Amp, Oh, tis my Father. With thefe teares of

ioye,
My loue and duetie greete your faire returne :
A double gladnefle hath refrefht my foule ;
One, that you liue, and one, to fee your fate
Lookes frethly howfoeuer poore in flate.

And. My father Fortunatus, & thus braue

Ska. Tis no wonder to fee 2 man braue, but a
wonder how he comes braue.

Fortunat. Deere Andelocia and fonne Ampedo,
And my poore feruant Shaddow : plume your fpirits
With light-wingd mirth : for Fortunatus hand
Can now powre golden fhowers into their laps,

That fometimes fcorn’d him for his want of gold.
Boyes, I am rich, and you fhall ne're be poore ;
Weare gold, fpend gold, we all in gold will feede,
Now is your father Fortunate indeede.

Andel.  Father, be not angrie, if I fet open the
windowes of my mind : I doubt for all your bragging,
you'le prooue like moft of our gallants in Famagofia,
that haue a rich outfide, & a beggerly infide, and like
Mules weare gay trappings, and good Veluet foote-
clothes on their backes, yet champe on the Iron bitte
of penurie, I meane, want coyne: You gild our eares
with a talke of Gold, but I pray dazell our eyes with
the maieftie of it.

Fort.” Firft will I wake your fences with the

found
Of golds fweete muficke: tell me what you heare
Amp. Belieue me, Sir, I heare not any thing.
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Andel. Ha, ha, ha. S'hart, I thought as much, if
I heare any gingling, but of the purfe ftrings that goe
flip, flap, flip, flap, flip, flap, would I were turnd into
a flip-flap, and folde to the Butchers.
Fort. Shaddow: Ile trie thine eares, harke, doft
rattle §
bla.dwd ?ﬂes,bhke three blew Beanes in a blew'
er, rattle er, rattle 1 your purl€ y
m 'ones without money, th’other without meate.
Fort. Bid your eyes blame the error of your eares :
You mifbeleeuing Pagans, fee, heres gold,
Ten golden pieces: take them, Ampedo.
Hold, Andelocia, here are ten for thee.
. oo‘;ilm)e. Shaddow, theres one for thee, prouide thee
e.
Fort. Stay, boy : hold, Shad. here are ten for thee.
Shad, Ten mafter? then defiaunce to Fortune, &
a Fig for famine.
: J:brt. Now tell me, wags, hath my purfe gold or
no
Andel. Wee the wags haue gold, Father; but I
thinke theres not one Angell more wagging in this
facred Temple ; why this is rare : Shaddow, fiue will
ferue thy turne, giue me th’ other fiue.
Skad. Nay, foft mafier, liberalitie dyed long agoe :
I fee fome rich beggers are neuer well, but when they
be crauing : My ten Duckets are like my ten fingers,
they will not ieopard a ioynt for you : I am yours, and
thefe are mine if I part from them, I fhall neuer haue
part of them.
Amp. Father, il heauen haue bleft you once
againe,
Let not an open hand difperfe that ftore ;
Which gone, lifes gone ; for all treade downe the
poore.
- Fort. Peace, Ampedo : talke not of pouertie,
Difdaine, my boyes, to kiffe the tawnie cheekes
Of leane neceflitie : make not inquirie,
How I came rich : I am rich, let that fuffice ;
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There are fowre leathern bags truft full of gold:
Thofe fpent, ile fill you more : goe lads, be gallant:
Shine in the ftreetes of Cyprus like two flarres,

And make them bow their knees that once did {pume

ou; :
For t)(') effect fuch wonders gold can turne you :
Braue it in Famagofta, or els where,
Ile trauell to the Turkifh Emperour :
And then ile reueli it with Prefier John,
Or banquet with great Cham of Tartarie,
And trie what frolicke Court the Souldan keepes;
Ile leaue you prefently : teare off thefe rags.
Glitter, my boyes, like Angels, that the world
May (whilft our life in pleafures circle romes)
Wonder at Fortunatus and his fonnes.

Andel. Come, Shaddow : now weele feaft it

royally. .
Shad. Doe, mafter, but take heede of beggerie.
Lxeunt.

Mufick jfounds: Enter yig with a gilded face, and
hornes on ker head : her garments long, painted be-
Jore with filuer halfe moones, increafing by litle and
litle, till they come to the full : in the midft of them
in Capitall letters this written : CRESCIT
EVNDQO: ker garment painted bekind with fooles
Jaces & diuels heads: and vndermeath it in the
midfl this written, Ha, Ha, He: fhe and others
wearing gilded vifards, and attirde like deuils,
bring out a faire tree of Gold with apples on it ;
afier ker comes Vertue, a coxecombe on her head, all
in white before, and This written chout the middle :
Sibi fapit : ker attire bekind painted with Crownes,
and Laurell garlands, fluck full of flarres, held out
by hands, thruft out of bright doudes, and among
them this written : Dominabitur aftris : Shee and
other Nimphes all in white with coxecombs on
their heads, bring a iree with greene and withered
leaues mingled together, and livle fruit on it : after
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her Fortune, one bearing her Wheee, another her
Globe and lafs, the Priefl.

Forture. You minifters of Vertue, Vice, and For-
tune,
Teare off this vpper ent of the earth,
And in her naked bofome flicke thefe trees.
: Vertue. How many kingdomes haue I meafured,
Onely to find a Climat, apt to cherith
Thefe withering braunches % but no ground can prooue
So happie ; (ay mee) none doe vertue loue ;
Tle trie this foyle ; if here I hike wife fade,.
To heauen ile flie, from whence I tooke my birth,
And tel the Gods, I am banifht from the earth.
Vice. Vertue, I am fworne thy foe: if there thon
plant, .
Here oppofite to thine, my tree fhall florith,
And (as the running wood-bind) fpread her armes,
To choke thy withering boughes in their embrace,
Ile driue thee from this world : were Vertue fled,
Vice as an Angell thould be honoured.
Fort. Seruants of this bright diuell & and that
poore Saint,
Applie your tafke whilft you are labouring :
To make your paines feeme fhort our prieft thall fing.

The fong : whilfl ke fings, the reft fet the trees indo the
earth.

Priefl, Vertues braunches wither, vertue pines,
O pittie, pittie, and alacke the time,
Vice doth flourifh, Vice in glorie thines,
Her gilded boughs aboue the Cedar clime,
Vice hath golden cheekes, O pittie, pittie,
Shein euery land doth monarchize.
Vertue i3 exilde from euery Cittie,
Vertue is a foole, Vice onely wife.
O pittie, pittie, Vertue weeping dies.
Vice laughs to fee her faint (alacke the time)
Thégefmckes : with painted wings the other

8, .
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Alacke that beft fhould fall, and bad fhould
clime,
O pittie, pittie, pittie, mourne, not fing,
Vice is a Saint, Vertue an vnderling.
Vice doth florifh, Vice in glorie thines,
Vertues braunches wither, Vertue pines.
Fyrt. Florith or wither, Fortune cares not which,
In eithers fall or height our Eminence
Shines equall to the Sunne : the Queene of chance
Both vertuous foules and vicious doth aduance.
Thefe thadowes of your felues thall (like your felues;).
Striue to make men enamoured of their beauties,
This groue fhall be our temple ; and henceforth
Be confecrated to our deities.
Vertt:. How few will come and kneel at vertues
thrine ?
Viee. 'This contents vertue, that fhe is cal'd diuine.
Fort. Poore Vertue, Fortune grieues to fee thy
lookes
Want cunning to intice : Why hang thefe leaues,
As loofe as Autumnes haire (which euery wind,
In mockerie blowes from his rotten browes %)
Why like a drunkard art thou pointed at ?
Why isthis Motley-fcorne fet on thy head
Why ftands thy Court wide open, but nonein it!
Why are the Chriftall pauements of thy temple,
Not worne, not trod vpon? All is for this,
Becaufe thy pride is to weare bafe attire,
Becaufe thine eyes flame not with amorous fire.
Vert. Vertue is faireft in a poore aray.
Fort. Poore foole, tis not this badge of puntle,
Nor Sib4 fapit, (painted on thy breaft,)
Allures mortalitie to feeke thy loue.
No : now the great wheele of thy Globe hath runne,
And met his firft point of creation.
On Crutches went this world but yefter-day,
Now it lies bed-rid, and is growne fo old,
That its growne young ; for tis a child againe,
A childith foule it hath, tis a meere foole :
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And fooles and children are well pleafde®with toyes :
So mutft this world, with thewes it muft be pleafed,
Then Vertue, buy a golden face like Vice,
And hang thy bofome full of filuer Moones,
To tell the credulous world, As thofe increafe,
As the bright Moone fwelles in her pearled Spheare,
So wealth and pleafures them to heauen thall reare.
Vert. Vertue abhorres to weare a borrowed face.
Vice.. Why haft thou borrowed then that Idiots
hood ¥
Vert. Fooles plac’d it on my head that knew me
not,
And I am proud to weare the fcorne of fooles.
Fort. Mourne in that pride & die, all the world
hates thee.
Vert. Not all, ile wander once more through the
world :
Wifedome I know hath with her blefled wings
Fled to fome bofome : if I meete that breft,
There ile erect my temple, and there reft.
Fortune nor Vice, thall then ere haue the power,
(By their loofe eyes) to intice my Paramour ;
Then will I caft off this deformitie,
And thine in glorie, and triumph to fee
Your conquerd at my feete, that tread on me.
Fort, Vertue begins to quarrell : Vice, farewell.
Vice. Stay, Fortune, whilft within this Groue we
dwel,
If my Angelicall and Saint:-like forme
Can win fome amorous foole to wanton here,
And tafte the fruite of this alluring tree,
Thus thall his fawcie browes adorned bee,
To make vs laugh. Makes hornes.
Fort, It will be rare : adiew, .
Ver. Foule hel-bred fiend, Vertue fhall firiue with
you,
If any be enamoured of thine eyes,
Their loue muft needes beget deformities.
Men are tranfformed to beaftes, feafting with finne ;
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But if .(in fpite of thee) their foules I winne,
To tafte this fruite, though thou difguife their head,
Their fhapes fhall be re-metamorphofed.
Vice. 1 dare thee doe thy worft.
Ver. My bett ile trie,
Fort. Fortune fhall iudge who winnes the foue-
raigntie. Exeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Chorus. 'The world to the circumference of heauen,
Is as a fmall point in Geometrie,
Whofe greatnes is fo little, that a lefle
Cannot be made : into that narrow roome,
Your quicke imaginations we muft charme,
To turne that world : and (turn’d) againe to part it
Into large kingdomes, and -within one moment,.
To carrie Fortunatus on the wings -
Of actiue thought, many a thoufand miles.
Suppofe then fince you laft beheld him here,
That you haue faild with him vpon the feas,
And leapt with him vpon the Afian thores,
Beene feafted with him in the Tartars palace,
And all the Courts of each Barbarian kings :
From whence (being cald by fome vnluckie flarre,)
(For happines neuer continues long,)
Helpe me to bring him backe to Arragon :
Where for his pride (Riches make all men proude)
On flight quarrell, by a couetous Earle,
Fortunes deere minion is imprifoned ;
There thinke you fee him fit with foldedm!mes,
Teares dropping downe ‘his cheekes, his white haires
torne,
His legges in ruflie fetters, and his tongue
Bitterly curfing that his fquint-eide foule
Did not make choice of wifedomes facred loue,
Fortune (to triumph in vnconfiancie,)
From prifon bailes him, (libertie is wild)
For being fet free, he like a luftie Eagle,
Cuts with his ventrous feathers through the fkie,
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And lights not till he find the Turkith court.

Thither tranfport your eyes, and there behold him,

Reuelling with the Emperour of the Eaft,

From whence (through feare) for fafegard of his life,

(Flying into the armes of vgly night,)

Suppofe you fee him brought to Babylon ;

And that the Sunne (clothed all in fire) hath rid

One quarter of his hot celeftiall way

With the bright morning, and that in this inftant,

He and the Soldan meete, but what they fay,

Liften you, the talke of Kings none dare bewray.
. Lxit.

Enter the Souldan, his Noblemen, and Fortunatus.

Sould. Art thou that Fortunatus, whofe great name,
Being carried. in the Charriot of the winds,
Hatft fild the Courts of all our Afian kings,
With loue and enute, whofe deere prefence tyes
The eyes of admiration to thine eyes 1
Art thou that Joue that in a thower of gold
Appearedft before the Turkith Emperour?
Fortunat, 1 am that Fortunatus, mightie Souldan.
Sould. Where is that purfe which threw abroad
fuch treafure?
Fort. 1 gaue it to the Turkifh Soliman,
A fecond I beftowed on Prefter Iohn,
A third the great Tartarian Cham receiued ;
For with thefe Monarches haue I banquetted,
And rid with them in triumph through their courts,
In chriftall Charriots drawne by Unicornes.
England, Fraunce, Spaine, and welthy Belgia,
And all the reft of Europs blefled daughters,
Haue made my couetous eye rich in th’ embrace
Of their celeftiall beauties ; now I come,
To fee the glorie of-faire Babylon.
Is Fortunatus wel-come torthe Soldan $
For I am like the Sunne, if Ioue once chide,
My gilded browes from amorous heauen I hide.
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Sould. Moft welcome, and moft happie are mine
armes
In circling fuch an earthly deitie ;
But will not Fortunatus make me bleffed
By fight of fuch a purfe}
Fort. Ere I depart,
The Soldan fhall receiue one at my Hands:
For I muft fpend fome time in framing it,
And then fome time to breathe that vertuous fpirit
Into the heart thereof, all which is don
By a moft facred 1nfp1rat10n
Sould. Wel-come, moft welcome to the Soldans
court ;
Stay here and be the king of Babylon,.
Stay here, and I will more amaze thine eyes
With wondrous fights, then can all Afia :
Behold yon towre, there flands mine Armourie,
In which are Corflets forg’d of beaten gold,
To arme ten hundred thoufand fighting men,
Whofe glittering {quadrons when the Sunne beholds,
They feeme like to ten hundred thoufand Ioues,
When Ioue on the proude backe of thunder rydes,
Trapt all in lightning flames : there can I thew thee
The ball of gold that fet all Troy on fire ;
There fhalt thou fee the fkarfe of Cupids mother,
Snatcht from the foft moyft Iuorie of her arme,
To wrap about Adonis wounded thigh,
There fhalt thou fee a wheele of Titans care,
Which dropt from heauen when Phaeton fir'd the
' world :
Ile giue thee (if thou wilt) two filuer Doues
Compof’d by Magicke to diuide the ayre,
Who (as they flie) fhall clap their filuer wings,
And giue firaunge muficke to the Elements ;
Ile giue thee els the fanne of Proferpine,
Which in reward (for a fweete Thracian fong,)
The black-browd Emprefie threw to Orpheus,
Being come to fetch Euridice from hell.
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HFort. Hath euer mortall eye beheld thefe won-
ders ? .
Sould. Thine (hall behold them, and make choice
of any,
So thou wilt giue the Souldan fuch a purfe.
Fort. By Fortunes blefled hand (who chriftned
me
The mightie Souldan fhall haue fuch a purfe,
Prouided I may fee thefe prizelefle wonders.
Sould. Leaue vs alone : neuer was mortal eare
Exeunt Nobles.
Acquainted with the vertue of a Jewell,
Which now ile thew, (out-valuing all the reft.)

Fort, Itis impofiible.

Sould. Behold this Catket,—Draw a Curtaine.
Fettered in golden chaines, the Lock pure gold,
The key of follide gold, which my felfe keepe,

And heres the treafure thats contained in it,
Tokes out the Hat.

Fort. A courfe felt Hat? is this the precious

Jewel?

Sowuld. Ile not exchange this, for ten Diadems.
On paine of death, none liften to our talke.

Fort. 'What needes this folemne coniuration !

Sould. O, yes, for none fhall vnderfland the worth

Of this ineftimable ornament,
But you : and yet not you, but that you fweare
By her white hand, that lent you fuch a name,
To leaue a wondrous purfe in Babylon.

Fort, What I haue {worne, I will not violate,
But now vncouer the vertues of this Hatte.

Sould. 1 thinke none liften ; if they doe, they die.

Fort. None liften : tell : what needs this iealoufie 1

Sould. You fee tis poore in fhew; did I want -

Jewels, :
Gold could beget them, but the wide worlds wealth
Buyes not this Hat ; this clapt vpon my head,

I (onely with a with) am through the ayre,
Tranfported in a moment ouer Seas,
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And ouerlands to any fecrete place ;
By this I fieale to euery Princes court,
And heare their priuate councels and preuent
All daungers which to Babylon are meant.
By helpe of this I oft fee annies ioyne,
Though when the dreadfull Aluarado founds,
I am diftant from the place a thoufand leagues,
Oh, had I fuch a purfe and fuch a Hat,
The Souldan were, of all, moft fortunate.
Fort. Oh, had I fuch a Hat, then were I braue.
Wheres he that made it ?
Sould. Dead, and the whole world
Yeelds not a workman that can frame the like.
Fort. No does? by "what trick fhal I make this
mine ¥ Afide.
Me thinkes, me thinkes, when you are borne o're Seas,
And ouer lands, the heauineffe thereof
Should waigh you downe, drowne you, or breake your
necke.
Sould. No, tis more light then any Hat befide :
Your hand fhall peife it.
Fort. Oh, tis woudrous heauie.
Sould. Fie, ya're deceau’d : trie it vpon your head.
Fort. Would I were now in Cyprus with my fons.
Exit.
Sould. Stay, Fortunatus, ftay, I am vndone.
Treafon, Lords, treafon, get me wings, ile flie
After this damn’d Traytor through the ayre.

Enter Nobles.

Nob. Who wrongs the mightie king of Babylon
Sould. This Fortunatus, this fiend wrongs your
. king. ’ .
NVobi. Locke the Court gates, where is the diuell
hid ? '
Sould. No gates no grates of Iron imprifon him,™
Like a Magician breakes he through the clouds,
Bearing my foule with him, for that Iewell gon,



Olde Fortunatus. 113

I am dead, and all is droffe in Babylon.

Flie after him, tis vaine, on the winds wings,

Heele ride through all the Courts of earthly kings.
Nobl. Whatis the Iewell that your grace hath loft ?
Sould. He dies that troubles me: call me not

king ;

For ile confume my life in forrowing, Exeunt.

Enter Andelocia very gallant, and Shaddow.

Andel, Shaddow ? what haue I loft to day at dice?
Skad. More then you will win againe in a month.
Andel. Why fir, how much comes it to ?

Shad. It comes to nothing, Sir, for you haue loft
your wits, and when a mans wittes are loft, the man is
like twentie poundes worth of Tobacco, which mounts
into th’ aire, and prooues nothing but one thing.

Andelp.  And what thing is that, you Affe !

Skad. Marrie fir, that he is an afle that melts {o
much money in fmoke.

Andel. ‘Twere a charitable deed to hang thee a
fmoking.

Skad. 1 thould neuer make good bacon, becaufe I
am not fat.

Andel.  Ile befworne thy wit is leane.

Skad. Its happie I haue a leane wit: but maﬁer,
you haue none ; for when your money tript away, that
went afterit, and euer fince you haue beene mad ; here
com’s your brother ; borrowe a dramme of him.

Enter Ampedo.

If his be not mouldie : for mens wits in thefe daies,
Are like the Cuckoo, bald once a yeere, and that
makes Motley fo deere, and fooles fo good cheape.

Andel.  Brother, all haile.

Skad. There’s a ratling falutation.

Andel. You muft lend me {ome more money:
Nay neuer looke fo flraunge, and you will come off, fo :
if you will barre me from fquare play, doe: come

1
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come, when the old traueller my Father comes home,
like a young Ape, full of fantafticke trickes, or a
painted Parrat ftucke full of outlandith feathers, heele
leade the world in a firing, and then (like a hot fhot)
Ile charge and difcharge all.

Shad. 1 would be loth, mafier, to fee that day:
for he leades the world in a firing that goes to
hanging.

And. Take heede I turne not that head into the

world, and leade you fo ?
Brother wilt be : Hay any ends of Gold or Siluer #

Amp. Thus wanton reuelling breedes beggerie.
Brother, twere better that you flill liu’d poore.

Want would make wifedome rich: but when your
Coffers

" Swell to the brim, then royt fets vp fayles,
And like a defperate vnfkild Mariner
Driues your vnfteddie fortunes on the point
Of wracke ineuitable ; of all the wealth,
Left (by our Father, when he left vs laft)
This little is vnfpent, and this being wafted,
Your ryot ends ; therefore confume it all,
Ile liue ; or dying, find fome buriall.
Thankes for my crownes.

Andel. Shaddow, I am villainous hungrie, to
heare one of the feuen wife Mafters talke thus emptily.

Shad. I am a villaine, mafter, if I am not hungrie.

Andel.  Becaufe ile faue this gold, firra Shaddowe,
weele feede our felues with Paradoxes.

Shad. Oh rare: what meat’s that?

Andel, Meate, you gull : tis no meate : a dith of
Paradoxes is a feaft of ftraunge opinion, tis an ordi-
narie that our greateft gallants haunt nowadaies, be-
caufe they would be held for Statefmen,

Skad. 1 fhall neuer fil my belly with opinions.

And. 1In defpite of fway-bellies, gluttons, & fweet
mouth’d Epicures, Ile haue thee maintaine a Paradox
in commendations of hunger.

Skad. 1 fhall neuer haue the flomacke to doo’t.
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‘And., Seeft thou this Crufado? do it, & turne this
into a feaft.

Shad. Couetoufnefle and lecherie are two diuels,
they’le tempt a man to wade through deepe matters :
Ile doo't though good cheare cofpire my death, for
fpeaking treafon againft her.

Andel.  Fall to it then with a full mouth.

Shad. Oh famine, infpire me with thy miferable

reafons.
I begin, matter.

Amp. O miferable inunocation.

Andel.  Silence.

Shad. Theres no man but loues one of thefe three
beaftes, a Horfe, a Hound, or a Whore ; the Horfe
by his goodwill, has his head euer in the maunger ;
the Whore with your ill will has her hand euer in your
purfe ; and a hungrie Dogge eates durtie puddings.

Andel. ‘This is profound, forward : the conclufion
of this now.

Siad. The conclufion is plaine : For fince all men
loue one of thefe three monfters, being fuch terrible
eaters, therefore all men loue hunger.

Amp. A very leane argument.

Skad. I can make it no fatter.

Andel. Proceede, good Shaddow ; this fats me.

Skad. Hunger is made of Gun-powder.

Andel.  Giue fire to that opinion.

Skad. Stand by, left it blow you vp: hunger is
made of Gun-powder, or Gun-powder of hunger; for
they both eate through flone walles; hunger is a
grindfione, it fharpens wit, hunger is fuller of loue
then Cupid, for it makes a man eate himfelfe ; hunger
was the firft that euer open’d a Cookes thop ; Cookes
the firlt that euer made fawce ; fawce being lickerifh,
lickes vp good meate; good meate preferues life:
Hunger therefore preferues life.

Amp. By my confent thou fhouldeft fill liue by
hunger.

Skad. Wot fo, hunger makes no man mortall :

12
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hunger is an excellent Phyfition : for hee dares kill
any body : hunger is one of the feuen liberall fciences.
Andel. O learned? Which of the feuen ?
Stad. Muficke, for theele make a man leape at a
cruft : but as few care for her fixe fifters, fo none loue

*to daunce after her pipe : Hunger, mafter, is hungrie’

and couetous; therefore the Crufado.
. Andel. But haft thou no fharper reafons then this?

Shad. Yes one: the dagger in Cyprus had neuer
ftabd out fuch fixe penie pipes, but for hunger.

And. Why, you dolt, thefe pies are butin their
minority.

Skad. My belly and my purfe haue beene twentie
times at daggers drawing, with parting the little
vrchins.

Enter Fortunatus.,

Ampe. Peace, Idiot, peace, my Father is return’d.

Fort. Touch mee not, boyes, I am nothing but
ayre, let none fpeake to me, till you haue markt me
well.

Shad. Now fpeake your mind.

Amp. Villaine, why haft thou chalkt my Fathers
backe ¥

Shad. Onely to marke him, & to trie what colour
aire is of.

Fort. Regard him not, Ampedo: Andelocia,
Shaddowe : view me, am I as you are, or am I tranf-
form’d ?

And. 1 thought trauel would turne my father,
mad man or foole.

Amp. How fhould you be tranfform’d I fee no
chaunge.

Skad. If your wits be not planet ftrucken, if your
braines lie in their right place, you are well inough ;
for your body is little mended by your fetching fega-
ries.

Andel.  Mee thinkes, father, you looke as you did,
onely your face is more withered.
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Fort. Thats not my fault, age is like loue, it can-
not be hid.

Skad. Or like Gun-powder a fire, or like a foole,
or like a young nouice new come to his lands : for all
thefe will thew of what houfe they come : now fir, you
may ampiifie.

Fort. Shaddow, turne thy tongue to a fhaddow, be
filent : Boyes be proud, your Father hath the whole
world in this compaﬂe, I am ali felicitie, vp to the
brimmes. In a minute am I come from Babylon I
haue beene this half howre in Famagofta.

And. How? in a minute, father? Ha, ha, I fee
trauellers muft lie.

Skad. Tis their deftinie : the Fates doe fo confpire.

Fort. 1 haue cut through the ayre like a Falcon;
I would haue it feeme ftraunge to you. ,

Shad. So it does, Sir.

Fort. But tis true : I would not haue you belieue
it neither.

Shad. No more we doe not, Sir.

Fort. But tis miraculous & true : defire to fee you,
brought me to Cyprus ; ile leaue you more Gold, and
goe vifite more Countries.

Sha. Leaue vs gold inough, and weele make all
Countries come vifit vs.

Amp. The froftie hand of age now nips your bloud,
And firowes her fnowie flowers vpon your head,

And giue you warning that within few yeeres,

Death needes muft marrie you : thofe fhort liues
minutes,

That dribble out your life, muft needes be fpent,

In peace not trauell: reft in Cyprus then.

Could you furuaie ten worlds, yet you muft die ;

And bitter is the fweete thats reapt thereby.

And. Faith father, what pleafure haue you met by
walking your ftations?

Fort, What pleafure, boy$} I haue reueld with
kings, daunc’d with Queenes, dallied with Ladies,
worne firaunge attires, {feene fantafticoes, conuerft with
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humorifts, beene rauitht with diuine raptures of Dorick,
Lidian and Phrigian harmonies, I haue fpent the day
in triumphes, and the night in banquetting.

Andel. Oh rare : this was heanenly.

Skad. Me thinkes t'was horrible.

Andel. He that would not be an Arabian Phenix
to burne in thefe fweete fires, let him liue like an
Owle for the world to wonder at.

Amp. Why, brother, are not all thefe vanities §

Fort. Vanities? Ampedo, thy foule is made of
lead, too dull, too ponderous to mount vp to the in-
comprehenfible glorie, that trauell lifts men to.

Shad. My olde mafters foule is Corke and feathers,
and being fo light doth eafily mount vp.

Ande. Sweeten mine eares, good father, with fome
more.

Fort. When in the warmth of mine owne countries

armes
We yawn'd like fluggards, when this fmall Horizon
Imprifon’d vp my body, then mine eyes
Worthipt thefe clouds as brighteft ; but, my boyes,
The gliftring heames. which doe abroad appeare,
(In other heauens) fire is not halife fo cleare.

Skad. Why, fir, are there other heauens in other
countries ?

Andel. Peace, interrupt him not vpon thy life.

For. For flill in.all the Regions I haue feene,

I fcorn’d to crowd among the muddie throng

Of the rancke multitude, whofe thickned breath,

Like to condenfed Fogs doe choake that beautie,

Which els would dwell in euery kingdomes cheeke.

No, I fiill boldly ftept into their Courts,

.For there to liue tis rare, O tis diuine;

There fhall you fee faces Angelicall,

There fhall you fee troopes of chaft Goddefles,

Whofe flar-like eyes haue power, (might they ftill
thine)

To make night day, and day more chriftalline.

Neere thefe you fhall behold great Herves,
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White headed Councellors and Jouiall fpirites,
Standing like fierie Cherubins to gard

‘The Monarch, who in God-like glorie fits.

In midft of thefe, as if this deitie

Had with a looke created a new world ;

The ftanders by, being the faire workemanthip.

Anded. Oh how my foule is rapt toa third heauen.
Ile trauell fure, and liue with none but kings.

Shad. Then Shaddow muft die among knaues;
and yet why fo? in a bunch of Cards, knaues waite
vpon the kings.

And. When I turne king, then fhalt thou waite
on me. :

Shad. Well, theres nothing impoffible : a dog has
his day, and fo haue you.

Amp. But tell me, father, haue you in ail courts
Beheld fuch glorie, fo maiefticall $
In all perfection$ no way blemithed?

Fort. In fome Courts fhall you fee ambition
Sit piecing Dedalus old waxen wings,

But being clapt on, and they about to flie,
Euen when their hopes are bufied in the clouds,
They melt againft the Sunne of maiettie,

And downe they turable to deftruction :

For fince the heauens ftrong armes teach kings to ftand,
Angels are plac’'d about their glorious throne,
To gard it from the firokes of Traitrous hands.
By trauell, boyes, I haue feene all thefe things,
Fantafticke complement ftalkes vp and downe,
Trickt in out-landith Fethers, all his words,

His lookes, his oathes, are all ridiculous,

All apith, childith, and Italianate.

Enter Fortune : after ker three deftinies working.

Shad. 1 know a medicine for that maladie,

Fort. By trauell, beyes, I haue feene all thefe
things.

Andel.  And thefe are fightes for none, but gods &
kings. ’
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Skad. VYes,and for Chriften creatures, if they be
not blind. '
Fort. In thefe two hands doe I gripe all the world. i
This leather purfe, and this bald woollen Hat :
Make me a Monarch : heres my Crowne and Scepter.
In progrefle will I now goe through the world,
Ile cracke your thoulders, boyes, with bags of gold
Ere I depart; on Fortunes wings I ride,
And now fit in the height of humane pride.
Fortune. Now, foole, thou lieft ; where thy proud
feete doe tread
Thefe fhal throw downe thy cold & breathlefle head.
Fort. O facred deitie, what sinne is don, '
That deaths Iron fit fhould wreftle with thy fonne ¢
All knede.
Fortune. Thou art no fonne of Fortune, but her
flave : !
Thy Cedar hath afpir'd to his full height.
Thy Sunne like glorie hath aduaunc’d her felfe
Into the top of prides Meridian,
And downe amaine it comes. From beggerie
.1 plum’d thee like an Oftrich, like that Oftrich
Thou haft eaten Metals, and abufde my giftes,
Haft plaid the Ruffian, wafted that in ryots,
Which as a blefling I beftowed on thee.
Fort. Forgiue me, I will be more prouident.
Fortune. No, endleffe follies follow endlefle wealth.
Thou hadft thy fancie, I muft haue thy fate,
Which is, to die when th’art moft fortunate.
This inckie thread thy vgly finnes haue fpun,
Blacke life, blacke death ; fafter, that it were don.
Fort. Oh, let me liue, but till I can redeeme.
Fortune. ‘The deflinies denie thee longer life,
Fort. 1 am but now lifted to happines.
Fortune. And now I take moft pride to caft thee
downe.
Hadft 1:hou chofen wifedome, this blacke had beene
white, .
And deaths flerne browe could not thy foule afright.
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Fort. Take this againe: giue wifedome to my

fonnes.

Fortune. No, foole, tis now too late: as death

ftrikes thee,
So fhall their ends fudden and wretched bee.
Ioues daughters (righteous deftinies) make hafte,
His life hath waftefull beene, and let it wafte.
Exeunt.

Andel.  Why the pox doeft thou fweate fo$

Skad. For anger to fee any of Gods Creatures
haue fuch filthie faces as thefe Semfters had that went
hence.

Andel.  Semtfters ¢ why, you afle, they are deftinies.

Skad.. Indeede, if it bee ones deftinie to haue a
filthie face, I know no remedie but to goe Matkt and
crie, Woe worth the Fates.

Amp. Why droopes my father 1 thefe are onely

fhaddowes,
Raizd by the malice of fome enemie,
‘To fright your life, o’re which they haue no power.

Skad. “Shaddowes? I defie their kinred.

Fort. O Ampedo, I faint; helpe me, my fonnes.

Andel. Shaddow, I pray thee runne and call more
helpe. '

Skad. If that defperate Don Dego death hath
tane vp the Cudgels once, heres neuer a Fencer in
Cyprus dare take my old matfters part.

Andel. Runne, villaine, call more helpe.

Skad. Bid him thanke the deftinies for this. Exif.

Fort. Let me fhrincke downe, & die betweene

your armes,
Helpe comes in vaine. No hand can conquer Fate,
This inflant is the laft of my lifes date. ’
This Goddefle (if at leaft thee be a goddefle)
Names her felfe Fortune : wandring in a wood,
Halfe famitht, her I met. I baue, quoth fthee,
Sixe gifts to fpend vpon mortalitie,
Wifedome, firength, health, beautie, long life and
riches.
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Out of my bountie one of thefe is thine.
Amp. “What benefit did from your choyce arife ?
Fo{:t Liften, my fonnes: In this {mall compafle

ies,

Infinite treafure: this fhee gaue to-mee,

And gaue to this, this vertue, Take (quoth fhee)

So often as from hence thou drawft thy hand,

Ten golden peeces of that kingdomes coyne,

Where er'e thou liv'ft, which plenteous fure fhall laft,

After thy death, till thy fonnes lines doe watte,

Andel. Father, your choice was rare, the gift

diuine.

Fort. It had beene fo, if riches had beene mine.

Amp. But hath this golden vertue neuer faild ?

Fort. Neuer.

Andel. O admirable: heare’s a fire
Hath power to thaw the very heart of death,

And giue ftones life, by this moft facred death,
See brother, heres all India in my hand.

Fort. Inherite you (my Sonnes) that golden land.

This Hat I brought away from Babylon,
I robd the Souldan of it, tis a prize
Worth twentie Empires. Inthis Jewell Kies.

Andel. How, father? Jewell? call you this a
Jewell? It's courfe Wooll, a bald fathion, and greafie
to the brim; I haue bought a better Felt for a
French crowne fortie times : Of what vertnous blocke
is this Hat, I pray

Fort. Set 1t vpon thy head, and with a wifh,

Thou in the moment on the winds fwift wings,
Shalt be tranfported into any place.

Andel. A withing Hat, and a golden mine?

For. O Andelocia, Ampedo, now death
Sounds his third fommons: I muft hence: thefe

Jewels
To both I doe bequeath ; diuide them not,
But vfe them equally : neuer bewray
What vertues are in them ; for if you doe,
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Much fhame, much griefe, much daunger followes
you.
Perufe this booke : farwell : behold in me
The rotten firength of proud mortalitie.
Ampe. His foule is wandring to the Elizium fha.des.
Anded, The flowre thats freth at noone, at Sun-fet
fades.
Brother, clofe you downe his eyes, becaufe you were
his eldeft ; and with them clofe vp your teares, whilft
I (as all yonger brothers doe) fhift for my felfe : let
vs mourne, becaufe hees dead, but mourne the lefle,
becaufe he cannot reuiue : the honour we can doe him,
is to burie him royally, lets about it then, for ile not
melt my felfe to death with fcalding fighes, nor drop
my foule out at mine eyes, were my father an Empe-
rour.
Amp. Hence, hence, thou flop'tt the tide of my
true teares.
True griefe is dumbe, though it hath open eares.
Andd. Yet God fend my griefe a tongue, that I
may haue good viterance for it : Sob on, brother mine,
whilt you figh there,ile fit & read what Storie my
father has written here.

They both fall aflecte: Fortune and a companie of
Satyres enter with Muficke, and playing about For-
tunatus body, take them away; They gone, Shad-
dow enters running.

Shad. 1 can get none, I can find none: where are
you, mafter? Haue I tane you napping? and you
too? I fee forrowes eye-lids are made of a Dor-
moufe fkin, they feldome open, or of a mifers purfe,
that’s alwaies fhut : So ho, maifter.

Andel. Shaddow, why how now ? whats the mat-
ter?

Shad. 1 can get none Sir, tis impoffible.

Amp. What is impoffible? what canft not get.

Shad. No helpe for my old mafter.
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Andel. zI-Ia.{’c thou beene all this while calling for
helpe .

Skha. Yes fir: he fcornd all Famagofta when he
was in his huffing, and now hee lies puffing for wind,
.they fay they fcorne him.

Amp. The poyfon of their fcorne infects not him ;
He wants no helpe. See where he breathles lies :
Brother, to what place haue you borne his body ?

Andel. 1 beareit? . I toucht it not.

Amp. Nor I: aleaden flumber preft mine eyes.

Shad. Whether it were lead or lattin that hafpt
downe thofe winking cafements, I knowe not, but I
found you both fnorting.

Amp. And in that fleepe (me thought) I heard the

, tunes !
Of fullen paflions apt for Funerals,
And faw my Fathers liuelefle body borne
By Satyres: O I feare that deitie
Hath ftolne him hence, that Snudge his deflinie.

And. 1 feare hees ryfen againe, didft not thou
meete him ?

Skad. 1 fir? doe you thinke this white and red
durft haue kift my fweete cheekes, if they had feene
a ghoft? But, mafter, if the deftinies, or Fortune, or
the Fates, or the Fayries haue ftolne him, neuer indite
them for the Felonie : for by this meanes the charges
of a Tombe is fau’d, and you being his heyres, may
doe as many rich Executors doe, put that money in
your purfes, and giue out that he dyed a begger.

Andel. Away, you Roague, my Father die a beg-
: ger?

Ile build a Tombe for him of maffie Gold.

Shad. Methinkes, mafier, it were better to let the
memory of him thine in his owne vertues (if hee had
any) than in Alablafter.

Andel. 1 fhall mangle that Alablafter face, you
whorefon vertuous vice.

Shad. He has a Marble heart, that can mangle a
face of Alablafter.
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Andel. Brother, come, come, mourne not, our
Father is but ftept to agree with Charon for his boate
byre to Elizium. See, heres a Storie of all his tra-
uels ; this booke fhall come out with a new Addition:
Ile treade after my Fathers fieps; ile goe meafure the
world, therefore]lets fhare thefe Jewels, take this or
this.

Amp. Will you then violate our Fathers Will¢

Ande. A puritane! keepe a dead mans Will}
Indeed in the old time, when men were buried in foft
Church-yardes, that their Ghofts might rife, it was
good : but, brother, now they are imprifond in firong
Brick and Marble, they are faft : feare not: away,
away, thefe are fooleries, gulleries, trumperies ; heres
this or this, or I am gon with both.

Amp. Doe you as you pleafe, the finne fhall not be

mine.

Fooles call thofe things prophane, that are diuine.

Andel. Are you content to weare the Jewels by
turnes? Ile haue the purfe for a yeere, you the Hat,
and as much gold, as youle aftke; & when my
purfourfhip ends, ile refigne, and cap you.

Amp. 1 am content to beare all difcontents. Exit.

Andel. 1fhould ferue this bearing Affe rarely now,
if I thould load him, but I will not, though con{cience
bee (like Phyficke) feldome vfed, (for fo it does leaft
hurt) yet ile take a dram of it : this for him, and fome
gold : this for me: for hauing this mint about me,
I fhall want no withing Cap: gold is an Eagle,
that can flie to any place, and like death, that dares
enter all places.
Shaddow, wilt thou trauell withme %

S#a. 1 fhal neuer fadge with the humor becaufe I
cannot lie.

And. Thou dolt, weele vifit all the kings courts in
the world.

Shad. So we may, and returne dolts home, but
what fhall we learne by trauaile ?

Andel.  Fafhions.
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Shad. Thats a beaftly difeafe : me thinkes its bet-
ter ftaying in your owne countrie.

Andel. How? In mine owne countrie? like a
Cage-birde and fee nothing

Shad. Nothing 1 yes you may fee things enough, for
what can you fee abroad that is not at home? The fame
Sunne cals you vp in the morning, and the fame man
in the Moone lights you to bed at night, our fields are as
greene as theirs in fummer, and their frofts will nip vs
more . in winter : Our birds fing as fweetly & our
women are as faire: In other countries you fhall
haue one drinke to you, whilft you kifle your hand,
and ducke, heele poyfon you: I confefle you fhall

_ meete more fooles, and affes, and knaues abroad then

at home (yet God be thanked we haue prettie ftore of
all) but for Punckes, wee put them downe.

And. Prepare thy fpirits, for thou fhalt goe with

me,

To England fhall our ftarres direct our courfe,
Thither the prince of Cyprus (our kings fonne)
Is gon to fee the louely Agripyne,
Shaddow, weele gaze vpon that Englith dame,
And trie what vertue gold has to inflame.
Firft to my brother, then away lets flie,
Shaddow muft be a Courtier ere he die. Exit.

Stad. If T muft, the Fates fhall bee ferw’d: I
haue feene many clownes Courtiers, then why not
Shaddow ? Fortune, I am for thee. Exit.

Enter Orleans melancholike, Galloway with kim, a boy
after them with a Lute.

Orle. Begone: leaue that with me, and leaue me
to my felfe, if the King afke for me, fwere to him I
am ficke, and thou fhalt not lie, pray thee leaue me.

Boy. I am gon, Sir. Exit.
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Orle. This muficke makes me but more out of
tune.
O, Agripyna. .
Gall. Gentle friend, no more.
‘Thou fajeft loue is a2 madnes, hate it then,
Euen for the names fake.
Orle. O, Iloue that madnes,
Euen for the names fake.
Gall. Let me tame this frenzie,
By telling thee thou art a prifoner here,
By telling thee thees daughter to a king,
By telling thee the king of Cyprus fonne
Shines like a Sunne, betweene her lookes and thine,
Whillt thou feem’ft but a ftarre to Agripyne :
He loues her.
Orle. If he doe: why fo doe I.
Gall. Loue is ambitious and loues maieftie.
Orle. Deere friend, thou art deceiued, loues voice
doth fing )
As fweetely in a begger as a king.
Gall. Deere friend, thou art deceyu’d : O bid thy
foule
Lift vp her intelle€tual eyes to heauen,
And (in this ample booke of wonders) read,
Of what celeftiall mold, what facred effence,
Her felfe is formd, the fearch whereof will driue
Sounds muficall among the iarring fpirits,
And in fweete tune fet that which none inherits.
Orle. lle gaze on heauen if Agripyne be there:
If not: Fa, La, la, Sol, la, &c.
Gall. O, call this madnes in, fee from the win-
dowes
Of euery eye Derifion thrufts out cheekes,
Wrinckled with Idiot laughter : euery finger
Is like a Dart fhot from the hand of fcorne,
By which thy name is hurt, thine honour torne.
Orle. Laugh they at me, {weete Galloway 1
Gall. Euen at thee.
Orle. Ha, ha, I laugh at them, are not they mad,
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‘That let my true true forrow make them glad

I daunce and fing onely to anger griefe,

That in that anger, he might fmite life downe

With his Iron fift : good heart, it feemeth then,

They laugh to fee griefe kiil me : O, fond men,

You laugh at others teares, when others fmile,

You teare your felues in peeces : vile, vile, vile,

Ha, ha, when I behold a fwarme of fooles,

Crowding together to be counted wife,

I laugh becaufe {fweete Agripine’s not there,

But weepe becaufe fhee is not any where,

And weepe becaufe whether fhee be or not,

My loue was euer and is flill forgot : forgot, forgot,
forgot.

Gall. Draw backe this fireame, why fhould my
Orleans mourne ¥

Orle. Looke yonder, Galloway, doeft thou fee that

Sunne ?

Nay good friend, ftare vpon it, marke it well,
Ere he be two howres elder, all that glorie
Is banifht heauen, and then (for griefe) this tkie,
That's now fo iocund, will mourne all in blacke,
And fhall not Orleans mourne ? Alacke, alacke.
O what a Sauage tyrannie it were
Pinforce care, laugh and woe : not thed a teare 3
Dead is my loue, I am buried in her fcorne,
That is my Sun-fet, and fhall I not mourne ?
Yes by my troth I will.

Gall. Deere friend forbeare,
Beautie (like forrow) dwelleth euery where.
Race out this firong Idea of her face,
As faire as hers fhineth in any place.

Orle. Thou art a Traytor to that white and red,
Which fitting on her cheekes (being Cupids throne)
Is my hearts foueraigne : O when fhee is dead,
This wonder (Beautie) fhall be found in none,

Now Agripyne’s not mine, I vow to be
In loue with nothing but deformitie,
O faire Deformitie, I mufe all eyes



Olde Fortunatus. 129

Are not enamord of thee: thou didft neuer
Murder mens hearts, or let them pine like wax,
Melting againft the Sunne of thy deftinie,
Thou art a faithfull nurfe to Chaftitie,

Thy beautie is not like to Agripynes,

For cares, and age, and ficknefle hers deface,
But thine’s eternall ; O Deformitie,

Thy fairenes is not like to Agripynes,

For (dead) her beautie will no beautie haue,
But thy face lookes moft louelyin the graue.

Enter Prince of Cyprus and Agripyne.

Gall. See where they come together hand in

hand.

Orle. O, watch fweete Galloway, when their hands

doe part,
Betweene them, fhalt thou find my murdred heart.

Cypr. By this then it feemes a thing impofiible, to
know when an Englith Lady loues truely.

Agrip. Not fo, for when her foule fteales into her
heart, and her heart leapes vp to her eyes, and her
eyes drop into her hands, then if fhee fay, Heres my
hand, thees your owne, elfe neuer.

Cys. Heres a paire of your prifoners, lets try their
opinion.

Agrip. My kind prifoners well encountred, the
Prince of Cyprus here and my felfe haue beene wrang-
ling about a queftion of loue: my Lord of Orleans,
you looke leane, and likeft a louer ; Whether is it
more torment to loue a Lady and neuer enioy her, or
alwaies to enioy a Lady, whome you cannot choofe but
hate ?

Orle. 'To hold her euer in mine armes whome I
loath in my heart, were fome plague, yet the punith-
ment were no more then to be enioyned to keepe
poyfon in my hand, yet never to tafte it.

Agri. But fay you fhould be compeld to fwallow
the poyfon 1

K
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Orlke. Then a fpeedy death would end a fpeeding
miferie : But to loue a Lady and neuer enioy her,
oh itis not death, but worfe then damnation; Tis
hell, tis.

Agrip. No more, no more, good Orleans, nay then
I fee my prifoner is in loue too.

Cypr. Me thinkes, fouldiers cannot fal into the
fathion of loue.

Agrip. Me thinkes, a Souldier is the moft faithfull
louer of all men els: for hisaffection ftands not vpon
complement: his wooing is plaine home-fpun ftuffe ;
theres no outlandifh thred in it, no Rethoricke: a
Souldier cafts no figures to get his miftris heart, his
loue is like his valour in the field, when he payes downe-
right blowes.

Gall. True, Madam, but would you receiue fuch
paiment 1

Agrip. No, but I meane, I loue a Souldier beft,
for his plaine dealing.

Cypr. Thats as good as the firft.

Agrip. Be it fo, that goodnefle I like : for what
Lady can abide to loue a Spruce filken face Courtier,
that ftands euery morning two or three howres learn-
ing how to looke by his Glaffe, how to fpeake by his
Glaffe, how to figh by his glafle, how to court his
Miftris by his Glaffe. I would wifh him no other
plague, but to haue a Miftris as brittle as glaffe.

Gall. And that were as bad as the horne plague.

Cypr. Are any louers pofieft with this madnes?

Agrip.  What madman are not poffeft with this
loue ? yet by my troth, wee poore women doe but
fmile in our fleeves to fee all this fopperie: yet
we all defire to fee our louers attirde gallantly, to
heare them fing fweetely, to behold them daunce
comely and fuch like; but this apith monkie fathion
of effeminate nicenefle, out vpon it: Oh, I hate it
worfe then to be counted a fcould.

Cygr. Indeede men are moft regarded, when they
leaft regard themfelues.
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Gall. And women moft honored, when they thew
" moft mercy to their louers.

Orle. But it not a miferable tyranie, to fee a
Lady triumph in the paffions of a foule languithing
through her crueltie {

Cypr. Me thinkes it is.

Gall. Me thinkes tis more then tyrannie.

Agrip. So thinke not I ; for as there is no reafon
to hate any that loue vs, fo it were madnes to loue all
that doe nothate vs; women are created beautifull, onely
becaufe men fhould wooe them ; for twere miferable
tyrannie to inioyne poore women to wooe men : I
would not heare of a woman in loue for my fathers
kingdome,

Cyp. I neuer heard of any woman that hated
Ioue.

Agrip. Nor I: but we had all rather die then con-
fefle wee loue ; our glorie is to heare men figh whilft
we fmile, to kil them with a frowne, to Qtrike them
dead with a fharpe eye, to make you this day weare a
Feather, and to morrow a ficke nightcap: Oh, why
this is rare, there’s a certaine deitie in this, when a
Lady by the Magicke of her lookes, can turne a man
into twentie {hapes.

Orle. Sweete friend, fhee fpeakes this but to torture
mee.

Gall. Ile teach thee how to plague her: loue her
not. :

Agrip. Poore Orleans, how lamentably he lookes :
if hee ftay, heele make me furely loue him for pure
pittie. I muft fend him hence, for of all fortes of
loue, I hate the French ; I pray thee, fweet prifoner,
intreate Lord Longauile to come to me prefently.

Orle. 1 will: and efteeme my felfe more then
happie, that you will imploy me. Exit.

Agrip. Watch him, watch him for Gods fake, if
hee figh not or looke not backe.
hC’yp. He does both: but what mifterie lyes in
this ?
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Agrip. Nay, no mifterie, tis as plaine as Cupids
forehead : why this is as it fhould be : And efteeme
my felfe more then happie, that you will imploy me :
my French prifoner is in loue ouer head and eares.

Cypr. 1ts wonder how he fcapes drowning.

. Gall. With whom thinke you{

Aerip. With his keeper, for a good wager: Ah,
how glad is he to obey? And how proud am I to
command in this Empire of affeCtion? Ouer him
and fuch Spungy-liverd youthes, (that lie foaking in
loue) I triumph more with mine eye, then euer he did
ouer a Souldier with his fword. Ift not a gallant vic-
torie for me to fubdue my Fathers enemy with a looke %
Prince of Cyprus, you were beft take heede, how you
encounter an Englith Lady.

Cygr. God blefle me from louing any of you, if
all bee fo cruell.

Agryp. God blefle me from fuffring you to loue
me, if you be not fo formable.

Cyp, Wil you commaund me any feruice, as you
haue done Orleans?

Agrip. No other feruice but this, that (as Orleans)
you loue me, for no other reafon, but that I may tor-
ment you. .

Cypr. I wil: conditionally, that in all companie I
may call you my tormenter.

Agr. You fhall: conditionally, that you neuer beg
for mercy. Come, my Lord of Galloway.

Gall. Come, fweete Madam. Exeunt.

Manet Cyprus.

Cypr. The Ruby-colourd portals of her fpeech
Were clofde by mercy : but vpon her eye,
(Attird in frownes) fat murdring crueltie.

Enter Agrip. and liflens.

Shees angrie, that I durft fo high afpire.
O, fhee difdaines that any ftraungers breft
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Should be a Temple for her deitie :

Shees full of beautie, full of bitternes.

Till uow, I did not dally with loues fire :

And when I thought to try his flames indeede,

I burnt me euen to cinders : O, my ftarres,

Why from my natiue thore did your beames guide me,
To make me dote on her that doth deride me %

She knecles : ke walkes mufing.

Agri. Hold him in this mind, fweete Cupid, I con-
iure thee. O, what mufick thefe hey-hoes make? I
was about to caft my litle litle felfe into a great loue
trance for him, fea.nng his hart had been flint : but
fince I fee tis pure virgin wax, he fhal melt his belly
full: for now I know how to temper him. Exit.

Cypr. Neuer beg mercy ? yet be He fpies her.

my tormenter.’
I hope thee heard me not : doubtlefle thee did :
And now will the infult vpon my paffions,
And vex my conftant loue with mockeries.
Nay, then ile be mine owne Phyfician,
And’out face loue, and make her thinke that I
Mournd thus, becaufe I faw her ftanding by
What newes, my Lord of Cornewall }

Enter Cornewall,

Cornew. This faire Prince,
One of your Countrie-men, is come to Court,
A luttie gallant braue in Cyprus Ile,
With fiftie bard Horfes prawncing at his heeles,
Backt by as many ftrong limbd Cypriots.
All whom he keepes in pay : whofe offred feruice,
Our king with Armes of gladnes hath embrac’d.
Cypr. Borne in the Ile of Cyprus? whats his
name }
Govrnew. His feruants call him Fortunatus fonne
Cypr. Rich Fortunatus fonne? Is he ariu’d
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Enter Longauile, Galloway, and Chefler
with Fewels.

ZLonga., This he beftowed on me.

Cheft.  And this on me.

Gallow. And this his bounteous hand inforc’d mee

take. :

Longa. 1 prize this Jewell at 2 hundred Markes,
Yet would he needes beftow this gift on me.

Cyp. My Lords, whofe hand hath beene thus pro-
digal ¥

Gallow. Your countrieman my Lord, a Cypriot.
. Lorga. The gallant fure is all compact of gold,
To euery Lady hath he giuen rich Jewels,
And fent to euery feruant in the Court
Twentie faire Englith Angels.

Cypr. This is rare.

. Enter Lincolne.

Lincol. My Lords, prepare your felues for re-
ueling,
Tis the kings pleafure that this day be fpent
In royall paftimes, that this golden Lord,
(For fo all that behold him, chriften him)
May taft the pleafures of our Englifth court.
Here comes the gallant, fhining like the Sunne.

Trumpets found: Enter Athelflane, Andelocia, Agri-
pyne, Orleans, Ladies, and other aflendants, In-
Jultado a Spanifh Lord . Muficke founds within..

Andel.  For thefe your royall fauours done to me,
(Being a poore ftraunger) my beft powres fhall
proue,
By Acts of worth, the foundnes of my loue.
Athelff. Herein your loue thall beft fet'out it felfe,
By ftaying with vs: if our Englith Ile
Hold any obiet welcome to your eyes,

P
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Doe but make choice, and claime it as your prize.
The King and Cyprus conferre afide.
Ande. 1 thanke your grace: would he durft keepe
his word,

I know what I would claime : Tuth, man, be bold,

Were thee a Saint, thee may be wonne with gold.
Cypr. Tis ftraunge I muft confefle, but in this pride,

His Father Fortunatus (if he liue)

Confumes his life in Cyprus : ftill he fpends,

And ftill his Coffers with abundance fwell,

But how he gets thefe riches none can tell.

The King and Agripyne conferre ajide.
Athelfi. Hold him in talke : come hither, Agripyne.
Cypr. But what intic’'de young Andelociaes foule
To wander hither?
Andel. That which did allure,

My foueraignes fonne, the wonder of the place.

Agr. This curious heape of wonders, (which an
Emprefle

Gaue him) he gaue me, and by Venus hand,

The warlike Amorato needes would fweare,

Hee left his countrie Cyprus for my loue.

Atkelft.  If by the foueraigne Magicke of thine eye,

Thou canft inchant his lookes to keepe the circles

Of thy faire cheekes, be bold to trie thy charmes,

Feede him with hopes, and find the royall veine,

That leades this Cypriot to his golden mine.

Here's Muficke fpent in vaine, Lords, fall to dauncing.
Cypr. My faire tormentor, will you lend a hand %
Agrip. 1le try this firangers cunning in a daunce.
Andel. My cunning is but fmall, yet whoo’le not

proue -

To fhame himfele for fuch a Ladies loue }

Orle. 'Thefe Cypriots are the diuels that torture me.

He courts her, and thee fmiles, but I am borne,

To be her beauties flaue, and her loues {corne.

And. 1 fhall neuer haue the face to afke the quef-
tion twice.
Agrip. Whats the reafon? Cowardlynes or pride ?
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Andel. Neither: but tis the fathion of vs Cypriots,
both men and women, to yeeld at firft affault, and we
expect others thould doe the like.

Agrip. Its a figne, that either your women are
very black, & are glad to be fped, or your men very
fond, & wil take no denial.

Andel. Indeede our Ladies are not fo faire as you.

Agrip. But your men more ventrous at a breach
then you, or els they are all daftardly fouldiers.

Andel. Hee that fightes vader thefe fweete colours,
& yet turnes coward, let him bee fhot to death with
the terrible arrowes of faire Ladies eyes.

Athelff. Nay Infultado, you muft not denie vs.
Infultad. My Corocon es muy pefada, my Anima muy
a-tormentada, Vo per los Cielos :
La piede de Efpagnoll, no haze mufica in Tierra Inglefa.

Cypr. Sweete Infultado let vs fee you daunce.

I haue heard the Spanifh daunce is full of ftate.

Infultad. Verdad Signor: la danza fpagnola, es

muy alta,
Maieftica, y para Monarcas : vueflra Inglefa,
Baxa, Fantaftica, y muy humilde.

Agrip. Doth my Spanifh prifoner denie to daunce %
Hee has fworne to me by the croffe of his pure
Toledo, to bee my feruant : by that oath (my Caftilian
prifoner) I coniure you to thew your cunning, though
all your body bee not free, I am fure your heeles are
at libertie.

Infultad. Nolo quire contra dezir : vueflra oio haze
conqueflo a fu prifionero : Oyres, la pauyne Hifpanola,
Tea vuefira muficay grauidad, y maieflad . Paie, daaime
Tabacca, Toma my capa, ¢ my ¢fpada. Mas alta, Mas
alta: Defuiaios, Defuiatos, Companieros, Mas alta,
Mas alta.

Hee daunces.

Atkelff. Thankes, Infultado.

Cypr. Tis moft excellent. .

Agrip. The Spaniards daunce, is as hlS deedes bee,
full of pride.
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Atrelf. ‘The day growes old, & what remains
vnipent,
Shall be confum’d in banquets, Agripyne,
Leaue vs a while, if Andelocia pleafe,
Goe beare our beautious danghter companie.
And Fortune I thanke thee : now thou fmil'ft on
Exeunt Agrip. and Andel. and Ladies.

Atﬁd This Cipriot beares a gallant princely mind.
My Lord, of what birth is your country-man?

Thinke not, fweete Prince, that I propound this quef-
tion,

To wrong you in your loue to Agripyne:

Our fauours grace him to an other end.

Nor let the wings of your affection droope,

Becaufe fhee feemes to thun loues gentle lure,

Belieue it on our word, her beauties prize

Onely fhall yeeld a conqueft to your eyes.

But tell me whats this Fortunatus fonne %

Cypr. Of honourable bloud, and more renownd
In forreine kingdomes (whither his proud fpirit,
Plum’d with ambitious fethers, caries him)

Then in his natiue Countrie, but laft day

The father and the fonnes were through their riots,

Poore and difdainde of all, but now they glifter,

More bright than Midas : if fome damned fiend

Fed not his bags, this golden pride would end.
Atkelff. His pride weele fomewhat tame, & curb

the head

Of his rebellious prodigalitie :

He hath inuited vs, and all our Peeres,

To feaft with him to morrow, his prouifion,

I vnderftand may entertaine three kings.

But Lincolne, let our Subiects fecretly

Be chargde on paine of life that not a man

" Sell any kind of Fewell to his feruants.

Cypr. This pollicy fhall clip his golden wings,
And teach his pride what tis to firiue with kings.

Atkelff. Withdraw awhile: Exeunt.

Manet Atheiftane.
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Athelfl. None fild his hands with Gold, for we fet fples,
To watch who fed his prodigalitie ;
He hung the Marble bofome of our Court,
As thicke with glifiring Spangles of pure gold,
As ere the fpring hath ftucke the earth with flowers.
Unlefle he melt himfelfe to liquid gold,
Or be fome God, fome diuell, or can tranfport
A mint about him, (by inchanted power)
He cannot raine fuch thowers : with his owne hands
He threw more wealth abroad in euery flreete,
Then could be thurft into a Chariot :
Hees a Magician fure, and to fome fiend,
His foule (by infernall couenants) has he fold,
Alwaies to fwimme vp to the chin in gold.
Be what he can be, if thofe doting fires,
Wherein he burnes for Agripinaes loue,
Want power to melt from him this endlefle Myne,
Then (like a flaue) weele chaine him in our Tower,
Where tortures fhall compell his fweating hands
To caft rich heapes into our treaforie,

Muficke jfounding flill: A curtaine being drawne,
where Andelocia lies [leeping in Agripines lap,
JShee has his purfe, and her felfe and anotker Lady
tye another (ltke it) in the place, and then rife

Jrom kim.
Agrip. 1 haue found the facred fpring that neuer
ebs.
Leave vs: Lxit Lady. But ile not fhew't your
maieftie,

Till you haue fworne by Englands royall crowne,
To let me keepe it.
Atkelff. By my Crowne I fweare,
None but faire Agripyne the Jem fhall weare.
Agg‘rzp Then is this mine : fee Father, here’s the
€,
Whofe gllded beames ftill burne, this is the Sunne,
That euer fthines, the tree that neuer dies,
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Here growes the Garden of Hefperides,
The out-fide mockes you, makes you thinke tis poore,
But entring it, you find eternall ftore.
Athedft.  Art fure of this? How didft thou drive
it out?
Agrip. Feare not his waking yet, I made him
drinke
That foporiferous Juice which was compofd,
To make the Queene §my Mother) rellifh fleepe,
When her laft ficknes fommond her to heauen.
He fleepes profoundly : when his amorous eyes
Had fingde their wings in Cupids wanton flames,
I fet him all on fire, and promift loue:
In pride whereof, he drew me forth this purfe,
And fwore, by this he multiplyed his gold.
I trideand found it true : and fecretly
Commaunded Muficke with her filuer tongue,
To chime {foft lullabies into his foule,
And whilft my fingers wantond with his hayre,
(T’intice the fleepie Juice to charme his eyes)
In all points was there made a purfe, like his,
Which counterfet is hung in place of this.
Atkelff. More then a fecond kingdome haft thou
won.
Leaue him, that when he wakes he may fufpe,
Some els has robd him, come deere Agripyne,
If this ftrange purfe his facred vertues hold,
Weele circle England with a waft of Gold.  Exeunt.

Muficke flill ;. Enter Shaddow very gallant, reading
a Bill, with emptie bags in kis hand finging.

Shad. Thefe Englith occupiers are mad Troians :
let a man pay them neuer fo much, theile giue him
nothing but the bag. Since my mafter created me
fteward ouer his fiftie men, and his one and fiftie
horfe, I haue rid ouer much bufineffe, yet neuer was
gald, I thanke the deftinies: Muficke ¥ O delicate
warble : O thefe Courtiers are moft fweete triumphant
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creatures. Seignior, Sir, Monfieur : fweete Seignior:
this is the language of the accomplithment : O delici-
ous firings : thefe heauenly wyre-drawers haue firetcht
my mafter euen out at length : yet at length he muft
wake : mafter?

Andel. Wake me not yet, my gentle Agripyne.

Shad. One word Sir, for the billets, and I vanith.

And. Theres heauen in thefe times: throw the

muficians
A bounteous largefle of three hundred Angels.
Andelocia flarts up.
Shad. Why, fir, I haue but ten pound left.
And. Ha, Shaddow? where’s the Princeflfe Agri-
pyne i

Shad. I am not Apollo, I cannot reueale.

Andel. Was not. the princeffle here, when thou
cam'tt in?

Skad. Here was no Princefle but my princely
felfe.

Andel.  In faith$

Shad. No in faith, Sir,

Andel. Where are you hid ¥ where fltand you
wantoning ? Not here? gone ifaith ? haue you giuen
me the flip? well, tis but an amorous tricke and fo I
embrace it : my horfe, Shaddow, how fare my horfe §

Shad. Upon thebeft Oatesmyvnderfteward can buy.

An. 1 meane, are they lufty, fprightly, gallant,
wanton, fiery 1

Shad, They are as all horfes are, Caterpillers to
the Commonwealth, they are euer munching : but Sir,
for thefe billets, and thefe fagots and bauins 1

Andel, Shart what billets, what fagots ? doeft make
mee a Woodmonger i

Skad. No fweete Seignior, but you haue bid the
King and his Peeres to dinner, and he has commaunded -
that no Woodmonger fell you a fticke of wood, and
that no Collyer fhall cofen you of your meafure, but
muft tie vp the mouth of their Sackes, leaft their
Coales kindle your choler.
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Andel. Ift poffible % it true, or haft thou leamt of
the Englith gallants to gull §
Skad. Hees a gul that would be taught by fuch

s.

Andel. Not a flicke of wood? Some child of
enuie has buzd this ftratagem into the kings eare, of
purpofe to difgrace me : I haue inuited his: maieftie,
and though it coft me a Million, ile feaft him. Shadow,
thon thalt hyre a hundred or two of Carts, with them
poft to all the Grocers in London, buy vp all the
Cynamon, Cloues, Nutmegs, Licorith and all other
fpices, that haue any ftrong heart, and with them
make fires to prepare our Cookerie :

Ere Fortunatus fonne looke red with thame,
Heele drefle a Kings feaft in a fpiced flame.

Shad. This diuice, Sir, will bee fomewhat a kin to
Lady Pride, twill afke coft.

And. Fetch twentie Porters, ile laid all with gold.

Skad. Firft, mafler, fil thefe bags.

And. Come then, hold vp, how now $ trickes, new
crochets, Madam Fortune? Drie as an Eele-fkin?
Shaddow, take thou my Gold out.

Shad. Why Sir, here’s none in.

Andel, Ha, let me fee: O heres a baftard cheeke,
I fee now tis not mine ; tis counterfet,

Tis fo : flaue thou haft robd thy mafter.

Ska. Not of a peny, I haue beene as true a fteward.

And. Vengeance on thee and on thy ftewardfhip.
Yet wherefore curfe I thee? thy leaden foule
Had neuer power to mount vp to the knowledge
Of the rich mifterie clofde in my purfe.

Oh no, ile curfe myfelfe, mine eyes ile curfe,
They haue betrayd me, I will curfe my tongue,
That hath betraid me: Ile curfe Agripyne,
Shee hath betraid me. Sirens ceafe to fing,
Your charmes haue tane effect, for now I fee,
All your inchantments were, to cofen me.
Muyjicke ceafeth.
Shad. What fhall I doe with this ten pound, Sir ¢
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Andel.  Goe buy with it a Chaine and hang thy
felfe.
Now thinke I on my Fathers prophecie.
Tell none (quoth he) the vertue, if you doe,
Much thame, much griefe, much danger follows you.
With teares I credit his diuinitie.
O fingers, were you vpright Juftices,
You would teare out mine eyes : had not they gazde
On the fraile colour of a painted cheeke,
None had betraid me : henceforth ile defie
All beautie, and will call a louely eye,
A Sun whofe fcorching beames burne vp our ioyes,
Or turne them blacke like Ethiopians.
O women, wherefore are you borne mens woe,
Why are your faces fram’d Angelicall ¢
Your hearts of fpunges, foft and fmooth in fhew,
But toucht, with poyfon they doe ouer-flow.
Had facred wifedome beene my Fathers Fate,
He had died happie, I liu’d fortunate.
Shaddow, beare this to beautious Agripyne,
With it this meffage, telf her, ile reprooue
Her couetous finne the leffe, becaufe for gold,
I fee that moft mens foules too cheape are fold.
Sha. Shal I buy thefe fpices to day or to morrow
And. To morrow? I, to morrow th0u fhalt buy
them.
To morrow tell the Princefle I wil loue her,
To morrow tell the king, ile banquet him,
To morrow, Shaddow, will I giue thee gold,
To morrow pride goes bare and luft acold.
To morrow will the rich man feede the poore.
And vice to morrow vertue will adore,
To morrow beggers fhall be crowned kings,
This No-time, morrowes-time, no fweetnes fings :
I pray thee hence : beare that to Agripyne.

Skad, Ile goe hence, becaufe you fend me : but ile
goe weeping hence, for griefe that I muft turne vil-
laine as many doe, and leaue you when you are vp
to the eares in aduerfitie. 2
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Andel.  Shee hath robd me, and now ile play the
thiefe,

I fteale from hence to Cyprus, for blacke thame

Here (through my riots) brands my loftie name.

Ile fell this pride for helpe to beare me thither,

So pride and beggerie fhall walke together :

This world is but a Schoole of villanie,

Therefore ile rob my brother, (not of gold,

Nor of his vertues, vertue none will fteale :)

But (if I can,) ile fteale his withing Hat. .

And with that, wandring round about the world,

Ile fearch all corners to find miferie,

And where fhee dwels, ile dwell, languifh and die.

Exit.
Chorus. Gentels, if ere you haue beheld the paf-
fions, '

The combats of his foule who being a king,

By fome vfurping hand hath beene depofde

From all his royalties : euen fuch a foule,

Such eyes, fuch heart fwolne big with fighes and teares,

The flar-croft fonne of Fortunatus weares.

The thoughts crownd him a Monarch in the morne,

Yet now hees bandyed by the Seas in {corne,

From waue to waue : his golden treafures fpoyle

Makes him in defperate language to intreate,

The winds to {pend their furie on his life :

But they (being milde in tyrannie) or fcorning

To triumph in a wretches funerall,

Tofle him to Cyprus. O what treacherie

Cannot this Serpent gold intice vs to'

He robs his brother of the Souldans prize,

And hauing got his with (the withing Hat)

He does not (as he voud) feeke miferie,

But hopes by that to win his purfe againe,

And in that Hope from Cyprus is he fled.

If your {wift thoughts clap on their wonted wings,

In Genoway may you take this fugitiue,

Where hauing cozened many Jewellers,

To England backe he comes, ftep but to court,
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And there (difguizde) you find him bargoning
For Jewels with the beautious Agripyne,

Who wearing at her fide the vertuous purfe,
He clafpes her in his armes, and as a Rauen,
Griping the tender-hearted Nightingale,

So flies he with her (withing) in the ayre,

To be tranfported to fome wildernefle ;
Imagine this the place: fee here they come.

Enter Andelocia and Agripyne.
Since they themfelues haue tongues, mine fhall be
dumbe. Exit.

Enter Andelocia with the wifking Hat on : Agripyna in
his hand.

Agrip. What diuell art thou that affrightft me thus,
Haling a Princeffe from her fathers court,

To fpoyle her in this fauage wildernefle

Andel. Indeed the diuel and the pick-purfe thould
alwaies flie together, (for they are fworne brothers :)
but Madam Couetoufnes, I am neither a diuel as you
cal me, nor a Jeweller as I call my felfe, no, nora
Jugler, yet ere you and I part, weele haue fome leger-
dimain together : do you know me %

Agrip. 1 am betrayd : this is the Cypriot.

Forgiue mee, twas not I that changde thy purfe,
But Athelftane my father, fend me home,

And heres thy purfe againe : here are thy Jewels,
And I in fatiffaction of all wrongs.

Andel.  Talke not you of fatiffation, this is fome
recompence that I haue you, tis not the purfe I
regard : put it off, and ile mince it as fmall as pie
meate : the purfe? hang the purfe: were that gon,
I can make another, and another, and another,
I and another: tis not the purfe I care for, but
the purfer: you, I you, Ift not a fhame that a
kings daughter, a faire Lady, a Lady not for Lords,
but for Monarches, thould for gold fell her loue, and
when fhee has her owne afking, and that there flands
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nothing betweene, then to cheate your fweete heart 1
O fie, fie, a fhee cony-catcher? You muft be dealt
foundly with.

Agrip. Inioyne what paines thou wilt, and ile

endure them,
fo thou wilt fend me to my fathers court.

Ande. Nay gods lid, y’ are not gon fo: fet your
heart at refi, for I haue fet vp my refi, that except
you can runne fwifter then a Hart, home you goe
not : what paines fhall I lay vpon you? Let me fee:
I could ferue you now but a flipperie touch : I could
get a young King or two, or three of you, and then
fend you home, and bid their grand-fire king nurfe
them : I could pepper you, but I will not.

Agrip. O, doe not violate my chatftitie.

Andel.  No, why I tell you I am not giuen to the
fleth, though I fauor (in your nofe) a little of the
diuell, I could run away elfe, and ftarue you here.

Agrip. If 1 mufi die, doome me fome eafier
death. '

Andel.  Or tranfforme you (becaufe you loue pick-
ing) into a Squirell, and make you picke out a poore
liuing here among the Nut trees: but I will not
neither.

Agrip. What will my gentle Andelocia doe

Andel. Oh, now you come to your old byas of

cogging.

Agrip. 1 pray thee Andelocia, let me goe:

Send me to England, and by heauen I fweare,
Thou from all kings on earth my loue fhalt beare.

And. Shall I in faith ?

Agrip. In faith, in faith thou fhalt.

Andel. Here, god a mercie: now thou fhalt not

goe.

Agrip.  Oh God.

Andel. Nay doe you heare Lady? crie not y’ are
beft: no nor curfe me not: if you thinke but a
crabbed thought of me, the fpirit that caried you in
mine armes through the ayre, will tell me all: there-

L
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fore fet your Sunday face vpont. Since you'le loue

me, ile loue you, ile marrie you, and lie with you, and

beget little Juglers : marie home you getnot: England
you'le fay is yours : but Agripyne, loue me, and I will
make the whole world thine. )

Agrip. 1 care not for the world, thou murdreft me,

Betweene my forrow, and the fcalding Sunne

I faint, and quickly will my life be done,

My mouth is like a Furnace, and drie heate

Drinks vp my bloud. Oh God, my heart will burft,

I die, vnleffe fome moyfture quench my thirft.

Andel. S hart now I am worfe then ere I was
before :

For halfe the world I would not haue her die.

Heres neither fpring nor ditch, nor raine, nor dew,

Nor bread nor drinke : my louely Agripyne,

Be comforted, fee here are Apple trees.

Agrip. Clime vp for Gods fake, reach me fome of
them.

Andel. Looke vp, which of thefe Apples likes thee
beft t

Agrip. This hath a withered face, tis fome fweete
fruit.

Not that, my forrowes are too fowre already. .
Andel.  Come hither, here are Apples like gold.
Agrip. O, I for Gods fake, gather fome of thefe.

Ay me, would God I were at home againe.

Andel, Stand farder, leaft I chance to fall on
thee. Climes vp.

Oh here be rare Apples, rare red-cheekt Apples,

that cry come kiffe me: Apples, hold your peace,

ile teach you to cry. Kates one.
Agrip. O England, fhal I ne’re behold thee more !
Andel. Agripyna, tis a moft Sugred delicious taft

in ones mouth, but when tis downe, tis as bitter as gall,
Agrip. Yet gather fome of them. Oh, that a

Princeffe
Should pine for foode : were I at home againe,
1 thould difdaine to ftand thus and complaine.
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And. Heres one Apple that growes higheft,

Agripyna, and I could reach that, ile come downe.
» Hee flands fifhing with kis givdle for if.

Agrip. Make hafl, for the hot Sun doth fcald my
cheekes.

Andel. The funne kiffe thee? hold, catch, put on
my Hat, I will haue yonder higheft Apple, though
I die for't.

Agrip. 1 had not wont be Sun-burnt, wretched

mee.
O England, would I were againe in thee.

Exit.  He leapes downe.

And. Swounds Agripyna, ftay, O I am vndone,
Sweete Agripyna, if thou hearft my voice,
Take pittie of me, and returne againe.
Shee flies like lightning : O fthe heares me not,
I with myfelfe into a wilderneffe,
. And now I fhall turne wilde : here I fhall famifh,
Here die, here curfing dye, here rauing die,
And thus will wound my breft, and rent mine hayre.
What hils of Flint are growne vpon my browes 1
O me, two forked hornes, I am turn’d beatft,
I haue abuzde two bleffings, welth and knowledge,
Wealth in my purfe, and knowledge in my Hat,
By which being borne into the Courts of kings,
I might haue feene the wondrous workes of Joue,
Acquirde Experience, Learning, Wifedome, Truth,
But I in wildernefle tottred out my youth,
And therefore muft turne wild: muft be a beatt,
An vgly beaft : my body hornes muft beare,
Becaufe my foule deformitie doth weare.
Liues none within this wood % If none but I
Liue here (thankes heauen) for here none els fhal

die. '

He lies downe and flecpes under the tree: Enter
Fortune, Vice, Vertue, the Priefi: Satyres with
Muficke, playing as they come in before Fortune.
They play awhkile.

L2
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Fortune. See where my new-turnd diuel has built
his hel.

Vice. Vertue, who conquers now? the foole is
tane.

Vert. O fleepie finne.

Vice. Sweete tunes wake him againe.

Muficke awhile, and tlbzen.ceafe.

Fort. Vice fets too heauie on his drowzy foule,
Muficks fweete concord cannot pierce his eare.
Sing and amongft your Songs, mix bitter fcorne.
Vert. Thofe that teare Vertue, muft by Vice be
torne. '

The Song.

1. Verfe. Vertue ftand afide : the foole is cauéht,
Laugh to fee him, laugh alowd to wake him,
Follies nets are wide, and neately wrought,

Mocke his hornes, and laugh to fee Vice -

' take him.
Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcorne,
Who's the foole ! the foole, he wears a horne.

Andel. wakens and flands vp.

2. Verfe. Vertue ftand afide, mock him, mock him,
mock him
Laugh alowd to fee him, call him foole.
Error gaue him fucke, now forrowes rocke
him,
Send the riotous beaft to madnes fchoole.
Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcorne,
Who's the foole? the foole, he weares a horne.

3. Verfe. Vertue ftand afide: your fchoole he hates.
Laugh alowd to fee him, mocke, mocke,
mock him. _
Vanitie and hell keepe open gates,
Hees in, and a newe nurfe (Defpaire) muft
rocke him.
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Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcorne,
Foole, foole, foole, foole, foole, weare ftill the
horne.

When they haue done finging, Vice and Vertue hold
Apples out to him, Vice laughing, Vertue grieuing.
Andel. O me, what hell is this? fiends, tempt me
not.
‘Thou glorious diuell hence. O now I fee,
‘This fruit is thine, thou haft deformed mee :
Ideot auoide, thy gifts I loath to taft.
Away : fince I am entred madnes Schoole,
As good to be a beaft, as be a foole.
Away, why tempt you me? fome powrefull grace
Come and redeeme me from this hideous place.
Fort. To her hath Andelocia (all his life)
Sworne fealtie, woudft thou forfake her now ?
Andel.  'Whose bleffed tongue names Andelocia ?
. Fort. Hers, who (attended on by deftinies)
Shortned thy Fathers life, and lengthens thine.
Andel. O facred Queene of chance, now fhorten
. mine,
Elfe let thy deitie take off this thame.
Fort. Wooe her, t’ was fhee that fet it on thy head.
Andel.  She laughs to fee me metamorphofed. Rifes.
Vert. Wooe me, and ile take off this vgly fcorne.
Vice. ' Wooe me, and ile clap on another horne,
Andel. 1 am befet with anguifh, thame and death.
O bid the Fates worke faft, and ftop my breath.
Fort. No Andelocia, thou muft liue to fee
Worfe torments (for thy follies) light on thee.
This golden tree, which did thine eyes intice,
Was planted here by Vice : loe, here ftands Vice :
How often haft thou fued to win her grace ?
Andel.  Till now, I neuer did behold her face.
ZFort. Thou didit behold her at thy fathers death,
When thou in fcorne didft violate his will,
Thou didft behold her, when thy ftrecht-out arme
Catcht at the higheft bough, the loftieft vice,
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The faireft Apple, but the fowleft price.
Thou didft behold her, when thy lickerith eye
Fed on the beautie of faire Agripyne,
Becaufe th’ adft gold, thou thoughtft al women thine.
When look’ft thou off from her  for they whofe foules
Still reuell in the nights of vanitie,
On the faire cheekes of Vice flill fixe their eye.
Becaufe her face doth fhine, and all her bofome
Beares filuer Moones, thou waft enamord of her.
But hadft thou vpward lookt, and feene thefe thames,
Or viewd her round about, and in this glafie
Seene Idiots faces, heads of diuels and hell,
And read this ha, ha, he, this merrie ftorie,
Thou wouldt haue loathd her: where, by louing her,
Thou bearft this face, and wearft this vgly head,
And if thee once can bring thee to this place,
Lowd founds thefe ha, ha, he, fheele laugh apace.
Andel. O, re-tranfforme me to a glorious fhape,
And I will learne how I may loue to hate her.
Fori, 1 cannot re-tranfforme thee, wooe this
woman.
Andel.  This woman ¥ wretched is my flate, when I,
To find out wifedome, to a foole muft flie.
Fort. TFoole, cleere thine eyes, this is bright Arete,
This is-poore Vertue, care not how the world
Doth crowne her head, the world laughes her to fcorne,
Yet Sibi fupit, Vertue knowes her worth,
Runne after her, fheele give thee thefe and thefe
Crownes and Bay-garlands : (honours victories :)
Serue her, and fhee will fetch thee pay from heauen,
Or giue thee fome bright office in the Rarres.
Ande. Immortall Arete, Vertue divine,  Knedles,
O fmile on me, and I will ftill be thine.
Vert. Smile thou on me, and I will ftill be thine:
Though I am iealous of thy Apofiafie,
Ile entertaine thee : here, come taft this tree,
Here’s Phyficke for thy ficke deformitie.
Andel. Tis bitter: this fruit I fhall ne’re difgeft.
Vert. Trie once againe, the bitternes foone dies.
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Vice. Mines {weete, taft mine.

Vert. But being downe tis fowre,
And mine being downe has a delicious tafte.
The path that leades to Vertues court is narrow,
Thornie and vp a hill, a bitter iorney,
But being gon through, you find all heau'nly fweetes,
The entrance is all flintie, but at th’ end,
To towres of pearle and chriftall you afcend.

Ande. O delicate, O fweete Ambrofian rellith,
And {ee, my vglineffe drops from my browes,
Thankes beautious Arete : O had I now
My Hat and purfe againe, how I would thine,

And gild my foule with none but thoughts diuine.

Fort. That fhall be tride, take fruit from both

thefe trees,

By helpe of them, winne both thy purfe and Hat,

I will inftruct thee how, for on my wings

To England fhalt thou ride ; thy vertuous brother

Is (with that Shadow who attends on thee,)

In London, there ile fet thee prefently.

But if thou lofe our fauours once againe,

To tafte her {weetes, thofe fweetes muft prooue thy
bane.

Vert. Vice, who fhall now be crownd with vi¢torie ?

Vice. Shee that triumphes at laft, and that muft I.

Exeunt.

Enter Athelftane, Lincolne with Agripyne, Cyprus,
Galloway, Cornewall, Chefler, Longauile and
Montroffe.

Athelfl.  Lincolne, how fet'ft thou her at libertie ?
Zincol. No other prifon held her but your court,
There (in her chamber) hath fhee hid her feife
Thefe two daies, onely to thake off that feare,
Which her late violent rapture caft vpon her.
Cypr. Where hath the beautious Agripyna been 1
Agryp. In heauen or hel, in or without the world,
I know not which, for as I oft haue feene
~ (When angrie Thamefis hath curld her lockes,)



152 The Comedie of

A whirle-wind come, and from her frizeld browes,
Snatch vp a handful of thofe {fweatie pearles,
That ftoode vpon her forhead, which awhile,
Being by the boyftrous wind hung in the ayre, .
At length hath flung them downe and raizd a florme.
Euen with fuch furie was I wherryed vp,
And by fuch force held prifoner in the cloudes,
And throwne by fuch a tempeft downe againe.
Cornw. Some foule is dam’d in hell for this black
deede.
Agrip. 1 haue the purfe fafe, and anon your grace
Shall heare the wondrous hiftorie at full.
Cypr. Tel me, tormenter, thall faire Agripyne,
Without more difference be now chriftend mine %
Agrip. My choice muft be my Fathers faire con-
fent.
Athelft.  Then fhall thy choyce end in this Cypsus
prince.
Before the Sunne fhall fixe times more arife,
His royall marriage will we folemnife.
Proclaime this honord match, come Agripyne,
I am glad th’ art here, more glad the purfe is mine.

As they are all going in: Enler Andelocia and Shad-
dowe, like Irifh Cofter-mongers, Agripyna, Longa-
uyle, and Montroffe flay liflening to them, the refi
Exeunt.

Both. Buy any Apples, feene Apples of Tamafco,
feene Tamafio peepins : peeps feene, buy Tamafco
peepins.

Agrip. Damafco apples? good my Lord Mont-

rofle,
Call yonder fellowes.

Montr. Sirra Cofter-monger.

Skad. Who cals: peeps of Tamafco, feene peeps :
I fat tis de fweetefl apple in de world, tis better den
de Pome water, or apple John.

Andel. By my trat Madam, tis reet Tamafco
peepins, looke here els.
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Shad. 1 dare not fay, as de Irifthman my countrie-
man fay, taft de goodnefle of de fruit: No fayt tis
farie teere miftris, by Saint Patrickes hand tis teere
Tamafco apple.

Agrip.  The faireft fruit that euer I beheld,
Damafco apples, wherefore are they good ?

Longa. What is your price of halfe a {core of thefe 1

Both. Halfe a {core, halfe a fcore? dat is doos
many mefter.

Longa. 1, 1, ten, half a fcore, thats fiue and
fiue.

Andel. Feeue and feeue? By my trat and as
Creeze faue me la, I cannot tell, wat be de price of
fecue and feeue, but tis tree crowne for one Peepin,
dat is de preez if you take em.

Skad. 1 fat, tis no leffe for Tamafco.

Agrip. Three crownes for one? what wondrous
vertues haue they 1

Skad. O, tis feene Tamafco apple, and fhall make
you a great teale wife, and make you no foole, and
make feene memorie. .

Andel. And make dis fath be more faire and
amiable, and make dis eyes looke alwaies louely, and
make all de court & countrie burne in defire to kiffe
di none fweete countenance.

Montr. Apples to make a Lady beautifull $
Madam thats excellent.

Agrip. Thefe Irifhmen,

Some fay, are great diffemblers, and I feare,
Thefe two the badge of their owne countrie weare.

Andel. By my trat, and by Saint Patrickes hand,
and as Creez faue me la, tis no diflembler : de Irith
man now and den cut di countrie-mans throate, but
yet in fayt hee loue di countrie-man, tis no diffembler :
dis feene Tamafco apple can make di fweete coun-
tenance, but I can take no leffe but three crownes for
one, I weare out my naked legs and my footes, and
my tods, and run hidder and didder to Tamafco for
dem.
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Shad. As Creez faue me la, hee fpeakes true:
Peeps feene.

Agrip. Ile trie what power lies in Damafco fruit.
Here are ten crownes for three. So fare you well.

Montr. Lord Longauyle, buy fome.

Longa. 1buy? not1:
Hang them, they are toyes, come Madam, let vs

goe. LExeunt.

Botk. Saint Patricke and Saint Peter, and all de

holy Angels look vpon dat fath and make it faire.

Enter Montroffe foftly.

Slzaa’ Ha, ha, ha, thees fped, I warrant.
Andel. Peace, Shaddow, buy any peepins, buy.
Both. Peeps feene, feene Tamafco apples.
Montr. Came not Lord Longauyle to buy fome
fruit ¢
Andel. No fat, mafter, here came no Lords nor
Ladies, but di none fweete felfe.
Monty. Tis well, fay nothing, heres fix crownes for
two :
You fay the vertues are to make one ftrong.
Both. Yes fat and make fweet countenance &
ftrong too.
Montr. Tis excellent, here : farwell, if thefe proue,
Ile conquer men by ftrength, women by loue. Exit.

Enter Longauyle.

Both. Ha, ha, ha, why this is rare.

Shad. Peace, mafter, here comes another foole.

Both. Peepes feene, buy any peepes of Tamaico §

Longa. Did not the Lord Montroffe returne to
you}

Both. No fat, fweete mafter, no Lord did tume to
vs: Peepes feene.

Longa. 1 am glad of it : here are nine crownes for

thee :

What are the vertues befides making faire 1

Andel. O, twill make thee wondrous wife.



Olde Fortunatus. 155

Skad. And dow fhall bee no more a foole, but
fweete face and wife.

Longa. Tis rare, farwell, I neuer yet durft wooe.
None loues me : now ile trie what thefe can doe.

Exit.

Andel. Ha, ha, ha, So, this is admirable, Shaddow,
here end my torments in Saint Patrickes Purgatorie,
but thine fhall continue longer.

Shad. Did I not clap on a good falfe Irith face 1

Andel. It became thee rarely.

Shad. Yet thats lamentable, that a falfe face
thould become any man,

Andel. Thou art a gull, tis all the fathion now,
which fathion becaufe weele keepe, flep thou abroad,
let not the world want fooles : whilft thou art commen-
fing thy knauerie there, ile proceede Doctor Dodipoll
here : that done, thou Shaddow and I will fat our felues
to behold the tranfformation of thefe fooles : goe flie.

Stad. 1 feare nothing, but that whilft wee ftriue
to make others fooles, we fhall weare the Coxcombes

our felues, Pips fine &c. Exit Shaddow.
Enter Ampedo.
Andel. S’hart, here’s my brother whome I haue
abuzde :

His prefence makes me blufh, it firikes me dead,
To thinke how I am metamorphofed.
Feene peepins of Tamafco &c.

Amp. For thame caft off this Mafke.

Ande. Wit thou buy any pips

Amp. Mocke me no longer
With idle apparitions: many a land
Haue I with wearie feete and a ficke foule
Meafurd to find thee ; and when thou art found,
My greateft griefe is, that thou art not loft :
Yet loft thou art, thy fame, thy welth are loft,
Thy wits are loft, and thou haft in their flead,
With fhame and cares, and mifery crownd thy head.
That Shaddow that purfues thee, fild mine eares
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With fad relation of thy wretchednefle,
Where is the purfe, and where my withing Hat ?
Andel. Where? and where ? are you created Con-
ftable, you ftand fo much vpon Intergatories? the
purfe is gone, let that fret you, and the Hat is gone,
let that mad you : I runne thus through all trades to
ouer-take them, if youle bee quiet, follow me, and
helpe, if not, flie from me, and hang your felfe: wilt
thou buy any pippins % Exit.
Amp. O, how I grieue, to fee him thus tranfformd %
Yet from the circles of my iealous eyes,
He fhall not ftart, till he haue re-pofieft
Thofe vertuous Jewels, which found once againe,
More caufe they ne’re thall giue me to complaine,
Their worth fhall be confum’d in murdring flames,
And end my griefe, his ryot, and our fhames.  Euxs?.

Enter Athelflane, Agripyne, Montroffe and Longauyle
with hornes, Lincolne and Cornwall.

Athelff.  In fpite of forcerie trie once againe,
Trie once more in contempt of all dam’d fpels.

Agrip. Your maieftie fights with no mortall power.
Shame and not conqueft, hangs vpon his ftrife.
O, touch me not, you adde but paine to paine,
The more you cut, the more they grow againe.

Lincol. Is there no art to coniure downe this
fcone?
I ne’re knew Phificke yet againft the horne.

Enter Cyprus,

Atkelft. See, prince of Cyprus, thy faire Agripyne
Hath turnd her beautie to deformitie.
Cypr. Then I defie thee, Loue, vaine hopes, adew,
You haue mockt me long; in fcorne ile now mocke
you. :
I came to fee how the Lord Longauyle

. Was turnd into a monfter, and I find

An obiect, which both ftrikes me dumbe and blind.
To morrow thould haue beene our marriage morne,
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But now my bride is thame, thy bridegrome fcorne.
O tell mee yet, is there no Art, no charmes,
No defperate Phyficke for this defperate wound?
Atkelff. Al meanes are tride, but no meanes can
be found.
Cypr. Then England, farwell : haplefle maide, thy
ftars,
Through fpitefull influence fet our hearts at warres.
I am infor’ft to leaue thee, and refigne
My loue to griefe.
Enter Orleans and Galloway.
Agrip. Al griefe to Agripyne.
Cygr. Adew, I would fay more, had I a tongue
Able to helpe his mafter : mightie king,
1 humbly take my leaue, to Cyprus I,
My fathers Sonne, muft all fuch thame defie.  Exst
Orle. So doth not Orleans, I defie all thofe,
That loue not Agripyne, and him defie,
That dares but loue her halfe fo well as I.
O pardon me, I haue in forrowes Jayle,
Beene long tormented, long this mangled bofome
Hath bled, and neuer durft expofe her wounds,
Till now, till now, when at thy beautious feete,
I offer loue and life, O caft an eye
Of mercy on me, this deformed face
Cannot afiright my foule from louing thee.

Agri. Talk not of loue, good Orleans, but of hate.
Orle. What fentence will my loue pronounce on
me } ‘

Gall, Will Orleans then be mad ? O gentle friend.
Orle. O gentle, gentle friend, I am not mad :
Hees mad, whofe eyes on painted cheekes doe doate,
O Galloway, fuch read beauties booke by roate.
Hees mad, that pines for want of a gay flowre,
Which fades when grief doth blaft, or ficknes lowre,
Which heate doth wither, and white ages froft
Nips dead : fuch fairenes, when tis found, tis loft.
I am not mad, for louing Agripyne,
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My loue lookes on her eyes, with eyes diuine,
I doate on the rich brightnes of her mind,
That facred beautie firikes all other blind,
O make me happie then, fince my defires
Are fet a burning by loues puretft fires.
Athelf.  So thou wilt beare her far from England
fight
Inioy thy wifhes.
Agrip. Locke me in fome caue,”
Where ftaring wonders eye fhall not be guiltie
To my abhorred lookes, and I will die
To thee, as ful of loue as miferie.
Athelff. 1 am amazde and mad, fome fpeckled
foule
Lies pawnd for this in Hell, without redemptxon,
Some fiend deludes vs all
Cornw. QO vniuft Fates,
Why doe you hide from vs this mifterie }
Lincol. My Lord Montrofle, how long haue your
browes worne
This fathion ? thefe two feather-fprings of horne }
Montr. An Irith kerne fold me Damafco apples,
Some two howres fince, and (like a credulous foole)
Hee {wearing to me that they had this power,
To make me firong in body, rich in mind, .
I did beleeue his words, tafted his fruit,
And fince haue been attirde in this difguize.
Longa. 1 feare that villaine hath beguild me too.
Cornw. Nay before God he has not cozend you,
You haue it foundly.
Longa. Me he made beleeue,
One apple of Damafco would infpire
My thoughts with wifedome, and vpon my cheekes
Would caft fuch beautie, that each Ladies eye,
Which lookt on me, fhould love me prefently.
Agrip. Defire to looke more faire, makes me more
fowle,
Thofe apples did intice my wandring eye,-
To be enamord of deformitie.
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Athelft. This prooues that true, which oft I haue
heard in {chooles,
Thofe that would feeme moft wife, doe turne moft
fooles.
Lincol. Here's your beft hope, none needes to
hide his face,
For horned foreheads fwarme in euery place.

Enter Chefler bringing Andelocia like a French Doclor.

Athelff. Now Chefler, what Phyfitions haft thou
found :

C/efi. Many, my leige, but none that haue true tkill
To tame fuch wilde difeafes : yet here’s one,
A Doctor and a Frenchman, whome report

Of Agripynes griefe hath drawne to court.
: At’/zel/l(.i Cure her, and Englands treaforie fhall

ftand,

As free for thee to vie, as rayne from heauen.

Montr. Cure me, and to thy Coffers I will fend,
More gold from Scotland then thy life can fpend.

Logna. Cure Longauile, and all his wealth is thine.

Andel. He Monfieur Long-villaine gra tanck you :
Gra tanck your matheftie a great teale artely by my
trat : where be dis Madam Princeza dat be fo muth
tormenta? O Jethu: one, 2: an tree, 4 & 3,
feez horne: Ha, ha, ha, pardona moy prea wid al
mine art, for by my trat, me can no point fhofe but
laugh, Ha, ha, ha, to marke how like tree bul-beg-
gera, dey fland. Oh, by my trat and fat, di diuela
be whorefon, {curuie, paltry, ill fauore knaue to mocke
de Madam, and gentili-home fo : Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Lincal. This Do€tor comes to mocke your maieftie.

Ande. No by my trat la, but me loua mufha
muftha merymant: Come Madam, prea-artely ftand
ftill, and letta mee feele you: dis horne, O tis prettie
horne, dis be facile, eafie for pull de vey, but Madame
dis O be grand, grand horne, difficil, and very
deepe, tis perilous, a grand Laroone. But Madam,
prea be patient, we fhall take it off vell.
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Atke. Thrice haue we parde them off, but with
frefh paine,
In compaffe of a thought they rife againe.

Andel. Its true, tis no eafie mattra, to pull horne
off, tis eafie for pull on, but hard for pull off, fome
horne bee fo good fellow, hee will ftill inhabit in de
mans pate, but tis all one for tat, I thall fnap away all
dis : Madam truft dis downe into your little belly.

Agrip. Father, I am in feare to tafte his phyficke.
Firft let him worke experiments on thofe.

Andel.  Ile fawce you for your infidelitie.  A4/ide.
In no place can I fpie my withing Hat,

Longa. Thoulearned Frenchman,trie thy fkill onme,
More vgly then I am, I cannot be.

Montr. Cure me, and Montroffe welth thall all be

thine.

Andel. Tis all one for dat: fhall doe prefently,
Madam prea marke me : - Monfieur, thamp dis in your
two fhaps, fo, now Monfieur Long-villaine, dis fo:
nowe dis, feare noting, tis efhelent medicyne: fo,
now cram dis into your guts, and belly: So, now
fnap away dis whorefon fowre diuela; Ha, ha, Is no
point good $

Puts Gallowayes hornes off.

Atkhelf. 'This is moft ftrange.

Waft painefull Longauyle ?

Longa. Eafe tooke them off, and there remaines no

paine. ’

Agrip. O trie thy facred Phyficke on me.

Andel. No by my trat, tis no poffibla, tis no pofii-
bla, al de mattra, all de ting, all de fubftance, all de
medicyne, be among his and his belly: tis no poffibla,
till me prepare more.

Athelfi.  Prepare it then, and thou fhalt haue more

gold
From Englands Coffers, then thy life can waft. .

Andel. 1T mufh buy many coftily tings dat grow in
Arabia, in Afia, and America, by my trat tis no pofii-
bla, till anoder time, no point.
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Agrip. There’s nothing in the world, but may for
gold
Be bought in England, hold your lap ile rayne
A fthower of Angels.

. Andel.  Fie, fie, fie, fie, you no credit le dockature %
Ha, but vel, tis all one for tat: tis no mattera for
gold : Vel, vel, vel, vel, vel, me haue fome more, prea
fay noting, fhall bee prefently prepara for your
hornes. .

Shee has my purfe, and yonder lies my Hat,
Worke braines, and once more make me fortunat,
Vel, vel, vel, vel, be patient Madam, prefently, pre-
fently, be patient, mee haue two, tree, fowre and fiue
medicines for de horne : prefently Madam, ftand you
der, prea wid all mine art, ftand you all der: and fay
noting, {o: nor looke noting dis vey: fo, prefently,
prefently Madam, foip dis horne off wid de ruthes &
anoder ting by and by, by and by, by and by, prea
looke none dis vey, and fay noting. Gets kis Hat vp.
Athelff, let no man fpeake, or looke, vpon his
life.
Doctor, none here fhall rob thee of thy fkill.
Andel,  So, taka dis hand : winck now prea artely
wid your two nyes : why fo.
Would I were with my brother Ampedo. -
Exit with ker.
Agrip. Helpe, Father, helpe, I am hurried hence
perforce.
Athelff. Draw weapons, wheres the princefle, fol-
low him,
Stay the French Doctor, ftay the DoCtor there.

Cornwall and Jome other run out, and enter prefently.

Cornw. Stay him, th'art who dare flay him? tis the

diuell

In likeneffe of a Frenchman, of a Do tor.
Looke how a rafcall Kyte having fwept vp
A Chicken in his clawes, {o flies this hell-hound
In th’ ayre with Agripyne in his armes.

Orle. Mount euery man vpon his fwifteft horfe.

M
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Flie feuerall waies, he cannot beare her farre.
Gall. Thefe paths weele beate.
Exeunt Gall. and Orleans.
Lincol. And this way fhall be mine.
Cornw. This way, my Leige, ile ride.
Athelff. And thisway I:

No matter which way, to feeke miferie. Exdt AthelA.
Loga. 1 can ride no way, to out-runne my fhame.
Montr. Yes, Longauile, lets gallop after too,

Doubtlefle this Doctor was that Irith diuell,

That cozend vs, the medicine which he gaue vs,

Tafled like his Damafco villanie.

To horfe, to horle, if we can catch this fiend,

Our forked fhame fhall in his heart bloud end.

Longa. O how this mads me, that all tongues in
fcorne,

Which way fo ere I ryde, cry, Ware the horne.

. Exennt.

Enter Andelocia, with Agripyne, Ampedo and Shaddow.

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia pittie me,
Take off this infamie, or take my life.

Andel. Your life ¥ you thinke then that I ama
true Do€tor indeede, that tie vp my liuing in the
knots of winding fheetes: your life? no, keepe your
life, but deliuer your purfe : you know the theifes falu-
tation, Stand & deliver, So, this is mine, and thefe
yours : Ile teach you to liue by the fweate of other
mens browes.

Skad. And to firiue to be fairer then God made
her.

Andel. Right, Shaddow: therefore vanith, you
haue made me turne Iugler, and crie hey-pafie, but your
hornes fhall nct repaffe.

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia.

t And. Andelocia is a Nettle: if you touch him
gently, heele fting you.

Shad. Or a rofe, if you pul his fweete ftalke heele
prick you.
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Andel. Therefore not a word, goe, trudge to your
Father : figh not for your purfe, money may be got by
you, as well as by the little Welfhwoman in Cyprus, that
had but one horne in her head, you have two ; and
perhaps you fhall caft both: as you vfe me, marke
thofe words well, as you vfe me, nay, y'are beft flie,
ile not endure one word more. Yet flay too, becaufe
you intreate me fo gently, and that ile make fome
amends to your Father, although I care not for any
King in Chriftendome, yet hold you, take this Apple,
eate it as you goe to court, and your homnes fhall play
the cowards and fall from you,

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia.

Andel. Nay away, not a word.

Sthad.  Ha, ha, ha, &c. Ware hornes.

Exit Agrip. weeping.

Andel. 'Why doeft thou laugh, Shaddow ?

Skad. To fee what a horne plague followes coue-
teoufnefle and pride.

Amp. Brother, what mifteries lie in all this $

Andel, Trickes, Ampedo, trickes, deuifes, and mad
Herogliphickes, mirth, mirth, and melody. O, there’s
more muficke in this, then all the Gammoth ares, and
Sol fa Res, in the world ; here’s the purfe, and here’s
the Hat ;: becaufe you fhal be fure ile not ftart, weare
you this you know his vertue ; if danger befet you,
flie & away : A fort of broken-fhind limping legd Jades
runne hobling to feeke vs: Shaddow, weele for all
this haue one fit of mirth more, to make vs laugh and
be fat.

Stad. And when we are fat, mafter, weele doe as
all gluttons doe, laugh and lie downe.

Andel. Hiet hee to my chamber, make ready my
richeft attire, ile to Court prefently.

Skad. Ile goe to Court in this attire, for apparell is
but the fhaddow of a man, but fhaddow is the fub-
ftance of his apparell. Exit Shaddow.

Andel.  Away, away, and meete me prefently.

Amp. 1 had more neede to crie, away to thee.
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Away, away with this wilde lunacie,
Away with ryots.

Andel.  Away with your puritie, brother, yare an
Afle, why doth this purfe fpit out gold but to be fpent ?
why liues a man in this world, to dwell in the Suburbs
of it, as you doe? Away forren fimplicitie, away:
are not eyes made to fee faire Ladies? hearts to loue
them? tongues to court them, & hands to feele
them? Out your Stocke, you flone, you logs end :
Are not legs made to daunce, and fhall mine limp vp
and downe the world after your cloth-ftockin-heeles?
you haue the Hat, keepe it, anon ile vifit your ver-
tuous countenance againe, adew, pleafure is my fweete
miftris, I weare her loue in my Hat, and her foule in
my heart : I haue {worne to bee merry, and in fpite
of Fortune and the blacke-browd deflinies, ile neuer
be fad. Exit,

Amped. Goe, foole, in fpite of mirth, thou fhalt be

fad.
Ile burie halfe thy pleafures in a graue
Of hungrie flames, this fire I did ordaine
To burne both purfe and Hat : as this doth perifh,
So fhall the other ; count what good and bad
They both haue wrought, the good is to the ill,
As a fmall Pible to a mightie hill.
Thy glorie and thy mifchiefes here fhall burne,
Good gifts abuzde to mans confufion turne.

Enter Longauile, and Montrofle with Souldiers.

Longa. ‘This is his brother: Souldiers, bind his
armes.

Montr. Bind armes and legs, and hale the fiend
away. .

Amp. Vnciuill : wherefore muft I tafte your fpite ¥

Longa. Art thou not one of Fortunatus fonnes ?

Amped. 1 am, but he did neuer doe you wrong.

Longa. The dinell thy brother has, villaine, looke
here.
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Montr. Where is the beautious purfe and withing
Hat?
Amped. My brother Andelocia has the purfe,
This way heele come anon to paffe to court,
Alas, that finne fhould make mens hearts fo bold,
To kill their foules for the bafe thirft of gold.
The withing Hat is burnt.
Montr. Burnt? Souldiers bind him.
Tortures thall wring both hat and purfe from you,
Villaine, ile be reueng’d for that bafe fcorne,
Thy hell-hound brother clapt vpon my head.
ZLonga. And fo will Longauyle.
Away with him.
Montr. Drag him to yonder towre, there thackle
him,
And in a paire of Stockes, locke vp his heeles,
And bid your withing Cap deliuer you.
Giue vs the purfe and Hat, weele fet thee free,
Els rot to death and farue.
Amp. Oh tyranny, you need not {corne the badge
which you did beare :
Beafts would you be, though hornes you did not weare.
Montr. Drag hence the cur: come noble Long-
auyle,
One’s fure, and were the other fiend as faft,
Their pride fhould coft their liues: their purfe and
Hat .
Shall be both ours, weele thare them equally.
Longa. That will be fome amends for afming me.

Enter Andelotia and Shaddow after him.

Montr. Peace, Longauyle, yonder the gallant
comes.
Zonga. Y’are well encountred.
Andel.  Thankes, Lord Longauyle.
" Longa. The king expells your prefence at the
court.
Andel.  And thither am I going,
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Shad. Pips fine, fine apples of Tamafco, ha, ha, ha.
Montr. Wert thou that Irithman that cozend vs?
Shad. Pips fine, ha, ha, ha, no not I: not Shad-
dow.
Andel. 'Were not your Apples delicate and rare ?
Longa. The worft that ere you fold; Sirs, bind
him faft.
Andel. 'What, wil you murder me? helpe, help,
fome helpe.
" Skad. Helpe, helpe, helpe. Exit Shaddow.
Montr. Follow that Dog, and flop his balling
" throate.
Andel,  Villaines, what meanes this barbarous
trechery ?
Louga. We meane to be reueng'd for our difgrace.
Montr. And fiop the golden current of thy waft.
Andel. Murder, they murder me, O call for helpe.
Long. Thy voice is fpent in vaine, come, come,
this purfe,

This wel-fpring of your prodigalitie.

Andel.  Are you appointed by the king to this?

Montr. No, no, rife, fpurne him vp : know you
who’s this ?

Andel. My brother Ampedo? Alas, what fate

Hath made thy vertues fo infortunate ?

Amp. They ryot and the wrong of thefe two
Lords,

Who (caufelefle) thus do ftarue me in this prifon.
Longa. Striue not y’are beft, villaines, lift in his legs.
Andel. Traitors to honor, what doe you intend %
Longa. That ryot fhall in wretchedneffe haue end.

Quetftion thy brother with what coft hees fed,

And fo aflure thou fhalt be banquetted.

Exeunt they trwo.
Amp. In want, in miferie, in woe and care,

Poore Ampedo his fill hath furfeted :

My want is famine, bolts my miferie,

My care and woe fhould be thy portion.

Andel. Giue me that portion, for I haue a heart
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Shall fpend it freely, and make bankrowt
The proudeft woe that euer wet mans eye.
Care with a mifchiefe 3 wherefore thould I care ?
Haue I rid fide by fide by mightie kings,
Yet be thus bridled now? Ile teare thefe fetters.
Murder, crie murder, Ampedo, alowd.
To beare this {corne our Fortunes are too proud.
Amp. O folly, thou haft powre to make fleth
glad,
‘When the rich foule in wretchednefle is clad.
Ande. Peace, foole, am not I Fortunes minion ?
Thefe bands are but one wrincle of her frowne,
This is her Euening mafke, her next mornes eye
Shall ouer-thine the Sunne in maieftie.
Amp. But this fad night will make an end of me.
Brother, farwell, griefe, famine, forrow, want,
Haue made an end of wretched Ampedo.
Andel.  Where is the withing Hat
Amp. Confurn’d in fire.
Ande. Accurfed be thofe hands that did deftroy it,
That would redeeme vs, did we now enioy it.
Amp. Wanton, farwel, I faint, deaths frozen hand
Congeales lifes little Riuer in my breft.
No man before his end is truely bleft. Dyes.
Andel. O miferable, miferable foule.
Thus a foule life makes death to looke more foule.

Enter Longauyle and Montrofje with a kalter.

Longa. Thus fhall this golden purfe diuided be,
One day for you, another day for me,

Montr. Of daies anon, fay, what determine you,
Shall they haue libertie, or fhall they die ¥

Long. Die fure: and fee, I thinke the elder’s dead.

And. I, murderers, he'is dead, O facred wifdom,
Had Fortunatus beene enamored
Of thy celeftiall beautie, his two fonnes
Had fhind like two bright Sunnes.

Longa. Pul hard, Montrofie.
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Andel. Come you to firangle me? are you the
hangman ¢
Hell-hounds y’ are dam’d for this impietie.
t Fortune, forgiue me, I deferue thy hate,
. My felfe haue made myfelfe a reprobate :
i Vertue, forgiue me, for I haue tranfgreft
&Agamft thy lawes, my vowes are quite forgot,
{ And therefore fhame is falne to my finnes lot.
i Riches and knowledge are two gifts diuine.
‘They that abufe them both as I haue done,
iT'o fhame, to beggerie, to hell muft runne.
O confcience hold thy fting, ceafe to afflict me.
Be quicke, tormentors, I defire to die.
No death is equall to my miferie.
Cyprus, vaine world, and Vanitie farwell.
Who builds his heauen on earth, is fure of hell.
Lon. He’s dead: in fome deepe vault lets throw
their bodies.
Montr. Firft let us fee the purfe, Lord Longauyle.
Longa. Here tis, by this weele fill this towre with
gold.
Montr. Frenchman, this purfe is counterfeit.
Longa. Thou lyeft.
Scot, thou haft cozend me, give me the right,
Els thall thy bofome be my weapons graue,
Montr. Villaine, thou fhalt not rob me of my due.

They fight: Enler Athelflane, Agripyna, Orleans,
Galloway, Cornewall, Chefler, Lincolne, and
Shaddow with weapons at one dove: Fortune,
Vice, and their attendants at another dore.

Al. Lay hands vpon the murderers, firike them
downe.
Fortune. Surrender vp this purfe for this is mine.
All.  Are thefe two diuels, or fome powers diuine?
Skad. O fee, fee, O my two mafters, poore Shad-
dowes fubftances ; what fhall I doe ¥ whofe body fhall
Shaddow now follow $ :
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Fort. Peace, Ideot, thou fhalt find rich heapes of
fooles,
That will be proud to entertaine a Shaddow.
I charme thy babbling lips from troubling me.
You need not hold them, fee, I fmite them downe
Lower then hell : bafe foules, fincke to your heauen.

Vice. I doe arreft you both my prifoners.

Fort. Stand not amazde, you gods of earth, at this,
Shee that arrefteth thefe two fooles is Vice,

They haue broke Vertues laws, Vice is her ferieant,
Her Jayler and her executioner.

Looke on thofe Cypriots, Fortunatus fonnes,

They and their Father were my minions,

My name is Fortune.

AU, O dread deitie.

Fort. Kneele not to me : if Fortune lift to frowne,
You need not fal downe, for fheele {fpurne you downe,
Arise, but fooles, on you ile triumph thus.

What haue you gaind by being couetous

This prodigall purfe did Fortunes bounteous hand
Beftow on them, their ryots made them poore,
And fet thefe markes of miferable death,

On all their pride, the famine of bafe gold

Hath made your foules to murders hands be fold,
Onely to be cald rich. But Ideots fee

The vertues to be fled, Fortune hath caufd it fo,
Thofe that will all deuowre, muft all forgoe.

Athelfi. Moft facred Goddefle.

Fortune. Peace, you flatterer.

Thy tongue but heapes more vengeance on thy head.
Fortune is angrie with thee, in thee burnes

A greedie couetous fire, in Agripyne

Pride like a Monarch reuels, and thofe ﬁnnes

Haue lead you blind-fold to your former thames,
But Vertue pardond you, and fo doth Fortune.

Athelfl. and Agrip. All thankes to both your facred

deities.

Fort. As for thefe Mettall-eaters, thefe bafe thieues,
Who rather then they would be counted poore,
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Will dig through hell for gold, you were forgiuen
By Vertues generall pardon ; her broade feale
Gaue you your liues, when fhee tooke off your hornes.
Yet hauing fcarce one foote out of the Jayle,
You tempt damnation by more defperate meanes,
You both are mortall, and your paines fhall ring
Through both your eares, to terrifie your foules,
As pleafe the Judgement of this mortall king.
Athelff. Faire Emprefle of the world, fince you
refigne
Your power to me, this fentence fhall be mine,
Thou fthalt be torturd on a wheele tq death,
Thou with wild horfes fhalt be quartered.
Vicee. Ha, ha, weake Judge, weake iudgement, I
reuerfe
That fentence, for they are my prifoners,
Embalme the bodies of thofe Cypriots,
And honour them with princely buriall,
For thofe doe as you pleafe, but for thefe two,
1 kiffe you both, I loue you, y’ are my minions.
Untie their bands, Vice doth repriue you both,
I fet you free.
Both. Thankes, gracious deitie.
Vice. Be gon, but you in libertie fhall find
More bondage then in chaines, fooles, get you
hence,
Both wander with tormented confcience. :
Longa. O horrid Judgement, thats the hell in-
¢ deede.
Mon. Come, come, our death ne’re ends if con-
N fcience bleede.
Botk. O miferable, miferable men. Exeunt.
Fortune. Fortune triumphes at this, yet to appeare,
All like my {elfe, that which from thofe I tooke,
King Athelftane I will beftow on thee,
And in it the old vertue I infufe ;
But, king, take heede how thou my gifts doeft vfe.
England fhall ne're be poore, if England ftriue,
Rather by vertue, then by wealth to thriue.
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Enter Vertue, crownd : Nymphes and kings attend-
ing on her, crownd with Olive branches and
lawrels, muficke founding.

. Vice. Vertue t alas good foule, thee hides her
head.
Vert. What enuious tongue faid, Vertue hides her
head ?
Vice. Shee that will driue thee into banifhment.
Fyrt. Shee that hath conquerd thee: how dar'ft
thou come,
Thus trickt in gawdy Feathers, and thus garded,
Which crowned kings and Mufes, when thy foe
Hath trod thus on thee, and now triumphes fo ¢
Where ’s vertuous Ampedo? See, hees her flaue,
For following thee this recompence they haue.
Vert. -Is Ampedo her flaue ? why thats my glorie.
The Idiots cap I once wore on my head,
Did figure him, thofe that (like him) doe muffle
Vertue in clouds, and care not how fhee fhine,
Ile make their glorie like to his decline :
He made no vie of me, but like a mifer,
Lockt up his wealth in ruftie barres of floth :
His face was beautifull, but wore a mafke,
And in the worlds eyes feemd a Bldckamore.
So perith they that fo keepe vertue poore.
Vice.  'Thou art a foole to flriue, I am more firong,
And greater then thy felfe, then Vertue flie,
And hide thy face, yeeld me the victorie. :
Vert. 1Is Vice higher then Vertue? thats my
glorie,
The higher that thou art, thou art more horrid,
The world will loue me for my comlynefle.
Forty. Thine owne felfe loues thy felfe : why on
the heads
Of Agripyne, Montrofie and Longauyle,
(Englith, Scot, French) did Vice clap vgly hornes,
But to approue that Englifh, French and Scot,
And all the world els, kneele and honour Vice,
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But in no Countrie, Vertue is of price ?
Vert. Yes, in all Countries Vertue is of price,
In euery kingdome fome diuiner breft
Is more enamord of me then the reft. .
Haue Englithy Scot, and French bowd knees to
thee ? -
Why that’s my glorie too, for by their thame,
Men will abhor thee and adore my name.
Fortune, thou art too weake, Vice th’ art a foole,
To fight with me, I fuffred you awhile,
T’ ecclips my brightnes, but I now will fhine,
And make you fweare your beautie’s bafe to mine.
Fort. Thou art too infolent, fee here ’s a court
Of mortall Judges, lets by them be tride,
Which of vs three fhall moft be deifide.
Vice. I am content.
Fort. And 1.
Vert. So am not L.
My Judge fhall be your facred dettie.
Vicee. O miferable me, I am vndon. :
Exit Vice and her traine.
All. O ftop the horrid montter.
Vert. Let her runne.
Fortune, who conquers now ¢
Fort. Vertue, I fee,
Thou wilt triumph both ouer her and me.
All. Emprefie of heauen and earth.
ZFort. Why doe you mocke me ?
Kneele not to me, to her tranfier your eyes,
There fits the Queene of Chance, I bend my knees,
Lower then yours : dread goddefle, tis moft meete,
That Fortune fall downe at thy conqu’ring feete.
XThou facred Empreffe that commandft the Fates,
Forgiue what I haue to thy handmaid don,
And at thy Chariot wheeles Fortune fhall run,
And be thy captiue and to thee refigne
All powers which heau'ns large Patent haue made
mine.
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Vert. Fortune th’art vanquifht : facred deitie,
O now pronounce who winnes the victorie,

And yet that fentence needes not, fince alone,
Your vertuous prefence Vice hath ouer-throwne,
Yet to confirme the conqueft on your fide,
Looke but on Fortunatus and his fonnes

Of all the welth thofe gallants did poffefle,
Onely poore Shaddow is left comfortleffe,

Their glorye’s faded and their golden pride. -

Skha. Onely poore Shaddow tels how poore they

died.

Vers. All that they had, or mortall men can haue,
Sends onely but a Shaddow from the graue. x
Vertue alone liues fiil], and liues in you,

I am a counterfeit, you are the true, h

I am a Shaddow, at your feete I fall/

Begging for thefe, and thefe, my felfe and all

All thefe that thus doe kneele before your eyes, -
Are fhaddowes like my felfe, dred Nymph it lyes
In you to make vsfubftances. O doe it,

Vertue I am fure you loue, fhee woes you to it.

I read a verdi@ in your Sun-like eyes,

And this it is : Vertue the victorie.

AL All loudly cry, Vertue the vitorie.

Vert. Vertue the viCtorie: for ioy of this,
Thofe felfe fame himnes which you to Fortune fung
Let them be now in Vertues honour rung.

The Song.

Vertue fmiles : crie hollyday,
Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell,
Vertue frownes, crie wellada,

Her loue is Heauen, her hate is Hell.
Since heauw’n and hell obey her power,
Tremble when her eyes dee lowre.
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Since heau’'n and hell her power obey,
Where thee fmiles, crie hollyday.
Hollyday with ioy we crie,
And bend, and bend, and merily,
Sing hymnes to vertues deitie :
Sing hymnes to Vertues deitie.

As they all offer to goe in, Enter the two old men.”)

~
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Ay ftay, poore pilgrims, when I entred firft
The circle of this bright celeftiall Sphere,
I wept for ioy, now I could weepe for feare.
2. I feare we all like mortall men fhall proue
Weake (not in loue) but in exprefsing loue.
1. Let euery one beg once more on his knee,
One pardon for himfelfe, and one for mee,
For I intic’'d you hither : O deere Goddefle,
Breathe life in our nombd fpirits with one fmile,
And from this cold earth, we with liuely foules
Shal rife like men (new-borne) and make heau’'n found
With Hymnes fung to thy name, and praiers that we
May once a yeere fo oft enioy this fight,
Til thefe yong boyes change their curld locks to white,
And when gray-winged Age fits on their heads,
That fo their children may fupply their Steads,
And that heau'ns great Arithmetician,
(Who in the Scales of Nomber weyes the world)
May ftill to fortie two, and one yeere more,
And ftil adde one to one, that went before,
And multiply fowre tennes by many a ten :
To this I crie Amen.
A/l.  Amen, amen.
1. Good night (deere miftris) thofe that with thee
harme,
Thus let them ftoope vnder deftrutions arme. .
. All.  Amen, Amen, Amen. Exeunt.

I.

FINIS.

Tho. Dekker.
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Lo the World.

W Orld, ¥ was once refolid to bee vound
4 ‘ with thee, becaufe F know tis thy fafhion
, (NB 20 bee vound with euery bodie:. but the
NS ANS winde [fhifting his point, the Veine
turn'd : yet becaufe thou wilt fit as Fudge of all
matters (though for thy labour thou wear /i Mi-
daffes eares, and art Monftrum horrendum, in-
forme : Ingens cui lumen ademptum ; whofe
great Poliphemian eye is put out) § care not
muck if I make defcription (before thy Vniuerfa-
lity) of that terrible Poetomachia, lately commenc'd
betweene Horace the fecond, and a band of leane-
witted Poetafters. They haue bin at high wordes,
and fo kigh, that the ground could not ferue them,
but (for want of Chopins) kaue flalk't ypon Stages.

Horace kal'd his Poetatters to the Barre, the
Poetafters wvntruf’d Horace : how worthily
eyther, or how wrongfully, (World) leaue it to
the Surie: Horace (queftionles) made himfelfe
beleeue, that his Burgonian wit might defperately
challenge all commers, and that none durft take vp
the foyles againft him : It's likely, if ke had not fo
beleiw'd, he had not bin fo déceidd, for hee was
anfwer'd at his owne weapon: And if before
Apollo kimfelfe (1vho is Coronator Poetarum) azn
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Inquifition fkould be taken touching this lament-
able merry muvdering of Innocent Poetry : all
mount Helicon o Bun-hill, i would be found on
the Poetafters fide Se defendendo. Notwithfland-
ing the Dollors think otherwife. I meete one, and he
runnes full Butt at me with his Satires hornes,
Jor that in vntrufsing Horace ¥ did omely whip
his fortunes, and condition of life, where the more
noble Reprehenfion Zad bin of his mindes Defor-
mitie, whgfe greatnes if kis Criticall Lynx kad
with as narrow eyes, obferi’d in himfelfe, as it
did little fpots vpon others, without all difputation :
Horace would not kaue left Horace out of Euery
man in’s Hvmour.  His fortunes? why does
not ke taxe that onely in others? Read his Ar-
raignement and fee. A fecond Cat-a-mountaine
mewes, and calles me Barren, becaufe my braines
could bring foorth no other Stigmaticke tharn
Tucca, whome Horace had put to making, and
begot to my hand: but I wonder what language
Tucca wonld haue fpoke, if honeft Capten Hannam
had bin borne without a tongue? Ff not as laws-
Jull then for mee to imitate Horace, as Horace
Hannam ? Befides, If F had made an oppofition
of any other new-minted fellow, (of what Teft
Jo euer) hee had bin out-fac'd, and out-weyed by a
Jettled former approbation . neyther was it muchk
improper to fet the fame dog vpor Horace, whom
Horace Zad fet to worrie others.

1 could heere (ecuen with the feather of my pen)
wipe off other ridiculous imputations: but my beft
way to anfwer them, is to laugh at them: onely
thus muck 1 protefl (and [fweare by the diuineft
part of true Pocfie) that (howfoeuer the limmes of
my naked lines may bee and I know haue bin, tor-
tur'd on the vacke) they are free from confpiring
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the leaft difgrace to any man, but onely to our new
Horace ; neyther fhould this ghoft of Tucca, haue
walkt vp and downe Poules Church-yard, but that
hee was raidd vp (in print) by newe Exorcifmes.
World, #f thy Hugenes will beletue this: doe,
if not, F care not: for F dedicate my booke not to
thy Greatnes, but to the Greatnes of thy fcorne:
Defying whichk, let that mad Dog Detraltion bite
23l his teeth bee worne to the flumps: Enuy feede
thy Snakes fo far with poyfon tll they burft:
World, %t all thy Adders fhoote out their Hidra-
headed-forked Stinges, Ha, ha, Nauci; zf none
will take my part, (as I defire none) yet I Wthanke
thee (thou true Venufian Horace) jfor thefe good
wordes thow giw'ft me: Populus me fibylat at
mihi plaudo. World farewell

" Malim Conuiuis quam placuifse Cocis.







The Vntruffing of the Humo-

rous Poet.

Enter two Gentlewomen flrewing of flowers.

Ome bedfellow come, ftrew apace, firew,
: firew : in good troth tis pitty that thefe
. flowers muft be trodden vnder feete as they are like
to bee anon.

2. Pitty, alacke pretty heart, thou art forry to fee
any good thing fall to the ground: pitty # no more
pitty, then to fee an Innocent Mayden-head deliuered
vp to the ruffling of her new-wedded husband.
Beauty is made for vfe, and hee that will not vie a
fweete foule well, when fhe is vnder his fingers, I pray
Venits he may neuer kifle a fair and a delicate, foft,
red, plump-lip.

I. Amen, and that's torment enough.

2. Pitty ¥ come foole, fling them about luttily ; flowers
neuer .dye a fweeter death, than when they are
fmoother’d to death in a Louers bofome, or elfe paue
the high wayes, ouer which thefe pretty, fimpring,
fetting things, call’d brides, muft trippe.

1. I pray thee tell mee, why doe they vie at wed-
dings to furnith all places thus, with fweete hearbes
and flowers¥-

2. One reafon is, becaufe tis
thing to lye with a man.

1. I think tisa O more more more more fweet to
lye with a woman.

I

6 a moft fweet
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2. I warrant all men are of thy minde: another
_ reafon is, becaufe they fticke like the fcutchions of
madame chaflity, on the fable ground, weeping in
their ftalkes, and wincking with theyr yellow-funke
eyes, as loathe to beholde the lamentable fall of a
Maydenhead : what fencelefs thing in all the houfe,
that is pot nowe as melancholy, as a new fet-vp
Schoolematfter §

1. Troth I am.

2. Troth I thinke thou mournfi, becaufe th’aft mift
thy turne, I doe by the quiuer of Cupid: you fee the
torches melt themfelues away in teares: the inftru-
ments weare theyr heart ftringes out for forrow: and
the Siluer Ewers weepe moft pittifull Rofewater : fiue
or fixe payre of the white innocent wedding gloues,
did in my fight choofe rather to be torne in peeces
than to be drawne on; and looke this Rofemary, (a
fatall hearbe) this dead-mans nofe-gay, has crept in
amongft thefe flowers to decke th’ inuifible coarfe of
the Bride’s Maydenhead, when (oh how much do we
poore wenches fuffer) about eleuen or twelue, or one
a clock at midnight at furtheft, it defcends to purga-
tory, to giue notice that Celefline (hey ho) will neuer
come to lead Apes in hell.

1. I {ee by thy fighing thou wilt not.

2. If I had as many Mayden-heads,as I have
hayres on my head, Ide venture them all rather then
to come into fo hot a place; prethy firew thou, for
my little armes are weary. ’

1. I am fure thy little tongue is not.

2. No faith that’s like 2 woman bitten with fleas, it
neuer lyes fiil : fye vpont, what a miferable thing tis
to be a noble Bride, there’s fuch delayes in rifing, in
fitting gownes, in tyring, in pinning Rebatoes, in poak-
ing, in dinner, in fupper, in Reuels, & laft of all in
curfing the poore nodding fidlers, for keeping Miftris
Bride fo long vp from fweeter Reuels ; that, oh I could
neuer endure to put it vp without much bickering.
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1. Come th’art an odde wench, hark, harke,
muficke ? nay then the Bride’s vp.

2. Isthe vp? nay then I fee fhe has been downe :
Lord ha mercy on vs, we women fall and fall fill, and
when we haue husbands we play upon them like Vir-
ginall Jackes, they muft ryfe and fall to our humours,
or elfe they’l neuer get any good firaines of muficke
out of vs ; but come now, haue at it for a mayden-head.

Srew.

As they flrew, enter Sir Quintilian Shorthofe witk
- Peeter Flath and two or three feruingmen, with
lights.

Str guin. Come knaues, night begins to be like
my felfe, an olde man ; day playes the theefe and
fteales vpon dvs; O well done wenches, well done,
well done, you haue couered’all the ftony way to
church with flowers, tis well, tis well, ther's an Em-
bleame too, to be made out of thefe flowers and
ftones, but you are honeft wenches, in, in, in.

2. When we come to your yeares, we thal learne
what honefly is, come pew-fellow. Exeunt.

Sir quin.  Is the muficke come yet 3 fo much to do !
Ift come? .

Omnes. Come fir.

Sir quin.  Haue the merry knaues pul'd their fiddle
cafes ouer their infiruments eares ?

Flafh. As foone as they entred our gates, the

noyfe went, before they came nere the great Hall, the
faint hearted villiacoes founded at leaft thrice.
. Sir guin. Thou fhouldft haue reuiv’d them with a
Cup of bumnt wine and fugar ; firra, you, horfe-keeper,
goe, bid them curry theyr ftrings : Is my daughter vp
yet ?

Flafh. Vp fir? fhe was feene vp an houre agoe.

Sir quin. Shee’s an early fturrer, ah firra.

Flafh. Shee’l be a late fturrer foone at night fir.

Sir Quint. Goe too Peeter Flafk, you haue a good
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fodaine flafh of braine, your wittes husky, and no
maruaile, for tis like one of our Comedians beardes,
ftill ith ftubble : about your bufines and looke you be
nymble to flye from the wine, or the nymble wine will
catch you by the nofe.

Flah.  If youre wine play with my nofe Sir, Ile
knocke’s coxcombe.

Sir guin  Doe Pecter, and weare it for thy labour ;
Is my Sonne in Law Sir Walter Terell ready yet?

Omnes.  Ready Sir. Exit another.

Str Quin. One of you attend him: Stay Flas,
where’s the note of the gueftes you haue inuited ?

Flah. Here Sir, Ile pull all your guefies out of my
bofome ; the men that will come, I haue croft, but all
the Gentlewomen haue at the tayle of the laft letter
a pricke, becaufe you may read them the better.

Sir Quin. My [pe€lacles, lyght, lyght, knaues ; Sir
Adam Prick/faft, thou haft croft him, heele come.

Fla/h. 1 had much a doe fir, to draw Sir Adam
Prickefhaft home, becaufe I tolde him twas early, but
heele come.

Sir guint.  Juftice Crop, what will he come $

Flath. He took phificke yefterday fir.

Sir quint. Oh then Crop cannot come.

Flafh. O Lord yes, fir yes, twas but to make more
roome in his Crop for your good cheare, Crop will
come.

Sir quint. Widdow Mineuer.

Flah. Shee's prickt you fee fir, and will come.

Sir quint. Sir Vaughan ap Rees, oh hee's croft
twife, fo, fo, fo, then all thefe Ladyes, that fall downe-
wardes heere, will come I fee, and all thefe Gentlemen
that ftand right before them.

Flap.  All wil come. :

Sir quint. Well fayd, heere, wryte them out agen,
and put the men from the women ; and Pessr, when
we are at Church bring wine and cakes, be light &
nimble good Fak, for your burden will be but
light.
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Enter fir Adam alight before him.

 Sir Adam Prickefhaft. God morrow, god morrow :
goe, in, in, in, to the Bridegroome, tafte acup of
burnt wine this morning, twill make you flye the better
all the day after,

Sir Adam. You are au early ftyrrer Sir Quintilian
Shorthofe.

Sir gui. 1 am fo, it behoues me at my daughters
wedding, in, in, in ; fellow put out thy torch, and put
thy felfe into my buttery, the torch burnes ill in thy
hand, the wine will burne better in thy belly, in, in.

Flajp. Ware there, roome for Sir Adam Pricke-
Shaft: your Worfhip— Exit.

Enter Sir Vaughan aend Miftris Mineuer.

Sir guin. Sir Vaughan and Widdow Mineuer, wel-
come, welcome, a thoufand times: my lips Mlﬂns
Widdow fhall bid you God morrow, in, in, one to the
Bridegroome, the other to the Bride.

Sir Vaughan. Why then Sir guintilian Shorthofe, 1
will flep into miftris Bride, and Widdow Mineuer,
fhall goe vpon M. Bridegroome.

Minen. No pardon, for by my truely Sir Vaughan, .
Tle ha no dealings with any M. Bridegroomes.

Sir quin. In widdow in, in honeft knight in.

Sir Vaug. 1 will viher you miftris widdow,

Flash. Light there for Sir Vawghan; your good
Worthip—

Sir Vaug. Drinke that fhilling Ma. Pecter Flash,
in your guttes and belly.

Fla. Ile not drinke it downe fir, but Ile turne it
into that which fhall run downe, oh merrily !

Exit Sir Vaughan.

Enter Blunt Crifpinus, Demetnus, and others with
Ladies, lights before them.

Sir gquin. God morrow to thefe beauties, and Gen-
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tlemen, that haue Vfhered this troope of Ladyes to
my daughters wedding, welcome, welcome all ; mufick ?
nay then the bridegroome’s comming, where are thefe
knaues heere ?

Flafh.  All here fir.

Enter Terill, Sir Adam, Sir Vaughan, Celeftine,
Mineuer, and other Ladies and attendants with
lights. .

Zeri. Good morrow Ladies and fayre troopes of
gallants, that haue depof’d the drowzy King of fleep,
to Crowne our traine with your rich prefences,

1 falute you all ;
Each one thare thanks from thanks in generall.

Crif. God morrow M. Bride-groome, miflris
Bride.

Omnes. God morrow M. Bride-groome.

Zer. Gallants I fhal intreate you to prepare,

For Maskes and Reuels to defeate the night,
Our Soueraigne will in perfon grace our marriage.

Stz gquin. What will the king be heer.?

Zer. Father he will.

Sir quin. Where be thefe knaues? More Rofe-
mary and gloues, gloues, gloues: choofe Gentlemen ;
Ladyes put on foft skins vpon the skin of fofter hands ;
fo, fo: come miftris Bride take you your place, the
olde men firft, and then the Batchelors ; Maydes with
the Bride, Widdows and wiues together, the prieft’s at
Church, tis time that we march thether.

Zer. Deare Blunt at our returne from Church,
take paines to ftep to Horace, for our nuptiall fongs ;
now Father when you pleafe.

Sir quin. Agreed, fet on, come good Sir Vaughan,
muft we lead the way?

Str Vau. Peeter you goe too faft for Miftris pride :
fo, gingerly, gingerly ; I mufe why Sir Adem Pricke-
fhaft Ricks fo thort behinde

Sir quin. He follows clofe, not too faft, holde vp

knaues,
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Thus we lead youth to church, they vs to graues.
Exeunt,

Horrace fitting in a _fludy behinde a Curtaine, a am-
die by. him burning, bookes lying confufedly :
himfelfe.

Hor. To thee whofe fore-head fwels with Rofes,

‘Whofe moft haunted bower

Giues life & fent to euery flower,

Whofe moft adored name inclofes,

‘Things abftrufe, deep and diuine,

Whofe yellow treffes thine,

Bright as Eoan fire,

O me thy Prieft infpire.

For I to thee and thine immortall name,

In—in—in golden tunes,

For I to thee and thine immortall name—

In—facred raptures flowing, flowing, fwimming, fwim-
ming :

In facred raptures fwimming,®

Immortal name, game, dame, tame, lame, lame, lame,

Pux, hath, thame, proclaime, oh—

In facred raptures flowing, will proclaime, not—-—

O me thy Prieft infpyre !

For I to thee and thine immortall name,

In flowing numbers fild with fpright and flame,

Good, good, in flowing numbers fild with fpright &
flame.

Enter Alinius Bubo.

Afini. Horace, Horace, my {weet ningle, is alwayes
in labour when I come, the nine Mufes be his mid
wiues I pray Fupiter : N ingle.

Ho. In flowing numbers fild with fpright and

flame,
To thee.

Afini. To me? I pledge thee fweet Ningle, by
Bacchus quaffing boule, I thought th’ adft drunke to
me.
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Hor. It muft haue been in the deuine lycour of
ZLernaffus, then in which, I know you would fcarce
haue pledg’d me, but come fweet roague, fit, fit, fit.

Afini. Ouer head and ‘eares yfaith} I haue a
facke-full of newes for thee, thou fhalt plague fome of
them, if God fend vs lifeand health together.

Hor. Its no matter, empty thy facke anon, bat
come here firlt honeft roague, come.

Afini. Ift good, Ift good, pure Helicor hat

Hor. Dam me ift be not the beft that euer came
from me, if I have any iudgement, looke fir, tis an Zps-
thalamium for Sir Walter Terrels wedding, my braines
haue giuen affault to it but this morning.

Ajfin. Then I hope to fee them flye out like gun
powder ere night. :

Hor. Nay good roague marke, for they are the
beft lynes that euer I drew.

Afin. Heer'’s the beft leafe in England, but on, on,
Ile but tune this Pipe.

Hor. Marke, o thee whofe fore-head frwels with Rofes.

Afin. O fweet, but will there be no exceptions
taken, becaufe fore-head and fwelling comes together ¢

Hor. Pufh away, away, its proper, befides tis an
elegancy to fay the fore head fwels.

Afin. Nay an’t be proper, let it ftand for Gods
loue. .

Hor. Whofe moft haunted bower,

Giues life and fent to euery flower,

Whofe moft adored name inclofes,

Things abftrufe, deep and diuine.

Whofe yellow treffes thine,

Bright as Zoan fire.
Afini. O pure, rich, ther's heate in this, on, on.
Hyr. Bright as Eoan fire,

O _me thy Prieft infpire !

For I to thee and thine immortall name . . . marke

this.

In flowing numbers fild with fpryte and flame.

Afini. 1 mary, ther’s fpryte and flame in this.
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Hor. A pox, a this Tobacco.

Ajfin. Wod this cafe were my laft, if I did not
marke, nay all's one, I haue always a confort of Pypes
about mee, myne Ingle is all fire and water ; I markt,
by this Candie (which is none of Gods Angels) I re-
member, you flarted backe at fprite and flame.

Hor. For I to thee and thine immortall name,

In flowing numbers fild with fprite and flame,
To the Loues mightieft King,
Himen 6 Himen, does our chafe mufe fing.

Afin. Ther's muficke in this;

ZHor. Marke now deare Afinius.

Let thefe virgins quickly fee thee,
Leading out the Bride,

Though theyr blufthing cheekes they hide,
Yet with kiffes will they fee thee,

To vntye theyr Virgin zone,

They grieue to lye alone.

Afini. So doe I by Venus.

Hor. Yet with kifles wil they fee thee, my Mufe
has marcht (deare roague) no farder yet : but how ift
How ift? nay prethee good Ajinius deale plainly, doe
not flatter me, come, how —

Afin. If I haue any iudgement :

Hor. Nay look you Sir, and then follow a troope of
other rich and labour'd conceipts, oh the end fhall be
admirable ! but how ift fweet Bubo, how, how ?

Afin. If 1 have any Iudgement, tis the beft ftuffe
that euer dropt from thee.

Hor. You hafeene my Acrofticks?

Aji. Ile put vp my pypes and then Ile fee any
thing.

Hor. Thaft a Coppy of mine Odes to, haft not
Bubo 1

Afi. Your odes? O that which you fpoke by
word a mouth at th’ ordinary, when Mufco the gull
cryed Mew at it :

Hor. A pox on him poore braineles Rooke : and
you remember, I tolde him his wit lay at pawne with

(o}
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his new Sattin fute, and both would be loft, for not
fetching home by a day.

Afi. At which he would faine ha blufht but that
his painted cheekes would not let him.

Hor. -Nay firra the Palinode, which 1 meane to
fitch to my Reuels, fhall be the beft and ingenious
piece that euer I fwet for; ftay roague, Ile fat thy
fpleane and make it plumpe with laughter.

Ajfi. Shall It fayth Ningle, fhall I fee thy fecrets?

Hor. Puh my friends.

Afi. But what fardle’s that ? what fardle’s that ¢

Hor. Fardle, away, tis my packet ; heere lyes in-
tomb’d the loues of Knights and Earles, heere tis, heere
tis, heere tis, Sir Walter Terils letter to me, and my
anfwere to him : I no fooner opened his letter, but
there appeared to me three glorious Angels, whome
I ador'd, as fubietes doe their Soueraignes: the
honeft knight Angles for my acquaintance, with fuch
golden baites—but why dooft laugh my good roague ¥
how is my anfwere, prethee, how, how

Aji. Anfwere, as God iudge me Ningle, for thy
wit thou mayft anfwer any Iuftice of peace in England
I warrant ; thou writ'ft in a moft goodly big hand too,
Ilike that, I readft as leageably as fome that haue
bin fau'd by their neck-verfe.

Hor. But how doft like the Knights inditing ¥

Ajfi. If 1 haue any iudgement; a pox ont, heer’s
worfhipfull lynes indeed, heer’s ftuffe : but firra Ningle,
of what fathion is this knights wit, of what blocke %

Hor. Why you fee; wel, wel, an ordinary In-
genuity, a good wit for a knight, you know how,
before God I am haunted with fome the moft pitty-
full dry gallants.

Afini.  Troth fo I think ; good peeces of lantfkip,
fthew beft a far off.

Hor. 1,1, 1, excellent fumpter horfes, carry good
cloaths ; but honeft roague, cothe, what news, what
newes abroad? I haue heard a the horfes walking
a’ the top of Paules.
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Afi. Haye? why thé Captain Tucca rayles vpon
you moft prepofteroufty behinde your backe, did you
not heare him $

Ho. A pox upon him: by the white & foft hand
of Minerua, lle make him the moft ridiculous: dam
me if I bring not’s humor ath flage : &—fcuruy
lymping tongu'd captaine, poore greafie buffe Ierkin,
hang him : tis out of his Element to traduce me: I
am too well ranckt Ajfinius to bee ftab’d with his
dudgion wit : firra, Ile compofe an Epigram vpon
him, fhall goe thus—

Afi. Nay I ha more news, ther's Crifpinus & his
Jomeyman Poet Demetrius Faninus too, they fweare
they’ll bring your life & death vpon'th flage like a
Bricklayer in a play.

Hor. Bubo they muft prefle more valiant wits
than theyr own to do it : me ath ftaget ha, ha. Ile
ftarue theire poore copper-lace work mafiers, that
dare play me : I can bring (& that they quake at) a
prepard troope of gallants, who for my fake fhal
diftafte euery vnfalted line, in their fly-blowne Co-
medies.

Afi. Nay that's certaine, ile bring 100 gallants of
my ranke.

Hpr. That fame Crifpinus is the fillieft Dor, and
Faninus the flighteft cob-web-lawne peece of a Poet,
oh God |
Why fhould I care what euery Dor doth buz
In credulous eares, it is a crowne to me,

That the beft iudgements can report me wrang'd.

Afi. I am one of them that can report it :

Hor. 1 thinke but what they are, and am not
moou'd.

The one a light voluptuous Reueler,
The other, a ftrange arrogating puffe,
Both impudent, and arrogant- enough.

Afin. Slid do not Criticus Reuel in thefe lynes,
ha Ningle ha Knocking.

Hor. Yes, they're mine owne,

o2
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Crif. Horrace.

Dem. Flaccus.

Crif. Horrace, not vp yet ;

Hor. Peace, tread foftly, hyde my Papers; who’s

this fo early ?

Some of my rookes, fome of my guls ¥

Crif. Horrace, Flaccus.

Hor. Who's there § ftray, treade foftly : Was
Terill on my life: who's there? my gowne fweete
roague, fo, come vp, come in,

Enter Crifpinus and Demetrius.

Crif. God morrow Horrace.

Hor. 0O, God faue you gallants.

Crif. Afinius Bubo well met. ’

Afin. Nay, I hope fo Crifpinus, yet I was ficke a
quarter of a yeare a goe of a vehement great tooth-
atch : a pox ont, it bit me vilye, as God fa me la I
knew twas you by your knocking fo foone as I faw
you ; Demetrius Fannius, wil you take a whiffe this
morning? I haue tickling geare now, heer’s that will
play with your nofe, and a pype of mine owne fcowr-
ing too.

Dem. 1, and a Hodgthead too of your owne, but
that will neuer be fcowred cleane I feare.

Afin. 1 burnt my pype yefternight, and twas neuer
vide fince, if you will tis at your feruice gallants, and
Tobacco too, tis right pudding I can tell you; a Lady
or two, tooke a pype full or two at my hands, and
praizde it for the Heauens, fhall I fill Flannius 1

Dem. 1 thanke you good Afinius for your loue,

I fildome take that Phificke, tis enough
Hauing fo much foole to take him in fnuffe.

Hor. Good Bubo read fome booke, and giue vs
leaue. . *

AJ. Leaue haue you deare Ningle, marry {or read-
ing any book Ile take my death vpont (as my Ningle
fayes) tis out of my Element : no faith, ever fince I felt
one hit me ith teeth that the greateft Clarkes are not
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the wifeft men, could I abide to goe to Schoole, I was
at As in prefenti and left there: yet becaufe Ile not
be counted a worfe foole then I am, Ile turne ouer a
new leafe.
Afinius reads and takes Tobacco.
Hor. To fee my fate, that when I dip my pen
In diftilde Rofes, and doe ftruie to dreine,
Out of myne Inke all gall ; that when I wey
Each fillable I write or {peake, becaufe
Mine enemies with tharpe and fearching eyes
Looke through & through me, caruing my poore
labours
Like an Anotomy : Oh heauens to fee,
That when my lines are meafurd out as ftraight
As even Paralels, tis ftrange that ftill,
Still fome imagine they are drawne awry.
The error is not mine, but in theyr eye,
That cannot take proportions.
Crif. Horrace, Horrace,
To ftand within the fhot of galling tongues,
Proues not your gilt, for could we write on paper,
Made of thefe turning leaues of heauen, the cloudes,
Or fpeake with Angels tongues : yet wife men know,
That fome would thake the head, tho Saints fhould
fing,
Some fnakes muft hiffe, becaufe they ’re borne with
ftings.
Hor. Tis true.
Crif. Doe we not fee fooles laugh at heauen ?
and mocke
The Makers workmanthip ; be not you grieu’d
If that which you molde faire, vpright and fmooth,
Be fkrwed awry, made crooked, lame and vile,
By racking coments, and calumnious tongues,
S0 to be bit it rankcles not : for innocence
May with a feather brufh off the fouleft wrongs.
But when your daftard wit will ftrike at men
In corners, and in riddles folde the vices
Of your beft friends, you muft not take to heart,
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If they take off all gilding from their pilles,
And onely offer you the bitter Coare.
Hpr. Crifpinus.
Cri. Say that you haue not fworme vnto your
Paper,
To blot her white cheekes with the dregs and bottome
Of your friends priuate vices : fay you {weare
Your loue and your allegiance to bright vertue
Makes you defcend fo low, as to put on
The Office of an Executioner,
Onely to firike off the fwolne head of finne,
‘Where ere you finde it ftandmg,
Say you fweare ;
And make damnation parcell of your oath,
That when your lafhing ieftes make all men bleed,
Yet you whip none. Court Citty, country, friends,
Foes, all muft fmart alike ; yet Court, nor Citty,
Nor foe, nor friend, dare winch at you ; great pitty.
Dem. If you fweare, dam me- Faninus, or Crif-
pinus,
Or to the law (Our kingdomes golden chaine)
To Poets dam me, or to Players dam me,
If I brand you, or you, tax you, fcourge you:
I wonder then, that of fiue hundred, foure
Should all point with their fingers in one inftant
At one and the fame man 1
Hor. Deare Faninus.
Dem. Come, you cannot excufe it
Hor. Heare me, I can—
Dem. You muft daube on thicke collours then to
hide it.
Crif. We come like your Phifitions, to purge
Your ficke and daungerous minde of her difeafe.
Dem. 1In troth we doe, out of our loues we come,
And not reuenge, but if you firike vs ftill,
We muft defend our reputations :
Our pens fhall like our fwords be alwayes fheath’d,
Vnlefle too much prouockt, Horace if then
They draw bloud of you, blame vs not, we are men :
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Conme, let thy Mufe beare vp a fmoother fayle,
Tis the eafieft and the bafeft Arte to raile.

Hor. Deliuer rae your hands, I loue you both,
As deare as my owne foule, prooue me, and when
I fhall traduce you, make me the fcorne of men.

Botk. Enough, we are friends.

Cri. What reads Afinius? .

Afi. By my troth heer's an excellent comfortable
booke, it's moft fweet reading in it.

Dem. Why, what does it fmell of Bubo

Afi. Mas it fmels of Rofe-leaues a little too.

Hor. Then it muft be a fweet booke, he would
faine perfume his ignorance.

Afi. 1 warrant he had wit in him that pen’d it.

Crif. Tis good yet a foole will confeffe truth.

Afi. The whoorfon made me meete with a hard
ftile in two or three places as I went ouer him.

Dem. 1 beleeue thee, for they had need to be very
lowe & eafie Stiles of wit that thy braines goe ouer.

Enter Blunt and Tucca.

Blun. Wher's this gallant? Morrow Gentlemen :
what’s this deuife done yet Horace?

Hyr. Gods fo, what meane you to let this fellow
dog you into my Chamber }

Biun. Ob, our honeft Captayne, come, prethee let
vs fee.

TJuc. Why you baftards of nine whoores, the Mufes,
why do you walke heere in this gorgeous gallery ot
gallant inuentions, with that whoorefon poor lyme &
hayre-rafcall ¥ why—

Cri. O peace good Tucca, we are all fworne
friends,

Tuc. Sworne, that Iudas yonder that walkes in
Rug, will dub you Knights ath Pofte, if you ferue
vnder his band of oaths, the copper-fact rafcal wil for
a good fupper out fweare twelue dozen of graund

Turyes.
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Blun. A pox ont, not done yet, and bin about it
three dayes %

Horr. By lefu within this houre, faue you Cap-
tayne Tucca.

Zuc. Dam thee, thou thin bearded Hermaphro-
dite, dam thee, Ile faue my felfe for one I warrant
thee, is this thy Tub Diogines?

Hyr. Yes Captaine this is my poore lodging.

Afin. . Morrow Captaine Tucca, will you whiffe this
morning 1

Tuc. Art thou there goates pizzel ; no godamercy
Caine I am for no whiffs I, come hether fheep-skin-
weauer, s'foote thou lookft as though th’ adft beg’d
out of a Iayle : drawe, I mean not thy face (for tis not
worth drawing) but drawe neere: this way martch,
follow your commaunder you fcoundrell: So, thou
muft run of an errand for mee Mephoftophiles.

Hor. To doe your pleafure Captayne I will, but
whether,

Tuc. To hell, thou knowft the way, to hell my
fire and brimftone, to hell ; doft ftare my Sarfens-head
at Newgate | doft gloate % Ile march through thy dun-
kirkes guts for thooting ieftes at me.

Hyr. Deare Captaine but one word.

Tue. Out bench-whifiler out, ile not take thy word
for a dagger Pye : you browne-bread-mouth ftinker, ile
teach thee turne me into Bankes his horfe, and to tell
gentlemen I am a Iugler, and can thew trickes.

Hor.  Captaine Tucca, but halfe a word in your
eare.

Zuc. No you ftaru’d rafcal, thou't bite off mine
eares then, you muft haue three or foure fuites of
names, when like a lowfie Pediculous vermin th’aft
but one fuite to thy backe : you muft be call'd Afper,
and Criticus, and Horace, thy tytle’s longer a reading
then the Stile a the big Turkes : Afper, Criticus, Quin-
tus, Horatius, Flaccus.

Hor. Captaine I know vpon what euen bafes I
ftand, and therefore—
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Zuc. Bafest wud the roague were but ready for
me.

Blun. Nay prethee deare Tucca, come you fhall
thake—

Tuc. Not hands with great Hunkes there, not
hands, but Ile fhake the gull-groper out of his tan'd
skinne.

- Crifp. & Deme. For our fake Captaine, nay pre-
thee holde.

Tuc. 'Thou wrongft heere a good honeft rafcall
Crifpinus, and a poore varlet Demetrius Fanninus
(bretheren in thine owne trade of Poetry) thou fayft
Crifpinus Sattin dublet is Reauel’d out heere, and
that this penurious fneaker is out of elboes, goe two
my good full mouth’d ban-dog, Ile ha thee friends
with both. '

Hor. With all my heart captaine Tucca, and with
you too, Ile laye my handes vnder your feete, to
keepe them from aking. .

Omnes.  Can you have any more !

Tuc. Saift thou me fo, olde Coale come? doo't
then; yet tis no matter neither, Ile haue thee in
league firft with thefe two rowly powlies: they fhal be thy
Damons and thou their Pithyaffe; Crifpinus fhall giue
thee an olde caft Sattin fuite, and Demetrius fhall write
thee a Scene or two, in one of thy ftrong garlicke
Comedies ; and thou fhalt take the guilt of confcience
for't, and. fweare tis thine owne olde lad, tis thine
owne : thou neuer yet fels't into the hands of fattin,
didft 1

Hor. Neuer Captaine I thanke God.

Tuc. Goe too, thou fhalt now King Gorboduck,
thou thalt, becaufe Ile ha thee damn’d, Ile ha thee all
in Sattin : Afper, Criticus, Quintus, Horatius, Flaccus,
. Crifpinus fhal doo't, thou fhalt doo’t, heyre apparant
of Helicon, thou thalt doo't.

Ajfi. Mine Ingle weare an olde caft Sattin fuite §

Zuc. I waferface your Ningle. '
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Ajfi. If he carry the minde of a Gentleman, be'll
fcorne it at’s heeles.

Zuc.. Mary muffe, my man a ginger-bread, wilt
eate any fmall coalef

Afi. No Captaine, wod you fhould well know it,
great coale fhall not fill my bellie.

Twe, Scorne it, doft fcorne to be arrefted at one of

his olde Suites
" Hor. No Captaine, Ile weare any thing.

Zuc. 1 know thou wilt, I know th’art an honeft
low minded Pigmey, for I ha feene thy thoulders lapt
in a Plaiers old caft Cloake, like a Slie knaue as thou
art: and when thou ranft mad for-the death of Hora-
tio : thou borrowedft a gowne of Rofcius the Stager,
(that honeft Nicodemus) and fenteft it home lowfie,
didft not? Refponde, diift not?

Blun. So, fo, no more of this, within this houre—

Hor. If I can found retreate to my wits, with
whome this leader is in skirmifh, Ile end within this
houre.

Juc. What wut end ¥ wut hang thy felfe now? has
he not writ Finis yet Jacke? what will he bee fifteene
weekes about this Cockatrices egge too? has hee not
cackeld yet? not laide yet

Blunt. Not yet he fweares hee will within this houre.

Juc. His wittes are fomewhat hard bound: the
Puncke his Mufe has fore labour ere the whoore bee
deliuered: the poore faffron-cheeke Sun-burnt Gipfie
wantes Phificke ; giue the hungrieface pudding-pye-
eater ten Pilles : ten fhillings my faire Angelica, they’l
make his Mufe as yare as a tumbler.

Blu. He thall not want for money if heele write.

Zuc. Goe by Ieronimo, goe by ; and heere, drop
the ten fhillings into this Bafon ; doe, drop, when
Iacke  hee fhall call me his Macenas: befides, Ile
dam vp’s Ouen-mouth for rayling at’s: So, ift nght
Iacke? ift fterling ¢ fall off now to the vanward of
yonder foure Stinkers, and aske alowde if wee fhal
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goe } the Knight fhall defray Iacke, the Knight when
it comes to Summa fotalis, the Knyght, the Knight.—

Blu. Well Gentlemen, we’ll leaue you, fhall we
goe Captaine } good Horrace make fome haft.

Hor. Tle put on wings.

. Afin. 1 never fawe mine Ingle fo dafht in my life
before.

Crif. Yes once Afinius.

Af. Mas you fay true, hee was dafht worle once
going (in a rainy day) with a fpeech to ’th Tilt-yard,
by Gods lyd has call’d him names, a dog would not
put vp, that had any difcreation.

~Tuce. Holde, holde vp thy hand, I ha feene the
day thou didft not fcorne to holde vp thy golles:
ther’s a Souldiers Spurroyall, twelue pence: Stay,
becaufe I know thou canft not write without quick-
filuer : vp agen, this goll agen, I giue thee double
prefle-money : Stay, becaufe I know thou haft a noble
head, ile deuide my Crowne, 6 royall Porrex, ther's a
tefton more ; goe, thou and thy Mufe muneh, doe,
munch ; come my deare Mandrake, if Skeldring fall
not to decay, thou fhalt florith: farewell my fweet
Amadis de Gaule, farewell.

Hor. Deare Captaine.

Tuc. Come Iacke.

Dem. Nay Captaine flay, we are of your band.

Tuc. March faire then :

Cri. Horace farewell, adue Afnius. Exeunt.

Afi. Ningle lets goe to fome Tauerne, and dine
together, for my ftomache rifes at this fcuruy leather
Captaine.

Hor. No, they haue choakt me with mine owne

difgrace,
Which (fooles) ile fpit againe euen in your face. Exeunt.
Znter Sir Quintilian Shorthofe, Sir Adam, Sir Vaug-
ham, Mineuer with feruingmen.

Sir quinti. Knaues, Varlets, what Lungis, giue me
a dozen of ftooles there.

[y



204 The vntrufsing of

Str Vau. Sefu plefle vs all in our fiue fences a
peece, what meane yee fir Kintilian Sorthofe to
ftand fo much on a dozen ftooles, heere be not
preeches inuffe to hyde a dozen ftooles, vnlefle yon
wifle fome of vs preake his finnes.

Sér guin. 1 fay fir Vaughan no fhinne fhal be
broken heer, what lungis, a chayre with a fironge
backe, and a foft bellie, great with childe, with a
cuthion for this reuerend Lady.

Mineu. God; neuer gaue me the grace to be a
Lady, yet I ha beene worfhipt in my confcience to
my face a thoufand times, I cannot denye fir Vaughan,
but that I baue all implements, belonging to the
vocation of a Lady.

Sir Vaughan. 1 truft miftris Mineuer you haue all
a honeft oman fhud haue?

Min. Yes perdie, as my Coach, and my fan, and
a man or two that ferue my turne, and other things
which Ide bee loath euery one fhould fee, becaufe
they fhal not be common, I am in manner of a Lady
in one point.

Sir Vaug. 1 pray miftris Mineuers, let vs all fee
that point for our better vnderftanding.

Mi. For I ha fome thinges that were fetcht (I
am fure) as faire as fome of the Low Countries, and
I payde fweetly for them too, and they tolde me they
were good for Ladies.

Sir gqui. And much good do’t thy good heart
faire widdow them.

Min. 1 am fayre enough to bee a Widdow, Sir
Quintilian.

Sir Vaug. In my foule and confcience, and well
fauoured enough to be a Lady: heere is fir Kintilian
Sorthofe, and heere is fir Adam Prickfhaft, a fentle-
man of a very good braine, and well headed : you fee
he fhootes his bolt fildome, but when Adam lets goe,
he hits: and heere is fir Vaughan ap Rees, and I
beleeue if God fud take vs all from his mercy, as I
hope hee will not yet; we all three loue you, at the
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bottome of our bellyes, and our hearts : and therefore
miftris Mineuer, if you pleafe, you fhall be knighted by
one of vs, whom you fall defire to put into your
deuice and minde.

Min. One I muft haue fir Vaughan

Sir guin. And one of vs thou fhalt haue widdow.

Min. One I muft haue, for now euery one feekes
to crow ouer me.

Sir Vaug. By Sefu and if I finde any crowing
ouer you, & he were a cocke (come out as farre as in
Turkeys country) tis pofiible to cut his combe oft.

Min. 1 mufe why fir Adam Prickfhaft flyes fo
farre from vs.

Sir Adam. 1 am in a browne ftudy, my deare, if
loue fhould bee turned into a beaft, what beaft hee
were fit to bee turned into.

Sir guinti. 1 thinke Sir Adam an Affe, becaufe of

his bearing.

Min. 1 thinke (fauing your reuerence) Sir Adam
a puppy, for a dog is the moft louing creature to a
chriftian that is, vnles it be a childe.

Sir Ad. No, 1 thinke if loue thould. bee turn’d
away, and goe to ferue any beaft, it muft bee an Ape,
and my reafon

Sir Vaug. Sir Adam, an Ape!? ther's no more
reafon in ar Ape, than in a very plaine Monkey ; for
an Ape has no tayle, but we all know, or tis our duty
to know, loue has two tailes; In my fudfment, if
lcue be a beaft, that beaft is a bunce of Reddis; for
a bunce of Reddis is wife meate without Mutton, and
fo is loue.

Mi. Ther's the yawning Captaine (fauing your
reuereuce that has fuch a fore mouth) would one day
needes perfwade me, that loue was a Rebato ; and
his reafon was (fauing your reuerence) that a Rebato
was worne out with pmnmg too often ; and fo he
faid loue was.

Sir Vaug. And Mafter Captaine Tucca fayd
wifely too, loue is a Rebato indeede : a Rebato muft
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be poaked ; now many women weare Rebatoes, and
many that weare Rebatoes——
Str Adam. Muft be poakt.
Sir Vau. Sir Adam Prickfhaft has hit the cloute.
Muyjicke.
Sir gui. The Muficke fpeakes to vs, we'll hase a
daunce before dinner.

Enter Sir Walter Terrill, Celeftine, Blunt, Crifpinus,
and Demetrius, euery one with a Lady.

Al The King’s at hand.

Zer. Father the King’s at hand.
Muficke talke lowder, that thy filuer voice,
May reach my Soueraignes eares.

Sir Vaug. 1 pray doe fo, Mulfitions beftir your
fingers, that you may haue vs all by the eares.

Str quin. His Grace comes, a Hall varlets, where
be my men? blow, blow your colde Trumpets till
they fweate ; tickle them till they found agen.

Biun. Beft goe meete his Grace, ‘

Al Agreed.

Str Vaug. Pray all fland bare, as well men as
women : Sir Adam is beft you hide your head for feare
your wife braines take key-colde: on afore Sir Kinti-
lian ; Sentlemen fall in before the Ladyes, in feemely
order and fafhion ; fo this is comelye.

Enter Trumpets founding, they goe to the doore, and
meete the King and kis Traine, and whilff the
Trumpets Jound the Kingis welcom’d, kifjes the
Bride, and honors the Bridegroome in dumbe fhew.

King. Nay if your pleafures fhrinke at fight of vs,

We fhall repent this labour, Miftris Bride

You that for {peaking but one word to day,

Muft loofe your head at night ; you that doe ftand

Taking your laft leaue of virginity ;

You that being well begun, muft not be Maide :

Winne you the Ladies, I the men will wooe,

Our felfe will leade my blufhing Bride with you.
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Sir Vaughan. God blefle your Maiefty, and fend
you to be a long King William Rufus ouer vs, when
he fees his times & pleafures.

King. Wee thanke you good Sir Vaughan, wee
will take your meaning not your words..

Sér gquint, Lowde Muficke there.

Sir Vau. 1 am glad your Maiefty will take any
thing at my hands; my words I truft in Sefu, are
fpoken betweene my foule and body together, and
haue neither Felonies nor treafons about them, I
hope.

King. Good words, Sir Vaughan, I prethee give
vs leaue. .

Vaug. Good words fir Vaughan ? thats by interpreta-
tion in englith, you'r beft giue good words fir Vaughan :
god and his Anfells blefle me, what ayles his maieftye
to be fo tedious and difficult in his right mindes now, I
holde my life that file rafcall-rymer Horace hath puzd
and puzd aboue a hundred merie tales and lyce, into
fis great and princely eares: by god and he vfe it, his
being Pheebus prieft cannot faue him, if hee were his
Sapline too ide preafe vpon his coxcomb : good lord
blefle me out of his maieflies celler : King Williams, I
hope tis none offences to make a fupplication to god
a mightie for your long life: for by fhefu I haue no
meaning in’t in all the world, vnles rafcalls be here
that will haue your grace take thalke for thees, and
vnlefle Horace has fent lyce to your maiefly.

King. Horace, what'’s he fir Vaughan

Vaugh. As hard-fauourd a fellow as your maieftie
has feene in a fommers day : he does’ pen, an’t pleafe
your grace, toyes that will not pleafe your grace : tis
a Poet, we call them Bardes in our Countrie, finges
ballads and rymes, and I was mightie fealous, that his
Inke which is blacke and full of gall, had brought my
name to your maieftie, and fo lifted vp your hye and
princely coller.

King. 1 neither know that Horace, nor mine anger,
If as thou faift our high and princely choller
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Be vp, wee'l tread it downe with daunces ; Ladies
Loofe not your men ; faire meafures muft be tread,
When by fo faire a dauncer you are lead.

Vaugh. Miftris Miniuer :

Miu. Perdie fir Vaughan I cannot daunce.

Vaugh. Perdie by this Miniuer cappe, and acord-
ing to his mafefties leaue too, you fall be put in
among theife Ladies, & daunce ere long I treftin
god, the faking of the feetes.

They daunce a flraine, and whilft the others keepe on,
the King and Celefline flay.
Kin. That turne faire Bride thews you muft turne
at night,
In that fweet daunce which fteales away delight.
Cezl. Then pleafure is a thiefe, a fit, a feauer :
Kin. True, he's the thiefe, but women the receiuer.

Another change ; they fall in, the reft goe on.

Kin. This change fweet Maide, faies you muft
change your life,
As Virgins doe.
Cel. ergms nere change their life,
She that is wiu’d a maide, is Maide and wife.
Kin. But fhe that dyes a Maide ;—
Cez/. Thrice happy then.
Kin. Leades Apes in hell.
Cwel. Better leade Apes then men.

At this third change they end, and fhe mectes the King.

Kin, Well met,

Czl. Tis ouertaken.

Kin. Why faire fweet ?

Cez/. Women are ouertaken when they meete ;

King. Your bloud fpeakes like a coward.

Cel. It were good, -
If euery Maiden blufh, had fuch a bloud.

Kin. A coward bloud, why whom fhould maidens
feare
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Cez. Men, were Maides cowards, they’d not come
{o nere,

My Lord the Meafure’s done, I pleade my duetie.
Kin. Onelie my heart takes meafure of thy beautie.
Sir guin. Now by my hofe I fweare, that’s no deepe

oath, '

This was a fine {weet earth-quake gentlie moou’d,

By the foft winde of whifpring Silkes : come Ladies,

Whofe ioynts are made out of the dauncing Orbes,

Come, follow me, walke a colde meafure now ;

In the Brides Chamber ; your hot beautie’s melt,

‘Take euerie one her fan, giue them their places,

And waue the Northerne winde vpon your faces.

Celefline and all the Ladyes doing obeyfance to the
King, who onely kiffes her, Exeunt, Short-hofe
manning them, the Gallants fland aloofe.

Kin. Sir Walter Terrill.

Ter. My confirmed Leige.

Ki. - Beautie out of her bountie, thee hath lent
More then her owne with liberall extent.

Zer.  'What meanes my Lord 1

Kin. Thy Bride, thy choice, thy wife,
She that is now thy fadom, thy new world,
That brings thee people, and makes little fubiec¢ts ;
Kneele at thy feete, obay in euerie thing,
So euerie Father is a priuate King.

Z¢r. My Lord, her beauty is the pooreft part,
Chieflie her vertues did endowe my heart.

Kin. Doe not back-bite her beauties, they all

fhine,

Brighter on thee, becaufe the beames are thine,
To thee more faire, to others her two lips
Shew like a parted Moone in thine Eclipfe ;
That glaunce, which louers mongft themfelues deuife,
Walkes as inuifible to others eies :
Giue me thine eare.

Zzr. 'What meanes the King?

Dem. Tis a quaint ftraine,
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Zer. My Lord.
King. ‘Thou darft not Wat.,
Zer. She is too courfe an obiect for the Court.
Kin. Thou darft not Wat: let to night be to
MOITOW,
Ter. For fhee’s not yet mine owne.
Rin. Thou darft not Wat?
Zer. My Lord 1 dare, but——
King. But I fee thou darft not.
Zer.  This night.
King. Yea, this night, tufh thy minde repaires not,
The more thou talk’ft of night, the more thou darft
not ;
Thus farre I tend, I wod but turne this fpheare,
Of Ladies eyes, and place it in the Court,
Where thy faire Bride thould for the Zodiacke thine,
And euery Lady elfe fit for a figne.
But all thy thoughts are yellow, thy fweet bloud
Rebels, th'art iealous Wat ; thus with proude reuels
To emmulate the masking firmament,
Where Starres dance in the filuer Hall of heauen,
Thy pleafure thould be feafoned, and thy bed
Relish thy Bride, But, but thou darft not Wat.
Ter. My Loord I dare.
Kin. Speake that agen.
7er. 1 dare.
Kiﬂi}ﬁ Agen kinde Wat, and then I know thou
d

Zer. 1 dare and will by that ioynt holy oath,
Which fthe and I fwore to the booke of heauen.
This very day when the furueying Sunne,

Riz like a witnes to her faith and mine,
By all the loyalty that fubiects owe

To Maiefty, by that, by this, by both,

I fweare to make a double guarded oath,
This night vntainted by the touch of man,
She fhall a Virgin come.

Kin. To Court? Zer. To Court
I know I tooke a woman to my wife,
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And I know women to be earthly Moones,
‘That neuer fhine till night, I know they change
Their Orbes (their husbands) and in fickith hearts,
Steale to their fweete Endimions, to be cur'd
With better Phificke, fweeter dyet drinkes,
Then home can minifter ; all this I know
Yet know not all, but giue me leaue O King,
To boaft of mine, and faie that I know none ;
I haue a woman but not fuch a one. ,
Kin. Why, fhe’s confirmed in thee ; I now ap-
prooue her, )
If conflant in thy thoughts who then can mooue her?

Enter Sir Quintilian.
Sir qui. 'Wilt pleafe your Highnes take your place
within,

The Ladies attend the Table.

Kin. 1 goe good Knight ; Wat thy oath.

Zer. My Lord,
My oath’s my honour, my honour is my life,
My oath is conftant, fo I hope my wife. Exeunt.

Enter Horace in his true attyre, Afinius bearing his
Cloate.

Afi. 1If you flye out Ningle, heer’s your Cloake ; I
thinke it raines too.

Ho. Hide my thoulders in't.

Afi. Troth fo th’adft neede, for now thou art in
thy Pee and Kue ; thou haft fuch a villanous broad
backe, that I warrant th’art able to beare away any
mans ieftes in England.

Hor. 1t’s well Sir, I ha ftrength to beare yours mee
thinkes ; fore God you are growne a piece of a Critift,
fince you fell into my hands: ah little roague, your
wit has pickt vp her crums prettie and well.

Afi. Yes faith, I finde my wit a the mending hand

P 2
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Ningle ; troth I doe not thinke but to proceede Poet-
after next Commencement, if I haue my grace per-
fectlie : euerie one that confer with me now, ftop their
nofe in merriment, and fweare I fmell fomewhat of
Horace ; one calles me Horaces Ape, another Horaces
Beagle, and fuch Poeticall names it paffes. I was but
at Barbers laft day, and when he was rencing my face,
did but crie out, fellow thou makft me Conniue too
long, & fayes he fayes hyee, Mafter Afinius Bubo, you
haue eene Horaces wordes as right as if he had fpit
them into your mouth.

Hor. Well, away deare Afinius, deliver this letter
to the young Gallant Dru/fo, he that fell fo ftrongly in
loue with mee yefiernight.

Afin. It's a fweete Muske-cod, a pure fpic’d-gull ;
by this feather I pittie his Jngenuities; but haft writ
all this fince Ningle? I know thou haft a good run-
ning head and thou lifteft.

Hor. Foh come, your great belly’d wit muft long
for euery thing too; why you Kooke, I haue a fet of
letters readie ftarcht to my hands, which to any frefh
fuited gallant, that but newlie enters his name into
my rowle, I fend the next morning, ere his ten a
clocke dreame has rize from him, onelie with clapping
my hand to’t, that my Nouice fhall ftart, ho and his
haire ftand an end, when hee fees the fodaine flath of
my writing : what you prettie Diminitiue roague, we
muft haue falfe fiers to amaze thefe fpangle babies,
thefe true heires of Ma. Juftice Shallow.

Afi. I wod alwaies haue thee fauce a foole thus.

Hor. Away, and, flay: here be Epigrams vpon
Tucca, divulge thefe among the gallants; as for
Crifpinus, that Crifpin-affe and Fannius his Play-
dreffer; who (to make the Mufes beleeue, their fub-
iefts eares were ftaru’d, and that there was a dearth of
Poefie) cut an Innocent Moore i'th middle, to ferue
him in twice ; & when he had done, made Poules-
worke of it, as for thefe Twynnes, thefe Poct-apes:
Their Mimicke trickes fhall ferue
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With mirth to fealt our Mufe, whilt their owne ftarue.

Afin. Well Ningle Ile trudge, but where's the
Randeuow 1 ’

Hor. Well thought off, marie at Sir Vaughans
lodging the Welfh knight, I haue compof'd a loue-
letter for the gallants worfhip, to his Rofamond : the
fecond, Miftris Miniuer, becaufe the does not thinke
fo foundly of his lame Englifh as he could with; I
ha gull'd his Knight-thip heere to his face, yet haue
given charge to his wincking vnderftanding not to per-
ceiue it : nay Gods fo, away deare Bubo.

Af. 1am gone. Exit.
Hor. The Mufes birdes the Bees were hiu’d and
fled, .

Vs in our cradle, thereby prophecying ;

That we to learned eares fhould fweetly fing,

But to the vulger and adulterate braine,

Should loath to proflstute our Virgin firaine.

No, our fharpe pen fhall keep the world in awe,
Horace thy Poefie, wormwood wreathes fhall weare,
We hunt not for mens loues but for their feare. Exsz

Enter Sir Adam and Miniuer.

Min. O Sir Adam Prickfhaft, you are a the bow
hand wide, a long yard I affure you: and as for
Suitors, truelie they all goe downe with me, they haue
all one flat anfwere.

Sir Adam. All Widdow 1 not all, let Sir Adam bee
your firft man flill, ‘

Enter Sir Quintilian.
Sir quin. 'Widdow, art ftolne from Table? I Sir
Adam,
Are you my riuall ¥ well, flye faire y’ are beft ;
The King’s exceeding merrie at the banquet,
He makes the Bride bluth with his merrie words
That run into her eares ; ah he’s a wanton,
Yet I dare truft her, had he twentie tongues,
And euerie tongue a Stile of Maieftie,
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Now Widdow, let me tell thee in thine eare,
1 loue thee Widdow, by this ring ; nay weare it.
Mineu. lle come in no rings pardie, Ile take no
golde.
Str Ada. Harke in thine eare, take me, I am no
golde.

Enter Sir Vaughan and Peter Flath.

Sir Vau. Mafter Peter Flath, I will grope about
Sir Quintilian, for his terminations touching and con-
fidering you.

Flafk. 1 thanke your Worfhip, for I haue as good
a ftomacke to ypur Worfhip as a man could with.

Sir Vau. 1hope in God a mightie, I fhall fill your
ftomack Mafter Peter: What two vpon one Sentle-
men ; Miftris Miniuer, much good ‘doo 't you Sir
Adam.

Sir quin. Sir Vaughan, have you din’d well Sir
Vaughan %

Sir Vau. As good feere as would make any hun-
grie man (and a were in the vileft prifon in the world)
eate and hee had anie ftomacke: One word Sir
Quintilian in hugger mugger; heere is a Sentleman
of yours, Mafter Peter Flath, is tefirous to haue his
blew coate pul’d ouer his eares ; and .

Flafh. No, Sir, my petition runs thus, “that your
worfhippe would thruft me out of doores, and that I
may follow Sir Vaughan,

Sir Vau. I can tell you Mafter Flath, and you
follow mee I goe verie faft, I thinke in my confcience,
I am one of the lighteft knights in England.

Fiafk. It's no matter Sir, the Flathes haue euer
bin knowne to be quicke and light enough.

Sir quin.  Sir Vaughan, he fhal follow you, he thall
dog you good Sir Vaughan.

Enter Horace walking.

Sir Vau. Why then Peter Flath I will fet my foure
markes a yeare, and a blew coate vpon you.



the Hlumorous Poet. 21§

Fla. Godamercy to your worfhip, I hope you fhall
neuer repent for me.

Sir Vau. You beare the face of an honeft man,
for you bluth pafling well Peter, I will quench the
flame out of your name, and you thall he chriftned
Peter Sazlamander. ,

Peter Flafh. The name’s too good for me, I
thanke your worfhip.

Sir Vau. Are you come Mafter Horace, you fent
mee the Coppie of your letters countenance, and I
did write and read it; your wittes truelie haue done
verie valliantlie : tis a good inditements, you haue
put in enough for her ha you not #

Hor. According to my inftructions.

Sir Vau. Tis pafling well, I pray Mafter Horace
walke a little befide your felfe, I will turne vpon you
incontinent.

Sir quin. What Gentleman is this in the Man-
dilian, a foldyer ?

Sir Vau. No, tho he has a very bad face fora
fouldier, yet he has as defperate a wit as euer any
Scholler went to cuffes for ; tis a Sentleman Poet, he
has made rimes called Thalamimums, for M. Pride-
groome, on vrd widdow.

Sir gui. Is this he? welcome Sir, your name ?
pray you walke not {o ftatelie, but be acquainted with
me boldlie ; your name Sir %

Hor. Quintus, Horacius, Flaccus.

Sir Quint. Good Mafter Flappus welcome.

He walkes vp and downe.

Sir Vau. Miftris Miniuer, one vrde in your corner
heere ; I defire you to breake my armes heere, and
read this Paper, you thall feele my mindes and affec-
tions in it, at full and at large.

Mini. Ile receiue no Loue libels perdy, but by
word a mouth.

Sir Vaughan. By Sefu tis no libell, for heere is
my hand to it.
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Mini. Tle ha no hand in it Sir Vaughan, Ile not
deale with you. | :

Sir Vau. Why then widdow, Ile tell you by word
a mouth my deuices.

Mi. Your deuices come not neere my mouth Sir
Vaughan perdy, I was vpon a time in the way to
marriage, but now I am turn’d a tother fide, I ha
fworne to leade a fingle and fimple life.

Sir Adam. She has anfwer'd you Sir Vaughan.

Sir Vau. Tis true, but at wrong weapons Sir
Adam; will you be an Affe Miftris Miniuers $

Min. If I be you fhall not ride me. ~

Sir Vaug. A fimple life! by Sefu tis the life of a
foole, a fimple life !

Sir gui.  How now Sir Vaughan ?

Sir Vaugh. My braines has a little fine quawme
come vnder it, and therefore Sir Adam, and Sir Quin-
tilian, and miftris Miniuer caps God bo'y.

Al.  Good Sir Vaughan,

Sir Vaugh. Mafter Horace, your inuentions doe
her no good in the Vniuerfalities; yet heere is two
fhillings for your wittes ; nay by Sefu you fhall take it
if ’t were more : yonder bald Adams, is put my nofe
from his ioynt; but Adam I will be euen to you:
this is my cogitations, I will indite the Ladies &
Miniuer caps to a dinner of Plumbes, and I fhall
defire you M. Horace, to fpeake or raile; you can
raile I hope in God a mighty.

Hor. You meane to fpeake bitterlie :

Sir Vaughan. Right, to fpitte bitterlie vpon bald-
nes, or the thinnes of haire; you fall eate downe
Plumbes to {fweeten your mouth, and heere is a good
Anfell to defend you: Peter Salamander follow me.

Flafk. With hue and crie and you will Sir.

Sir Vau. Come M. Horace, I will goe pull out
the Ladies.

Ho. And Ile fet out my wits, Baldnes the Theame ?
My words fhall flow hye in a filver ftreame. Exeunt.
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Enter Tucca brufhing off the crumbes.

h Tuc. Wher’s my moft coftly and fumptuous Short-
ofe 3

Sir Quint. Is the King rifen from table Captaine
Tucca ?

Zuc. How? rifen § no my noble Quintilian, kings
are greater men then we Knights and Caualliers, and
therefore muft eate more then leffer perfons; God-
amercy good Diues for thefe crummes: how now?
has not Frier Tucke din’d yet? he falles fo hard to
that Oyfter-pye yonder.

Sir guin.  Oyfter-pye Captaine ? ha, ha, he loues
her, and I loue her and feare both fhall goe without her.

ZJuc. Doft loue her, my fineft and firft part of the
Mirrour of Knighthood ¢ hange her fhe lookes like
a bottle of ale, when the corke flyes out and the Ale
fomes at mouth, fhee lookes my good button-breech
like the figne of Capricorne, or like Tiborne when it
is couerd with fnow.

Sir guin.  All’s one for that, fhe has a vizard in.a
bagge, will make her looke like an Angell ; T wod I
had her, vpon condition, I gaue thee this chaine
manlie Tucca.

Zue. 1?7 faift thou fo Friskin? I haue her ath
hip for fome caufes, I can found her, fhe’ll come at
my becke. i

Sir quin.  Wod I could found her too Noble com-
maunder.

Zuc. Thou fhalt doo’t; that Lady ath Lake is
thine Sir Triftram, lend mee thy chaine, doe, lend it,
Ile make her take it as a token, Ile lincke her vnto
thee ; and thou fhalt weare hergloue in thy Worthip-
full hatte like to a leather brooch; Nay and thou
miftrufts thy coller, be tyed in’t ftill.

Sir gquin.  Miftruft Captaine ? no, heere tis, giue it
her if the 'l take it, or weare it thy felfe if (hee’ll take
mee, Ile watch him well enough too.

ZJuc. No more, Ile fhoote away yonder Prickfhaft,



218 The vntrufsing of

and then belabour her, and flye you after yonder
Cucko : doft heere me my noble Gold-finch ?

Sir gui. No more.

Zuc. How doft thou my fmug Belimperia? how
doft thou? hands off my little bald Derricke, hands
off : harke hether Sufanna, beware a thefe two wicked
Elders, fhall I fpeake well or ill of thee

Min. Nay, eene as you pleafe Captaine, it fhal be
at your choice.

Zuc. Why well faid, my nimble Short-hofe.

Sir gquin. 1 heare her, I heare her.

TJuc. Art angry father time? art angrie becaufe I
tooke mother-Winter afide? Ile holde my life thou
art ftrucke with Cupids Birde-bolt, my little prick-
fhaft, art? doft loue that mother Mumble-cruft, doft
thou? doft long for that whim-wham ?

Sir Ada. Wod I were as fure to lye with her, as
to loue her.

Tuc. Haue I found thee my learned Dunce, haue
I found thee? If I might ha my wil, thou fhouldft
not put thy fpoone into that bumble-broth (for indeede
Ide tafte her my felfe) no thou fhouldft not: yet if
her beautie blinde thee, the’s thine, I can doo’t, thou
heardft her fay eene now, it thould bee at my choice.

Str Ada. She did fo, worke the match and Ile
beftow—

Tuc. Not a filke point vpon mee, little Adam fhee
fhall be thy Eeue, for lefle then an Apple; but fend,
bee wife, fend her fome token, fhee’s greedie, fhee
fhall take it, doe, fend, thou fhalt fticke in her
(Prickefhaft) but fend.

Sir Adam. Heer's a purfe of golde, thinke you
that wil be accepted ?

Tuc. Goe to, it fhall bee accepted, and twere but
filuer, when that Flea-bitten Short-hofe fteppes hence:
vanith too, and let mee alone with my Grannam in
Gutter-Lane there, and this purfe of golde doe, let me
alone.
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Sir guin. The King, gods Lord, I doe forget the
King;
‘Widdow, thinke on my wordes, I muft be gone
To waite his rifing, Ile returne anone.

Sir Ad. Stay Sir Quintilian, Ile be a waiter too.

Sir quint. Widdow wee'll truft that Captaine there
with you. Exeunt.

Juc. Now, now, mother Bunch how doft thou ?
what doft frowne Queene Gwyniuer ¥ doft wrinckle?
what made thefe paire of Shittle-cockes heere? what
doe they fumble for? Ile ha none of thefe Kites
fluttering about thy carkas, for thou fhalt bee my
Weft Indyes, and none but trim Tucca fhall difcouer
thee. '

Min. Difcouer me? difcouer what thou canft of
me.

Tue. What1I can? thou knowft what I can dif-
couer, but I will not lay thee open to the world.

Min. ILay me open to the world?

Juc. No I will not my moldie decay’d Charing-
croffe, I will not.

Mi. Hang thee patch-pannell, I am none a thy
Charing-croffe : I fcorne to be Croffe to fuch a fcab as
thou makft thy felfe.

Zuc. No, tis thou makft me fo, my Long Meg a
Weftminfter, thou breedft a fcab, thou—

Min. 1?7 dam thee filthie Captaine, dam thy felfe.

Tuc. My little deuill a Dow-gate, Ile dam thee,
thou knowft my meaning) Ile dam thee vp; my wide
mouth at Bifthops-gate.

Min. Wod I might once come to that damming.

Zuc. Why thou fhalt, my fweet dame Annis a
cleere thou fhalt, for Ile drowne my felfe in thee; I,
for thy loue, 1le finke, I, for thee.

Min. So thou wilt-I warrant, in thy abhominable
finnes ; Lord, Lord, howe many filthy words haft thou
to anfwere for.

Zuc. Name one Madge-owlet, name one, Ile an-
fwer for none ; my words fhall be foorth comming at
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all times, & fhall anfwer for them felues; my nimble
Cat-a-mountaine : they fhall Sifle Bum-trincket, for Ile
giue thee none but Sugercandie words, I will not
Puffe : goody Tripe-wife, I will not.

Min. Why doft call mee fuch horrible vngodlie
names then '

Zuc. 1Ile name thee no more Mother Red-cap vpon
paine of death, if thou wilt Grimalkin, Maggot-a-
pye I will not.

Min. Wod thou shouldft wel know, I am no Mag-~
got, but a meere Gentlewoman borne,

Zu. 1 know thou art a Gentle, and Ile nibble at
thee, thou fhalt be my Cap-a-maintenance, & Ile
carrie my naked fword before thee, my reuerend Ladie
Lettice-cap.

AMi. Thou fhalt carry no naked fwords before me
to fright me, thou—

Zuc. Go too, let not thy tongue play fo hard at
hot-cockles ; for, Gammer Gurton, I meane to bee thy
needle, I loue thee, I loue thee, becaufe thy teeth
ftand like the Arches vnder London Bridge, for thou't
not turne Satyre & bite thy husband ; No, come my
Cub, doe not fcorne mee becaufe I goe in Stag, in
Buffe, heer's veluet too ; thou feeft I am worth thus
much in bare veluet.

Min. 1 {come thee not, not L.

Zue. 1 know thou doft not, thou fhat fee that I
could march with two or three hundred linkes before
me, looke here, what? I could fhew golde too, if
that would tempt thee, but I would not make my felfe
a Gold-fmithes ftall I; I fcorne to goe chain’d my
Ladie ath Hofpitall, I doe; yet I will and muft bee
chain’d to thee.

Min. " To mee? why Mafter Captaine, you know
that I haue my choife of three or foure payre of
Knights, and therefore haue fmall reafon to flye out I
know not how in a man of war.

Tuc. A mana warre? come thou knowﬁ not what
a worlhipfull focation tis to be a Captaines wife:
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three or foure payre of Knights? why doft heare

Ioane-a-bedlam, Ile enter into bond to be dub'd by

what day thou wilt, when the next ation is layde

vpon me, thou fhalt be Ladified.

Min. You know I am offered that by halfe a
dozen.

Zuc. Thou shalt little Miniuer, thou fhalt, Ile ha
this frocke turn’d into a foote-cloth : and thou fhalt
be carted drawne I meane, Coacht, Coacht, thou
shalt ryde Iigga-Iogge; a Hood shall flap vp and
downe heere, and this shipskin-cap shall be put off.

Mini. Nay perdie, Ile put off my cap for no mans
pleafure. *

Zuc. Wut thou be proude little Lucifer? well,
thou shalt goe how then thou wilt Maide-marian;
come buffe thy little Anthony now, now, my cleane
Cleopatria ; fo, fo, goe thy waies Alexis fecrets, th'aft a
breath as fweet as the Rofe, that growes by the Beare-
garden, as fweete as the proud'ft head a Garlicke in
England : come, wut march in, to the Gentle folkes ?

Mini. Nay trulie Captaine you shall be my
leader.

Zuc. 1 fay Mary Ambree, thou shalt march for-

moft,

Becaufe Ile marke how broad th’art in the heeles.
Mini. Perdie, I will be fet ath laft for this time.
Zuc, Why then come, we'll walke arme in arme,

As tho we were leading one another to Newgate,

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, and Demetrius, with papers,
laughing.

Cri. Mine€’s of, a fashion, cut out quite from yours.

Dem. Mine has the sharpeft tooth, yonder he is.

Blu. Captaine Tucca. All kold vp papers.

Zuc. How now? I cannot ftand to read fupplica-
tions now.

Crif. They're bitter Epigrams compof’d on you
By Horace.
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Dem.  And difperft amongft the gallants
In feuerall coppies, by Afinius Bubo.

Zuc. By that liue Eele? read, ZLsge Legito, read
thou Iacke.

Blu. Tuccas growne monflrous, how! rich  that I

JSeare,

He's 10 be feene for money euery where.

ZTuc. Why true, shall not I getin my debts, nay
and the roague write no better I care not, farewell
blacke Iacke farewell.

Cri.  But Captaine heer’s a nettle.

Zuc.  Sting me, doe.

Cri.  Tucca's exceeding tall and yet not hye,

He fights with skill, but does mofl vilye lye.

Tuc. Right, for heere I lye now, open, open, to
make my aduerfarie come on; and then Sir, heere
am I in’s bofome: nay and this be the worft, I shal
hug the poore honeft face-maker, Ile loue the little
Atheift, when he writes after my commendation, an-
other whip ? come yerke me.

Dem.  Tucca will bite, how Y growne Satiricall,

No, he bites tables, for ke feedes on all.
Zuc. The whorefon clouen-foote deuill in mans
apparell lyes,
There ftood aboue forty dishes before me to day,
That I nere toucht, becaufe they were empty.

Min. 1 am witnes young Gentlemen to that.

Zuc. Farewell ftinckers, I {mel thy meaning
Screech-owle, I doe, tho I ftop my nofe : and Sirra
Poet, we'll haue thee vntruft for this; come, mother
Mum-pudding, come. LExeunt.

Trumpets found a florifh, and they a fennate : Enter
King with Celeftine, Sir Walter Terrill, Sir
Quintilian, Sir Adam, Blunt and other Ladies and
attendants : whilfl the Trumpets found the King
takes his leaue of the Bridegroome, and Sir Quin-
tilian, and lafl of the Bride.

Kin. My fong in parting doth this burden beare
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A kiffe the Ditty, and I fet it heere.
Your lips are well in tune, ftrung with delight,
By this faire Bride remember foone at night ;
Sir Walter.

Zer. My Leige Lord, we all attend,
The time and place.

Kin. Till then my leaue commend.

They bring him to the doore:. Enter at another doore
Sir Vaughan.

Sir Vau. Ladies, I am to put a verie eafie fuite
vpon you all, and to defire you to fill your little pellies
at a dinner of plums behinde noone ; there be Suckets,
and Marmilads, and Marchants, and other long white
plummes that faine would kiffe your delicate and
{weet lippes ; I indite you all together, and you efpe-
cially my Ladie Pride; what doe you faie for your
felles ? for I indite you all.

Cel.’ 1 thanke you good Sir Vaughan, I will come.

Sir Vau. Say Sentlewomen will you ftand to me
too? :

All. Wee'll fit with you fweet Sir Vaughan.

Sir Vau. God a mightie plefle your faces, and
make your peauties laft, when wee are all dead and
rotten :—you all will come.

1 Lady. All will come.

Sir Vaug. Pray God that Horace bee in his right

wittes to raile now. Exit.
Crif. Come Ladie, you fhall be my dauncing
gueft. -

To treade the maze of muficke with the reft.
Dem. 1le lead you in.
Dicach. A maze is like a doubt ;
Tis eafie to goe in, hard to get out.
Blun. We follow clofe behinde.
Pliloca. That meafure’s beft.
Now none markes vs, but we marke all the reft.

Exeunt.
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EBxeunt all fauing Sir Quintilian, Calefline, and Sir
Walter TerrilL .

Ter. Father, and you my Bride ; that name to day
Wife comes not till to-morrow : but omitting
This enterchange of language ; let vs thinke
Vpon the King and night, and ca’l our fpirits
To a true reckoning : firft to Arme our wittes
With compleat fieele of Iudgement, and our tongs
With found artillery of Phrafes: then
Our Bodies muft bee motions ; moouing firft
What we fpeake : afterwards, our very knees
Muft humbly feeme to talke, and fute out {peech;
For a true furnitht Cortyer hath fuch force,
Though his tongue faints, his very legs difcourfe.
Sir gquin.  Sonne Terrill, thou haft drawne his pic-
ture right,
For hee’s noe full-made Courtier, nor well ftrung,
That hath not euery ioynt ftucke with a tongue.
Daughter, if Ladies fay, that is the Bride, that’s fhe,
Gaze thou at none, for all will gaze at thee.
Cel. Then, 6 my father muft I goe? O my hus-
band
Shall I then goe ¥ O my felfe, will I goe ?
Sir quin.  You muft.
Zer. You fhall
Czl. 1 will, but giue me leaue,
To fay I may not, nor I ought not, fay not
Still, I mutft goe, let me intreate I may not.
Zvr. You muft and thall, I made a deede of gift,
And gaue my oath vnto the King, I {fwore
By thy true conftancy.
Cal. Then keep that word
To fweare by, O let me be conftant fiill.
Zer. What fthall I cancell faith, and breake my
oath ?
Czl. If breaking conftancie, thou breakft them
both.
Ter. Thy confiancie no euill can purfue.
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Cez/. 1 may be confiant ftill, and yet not true.
Zer. As how?
Cez. As thus, by violence detain’d,
They may be conftant flill, that are conftrain’d.
Zer. Conflrain’d ? that word weighs heavy, yet
my oath
‘Weighes downe that word ; the kinges thoughts are at
oddes, )
‘They are not euen ballanft in his breft ;
The King may play the man with me ; nay more,
Kings may viurpe ; my wife’s a woman ; yet
Tis more then I know yet, that know not her,
If fhe fhould prooue mankinde, twere rare, fye, fye,
See how I loofe my felfe, amongfl my_thoughts,
Thinking to finde my felfe ; my oath, my oath.
Sir guin. 1 {weare another, let me fee, by what,
By my long ftocking, and my narrow skirtes,
Not made to fit vpon, the fhall to Court.
I haue a tricke, a charme, that thall lay downe
The fpirit of luft, and keep thee vndeflowred ;
Thy husbands honor fau'd, and the hot King,
Shall haue enough too. Come, a tricke, a charme.
Exit.
Czl. God keep thy honour fafe, my bloud from
harme.
Zer. Come, my ficke-minded Bride, Ile teach thee
how,
To relifh health a little : Tafle this thought,
That when mine eyes feru’d loues commiffion,
Vpon thy beauties I did feile on them,
To a Kings vfe ; cure all thy griefe with this,
That his great feale was grauen vpon this ring,
And that I was but Steward to a King. Lxeunt,

A banguet fet out : Enter Sir Vaughan, Horace, Afi-
nius Bubo, Zady Petula, Dicache, Philocalia, A7/~
tris Miniuer and Peter Flath.

Sir Vaugh. Ladies and Sentlemen, you are almoft

all welcome, to this {weet nuncions of Plums.
Q
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Dicach. Almott all Sir Vaughan ¥ why to which of
vs are you fo niggardly, that you cut her out but a peice
of welcome.

Sir Vaugh. My interpretations is that almoft all
are welcome, becaufe I indited a brace or two more
that is not come, I am forrie my Lady Pride is not
among you. )

Aje. Slid, he makes hounds of vs Ningle, a brace
quoth a }

Sir Vaug. Peter Salamanders draw out the pic-
tures of all the ioynt ftooles, & Ladies fit downe vpon
their wodden faces.

Flah. 1 warrant Sir, Ile giue euerie one of them a
good ftoole.

Sir Vau. Mafter Horace, Mafter Horace, when 1
pray to God, and defire in hipocritnes that bald Sir
Adams were heer, then, then, then begin to make your
railes at the pouertie and beggerly want of haire.

Hor. Leaue it to my iudgment.

Sir Vau. M. Bubo fit there, you and I wil thinke
vpon our ends at the Tables : M. Horace, put your
learned bodie into the midft of thefe Ladies ; fo tis
no matter to fpeake graces at nuncions, becaufe we are
all paft grace fince dinner.

Afini. Mas I thanke my deftinie I am . not paft
grace, for by this hand full of Carrawaies, I could neuer
abide to fay grace.

Dica. Miftris Miniuer, is not that innocent Gen-
tleman a kinde of foole ¥ .

Min. Why doe you aske Madam 1

Dicach. Nay for no harme, I aske becaufe I
thought you two had been of acquaintanc.

Min. 1 thinke he’s within an Inch of a foole.

Dicack. Madam Philocalia, you fit next that
fpare Gentleman, wod you heard what Miftris Miniuer
faies of you.

Philp. Why what faies fhe Madam Dicache.

Dica. Nay nothing, but wifhes you were married
to that fmall timber'd gallant.
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Prilo. Your with and mine are twinnes, I with fo
too, for then I fhould be fure to lead a merrie life.

Afini. Yes faith Ladie, Ide make you laugh, my
bolts now and then thould be foone thot; by thefe
comfits, weed let all {lide.

Fetu. He takes the fweetefl oathes that euer I heard
a gallant of his pitch fweare ; by thefe Comfits, & thefe
Carrawaies, I warrant it does him good to {weare.

Afin. Yes faith tis meate and drinke to me.

I am glad Ladie Petula (by this Apple) that they
pleafe you.

Str Vau. Peter Salamanders wine, I befeech you
Mafter Afinius Bubo, not to {weare fo deeplie, for
there comes no fruite of your oathes ; heere Ladies, I
put you all into one corners together, you thall all
drinke of one cup.

Aji. Peter I prethee fill me out too.

Filafh. Ide fling you out too and I might ha my
will, a pox of all fooles.

Sir Vau. Miftris Miniuers, pray bee luftie, wod
Sir Adams Prickshaft ftucke by you.

Hor. Who, the balde Knight Sir Vaughan?

Sir Vau. The fame M. Horace, he that has but a
remnant or. parcell of haire, his crowne is clipt and
pard away ; me thinkes tis an excellent quallitie to
bee balde; for and there ftucke a nofe and two nyes
in his pate, he might weare two faces vnder one hood.

Afi.  As God faue me la, if I might ha my will, Ide
rather be a balde Gentleman then a hairy ; for I am fure
the beft and talleft Yeomen in England haue balde
heads : me thinkes haire is a fcuruie lowfie commodity.

Hor. Bubo, herein you blaze your ignorance.

Sir Vau. Pray ftop and fill your mouthes, and
giue M. Horace all your eares.

Hor. For, if of all the bodies parts, the head
Be the mofl royall : if difcourfe, wit, Tudgement,

And all our vnderflanding faculties,

Sit there in their high Court of Parliament,

Enacling lawes to fway this humorous world :
Q 2
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This little Ile of Man : needes muft that crowne,
Which flands vpon this fupreame head, be faire,
And helde inualuable, and that crowne’s the Haire :
The head that wants this honour flands awry,
Is bare in name and in authority.
Sir Vau. He meanes balde-pates Miftris Miniuers.
Hor. Haire, tis the roabe whickh curious nature
weaues,

T hang vpon the head : and does adorne,

Our bodies in the firfl houre wwe are borne :

God does beflow that garment : when we dye,

That (like a foft and filken Canopic)

Is fiill fpred ouer vs ; In [pight of death

Our hayre growes in our graue, and that alone
Lookes frefh, when all our other beauty’s gone.

The excellence of Haire, in this_fhines deere,

That the foure Elements take pride to weare

The fafkion of it: when Fire moft bright does burne,
The flames to golden lockes doe flriue to turne ;

When her lafciuious armes the Water Aurles,

About the fhoares wafl, her fleeke head fhe curles :
And rorid cloudes being fuckt into the Ayre,

When downe they melt, hangs like fine Jiluer hayre.
You jee the Earth (whofe head fo oft is fhorne) -
Frighted to feele her lockes fo rudely torne,

Stands with her haire an end, and (thus afraide)
Turnes euery haire to a greene naked blade.

Befides, (when flrucke with griefe) we long to dye,
We fpoile that moft, which moft does beautifie,

We rend this Head-tyre off. 1 thus conclude,
Cullors fet cullors out ; our eyes iudge right,

Of vice or vertue by their oppofite :

So, if faire haire to beauty ad fuch grace,

Baldnes mufi needes be vgly, vile and bafe.

Szr Vau. True M. Horace, for a bald reafon, is a
reafon that has no haires vpon’t, a fcuruy fcalded
reafon. )

Mi. By my truely I neuer thought you could ha
pickt fuch firange things out of haire before.
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Afini. Nay my Ningle can tickle it, when hee
comes too’t.

Min. Troth I fhall neuer be enameld of a bare-
" headed man for this, what fhift fo euer I make.

Sir Vaug. Then Miftris Miniuer S. Adams Prick-
fhaft muft not hit you ; Peter take vp ali the cloathes
at the table and the Plums.

Enter Tucca and his boy.

Tuc. Saue thee my little worthipfull Harper ; how
doe yee my little cracknels ¥ how doe ye ?-

Str Vau. Welcome M. Tucca, fit and fhoote into
your belly fome Suger pellets.

Tuc. No, Godamercy Cadwallader, how doe you
Horace ?

Ho. Thankes good Captaine.

Tu. Wher's the Sering- thou carrieft about thee 1
O haue I found thee my fcowring-fticke ; what's my
name Bubo ?

Afini. Wod 1 were hang'd if I can call you any
names but Captaine and Tucca.

TJuc. No Fye'ft; my name’s Hamlet reuenge; thou
haft béen at Parris garden haft not ?

Hor. Yes Captaine, I ha plaide Zulziman there,

Sir Vau. Then M. Horace you plaide the part of
an honeft man.

Tuc. Death of Hercules, he could neuer play that
part well in’s life, no Fulkes you could not: thou
call't Demetrius Iorneyman Poet, but thou putft vp
a Supplication to be a poore Iorneyman Player, and’
hadft beene ftill {fo, but that thou couldft not fet a good
face vpon't: thou haft forgot how thou ambleft (in
leather pilch) by a play-wagon, in the high way, and
took’ft mad Ieronimoes part, to getferuice among the
Mimickes: and when the Stagerites banifht thee into
the Ile of Dogs, thou turn'dft Ban-dog (villanous
Guy) & euer {ince biteft therefore I askeif th’aft been
at Parris-garden, becaufe thou haft fuch a good mouth ;
thou baitft well, read, Zge, faue thy felfe and read.
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Hor. Why Captaine thefe are Epigrams compof’d
on you.

Zuc. Goe not out Farding Candle, goe not out,
for trufty Damboys now the deed is done, Ile pledge
this Epigram in wine, Ile fwallow it, I, yes.

Sir Vau. God blefle vs, will he be drunke with
nittigrams now.

Zuc. So, now arife fprite ath Buttry ; no Herring-
bone Ile not pull thee out, but arife deere Eccho rife,
rife deuill or Ile coniure thee vp.

Min. Good Mafter Tucca lets ha no coniuring
heere.

Str Vau. Vddes bloud you fcald gouty Captaine,
why come you to fet encombrances heere betweene
the Ladies.

Zuc. Be not fo tart my precious Metheglin, be not
(my old whore a Babilon, fitfaft.)

Min. O Iefu if I know where abouts in London
Babilon ftands.

Tuc. Feede and be fat my faire Calipolis, ftir not
my beauteous wriggle-tailes, Ile difeafe none of you,
Ile take none of you vp, but onely this table-man, I
muft enter him into fome filthy fincke point, I muft.

Hor. Captaine, you doe me wrong thus to difgrace
me.

Zuc. Thou thinkft thou maift be as fawcy with
me as my Buffe Ierkin, to fit vpon me, doft ¥

Ho. Dam me, if euer I traduc’d your name,
‘What imputation can you charge me with ?

Sir Vau. Sblud, I, what cdputations can you lay
to his farge ¥ anfwer, or by Sefu Ile canuas your cox-
combe Tucky.

Min. If they draw fweet hearts, let vs fhift for
our felues. '

Zuc. My noble fwaggerer, I wil not fall out with
thee, I cannot my mad Cumrade, finde in my heart
to thed thy bloud.

Sir Vau. Cumrade? by Sefu callme Cumradeagaine,
and ile Cumrade ye about the finnes and fhoulders;
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ownds, what come you to fmell out heere ? did you
not dine and feede horribly well to day at dinner, but
you come to munch heere, and giue vs winter-
plummes? I pray depart, goe marfe, marfe, marfe
out a doores. .

Zuc. Adew Sir Eglaniour, adew Lute-ftringe, Cur-
tin-rod, Goofe-quill ; heere, giue that full-nof’d Skinker,
thefe rimes ; & harke Ile tagge my Codpeece point
with thy legs, {fpout-pot Ile empty thee.

Afin. Doft threaten mee? Gods lid Ile binde
thee to the good forbearing.

S#r Vau. Will you amble Hobby-horfe, will you
trot and amble

Zuc. Raw Artichocke I fhall fauce thee. Exit.

Min. I pray you Mafter Tucca, will you {end me
the fiye pound you borrowed on me; O you cannot
heare now, but Ile make you heare me and feele me
too in another place, to your fthame I warrant you,
thou fhalt not conny-catch mee for fiue pounds ; he
tooke it vp Sir Vaughan in your name, hee {wore you
fent for it to Mum withall, twas fiue pound in gold, as
white as my kercher,

Str Vaughan. Ownds, fiue pound in my name to
Mum about withall.

Min. 1, to Mum withall, but hee playes mum-
budget with me. '

Sir Vau. Peter Salamander, tye vp your great and
your little fword, by Sefu Ile goe fing him while tis hot.
Ile beate fiue pound out of his leather pilch: Mafter
Horace, let your wittes inhabite in your right places;
if I fall fanfomely vpon the Widdow, I haue fome
coffens Garman at Court, thall beget you the reuer-
fion of the Mafter of the Kings Reuels, or elfe be his
Lord of Mifrule nowe at Chriftmas: Come Ladyes,
whorefon Stragling Captaine, Ile pound him. Exeunt.

Manet Horace and Afinius.

Hor. How now, what ail'ft thou, that thou look’ft
fo pale? ,

Afin. Nay, nothing, but I am afraide the Welfh
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Knight has giuen me nothing but purging Comfits:
this Captaine ftickes pockily in my ftomack ; read this
fcroule, he faies they'r rimes, and bid me giue them

you.
Hor. Rimes 1 tis a challenge fent to you.
Afin. Tome?

Hor. He faies heere you divulg’d my Epigrams.

Afin. And for that dares he challenge me 1

Hor. You fee he dares, but dare you anfwer him ?

Afin. 1 dare anfwer his challenge, by word of
mouth, or by writing, but I fcorne to meete him, I
hope he and I are not Paralels.

Hor. Deere Bubo, thou fhalt anfwere him ; our-

credites

Lye pawn’d vpon thy refolution,
Thy vallor muft redeeme them ; charge thy fpirits,
To waite more clofe, and neere thee : if he kill thee
Ile not furuiue ; into one Lottery
We'll caft our fates ; together liue and dye.

Afi. Content, I owe God a death, and if he will
make mee pay’t againft my will, Ile fay tis hard deal-
ing. Exeunt.

Enter Sir Adam, Tucca, with two pifiols by his fides,
his boy laden with fwords and buckiers.

Tuc.. Did Apolloes Freeze gowne watchman (boy,
doft heare Turkie-cockes tayle, haue an eye behinde,
leaft the enemie affault our Rere-ward) on proceede
Father Adam ; did that fame tiranicall-tongu’d rag-a-
muffin Horace, turne bald-pates out fo naked ?

Sir'Ad. He did, and whipt them fo with nettles, -

that
The Widdow {wore that a bare-headed man,
Should not man her : the Ladie Petula
Was there, heard all, and tolde me this.

Tuc. Goe too. Thy golde was accepted, it was,
and fhe fhall bring thee into her Paradice, the fhall
fmall Adam, fhe thall.

Sir Ada. But how ? but how Capten?
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Zuc. Thus, goe, couer a table with {weet meates,
let all the Gentlewomen, and that fame Pafquils-mad-
cap (mother Bee there) nibble, bid them bite : they
will come to gobble downe Plummes; then take vp
that paire of Basket hiltes, with my commiffion, I
meane Crifpinus and Fannius ; charge one of them to
take vp the Bucklers, againft that hayre-monger
Horace, and haue a bout or two, in defence of balde- -
pates : let them cracke euerie crowne that has haire
on’t : goe, let them lift vp baldenes to the skie, and
thou fhalt fee, twill turne Miniuers heart quite againft
the haire.

Sir Ada. Excellent, why then M. Tucca

Tuc. Nay, whir, nymble Prickfhaft ; whir, away, I
goe vpon life and death away, flie Scanderbag flie.

Lxtt.

Enter Afinius Bubo, and Horace aloofe.

Boy. Arme Captaine, arme, arme, arme, the foe is
come downe,

Tucca offers to_fhoote.

Afi. Hold Capten Tucca holde, I am Bubo, &
come to anfwer any thing you can lay to my charge.

Zue. What, doft fummon a parlie my little Drum-
fticke % tis too late ; thou feeft my red flag is hung
out, Ile fill thy guts with thine owne carrion carcas,
and then eate them vp in fteed of Sawfages.

Afin. Vie me how you will; T am refolute, for I
ha made my Will.

Zue. Wilt fight Turke-a-ten-pence ? wilt fight then ¢

Afini. Thou fhalt finde Ile fight in a Godly quar-
rell, if I be once fird. :

Zuc. Thou fhalt not want fire, Ile ha thee burnt
when thou wilt, my colde Cornelius: but come : Ref
pice funem ; looke, thou feeft ; open thy felfe my little
Cutlers Shoppe, 1 challenge thee thou flender Gentle-
man, at foure fundrie weapons.

Af. Thy challenge was but at one, and Ile
anfwere but one.
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Boy. Thou fhalt anfwer two, for thou thalt anfwer
me and my Capten.

Zac. Well faid Cockrell out-crowe him : art hardy
noble Huon? art Magnanimious ¥ licke-trencher ;
looke, fearch leaft fome lye in ambufh ; for this man
at Armes has paper in’s bellie, or fome friend in a
corner, or elfe hee durft not bee fo cranke.

Boy. Capten, Capten, Horace ftands fneaking
heere.

Zuc. 1 {melt the foulefited Morter-treader, come
my moft damnable fatidious rafcall, I haue a fuite to
both of you.

Afi. O holde, moft pittifull Captaine holde.

Hor. Holde Capten, tis knowne that Horace is
valliant, & a man of the fword.

Tuc. A Gentleman or an hone€tt Cittizen, thall not
Sit in your pennie-bench Theaters, with his Squirrell
by his fide cracking nuttes ; nor {fneake intoa Tauerne
with his Mermaid ; but he thall be Satyr'd, and
Epigram’d vpon, and his humour muft run vpo'th
Stage : you'll ha Euery Gentleman in's humour, and
LEuery Gentleman out on'’s pumour: wee that are
heades of Legions and Bandes, and feare none but
thefe fame fhoulder-clappers, fhall feare you, you
Serpentine rafcall.

Hor. Honour'd Capten.

Tuc. Art not famous enough yet, my mad Hore-
Slratus, for killing a Player, but thou muft eate men
aliue ? thy friends? Sirra wilde-man, thy Patrons
thou Anthropophagite, thy Mecanafles §

Hor. Captaine, I'm forry that you lay this wrong.
So clofe vnto your heart : deare Captaine thinke
I writ out of hot bloud, which (now) being colde,

I could be pleaf’d (to pleafe you) to quaffe downe,
The poyfon’d Inke, in which I dipt your name.

Tue. Saift thou fo, my Palinodicall rimefter ?

Hor. Henceforth Ile rather breath out Solecifmes.
(To doe which Ide as foone fpeake blafphemie)
Than with my tongue or pen to wound your worth,
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Beleeue it noble Capten ; it to me
Shall be a Crowne, to crowne your actes with praize,
Out of your hate, your loue Ile fironglie raize.

Zuc. 1 know now.th’aft a number of thefe Quid-
dits to binde men to’th peace: tis thy fathion to flirt
Inke in euerie mans face; and then to craule into his
bofome, and damne thy felfe to wip’t off agen: yet
to giue out abroad, that he was glad to come to com-
pofition with me: I know Monfieur Machiauell tis
one a thy rules; My long-heel'd Z#oglodite, I could
make thine eares burne now, by dropping into them,
all thofe hot oathes, to which, thy felfe gau't volun-
tarie fire, (when thou waft the man in the Moone) that
thou wouldft neuer fquib out any new Salt-peter Ieftes
againft honeft Tucca, nor thofe Maligo-tafters, his
Poetaflers ; 1 could Cinocephalus, but I will not, yet
thou knowtt thou haft broke thofe oathes in print, my
excellent infernall.
© Ho. Capten.

Zuc. Nay I fmell what breath is to come from
thee, thy anfwer is, that there’s no faith to be helde
with Hentickes & Infidels, and therfore thou
fwear'ft anie thing : but come, lend mee thy hand, thou
and I henceforth will bee Alexander and Lodwicke,
the Gemini: fworne brothers, thou thalt be Perithous
and Tucca Z%efeus; but Ile leaue thee ’i'th lurch,

when thou mak’ft thy voiage into hell: till then,
Thine-afjuredly.

Hor. With all my foule deare Capten.

Zuc. Thou'lt thoote thy quilles at mee, when my
terrible backe’s turn’d for all this, wilt not Porcupine %
and bring me & my Heliconiftes into thy Dialogues to
make vs talke madlie, wut not Lucian

Hor. Capten, if I doe

Zue. Nay and thou doft, hornes of Lucifer, the
Parcell-Poets thall Sue thy wrangling Mufe, in the
Court of Pernaffus, and neuer leaue hunting her, till
the pleade in Forma Pauperis : but I hope th'aft more
grace : come: friendes, clap handes tis a bargaine ;
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amiable Bubo, thy it muft walke too: fo, Iiloue
thee, now I fee th'art a little Hercules, and wilt fight ;
Ile Sticke thee now in my companie like a fprig of
Rofemary.

Enter Sir Rees ap Vaughan and Peter Flath.

Fla. Draw Sir Rees he's yonder, fhall I vpon
him 1

Sir Vau. Vpon him? goe too, goe too Peter
Salamander ; holde, in Gods name holde; I will kill
him to his face, becaufe I meane he fhall anfwer for
it; being an eye-witnes; one vrde Capten Tucky.

Zuc. 1Ile giue thee ten thoufand words and thou
wilt, my little Thomas Thomafius.

Sir Vau. By Sefu, tis beft you giue good vrdes
too, leaft I beate out your tongue, and make your
vrde nere to bee taken more; doe you heare, fiue
pounds, fiue pounds Tucky.

Zuc. Thou fhalt ha fiue, and fiue, and fiue, and
thou wantfl money my Iob.

Sir Vau. Leaue your fetches and your fegaries,
you tough leather-Ierkins ; leaue your quandaries, and
trickes, and draw vpon me y are beft: you conny-
catch Widdow Miniuer-caps for fiue pounds, and fay
tis for me to cry Mum, and make mee run vp and
downe in dithonors, and difcredites; is ’t not true,
you winke-a-pipes rafcall ¥ is not true?

Zuc. Right, true, guilty, I remember’t now; for
when I fpake a good word to the Widdow for thee
my young Sampfon ——

Sir Vau. For fiue pounds you cheating fcab for
5. pounds, not for me.

Tuc. For thee 6 Ceefar, for thee I tooke vp fiue
pounds in golde, that lay in her lap, & faid Ide giue
it thee as a token from her: I did it but to fmell out
how fhe flood affected to thee, to feele her ; I, and I
know what fhe faid, I know how I carried away the
golde.

Sir Vau. By Sefu, I ha not the mercy to fall vpon
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him now: M. Tucky, did widdow Miniuers part
quietly from her golde, becaufe you lyed, and faid it
was for me ! '

Zuc. Quietly, in peace, without grumbling ; made
no noife. I know how I tempted her in thy behalfe,
my little Trangdo.

Sir Vau. Capten Tucky, I will pay back her 5. £.
(vnles you be damn’d in lyes) & hold you, I pray you
pocket vp this; by the crofle a this {fword & dagger,
Capten you fhall take it.

Zuc. Doft fweare by daggers? nay then Ile put vp
more at thy hands then this,

Flafh. 1s the fray done fir?

Sir Vau. Done Peter, put vp your fmeeter.

Zuc. Come hether, my foure-fac’d Poet ; fling
away that beard-bruth Bubo, catheere him and harke :
Knight attend : So, that raw-head and bloudy-bones
Sir Adam, has fee’d another brat (of thofe nine commen
wenches) to defend baldnes and to raile againft haire :
he’ll haue a fling at thee, my noble Cock-Sparrow.

Sir Vau. At mee? will hee fling the cudgels of his
witte at mee }

Zue. And at thy button-cap too; but come, Ile
be your leader, you fhall ftand, heare all, and not be
feene ; caft off that blew coate, away with that flawne,
and follow, come : Exit.

Hor. Bubo, we follow Captaine.

Sir Vau. Peter, leaue comming behinde me, I pray
any longer, for you and I muft part Peter.

Flah.  Sounds Sir, I hope you will not ferue me
fo, to turne me away in this cafe.

Sir Vau. Turne you into a fooles coate ; I meane
I will go folus, or in folitaries alone ; ounds y-are
beft giue better words, or Ile turne you away indeed ;
where is Capten Tucky? come Horace; get you
home Peter,

Flafh. Ile home to your coft, and I can get into_
the Wine-Seller. Exit.

Hor. Remember where to meete mee.
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Afin. Yes Ile meete; Tucca thould ha found I
dare meete. Exit.
Hp. Dare defend baldnes, which our conquering
Mufe
Has beaten downe fo flat? Well, we will goe,
And fee what weapons theyr weake wittes doe bring ;
If tharpe, we’ll {fpred a large and nobler wing ;
Tucca, heere lyes thy Peace : warre roares agen ;
My Swoord fhail neuer cutte thee, but my pen. Zxit.

Enter Sir Adam, Crifpinus, Fannius, Blunt, Miniuer,
Petula, Philocalia and Dicace.

Ladies. Thankes good Sir Adam.
Sir Ada. Welcome red-cheekt Ladies,
And welcome comely Widdow ; Gentlemen,
Now that our forry banquet is put by,
From ftealing more fweete kiffes from your lips
Walke in my garden: Ladyes let your eyes
Shed life into thefe flowers by their bright beames,
Sit, Sit, heere’s a large bower, heere all may heare,
Now good Crifpinus let your praize begin.
There, where it left off Baldnes.
Crif. I fhall winne
No praife, by praifing that, which to depraue,
All tongues are readie, and which none would haue.
Biu. To prooue that beft, by firong and armed
reafon,
Whofe part reafon feares to take, cannot but prooue,
Your wit’s fine temper, and from thefe win loue.
Min. I promife you has almoft conuerted me, I
pray bring forward your bald reafons M. Poet.
Cri. Mifiris you giue my Reafons proper names,
For Arguments (like Children) fhould be like,
The fubie¢t that begets them ; I muft firiue,
To crowne Bald heades, therefore muft baldlie thriue ;
But be it as it can: To what before,
Went arm’d at table, this force bring I more,
If a Bare kead (being like a dead-mans fcull)
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Should beare vp no praife els but this, it fets
Our end before our eyes ; thould I difpaire,
From giuing Baldnes higher place then haire }
Mini. Nay perdie, haire has the higher place.
Cri. The goodlieft & moft glorious firange-built
wonder, .
Which that great Archite¢t hath made, is heauen ;
For there he keepes his Court, It is his Kingdome,
That’s his beft Mafter-piece ; yet tis the roofe,
And Seeling of the world : that may be cal'd .
The head or crowne of Earth, and yet that’s balde,
All creatures in it balde ; the louely Sunze,
Has a face fleeke as golde ; the full-cheekt Moone,
As bright and fmooth as filuer : nothing there
Weares dangling lockes, but fometime blazing Starres,
Whofe flaming curles, fet realmes on fire with warres.
Defcend more low ; looke through mans fiue-folde
{ence,
Of all, the Eye, beares greateft eminence ;
And yet that ’s balde, the haires that like a lace,
Are fticht vnto the liddes, borrow thofe formes,
Like Pent-houfes to faue the eyes from {tormes.
Sir Adam. Right, well faid.
Crif. A head and face ore-growne with Shaggie
drofle,
O, tis an Orient pearle hid all in Moffe,
But when the head ’s all naked and vncrown’d,
It is the worlds G/ode, euen, fmooth and round ;
Balidnes is natures But, at which our life,
Shootes her laft Arrow: what man euer lead
His age out with a fiaffe, but had a head
Bare and vncouer'd ? hee whofe yeares doe rife,
To their full height, yet not balde, is not wife.
The Head is Wifedomes houfe, Haire but the thatch,
Haire? 1t’s the bafeft ftubble ; in fcorne of it,
This Prouerbe {prung, Ae Aas more haire then wit :
Marke you not 1n derifion how we call,
A head growne thicke with haire, Bu/k-naturalll
Min. By your leaue (Mafter Poet) but that Bufh-
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naturall, is one a the trimmeft, and moft intanglingft
beautie in a2 woman.

Crif. Right, but beleeue this (pardon me moft faire)
You would haue much more wit, had you leffe haire :
I could more wearie you to tell the proofes,

- (As they pafle by) which fight on Ba/dnes fide,

Then were you taskt to number on a head,

The haires: I know not how your thoughts are lead,
On this ftrong Tower fhall my opinion reft,

Heades thicke of haire are goode, but balde tha beft.

Whilft this Paradox. is in [peaking, Tucca Enters
with Sir Vaughan af one doore, and fecretly placeth
Aim . then Exit and brings in Horace muﬂed
Dlacing kim ; Tucca fits among them.

Zuc. Th’ art within a haire of it, my {weete Wit
whether wilt thou ! my delicate Poeticall Furie, th’ aft
hit it to a haire.

Sir Vaughan feps out.

Sir Vau. By your fauour Mafter Tucky, his balde
reafons are wide aboue two hayres, I befees you par-
don mee Ladies, that I thruft in fo malepartly among
you, for I did but mych heere, and fee how this cruell
Poet did handle bald heades.

Sir Ad. He gaue them but thelr due Sir Vaughan ;
Widdow did he not?

Mini.* By my faith he made more of a balde head,
than euer I fhall be able: he gaue them their due
truely.

Sir Vaugh. Nay vds bloud, their due is to bee a
the right haire as I 'am, and that was not in his fingers
to giue, but in God a Mighties: Well, I will hyre
that humorous and fantafticall Poet Maﬁer Horace,
to breake your balde pate Sir Adam.

Sir Ada. -Breake my balde pate ?

Tuc.  Doft heare my worfhipfull block-head ?

Sir Vaug. Patience Captaine Tucky, let me ab-
folue him ; I meane he thal pricke, pricke your head or
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fconce a little with his goofe-quils, for he fhal make
another Thalimum, or crofle-ftickes, or fome Polinod-
dyes, with a fewe Nappy-grams in them that fhall lift
vp haire, and fet it an end, with his learned and
harty commendations.

Hor. This is excellent, all will come out now.

Dica. That fame Horace me thinkes has the moft
vngodly face, by my Fan ; it lookes for all the world,
like a rotten ruffet Apple, when tis bruiz’'d : Its better
then a fpoonefull of Sinamon water next my heart,
for me to heare him fpeake ; hee foundes it fo i’ th
nofe, and talkes and randes for all the world, like the
poore fellow vnder Ludgate : oh fye vpon him.

Min. By my troth fweet Ladies, it's Cake and
pudding to me, to fee his face make faces, when hee
reades his Songs and Sonnets.

Hor. Ile face fome of you for this, when you fhall
not budge.

Zuc. Its the ftinckingft dung-farmer—foh vpon
him. .

Sir Vau. Foh? oundes you make him vrfe than
. olde herring : foh % by Sefu I thinke he’s as tidy, and
as tall a Poet as euer drew out a long verfe.

Zuc. The beft verfe that euer I knew him hacke
out, was his white necke-verfe : noble Ap Rees thou
wouldft fcorne to laye thy lippes to his commendations,
and thou fmeldft him out as I doe, hee calles thee
the burning Knight of the Salamander.

Sir Vaugh. Right, Peter is my Salamander ; what
of him? but Peter is neuer burnt : howe now ¥ fo, goe
too now.

Zucca. And fayes becaufe thou Clipft the Kinges
Englith. '

Sir Vaughan. Oundes mee? that’s treafon : clip }
horrible treafons, Sefu holde my handes; clip? he
baites moufe-trappes for my life.

Zucca. Right little Zwinckier, right : hee fayes be-
caufe thou fpeak’ft no better, thou canft not keepe a
good tongue in thy head.

R
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Sir Vaug. By God tis the beft tongue, I can buy
for lone or money.

Tuc. He fhootes at thee too Adam Bell, and his
arrowes ftickes heere ; he calles thee bald-pate.

Sir Vaugh. Oundes make him prooue thefe intol-
lerabilities.

Tuc. And askes who fhall carry the vineger-bottle #
& then he rimes too’t, and fayes Prickfhaft: nay Mi-
niuer hee cromples thy Cap too; and

Cri. Come Tucca, come, no more; the man’s
wel knowne, thou needft not paint him, whom does
he not wrong ?

Zwuc. Mary himfelfe, the vglie Pope Boniface, par-
dons himfelfe, and therefore my iudgement is, that
prefently he bee had from hence to his place of execu-
tion, and there bee Stab’d, Stab’d, Stab’d.

He flabs at him.

Hor, Oh gentlemen, I am {laine, oh flaue art hyr’d
to murder me, to murder me, to murder me ¢

Ladies. Oh God !

Sir Vaugh. Ounds Capten, you haiue put all
Poetrie to the dint of fword, blow winde about him :
Ladies for our Lordes fake you that haue fmocks,
teare off peeces to fhoote through his oundes: Is he
dead and buried? is he? pull his nofe, pinch, rub,
rub, rub, rub.

Zu. 1If he be not dead, looke heere; I ha the
Stab and pippin for him : if I had kil'd him, I could
ha pleaf'd the great foole with an Apple.

Crif. How now? be well good Horace, heer’s no

wound ;
Y’are flaine by your owne feares ; how doft thou man
Come, put thy heart into his place againe ;
Thy out-fide’s neither peir't, nor In-fide flaine.

Sir Vau. 1 amglad M. Horace, to fee you walking.

Ho. Gentlemen, I am blacke and blewe the
breadth of a groate.

Zuc. Breadth of a groate? there’s a tefton, hide
thy infirmities, my fcuruy Lazarus; doe, hide it, leaft
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it prooue a fcab in time : hang thee defperation, hang
thee, thou knowft I cannot be fharpe fet againft thee :
looke, feele (my light-vptailes all) feele my weapon.

AMi. O moft pittifull as blunt as my great thumbe.

Sir Vau. By Sefu, as blunt as a Welfh bag-pudding.

Zuc. As blunt as the top of Poules; tis not like
thy Aloe, Cicatrine tongue, bitter : no, tis no ftabber,
but like thy goodly and glorious nofe, blunt, blunt,
blunt : doft roare bulchin? doft roare ? th’aft a good
rounciuall voice to cry Lanthorne & Candle-light.

Sir Va. Two vrds Horace about your eares: how
chance it paffes, that you bid God boygh to an honeft
trade of building Symneys, and laying downe Brickes,
for a worfe handicraftnes, to make nothing but railes ;
your Mufe leanes vpon nothing but filthy rotten railes,
fuch as ftand on Poules head, how chance ?

Hor. Sir Vaughan.

Sir Va. You lye fir varlet fir villaine, I am fir
Salamanders, ounds, is my man Mafter Peter Sala-
manders face as vrfe as mine? Sentlemen, all and
Ladies, and you fay once or twice Amen, I will lap
this little Silde, this Booby in his blankets agen

Omnes. Agree’d, agree'd.

Zuc. A blanket, thefe crackt Venice glaﬁ'es thall
fill him out, they fhall toffe him, holde faft wag-tailes :
fo, come, in, take this bandy with the racket of
patience, why when ? doft ftampe mad Tamberlaine,
doft ftampe? thou thinkft th’aft Morter vnder thy
feete, doft ?

Ladies. Come, a bandy ho.

Hor. O holde motft facred beauties.

Sir Vau. Hold, filence ; the puppet-teacher
fpeakes. ’

Hop. Sir Vaughan, noble Capten, Gentlemen,
Crifpinus, deare Demetrius 6 redeeme me,
Out of this infamous —— by God by Iefu

Cri. Nay, fweare not fo good Horace, now thefe

Ladies,
Are made your executioners : prepare,
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To fuffer like a gallant, not a coward ;
Ile trie t’ vnloofe, their hands, impoffible.
Nay, womens vengeance are implacable.

Hpr. Why, would you make me thus the ball of
fcorne ¥

Tuc. Tle tell thee why, becaufe th' aft entred
Altions of aflault and battery, againft a companie of
honourable and worfhipfull Fathers of the law: you
wrangling rafcall, law is one of the pillers ath land,
and if thou beeft bound too’t (as I hope thou fhalt
bee) thou’t prooue a skip-Jacke, thou’t be whipt. Ile
tell thee why, becaufe thy fputtering chappes yelpe,
that Arrogance, and Impudence, and Ignoraunce, are
the effentiall parts of a Courtier.

Sir Vau, You remember Horace they will puncke,
and pincke, and pumpe you, and they catch yon by
the coxcombe : on I pray, one lafh, a little more.

Zuc. lle tell thee why, becaufe thou cryeft ptrooh
at worfhipfull Cittizens, and callt them Hat-caps,
Cuckolds, and banckrupts, and modeft and vertuous
wiues punckes & cockatrices. Ile tell thee why,
becaufe th’ aft arraigned two Poets againft all lawe
and confcience ; and not content with that, haft turn’d
them amongft a company of horrible blacke Fryers.

Sir Vau. The fame hand ftill, it is your owne
another day, M. Horace, admonitions is good meate.

Tuc. Thou art the true arraign’d Poet, and thouldft
haue been hang’d, but for one of thefe part-takers,
thefe charitable Copperlac’d Chriflians, that fetcht
thee out of Purgatory, (Players I meane) Theaterians
pouch-mouth, Stage-walkers; for this Poet, for this,
thou muft lye with thefe foure wenches, in that
blancket, for this —-—

Hor. What could I doe, out of a iuft reuenge,

But bring them to the Stage ? they enuy me
becaufe I holde more worthy company.

Deme.  Good Horace, no; my cheekes do bluth

for thine,
As often as thou fpeakft fo, where one true




the Humorous Poet. 245

And nobly-vertuous {pirit, for thy beft part
Loues thee, I with one ten, euen from my heart.]
I make account 1 put vp as deepe fhare

In any good mans loue, which thy worth earnes,
. As thou thy felfe ; we enuy not to fee,

Thy friends with Bayes to crowne thy Poefie.
No, heere the gall lyes, we that know what ftuffe
Thy verie heart is made of ; know the ftalke
On which thy learning growes, and can giue life
To thy (once dying) bafenes ; yet muft we
Dance Antickes on your Paper.

Hor. Fannius.

Cri. This makes vs angry, but not enuious,
No ; were thy warpt foule, put in a new molde,
Ide weare thee as a Iewell fet in golde.

Sizr Vau. And Iewels Mafter Horace, muft be
hang'd you know.

Zuc. Good Pagans, well faid, they haue fowed vp
that broken feame-rent lye of thme, that Demetrius 1s
out at Elbowes, and Crifpinus is falne out with Sattin
heere, they haue ; but bloate herring doft heere ¢

Hor. Yes honour'd Captaine, I haue eares at will.

Zuc. Ift not better be out at Elbowes, then to bee
a bond-laue, and to goe all in Parchment as thou
dott?

Horace. Parchment Captaine? tis Perpetuana I
affure you

Tuc. My Perpetuall pantaloone true, but tis waxt
ouer ; th’art made out of Wax; thou muft anfwere for
this one day; thy Mufe is a hagler, and weares
cloathes vpon beft-be-truft : th’art greatin fome bodies
books “for this, thou knowft where; thou wouldft bee
out at Elbowes, and out at heeles too, but that thou
layeft about thee with a Bill for this, a Bill—

Ho. Iconfefle Capten, I followed this fuite hard.

Zuc. 1 know thou didt, and therefore we haue
Hiren heere, fpeake my lu;tle difh-wafhers, a verdlt
Piffe-kitchins,

Ompnes. Blancket.
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Sir Vau. Holde I pray, holde, by Sefu I haue put
vpon my heade, a fine deuice, to make you laugh, tis
not your fooles Cap Mafler Horace, which you couer'd
your Poetafters in, but a fine tricke, ha, ha, is ium-
bling in my braine.

Zuc. Ile beate out thy braines, my whorfon han-
fome dwarfe, but ile haue it out of thee.

Omnes. What is it good Sir Vaughan ¢

Sir Vau. To conclude, tis after this manners, be-
caufe Ma. Horace is ambition, and does confpire to
bee more hye and tall as God a mightie made him,
wee’ll carry his terrible perfon to Court, and there
before his Mafeftie Dub, or what you call it, dip his
Mufe in fome licour, and chriften him, or dye him, into
collours of a Poet.

Omnes. Excellent.

Zuc. Super Super-excellent Reuellers goe, pro-
ceede you Maflters of Arte in kifling thefe wenches,
and in daunces, bring you the quiuering Bride to
Court, in a Maske, come Grumbol}, thou fhalt Mum
with vs ; come, dogge mee skneakes-bill.

Hor. O thou my Mufe !

Sir Vau. Call vpon God a mighty, and no Mufes,
your Mufe I warrant is otherwife occupied, there is
no dealing with your Mufe now, therefore I pray marfe,

marfe, marfe, oundes your Moofe ? Exeunt.
Cri. We fhal haue fport to fee them'; come bright
beauties,

The Sunne floops low, and whifpers in our eares,

To haften on our Maske, let’s crowne this night,

With choife compofed wreathes of fweet delight.
Exeunt.

Enter Terrill and Cwleftine fadly, Sir Quintilian
Sirring and migling a cup of wine.
Zer. O Night, that Dyes the Firmament in blacke,

And like a cloth of cloudes doft firetch thy limbes;
Vpon the windy Tenters of the Ayre :
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O thou that hang'ft vpon the backe of Day,

Like a long mourning gowne : thou that art made
Without an eye, becaufe thou fhouldft not fee

A Louers Reuels : nor participate

The Bride-groomes heauen; 8 heauen, to me a hell :
I haue a hell in heauen, a bleffed curfie ;

All other Bride-groomes long for Night, and taxe
The Day of lazie flouth ; call Time a Cripple,
And fay the houres limpe after him: but I

With Night for euer banifht from the skie,

Or that the Day would neuer fleepe : or Time,
Were in a fwound ; and all his little Houres,
Could neuer lift him vp with their poore powers.

Enter Czleftine.

But backward runnes the courfe of my delight;
The day hath turn’d his backe, and it is night
This night will make vs odde ; day made vs eeuen,
All elfe and damb’d in hel, but I in heauen.
Ce. Let loofe thy oath, fo thal we flill be euen.
Zer. Then am I damb’d in hell, and not in
heauen.
Cel. Muft I then goe ? tis eafie to fay no,
Mutt is the King himfelfe, and I muft goe ;
Shall I then goe? that word is thine ; I fhall,
Is thy commaund : I goe becaufe I fhall;
Will I then goe t I aske my felfe ; 4 ill,
King, fajies I muft : you, I fhall; I, I will
Zzr. Had I not {fworne.
Czl. Why didft thou fweare ?
Zer. The King
Sat heauy on my refolution,
Till (out of breath) it panted out an oath,
Czl. An oath? why, what's an oath? tis but the
fmoake, :
Of flame & bloud ; the blifter of the fpirit, .
Which rizeth from the Steame of rage, the bubble
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That fhootes vp to the tongue, and fcaldes the voice,
(For oathes are burning words, thou fwor'ft but one,
Tis frozen long agoe : if one be numbred,
What Countrimen are they 1 where doe they dwell,
That fpeake naught elfe but oathes?
Z%r. They're men of hell.
An oath ¥ why tis the trafficke of the foule,
Tis law within a man ; the feale of faith,
The bond of euery conicience ; vnto whom,
We fet our thoughts like hands : yea fuch a one
I fwore, and to the King : A King containes
A thoufand thoufand ; when I fwore to him,
I fwore to them ; the very haires that guard
His head, will rife vp like sharpe witnefles
Againft my faith and loyalty : his eye
Would ftraight condemne me : argue oathes no more,
My oath is high, for to the King I fwore.

Enter Sir Quintilian with the cup.

Ce. Muft I betray my Chaftity? So long
Cleane from the treafon of rebelling luft ;
O husband ! O my Father! if poore I
Mutft not liue chaft, then let me chaftly dye.

\S. gui. " I, heer’s a charme fhall keep thee chafte,
come, come,

Olde Time hath left vs but an houre to play
Our parts ; begin the Sceane, who shall fpeake firft ?
Oh, 1, I play the King, and Kings fpeake firft ;
Daughter ftand thou heere, thou Sonne Terrill there,
O thou ftandft well, thou lean’ft againft a poaft,
(For thou’t be pofted off I warrant thee :)
The King will hang a horne about thy necke,
And make a poaft of thee ; you ftand well both,
We neede no Prologue, the King entring firft,
He’s a moft gracious Prologue : mary then
For the Cataftrophe, or Epilogue,
Ther's one in cloth of Siluer, which no doubt,
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Will pleafe the hearers well when he fteps out ;
His mouth is fil'd with words : fee where he ftands;
He'll make them clap their eyes befides their hands.
But to my part ; fuppofe who enters now,
A King, whofe eyes are fet in Siluer ; one
That blutheth golde, fpeakes Muficke, dancing
walkes,
Now gathers neerer takes thee by the hand, .
When ftraight thou thinkft, the very Orbe of heauen,
Mooues round about thy fingers, then he fpeakes,
Thus—thus—1I know not how.
Cel. Norl to anfwer him.
S#r Quint. No girle? knowft thou not how to an-
fwer him? .
Why then the field is loft, and he rides home,
Like a great conquerour ; not anfwer him ?
Out of thy part already ? foylde the Sceane ?
Difranckt the lynes? difarm’d the action?
Zer.  Yes, yes, true chaftity is tongu’d fo weake,
Tis ouer-come ere it know how to fpeake.
Sir gui. Come come, thou happy clofe of euery
wrong,
Tis thou that canft diffolue the hardeft doubt ;
Tis time for thee to fpeake, we are all out.
Daughter, and you the man whom I call Sonne,
I muft confefle I madeé a deede of gift;
To heauen and you and gaue my childe to both :
‘When on my blefling I did charme her foule,
In the white circle of true Chaftity,
Still to run true, till death : now Sir if not, -
She forfeyts my rich blefling, and is Fin'd
With an eternall curffe ; then I tell you,
She shall dye now, now whilft her foule is true.
Zer. Dye!
Cel. 1, I am deaths eccho.
Sir guin. O my Sonne,
I am her Father; euery teare I fhed,
Is threefcore ten yeere olde; I weepe and fmile
Two kinde of teares ;: I weepe that the muft dye,



250 The vntrufsing of

I fmile that fhe muft dye a Virgin : thus
We ioyfull men mocke teares, and teares mocke vs.
Zzr. What fpeakes that cup
Sir guin. White wine and poifon.
Zer. Oh:
That very name of poifon, poifons me ;
Thou Winter of a man, thou walking graue,
Whofe life is like a dying Taper : how
Canfl thou define a Louers labouring thoughts ?
What Sent haft thou but death ¥ what tafte but earth 2
The breath that purles from thee. is like the Steame
Of a new-open’d vault : I know thy drift,
Becaufe thou art trauelling to the land of Graues,
Thou couetft company, and h ether bringft,
A health of poifon to pledge death: a poifon
For this fweete fpring ; this Element is mine,
This is the Ayre I breath ; corrupt it not ;
This heauen 1s mine, I bought it with my foule,
Of him that felles a heauen, to buy a foule. :
Sir guin. Well, let her goe ; fhe’s thine thou cal'ft
her thine,
Thy Element, the Ayre thou breath’ft ; thou knowft
The Ayre thou breath’ft is common, make her fo :
Perhaps thou't fay ; none but the King fhall weare
Thy night-gowne, fhe that laps thee warme with loue ;
And that Kings are not common : Then to thew,
By confequence he cannot make her fo,
Indeede fhe may promoote her thame and thine,
And with your fhames, fpeake a good word for mine :
The King fhining fo cleare, and we fo dim,
QOur darke difgraces will be feene through him.
Imagine her the cup of thy moift life,
What man would pledge a King in his own wife ?
Ter.  She dyes : that fentence poifons her: O life !
‘What flaue would pledge a King in his owne wife ?
Czl. Welcome, 8 poyfon, phificke againft luft,
Thou holefome medicine to a confiant bloud ;
Thou rare Apothecary that canft keepe, !
My chaftity preferu’d, within this boxe ;
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Of tempting duft, this painted earthen pot,
That ftands vpon the ftall of the white foule,
To fet the thop out like a flatterer ;

To draw the cuftomers of Sinne : come, come,
Thou art no poifon, but a dyet-drinke,

To moderate my bloud : White-innocent Wine,
Art thou made guilty of my death ? oh no,
For thou thy felfe art poifon’d, take me hence,

For Innocence, fthall murder Innocence. Drinkes.
Zer. Holde, holde, thou fhalt not dye, my Bride,
my wife, '

O ftop that fpeedy meflenger of death ;

O let him not run downe that narrow path,
‘Which leades vnto thy heart ; nor carry newes
‘To thy remoouing foule, that thou muft dye.

Cel. 'Tis done already, the Spirituall Court,
Is breaking vp ; all Offices difcharg'd,

My foule remooues from this weake ftanding houfe,
Of fraile mortallity ; Deare Father, blefle

Me now and euer : Dearer Man, farewell,

I ioyntly take my leaue of thee and life,

Goe, tell the King thou haft a conftant wife.

Zer. 1 had a conftant wife, Ile tell the King ;
Vntill the King—what doft thou {mile ? art thou
A Father?

Sir guin. Yea, miles on my cheekes arife,
To fee how {weetly a true virgin dyes.

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, Fannius, Philocalia, Dicache,
Petula, Zghts before them.

Cref.  Sir Walter Terrill gallants are all ready,
Ter.  All ready. .
Dem. Well faid, come, come, wher’s the Bride ?
Ter.  She’s going to forbid the Banes agen.
She’ll dye a maide : and fee the keeps her oath.
Al the men. TFaire Celeftine !
Ladies. The Bride!
Zer. She that was faire,
- Whom I cal'd faire and Celeftine.
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Omnes. Dead |
Sir gquin. Dead, the's deathes Bride, he hath her
maidenhead.
Cri. Sir Walter Terrill
Onmes. Tell vs how.
Zer. Al ceafe,
The fubie¢t that we treate of now is Peace.
If you demand how : I can tell: if why,
Aske the King that ; he was the caufe, not I.
Let it fuffice, fhe’s dead, fhe kept her vow,
Aske the King why, and then Ile tell you how :
Nay giue your Reuels life, tho the be gone,
To Court with all your preparation;
Leade on, and leade her on ; if any aske
The miftery, fay death prefents a maske,
Ring peales of Muficke, you are Louers belles,
The loffe of one heauen, brings a thoufand hels.
LExeunt.

Enter an arm'd Sewer, after him the feruice of a
Banguet: the King at another doore meeles them,
they Exeunt.

Kin. Why fo, euen thus the Mercury of Heauen,

Vihers th’ ambrofiate banquet of the Gods,

When a long traine of Angels in a ranke,

Serue the firft courfe, and bow their Chriftall knees,

Before the Siluer table ; where Ioues page

Sweet Ganimed filles Nectar : when the Gods

Drinke healthes to Kings, they pledge them ; none
but Kings

Dare pledge the Gods, none but Gods drinke to
Kings.

Men of our houfe are we prepar'd ¢

Enter Seruants.

Ser. My Leige,
All waite the prefence of the Bride.
Kin. The Bridet
Yea, euery fenceles thing, which fhe beholdes,
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Wil looke on her agen, her eyes refletion,
Will make the walles all eyes, with her perfection :
Obferue me now, becaufe of Maskes and Reuels,
And many nuptiall ceremonies : Marke,
This I create the Prefence heere the State,
Our Kingdomes {eate, fhall fit in honours Pride,
Like pleafures Queene, there will I place the Bride:
Be gone, be fpeedy, let me fee it done. Exeunt.
A King in Loue, is Steward to himfelfe,
And neuer {comnes the office, my felfe buy,
All glances from the Market of her eye.
Soft Muficke, chaire is fet vnder a Canopie.

Kin. Sound Muficke, thou fweet fuiter to the ayre,
Now wooe the ayre agen, this is the houre,
Writ in the Calender of time, this houre,
Muficke fhall fpend, the next and next the Bride;
Her tongue will read the Muficke-Leture : Wat
I loue thee Wat, becaufe thou art not wife ;
Not deep-read in the volume of a man,
Thou neuer fawft a thought, poore foule thou thinkft,
The heart and tongue is cut out of one peece,
But th’art deceau’d, the world hath a falfe light,
Fooles thinke tis day, when wife men know tis night.

Enter Sir Quintilian,

Sir quint. My Leige theyre come a maske of
gallants,
King. Now —— the f{pirit of Loue vfhers my
bloud.
Sir quin. They come.
The Watch-word in a Maske is the bolde Drum.

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, Demetrius, Philocalia, Petula,
Dicache, all maskt, two and two with lights like
maskers : Celeltine in a chaire.

Zer. All pleafures guard my King, I heere prefent,
My oath vpon the knee of duety : knees
Are made for Kings, they are the fubiects Fees.
King. Wat Terrill, th’art ill fuited, ill made vp,
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In Sable collours, like a night peece dyed,
Com’ft thou the Prologue of a Maske in blacke ;
Thy body is ill thapt ; a Bride-groome too ¢
Looke how the day is dreft in Siluer cloth,
Laide round about with golden Sunne-beames : fo
(As white as heauen) fhould a frefth Bride-groome goe.
What 7 Caleftine the Bride, in the fame taske ?
Nay then I fee ther's miftery in this maske,
Prethee refolue me Wat
Zer. My gracious Lord,
That part is hers, fhe acles it ; onely I
Prefent the Prologue, the the mxﬂene
Kin. Come Bride, the Sceane of blufhmg entred
firft,
Your cheekes are fetled now, and paft the wortt;
Vrnmasks her.
A miftery ? oh none plaies heere but death,
This is deaths motion, motionles ; fpeake you,
Flatter no longer; thou her Bride-groome ; thou
Her Father fpeake,
Sir quint. Dead.
Zer. Dead.

Kin. How?

Sir guin. Poylon’d.

King. And poyfon’d?

What villaine durft blafpheme her beauties, or
Prophane the cleare religion of her eyes.

Zer. Now King T enter, now the Sceane is mine,
My tongue is tipt with poifon : know who fpeakes,
And looke into my thoughts ; I bluth not King,
To%call thee Tyrant : death hath fet my face,

And made my bloud bolde : heare me {pirits of men,
And place your eares vpon your hearts ; the day
{The fellow to this night) faw her and me,

Shake hands together : for the booke of heauen, '
Made vs eternall friends : thus, Man and Wife, i
This man of men (the Kimg) what are not kings ? f
Was my chiefe gueft, my royall gueft, his Grace

Grac'd all the Table, and did well become
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The vpper end, where fate my Bride : in briefe,
He tainted her chafte eares ; the yet vnknowne,
His breath was treafon, tho his words were none.
Treafon to her and me, he dard me then,
(Vnder the couert of a flattering fmile,)
To bring her where fhe is not as the is,
Aliue for luft, not dead for Chattity :
The refolution of my foule, out-dar’d,
I fwore and taxt my faith with a fad oath ;
Which I maintaine ; heere take her, the was mine,
When fhe was liuing, but now dead, the’s thine.
Kin. Doe not confound me quite ; for mine owne
 guilt,
Speakes more withip me then thy tongue containes ;
Thy forrow is my fhame : yet heerein fprings,
Toy out of forrow, boldnes out of thame ;
For I by this haue found, once in my life,
A faithfull fubieét, thou a conftant wife.
Cel. A conftant wife.
Kin. Am I confounded twice?
Blafted with wonder.
Zér. O delude me not.
Thou art too true to liue agen, too faire
To be my Cealeftine, too conftant farre
‘To be a woman.
Cal. Not to be thy wife,
But firt I pleade my duetie, and falute
The world agen.
Sir guin.. My King, my Sonne, know all,
I am an Ac¢tor in this mifterie,
And beare the chiefeft part. The Father I,
Twas I that miniftred to her chafte bioud,
A true fommniferous potion, which did fieale
Her thoughts to fleepe, and flattered her with death:
I cal’d it a quick poifon’d drug, to trie
The Bride-groomes loue, and the Brides conftancie.
He in the paffien of his loue did fight,
A combat with affeétion ; fo did both,
She for the poifon firoue, he for his oath :
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Thus like a happie Father, I haue won,
A conftant Daughter, and a louing Sonne.

Kin. Mirrour of Maidens, wonder of thy name,
I giue thee that art giuen, pure, chafte, the fame
Heere Wat: I would not part (for the worlds pride)
So true a Bride-groome, and {o chafte a Bride.

Cri. My Leige, to wed a Comicall euent,

To prefuppofed tragicke Argument :
Vouchfafe to exercife your eyes, and fee
A humorous dreadfull Poet take degree.

Kin. Dreadfull in his proportion or his pen ¢

Criyf. In both, he calles himfelfe the whip of

men.

Kin. 1If a cleare merrit ftand vpon his praife,
Reach him a Poets Crowne (the honour’d Bayes)
But if he claime it, wanting right thereto,

{As many baftard Sonnes of Poefie doe)
Race downe his viurpation to the ground.
True Poels are with Arte and Nature Crown'd.
But in what molde fo ere this man bee caft,
We make him thine Crifpinus, wit and iudgement,
Shine in thy numbers, and thy foule I know,
Will not goe arm’d in paffion gainft thy foe :
Therefore be thou our felfe ; whilft our felfe fit,
But as fpectator of this Sceane of wit.

Cri. Thankes royall Lord, for thefe high honors

done,

To me vnworthie, my mindes brighteft fires
Shall all confume themfelues in pureft flame,
On the Alter of your deare eternall name.

Kin. Not vnder vs, but next vs take thy Seate,
" Artes nourifhed by Kings make Kings more great,
Vfe thy Authority.

Crif.  Demetrius.

Call in that felfe-creating Horace, bring
Him and his fkaddow foorth.

Dem. Both fhall appeare,

" No black-eyed flar muf? flicke in vertues Spheare.
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Enter Sir Vaughan.,

Str Va. Ounds did you fee him, I pray let all his
Mafefties moft excellent dogs, be fet at liberties, and
haue their freedoms to fmell him out.

Dem.  Smell whom ?

Sir Vaugh. Whom$ the Compofer, the Prince of
Loets, Horace, Horace, he’s departed: in Gods name
and the Kinges I farge you to ring it out from all
our eares, for Horaces bodie is departed : Mafter hue
and crie fhall God blefle King Williams, I crie
you mercy and aske forgiuenes, for mine eyes did
not findein their hearts to looke vppon your Ma-
ieflie.

Kin. What news with thee Sir Vaughan {

Sir Vau. Newes? God tis as vrfe newes as I can
defire to bring about mee : our vnhanfome-fac’d Poet
does play at bo-peepes with your Grace, and cryes
all-hidde as boyes doe.

Officers.  Stand by, roome there, backe, roome for
the Poet. )

Sir Va. He's reprehended and taken, by Sefu, I
reioyce very neere as much as if I had difcouerd a
New-found Land, or the North and Eaft Indies.

Enter Tucca, kis boy after him with two piftures vnder
kis cloake, and a wreath of nettles: Horace and
Bubo puld in by th hornes bound both like Satyres,
Sir Adam following, Miftris Miniver with him,
wearing Tuccaes chaine.

Tuc. So, tug, tug, pull the mad Bull in by th
hornes ; So, baite one at that ftake my place-mouth
yelpers, and one at that ftake Gurnets-head.

HKing. What bufie fellow’s this

Tuc. Saue thee, my moft gracious King a Harts
faue thee, all hats and caps are thine, and therefore I
vaile: for but to thee great Swlane Soliman, 1

s
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fcorne to be thus put off or to deliuer vp this fconce
I wud.

Kin. Sir Vaughan, wha.t’ this iolly Captaines
name {

Sir Va. Has a very fufficient name, znd is a
man has done God and his Country as good and
as hot Seruice (in conquering this vile Monfter-Poet)
as euer did S. George his horfe-backe about the
Dragon.

Tuc. 1 {weate for't, but Tawfoone, holde thy
tongue Mon du, if thou't praife mee, doo't behinde
my backe : I am my weighty Soueraigne one of thy
graines, thy valliant vaffaile; aske not what I am,
but read, turne ouer, vnclafpe thy Chronicles : there
thou fhalt finde Buffe-Ierkin ; there read my points of
war; I am one a thy Mandilian-Leaders ; one that
enters into thy royall bands for thee ; Pamtidius Tucca ;
one of thy Kingdomes chiefeft quarrellers; one a thy
moft faithfull—fy—fy—fy—— '

Sir Vau. Drunkerds I holde my life.

Tuc. No whirligig, one of his faithfull fighters ; thy
drawer 6 royall Zamor Cham.

Sir Vau. Goe too, I pray Captaine Tucca, giue
vs all leaue to doe our bufines before the King.

Tuc, With all my heart, shi, shi, shi fhake that
Beare-whelp when thou wut.

Sir Vau. Horace and Bubo, pray {end an an-
fwere into his Mafefties eares, why you goe thus in
Ouids Morter-Morphefis and ftrange fathions of ap-
parell.

Tuc. Cur whyt

Afini, My Lords, I was drawne into this beaftly
fuite by head and fhoulders onely for loue I bare to
my Ningle.

Tuc. Speake Ningle,. thy mouth’s next, belch out,
belch, why

Hor. 1 did it to retyre me from the world ;
And turne my Mufe into a Timonifl,

Loathing the general Leprozie of Sinne,
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Which like a plague runs through the foules of men :
I did it but to ——

Zu. But to bite euery Mot]ey-head vice by’th nofe,
you did it Ningle to play the Bug-beare Satyre, &
make a Campe royall of fafhion-mongers quake at
your paper Bullets ; you Naftie Tortois, you and your
Itchy Poetry breake out like Chriftmas, but once a
yeare, and then you keepe a Reuelling, & Araigning
& a Scratching of mens faces, as tho you were
Tyber the long-tail’d Prince of Rattes, doe you %

Cri. Horace.

Sir Vaughan. Silence, pray let all vrdes be firangled,
or held faft betweene your teeth

Cri.  Vnder controule of my dreade Soueraigne,
We are thy Iudges; thou that didft Arraigne,

Art now prepar’d for condemnation ;

Should I but bid thy Mufe fland to the Barre,
Thy felfe againft her wouldft giue euidence :
For flat rebellion gainft the Sacred lawes

Of diuine Poefie : heerein moft the mift,

Thy pride and feorne made her turne Saterifl,
And not her loue to vertue (as thou Preacheft)
Or fhould we minifter firong pilles to thee :
What lumpes of hard and indigefted ftuffe,
Of bitter Satirifme, of Arrogance,

Of Selfe-loue, of Detraltion, of a blacke

And ftinking Jnfolence thould we fetch vp
But none of thefe, we giue thee what’s more fit,
With ftinging nettles Crowne his flinging wit.

ZTuc. Wel faid my Poeticall huckfter, now he’s in
thy handling rate him, doe rate him well.

Hor. O I befeech your Maiefty, rather then thus
to be netled, Ile ha my Satyres coate pull’d ouer mine
eares, and be turn’d out a the nine Mufes Seruice,

Ajin. And I too, let mee be put to my fhiftes with
myne Ningle.

Sir Vau. By Sefu fo you fhall M. Bubo ; flea off
this hairie skin M. Horace, fo, fo, fo, vatruffe, vn-
truffe.

s 2
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Twe. His Poeticall wreath my dapper puncke-
fetcher.

Hyr. Odgh

Sir Va. Nay, your oohs, nor your Callin-ves can-
not ferue your turne ; your tongue you know is full of
blifters with rayling, your face full of pockey-holes and
pimples, with your fierie inuentions : and therefore to
preferue your head from aking, this Biggin is yours,
nay by Sefu you fhall bee a Poet, though not
Lawrefyed, yet Nettlefyed, fo :

Zuc. Sirra flincker, thou'rt but vntruffd now, I
owe thee a whipping ftill, and Ile payit: I haue layde
roddes in Piffe and Vineger for thee : It fhall not bee
the Whigping a' th Satyre, nor the Whipping of the
blinde-Beare, but of a counterfeit Iugler, that fteales
the name of Horace.

Kin, How?! counterfeit ? does hee viurpe that
name }

Sir Vau, Yes indeede ant pleafe your Grace, he
does fup vp that abhominable name.

Tuc. Hee does O King Cambifes, hee does : thou
haft no part of Horace in thee but's name, and his
damnable vices : thou haft fuch a terrible mouth, that
thy beard’s afraide to peepe out: but, looke heere you
flaring Leuiathan, heere’s the fweete vifage of Horace ;
looke perboylde-face, looke ; Horace had a trim long-
beard, and a reafonable good face for a Poet, (as faces
goe now-a-dayes) Horace did not skrue and wriggle
himfelfe into great Mens famyliarity, (impudentlie) as
thou dooft : nor weare the Badge of Gentlemens com-
pany, as thou dooft thy Taffetie fleeues tackt too onely
with fome pointes of profit : No, Horace had not his
face puncht full of Oylet-holes, like the couer of a
warming-pan : Horace lou’d Poets well, and gaue
Coxcombes to none but fooles; but thou lou’ft none,
neither Wifemen nor fooles, but thy felfe : Horace
was a goodly Corpulent Gentleman, and not {o leane
a hollow-cheekt Scrag as thou art: No, heere’s the
Coppy of thy countenance, by this will I learne to

———
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make a number of villanous faces more, and to looke
scuruily vpon'th world, as thou doft.

Cri.  Sir Vaughan will you minifter their oath

Sér Vau. Mafter Afinius Bubo, you fhall fweare as
little as you can, one oath thall damme vp your Inno-
cent mouth.

Afin. Any oath Sir, Ile fweare any thing.

Sir Va. You thall fweare by Phabus (who is your
Poets good Lord and Mafter,) that heere-after you
will not hyre Horace, to giue you poefies for rings. or
hand-kerchers, or kniues which you vnderftand not,
nor to write your Loue-letters ; which you (in turning
of ahand) fet your markes vpon, as your owne : nor
you fhall not carry Lattin Poets about you, till you
can write and read Englith at moft ; and laftlyc that
you fhall not call Horace your Ningle.

Afin. By Phabus 1 fweare all this, and as many
oathes as you will, fo I may trudge.

Sir Vau. Trudge then, pay your legs for Fees, and

bee diffarg’d.
Tuc. Tprooth . . runne Red-cap, ware hornes
there. Exit Afi.

Sir Va. Now Mafter Horace, you muft be a more
horrible fwearer, for your oath muft be (like your
wittes) of many collours ; and like a Brokers booke of
many parcels.

Tuc. Read, read th'inuentory of his oath.

Hor. 1Tle fweare tlll my haire ftands vp an end,
to bee rid of this fling, oh this fting.

Sir Vau. Tis not your fling of confcience, is it ?

Zuc. Vpon him : fnprimis.

Sir Vaugh. Inprimis, you fhall fweare by Phabus
and the halfe a fcore Mufes lacking one: not to
fweare to hang your felfe, if you thought any Man,
Ooman or Silde, could write Playes and Rimes, as
well-fauour’d ones as your felfe.

Tuc. Well fayd, haft brought him toth gallowes
already?

Sir Vaugh. You fhall fweare not to bumbaft outa
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new Play, with the olde lynings of Ieftes, fiolen from
the Temples Reuels. '

Zuc. To him olde Tango.

Sir Va. Moreouer, you fhall not fit in a Gallery,
when your Comedies and Enterludes haue entred
their Actions, and there make vile and bad faces at
euerie lyne, to make Sentlemen haue an eye to you,
and to make Players afraide to take your part.

Zuc. Thou fhalt be my Ningle for this.

Sir Vau. Befides, you muft forfweare to venter on
the ftage, when your Play is ended, and to exchange
curtezies, and complements with Gallants in the
Lordes roomes, to make all the houfe rife vp in
Armes, and to cry that's Horace, that’s he, that’s he,
that's he, that pennes and purges Humours and difeafes.

Tuc. There boy, agen.

Sir Vau. Secondly, when you bid all your friends
to the marriage of a poore couple, that is to fay : your
Wits and necefiities, alias diClus, to the rifling of your .
Mufe: alias, your Mufes vp-fitting: alias a Poet Whit-
Jon-Ale; you fhall fweare that within three dayes
after, you fhall not abroad, in Booke-binders fhops,
brag that your PVigergyes or Zributorie-Kings, haune
done homage to you, or paide quarterage.

Zuc. Ile bufle thy head Holofernes,

Sir Vaugh. Moreouer and Inprimis, when a Knight
or Sentlemen of vrthip, does giue you his pafie-port, to
trauaile in and out to his Company, and giues you
money for Gods fake ;I truft in Sefu, you will fweare
(tooth and nayle) not to make fcalde and wry-mouth
Ieftes vpon his Knight-hood, will you not %

Hor. 1 neuer did it by Parnaffus.

Zuc. 'Wut fweare by Parnaffus and lye too, Doftor
Doddipol }

Str Va. Thirdly, and laft of all fauing one, when
your Playes are miffe-likt at Court, you fhall not crye
Mew like a Puffe-cat, and fay you are glad you write
out of the Courtiers Element.

Zuc. Let the Element alone, tis out a thy reach.
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Sér Vas. In brieflynes, when you Sup in Tauemes,
amongfl your betters, you fhall fweare not to dippe
your Manners in too much fawce, nor at Table to
fling Epigrams, Embleames, or Play-fpeeches about
you (lyke Hayle-fiones) to keepe you out of the terri-
ble daunger of the Shot, vpon payne to fit at the
vpper ende of the Table, a'th left hand of Carlo
Buffon : fweare all this, by Apollo and the eight or
nine Mufes.

Hor. By Apollo, Helicon, the Mufes (who march
three and three in a rancke) and by all that belongs
to Pernaflus, I {weare all this.

Tuc. Beare witnes.

Crif. That fearefull wreath, this honour is your

due,
All Poets fhall be Poet-Apes but you ;
Thankes (Learnings true Mecanas, Poefies king)
Thankes for that gracious eare, which you haue lent,
To this moft tedious, moft rude argument.
" Kin. Our fpirits haue well been feafled ; he whofe
pen
Draws both corrupt, and cleare bloud from all men:
(Careles what veine he prickes) let him not raue,
When his owne fides are ftrucke, blowes, blowes, doe
craue.

Tue. Xings-truce, my noble Hearbe-a—grace my
Princely fweet-William, a boone—Stay firft, It a
match or no match, Lady Furniuall Ift $

Sir Ad. & Sir quint. A match{

Mini. 1, a match, fince he hath hit the Miftris fo
often i'th fore-game, we'll eene play out a rubbers.

Sér Ada. Take her for me.

Sir quin.  Take her for thy felfe, not for me.

Sir Vau. Play out your rubbers in Gods name,
by Sefu Ile neuer boule more in your Alley, Iddow

Sir Quin. My Chaine.

Sir Adam. My Purfe.

Zuc. Tle Chaine thee prefently, and giue thee ten
pound and a purfe : a boone my Leige : . . . . daunce
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8 my delicate Rufus, at my wedding with this reuerend
Antiquary ; ift done? wut thou §
Kin. lle giue thee Kingly honour: Night and

Sleepe,
With filken Ribands would tye vp our eyes,
But Miftris Bride, one meafure fhall be led,
In fcorne of Mid-nights haft, and then to bed.
Exeunt.




EPILOGUS.

Entlemen, Gallants, and you my
little Swaggerers that fight lowe:
my tough hearts of Oake that ftand too't fo
valliantly, and are ftill within a yard of your
Capten: Now the Trumpets (that fet men to-
gether by the eares) haue left their Tantara-rag-
boy, let’s part friends. I recant, beare witnes all
you Gentle-folkes (that walke i’th Galleries) I
recant the opinions which I helde of Courtiers,
Ladies, & Cittizens, when once (in an affembly of
Friers) I railde vpon them: that Hereticall
Libertine Horace, taught me fo to mouth it
Befides, twas when ftiffe Tucca was a boy : twas
not Tucca that railde and roard then, but the
Deuill & his Angels: But now, Kings-truce,
the Capten Summons a parlee, and delivers
him{elfe and his prating company into your
hands, vpon what compofition you wil Are
you pleaf’d ? and Ile dance Friskin for ioy, but
if you be not, by’th Lord Ile fee you all
heere for your two pence a peice agen, before
Ile loofe your company. I know now fome be
come hyther with cheekes fwolne as big with
hiffes, as if they had the toot-ach : vds-foote, if I
ftood by them, Ide bee fo bold as intreate
them to hiffe in another place. Are you aduiz'd
what you doe when you hiffe? you blowe away

Tucca.
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Horace’s reuenge : but if you fet your hands and
Seales to this, Horace will write againft it, and
you may haue more fport: he fhall not loofe his
labour, he fhall not turne his blanke verfes into
waft paper: No, my Poetafters will not laugh
at him, but will vntruffe him agen, and agen,
and agen. Ile tell you what you fhall doe,
caft your little Tucca into a Bell : doe, make
a Bell of me, and be al you my clappers, vpon
condition, wee may haue a luftie peale, this
colde weather : I haue but two legs left me,
and they are both yours : Good night
my two penny Tenants '
Good night.

FINIS.
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s A DEVICE

(proieted downe, but till now not
publifht,) that fhould haue ferued
at his Mazefties fir/t acceffe to
the Cittae.

sl He forrow and amazement, that like an
MU carthquake began to fhake the diftempered
¥ body of this Ilad (by reafon of our late
K Soueraigns departure,) being wifely and
miraculoufly preuented, and the feared wounds of a
ciuill fword, (as Alexanders fury was with Muficke)
being ﬂ.opt from burfting forth, by the found of
Trompets that proclaimed King James : All mens eyes
were prefently turnd to the North, ftanding euen ftone
ftil in their Circles, like the poynts of fo many Geome-
tricall needles, through ‘a fixed & Adamantine defire
to behold this 45. yeares wonder now brought forth
by Zyme: their tongues neglecting all language elfe,
faue that which fpake zealous prayers, and vnceafable
withes, for his moft fpeedy and longd-for arrinall. Info-
much that the Night was thought vnworthy to be
crownd with fleepe, and the day not fit to be lookt
vpon by the Sunne, which brought not fome freth
tydings of his Maiefties more neare and neerer ap-
proach.

At the length Eapefiation (who is euer waking) and
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that fo long was great, grewe neare the time of her
delivery, Rumor comming all in a {weate to play the
Midwife, whofe firft comfortable words were, that this
Treafure of a Kingdome (a Man Ruler) hid fo many
yeares from vs, was now brought to light, and at hand.

Martiall. Ef populi vox erat vna, Venit.

And that he was to be conducted through fome
vtter part of this his Citie, to his royall Caftle the Zower,
that in the age of a man (till this very minute) had not
bene acquainted nor borne the name of a Kings
Court. Which Entrance of his (in this maner) being
fam'de abroad, ;Becaufe his louing Subieéts the Cit-
zens would giue a tafte of their dutie and affection :
The Deuice following was fuddeinly made vp, as the
firft feruice, to a more royall and ferious enfuing Enter-
tainment; And this (as it was then purpofed) thould
haue bene performed about the Barres beyond Bif-
hops-gate
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The Device.

Aint George, Saint dndrew, (thé Patrons of both
Kingdomes) hauing along time lookt vpon each
other, with countenances rather of meere ftrangers,
then of fuch neare Neighbours, vpon the prefent
afpect of his Maigfies approach toward London, were
(in his fight) to iffue from two feuerall places on horfe-
backe, and ‘in compleate Armour, their Breftes and
Caparifons fuited with the Armes of Zngland and
Scotland, (as they are now quartered) to teftifie their
leagued Combination, and newe fworne Brother-hood.
Thefe two armed Knights, encountring one another on
the way, were to ride hand in hand, till they met his
Maicefite. But the ftrangenefle of this newly-begotten
amitie, flying ouer the earth, It calies vp the ‘Genius
of the Cittie, who (not fo much mazde, as wondring
at the Noueltie) Interfepts their Paffage.

And moft aptly (in our Iudgement) might this Do-
meflicum Numen (the Genius of the place) lay iuft
clayme to this preheminence of firft beftowing Saluta-
tions and welcomes on his Maieflie, Genius being held
(dnter ficdos Deos), to be God of Hofpitalitie and Plea-
fure : and none but fuch a one was meet to receiue fo
excellent and princely a Gueft.

-Or if not worthy, for thofe two former refpects : Yet
being Deus Generationis, and hauing a power af-well
ouer Countries, hearbs and trees, as ouer men, and
the Cittie hauing now put on a Regeneration, or new
birth ; the induction of fuch a Perfon, might (without
a Warrant from the court of Crityls) pafle very cur-
rant.

To made a falfe florith here with the borrowed
weapons of all the old Maifters of the noble Science
of Poefie, and to keepe a tyrannicall coyle, in Anato-

yzing Genius, from head to foote, (only to thew how
%bly we can carue vp the whole mefle of the Poets)
were to play the Executioner, and to lay our Cities
houthold God on the rack, to make him confefle, how -
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many paire of Latin theets, we haue fhaken & cut into
fhreds to make him a garment. Such feates of Act-
uitie are ftale, and common among Schollers, (before
whome it is protefied we come not now (in a Pageant)
to Play a Maifters prize) For Nunc ¢go ventofe Plebis
Juffragia venor.

The multitude is now to be our Audience, whofe
heads would miferably runne a wooll-gathering, if we
doo but offer to breake them with hard words. But
fuppofe (by the way) contrary to the opinion of all the
Doctors) that our Gemius (in regarde the place is
Feminine, and the perfon it felfe, drawne Figura Hu-
mana, fed Ambiguo fexu) fhould at this time be thruft
into womans apparrell. It is no Schifme: be it fo:
our Genius is then a female, Antique ; and reuerend
both in yeares and habit : a Chaplet of mingled flowres,
Inter wouen with branches of the Plane Tree (crown-
ing her Temples : her haire long and white : her Vef-
ture a loofe roabe, Changeable and powdred with
Starres : And being (on horfebacke likewife) thus fur-
nithed, this was the tune of her voyce,
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Genius Locj.

Tay : wee coniure you, by that Potent Name,
Of whick each Leiter's (now) a triple charme :
Stay ; and deliuer vs, of whence you are,
And why you beare (alone) thoftent of Warre,
When all hands elfe reare Oliue-boughs and Palme :
And Halcyonean dayes affure all’s calme.
When euery tongue [peakes Mujick : when eack Pen
(Dubd and dyde blacke in Galle) is white agen,
And dipt in NeQarx, whick by Delphick fire
Being heated, mélts into an Orphean-guire.
When Troyes proud buildings fhew ltke Fairie-bowers,
And Streets (like Gardens) are perfum'd with Flowers :
And Windowes glazde onely with wondring eyes ;
(In a Kings looke fuck admiration lyes )
And when foft handed Peace, fo fweetly thriues,
That Bees in Souldiers Helmets build their Hiues :
When loy a tip-toe flands on Fortunes Wheele,
In filken Robes . How dare you _fhine in Steele )
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Saint George.
Ladie, What are you that {fo queftion vs ¢

Genius.

Am the places Genius, whence now fprings
A Vine, whofe yongefi Braunch _fhall produce Kings :

This little world of men; this precious Slone,
That fets out Europe : this (the glaffe alone,)
Where the neat Sunne eack Morne kimjfelfe attires,
And gildes it with kis repercufsiue fires.
This Tewell of the Land ; Englands right Eye:
Altar of Loue ; and Spheare of Matestie :
Greene Neptunes Minion, bou't whofe Virgin-waZe,
Ifis is like a  Criflall girdie cafl.
Of this are we the Genius; /here Aaue I,
Slept (by the fauour of a Deity)
Fortiefoure Summers and as many Springs,
Not frighted with the threats'of forraine Kings.
But held vp in that gowned State I haue,
By twice Twelue-Fathers politique and grauce :
Who with a _fheathed Sword, and jfilken Law,
Do kecpe (within weake Walles) Millions in awe.

I charge you therefore fay, for what you come %
What are you?

Botk. Knights at Armes.

S. George. Saint George.

Saint Andrew. .Saint Andrew.
For Sewtlands honour 1.

S. George. For Englands 1
Both fworne into a League of Vnitie.

Genius.

Clap my hands for loy, and feate you both
I Next to my heart: In leaues of purefl golde,
This mofl aufpicious loue fhall be enrold.

Be zo_ynde to vs : And as lo earth we bowe,
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So, to thofe royall feet, bende your fleclde brow.

In name of all thefe Senators, (on whom

Vertue builds more, then thefe of Antigue Rome)
Shouting a cheerefull welcome: Since no clyme,

WNor Age that has gon or’e the head of Time,

Did ére cafl vp fuck loyes, nor the like Summe

. (But kere) fhall fland in the world, yeares to come,
Dread King, our hearts make good, what words do want,
T bid thee boldly enter Troynouant.

Rerum certa falus, Terrarum gloria Cefar! Mart.
Sospite quo, magnos credimus ¢fse Deos :

" Dilexere privs pueri, Iuvenefque fenefque, Tdem.
At Nunc Infantes te quogue Cefar amant.

This fhould haue beene the firft Offring of the Citties
Loue : But his Maizflie not making his Entrance (ac-
cordiLg to expetation) It was (not vtterly throwne
from the Alter) but layd by.
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Mart. Jam Crefeunt media Pegmala celfa via.

tion; the other for lively Illuftration of what the
former fhould deuife : Both of them emuloufly con-
tending (but not ftriuing) with the propreft and brigh-
teft Colours of Wit and Art, to fet out the beautie of
the great Zriumphant day.

For more exa&t and formall managing of which
Bufinefle, a Sele€t number both of Aldermen and
Commoners (like fo many Romane idiles) were
(Communi Confilio) chofen forth, to whofe difcretion,
the Charge, Contriuings, Prozez‘?s, and all other De-
pendences, owing to fo troublefome a worke, was
intirely, and Iudicially committed.

Many dayes were thriftily confumed, to molde the
bodies of thefe Tryumphes comely, and to the honour
of the Place: & at laft, the f{tuffe whereof to frame
them, was beaten out. The Soule that thould giue
life, & a tongue to thls Entertainment, being to breathe
out of Writers Pens. The Limmes of it to lye at the
hard-handed mercy of Mychanitiens.

In a moment therefore of Time, are Carpenters,
Toyners, Caruers, and other Artificers fweating at their
Chizzells.

Vir, Aca'né‘zmt Omnes operi,

Not a finger but had an Office: He was held vn
worthy euer after to fucke the Hony dew of Peace,
that (againft his comming, by whom our Peace weares a
triple Wreathe) would offer to play the Droane. The
Streets are furueyed ; heigthes, breadths, and diftances
taken, as it were to make Fortifications, for the Solem-
nities. Seauen picces of ground, (like fo many fieldes
for a battaile) are plotted foorth, vppon which thefe
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Arches of Tryumph muft thew themfelues in their
glorie : aloft, in the ende doe they aduance their
proude fore-heads.

Virg :— Circum pueri, Innuptequé Puelle,
Sacra Canunt, funemg; manu contingere gaudent.

Euen childré (might they haue bin fuffred) would
gladly . haue fpent their Ittle ftrength, about the
Engines, that mounted vp the Frames : Such a fire of
loue and ioy, was kindled in euery breft.

The day (for whofe fake, thefe wonders of Wood,
clymde thus into the clowdes) is now come ; being fo
earely vp by reafon of Artificiall Lights, which
wakened it, that ghé Sunne ouer flept himfelfe, and
rofe not in many houres after, yet bringing with it
into the very bofome of the Cittie, a world of people.
The Streets feemde to bee paued with men : Stalles in
ftead of rich wares were fet out with children, open
Cafements fild vp with women.

All Glafle windowes taken downe, but in their
places, {parkeled {fo many eyes, that had it not bene
the day, the light which reflected from them, was
fufficient to haue made one: hee that fhould haue
compared the emptie and vntroden walkes of Zondon,
which were to be feen in that late mortally-deftroying
Deluge, with the thronged ftreetes now, might haue
belieued, that vpon this day, began a new Creation,
& that the Citie was the onely Workhoufe wherein
fundry Nations were made.

A goodly and ciuil order was obferued, in Mar-
tialling all the Companies according to their de-
grees: The firft beginning at the vpper end of Saint
Marks Lane, and the laft reaching aboue the Conduit
in JFlectfirecte : their Seats, being double-railde : vpon
the vpper part wheron they leaned, the Streamers,
Enfignes, and Bannerets, of each particular Company
decently fixed: And diretly againft them, (euen
quite through the body of the Citie, fo hie as to
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Temple-Barre) a fingle Raile (in faire diftance from
the other) was likewife erected to put off the multitude.
Amongft whofe tongues (which in fuch Conforts
neuer lye ftill,) tho there were no Muficke, yet as the
Poet fayes: :

Mart. Vox diuerfa fonal, populorum ¢ff vox tamen vna.

Othing that they fpeake could bee made any

thing, yet all that was fpoken, founded to this
purpofe, that ftill his Maieftie was comming. They
haue their longings: And behold, A farre off they
fpie him, richly mounted on a white Iennet, vnder
a rich Canopy, fuftained by eight Barons of the
Cingueports ; the Tower feruing thay moming but for
his with-drawing Chamber, wherein hee made him
ready: and from thence ftept prefently into his Citie
of London, which for the time might worthily borrow
the name of his Cowr? Royall: His paflage alongft
that Court, offering it felfe for more State) thrfough
feuen Gates, of which the firt was erected at ZFan-

church. ,
Thus prefenting it felfe.

T was an vpright Flatfquare, (for it con-

taied fiftie foote in the perpendiculer, Famchurch.
and fiftie foote in the Ground-lyne) the vpper roofe
thereof (one diftinct Grices) bore vp the true moddells
of all the notable Houfes, Turrets, and Steeples,
within the Citie. The Gate vnder which his Maieftie
did pafle, was 12. foote wide, and 18. foote hie: A
Pofierne likewife (at one fide of it) being foure foote
wide, and 8.- foote in heigth: On either fide of the
Gate, fiood a great French Terme, of ftone, aduanced
vpon wodden Pedeftalls ; two half Pilafters of Ruftick,
ftanding ouer their heads. I could fhoote more
Arrowes at this marke, and teach you without the
Carpenters Rule how to meafure all the proportions
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belonging to this Fabrick. But an excellent hand
being at this inftant curioufly defcribing all the feuen,
and beftowing on them their faire profpetiue limmes,
your eye fhall hereafter rather be delighted in be-
holding thofe Pi€tures, than now be wearied in look-
ing vpon mine.
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S The Perfonages (as well Mutes
as Speakers) in this Pageant, were
thefe: viz.

1 He higheft Perfon was Zhe Brittayne Mo-
narcky.

2 At her feet, fate Diuine Wifdome.

3 Beneath her, ftood Tke Genius of the City, A man.

4 At his right hand was placed a Perfonage, figuring,

The Counfell of the City.

5 Vnder all thefe lay a perfon reprefenting Thamefes
the Riuer,

Sixe other perfons (being daughters to Genius)
were aduaunced aboue him, on a {preading 4jcent, of
which the firft was,

1 Gladnefe.

2 The fecond, Veneration.
3 The third, Promptitude.
4 The fourth, Vigilance.

5 The fift, Louing affeltion.
6 The fixth, Vranimity.

Of all which perfonages, Genius and Thamefis were
the only Speakers: Zhamefis being prefented by ome
of the children of her Maiefties Reuels: Gernius by
M. A/lin (feruant to the young Prince) his gratula-
tory fpeach (which was deliuered with excellent Action,
and a well tun’de audible voyce) being to this effect

That London may be prowd to behold this day,
and therefore in name of the Lord Maior and Alder-
men, the Councell, Commoners and Multitude, the
heartieft Welcome is tendered to his Maiefty, that
euer was beftowed on any King, &c.

The Which Banquet being taken away with
Wayte & found of Muficke, there, ready for the pur-
3oyesof DOfe, his Maieftie made his entrance into this
Lowdon. his Court Royall ;: vnder this firft Gate, vpon
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the Battlements of the worke, in great Capitalls was
infcribed, thus:

LONDINIVM.

And vnder that, in a fmaller (but not different)
Caraller, was written,

CAMERA REGIA:
The Kings Chamber.

Too fhort a time (in their opinions that were glewed
there together fo many houres, to behold him) did his
Majeftie dwell vpon this firlt place: yet too long it
feemed to other happy Spirits, that higher vp in thefe
"Elizian fields awaited for his prefence: he fets on
therefore (like the Sunne in his Zodiaque) bountifully
difperfing his beames amongft particular Nations : the
brightneffe and warmth of which, was now fpent firft
vpon the Ifakans, & next vpon the Belgians: The
fpace of ground, on which their magnificent Arckes
were builded, being not vnworthy to beare the name
of the} great Hall to this our Court Royal : wherein
was to be heard & feene the fundry languages &
habits of Strangers, which vnder Princes Roofes
tender excellent harmony.

In a paire of Scales doe I weigh thefe two Nations,
and finde them (neither in hearty loue to his Maieftie,
in aduancement of the Cities honor, nor in forward-
nefle to glorifie thefe Zriumphes) to differ one graine.

To difpute which haue done beft, were to doubt
that one had done well. Call their inuentions there-
fore Ttwynnes: or if they themfelues doe not like that
name, (for happily they are emulous of one glory)
yet thus may we fpeake of them.

. Facies non omnibus vna, Ouid
Nec diuerfa tamen, Qualem decet effe fororum.
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Becaufe, whofoeuer ( fixis oculis) beholds their pro-
portions,

Virg. Expleri mentem nequit, ardefiity; tuendo.

The fireet, vpon whofe breaft, this ffa/ian Gracioxs
Tewell was worne, was neuer worthy of that /=
name which it carries, till this houre: For here did
the Kings eye meete a fecond Obieét, that inticed
him by tarrying to giue honor to the place. And thus
did the queintnefle of the Zngine feeme to difcouer it
felfe before him.
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He building tooke vp the whole bredth of the
Street, of which, the lower part was a Square,.

garnithed with foure great Columnes : In the midfi of
of which Square, was cut out a fayre and fpacious high
Gate, arched, being twenty feuen foot in the perpen-
dicular lyne, and eyghteene at the ground lyne : ouer
the Gate, in golden Caracters, thefe verfes (in a long
fquare) were infcribed :

T'u Regere Imperio populos lTacobe memento,

He tibi erunt Arles, Pacig; imponere morem,

Parcere Subiellis, & debellare fuperbos.

And diretly aboue this, was aduanc'd the Armes
of the Kingdome, the Supporters fairely cut out to the
life : ;ouer the Lyon (fome prety diftance from it) was
written,

IACOBO REGI MAGN.

And aboue the head of the Vricorne; at the like
diftance, this,

HENRICI VII. ABNEP.

In a large Sqnare erected aboue all thefe, King
Henry the feuenth was royally feated in his Imperiall
Robes, to whome King James (mounted on horfe-
backe) approches, and receyues a Scepter, ouer both
their heads thefe words being written,

HIC VIR, HIC EST.

Betweene two of the Columnes, (on the right hand)
was fixed vp a Square table, wherein, in luely and
excellent colours, was lim’d a woman, figuring Peace,
her head fecurely leaning on her left hand, her body
modeftly beftowed (to the length) vpon the earth: In
her other hand, was held an O/kue branch, the Enfigne
of Peace, her word was out of Virgs, being thus,
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Deus nobis hec ofia fecit.

Beneath that peece, was another fquare Table, reach-
ing almoft to the Bafes of the two Columnes: In
which, 2. (feeming) Sea perfonages, were drawne to
the life, both of them lying, or rather leaning on the
bofome of the earth, naked ; the one a woman, her
backe onely feene ; the other a man, his hand ftretch-
ing and fafining it felfe vpon her fhoulder: the word
that this dead body fpake, was this,

I Decus, I Noftrum.

Vpon the left-hand fide of the Gate, betweene the
other two Columnes, were alfo two {quare Tables: In
the one of which were two perfons portrayed to the
life, naked, and wilde in lookes, the word,

Expellate folo Trinobants.

And ouer that, in another fquare, carying the,
fame proportion, ftoode a woman vpright, holding in
her hand a Shield, beneath whom was mfcnbed in
golden Caraﬂers,

Spes 6 fidifsima rerum.

And this was the thape and front of the firft great
Square, whofe top being flat, was garnithed with
Prelaflers, and vpon the roofe was direted a great
Padeflall, on which ftood a Perfon carued out to the
life (a woman) her left hand leaning on a fword, with
the poynt downeward, and her right hand reachmg
foorth a Diadem, which thee feemde by bowing of her
knee and head, to beftow vpon his Maieftie.

On the foure corners of this vpper part, ftoode
foure naked portraytures (in great) with artificiall
Trumpets in their hands.

In the Arch of the Gate, was drawne (at one fide) a
companie of Palme trees, young, and as it were but
newly fpringing, ouer whofe branches, two naked
winged Angels, flying, held foorth a Scroll, which
feem’d to fpeake thus,

Spes altera.

On the contrarie fide, was a Vine, fpreading it felfe

into many branches, and winding about Oliue, and
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Palme trees : two naked winged Angels hanging like-
wife in the Ayre ouer them, and holding a Scrol be-
tweene them, fild with this infcription,

Vxor tua, ficut vitis abundans,

Et fili tuz', Jicut palmites Oliuarum.

If your imaginations (after the beholding of thefe
obiects) will fuppofe, that his Maieftie is now gone to
the other fide of this Jffalian Trophee; doe but caft
your eyes backe, and there you fhall finde iuft the
fame proportions, which the fore-part, or Breft of our
Arch carrieth, with equall number of Columnes, Pede-
ftals, Pilafters, Lim’d pecces, and Carued Statues.
Ouer the Gate, this Diffickon prefents it felfe.

Nonne tuo Imperio fatis ¢fl Tacobe potire ?
Imperium in Mujas, Aemule queris ! Habes.

Vnder which verfes, a wreathe of Zawrell feem’d
to be ready to be let fall on his Maieflies head, as hee
went vnder it, being held betweene two naked An-
tique women, their bodies ftretching (at the full
length) to compafle ouer the Arch of the Gate. And
aboue thofe verfes, in a faire Azure table, this inferip-
tion was aduanc’'d in golden Capitals:

EXPECTATIONI ORBIS TERRARVM,
REGIB. GENITO NVMEROSISS.
REGVM GENITORI FALICISS.
REGI MARTIGENARVM AVGVSTISS.
REGI MVSARVM GLORIOSISS.

liali flatuerunt letitie & cultus Signum.

On the right hand of this backe-part, betweene two
of the Columnes was a fquare table, in which was
drawne a Woman, crown'd with beautifull and freth
flowres, a Caduceus in her hand: All the notes of a
plenteous and liuely Spring being caried about her,
the foule that gaue life to this {fpeaking pi¢ture, was :

Omnis feret omnia Tellus.
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Aboue this peece, in another fquare, was portrayed
a Zryton, his Trumpet at his mouth, feeming to vtter
this much,

Dum Celum fiellas.

Vpon the left hand of this back-part, in moft excel-
lent colours, Antikely attir’d, ftood the 4. kingdoms,
England, Scotland, France and Ireland, holding hands
together ; this being the language of them all,

Concordes flabili Futorum Numine.

The middle. great Square, that was aduaunced ouer -
the Freeze of the Gate, held Apollo, with all his En-
fignes and properties belonging vnto him, as a Spkere,
Bookes, a Caduceus, an Offoedron, with other Geome-
tricall Bodies, and a Harpe in his left hand : his right
hand with a golden Wand in it, poynting to the battel
of Lepanito fought by the Turks, (of which his Maieftie
hath written a Poem) and to doe him Honour, 4pollo
himfelfe doth here feeme to take vpon him to de-
fcribe : his word,

Fortunate Puer.

Thefe were the Mutes, and properties that helpt to
furnith out this great Jfalian TZheater : vpon whofe
Stage, the found of no voice was appointed to be
heard, but of one, (and that, in the prefence of the
Jtalians themfelues) who in two little oppofite galleries
vander & within the Arch of the gate, very richly
and neately hung, delivered thus much Latine to his
Maieftie :

[ : P — PP
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The Italians fpeach.

Alue, Rex magne, falue. Salutem Maieflati tue

Itali, falicifsimum Aduentum lati, felices fub Te
futuri, precamur. Ecce hc Omnes, Exigui munere,
2auculi Numero: Sed magni erga Maieflatem tuam
ansmi, multi obfequij. At nec Atlas, qui Celum jfuffi-
net, nec ipfa Celi conuexa, altitudinem attingant mertto-
rum Regis optimi ; Hoc eff, eius, quem de Teipfo
exprefsifly doltifsimo (Deus l) et admirabili penicillo :
Beatifsimos populos, vbi & Philgfophus regnat, & Rex
Philgfophatur. Salue, Rex nobilifsime, falue, viue,
Rex potentifsime, faliciter. Regna, Rex fapientifsime,
J@liciter, Itali optamus omnes, Itali damamus omnes :
Omnes; omnes.

Hauing hoyfted vp our Sailes, and taken leaue of
this Ztalian fhore, let our next place of cafting anker,
be vpon the Land of the 17. Prouinces; where the
Belgians, (attired in the coftly habits of their own
native Countrey, without the fantafticke mixtures of
other Nations) but more richly furnithed with loue,
fland ready to receyue his Maieftie: who (according
to their expectation) does moft gratioufly make him-
felfe & his Royall traine their Princely ghefis. The
houfe which thefe S#rangers haue builded to enter-
taine him in, is thus contriu’de.
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The Pageant of the Dutch-men,
by the Royall Exchange.

He Foundation of this, was (as it were by Fate)
layd neere vnto a royall place; for it wasa
royall and magnificent labour: It was bounded in
with the houfes on both fides the ftreet, fo prowdly
(as all the reft alfo did) did this extend her body in
bredth. The paffage of State, was a Gate, large,
afcending eighteene foot high, aptly proportion’d to
the other lymmes, and twelue foot wyde, arched ; two
lefler Pofternes were for common feet, cut out and
open’d on the fides of the other.
Within a fmall Freeze, (and kifling the very forhead
of the Gate) the Aedifice fpake thus,
Vnicus & Fato furgo non Degener Heres.
Whil'ft lifting vp your eye to an vpper larger
Freeze, you may there be enriched with thefe golden
Capitalls,

IACOBO, ANGL., K SCOT. FRANC. HIBERN.

REGI OPT. PRINC. MAX. BELGAE ded.

But beftowing your fight vpon a large Azure Table,
lyned quite through with Caracters of gold, likewife
you may for your paynes receiue this infcription,

ORBIS RESTITVTOR. PACIS FVND. RELIG.
PROPVG. D. IAC. P. F. REGI. P. P.

D. ANNAE REGIAE CONIVG. SOR. FIL
NEPTI, ET D. HENRICO I. FIL. PRINC.
IVVENT.

IN PVBL. VRBIS ET ORBIS LAETITIA,
SECVLIQVE FAELICITAT. XVII. BELGIAE
PROV. MERCATORES BENIGNE REGIA
HAC IN VRBE EXCEPTI, ET

S. M. VESTRAE OB ANTIQ. SOCIALE FOE-
DVS, ET D. ELIZ. BENEFICENT. DEVOTL

e e e e .
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FAVSTA OMNIA ET FOELICIA AD IMPERII
ATERNITAT. PRECANTVR.

Aboue which (being the heart of the Zrophec) was
a fpacious fquare roome, left open, Silke Curtaines
drawne before it, which (vpon the approch of his
Maieflie) being put by, 17. yong Damjels, (all of them
fumptuoufly adorned, after their countrey fafhion,)
fate as it were in fo many Chaires of State, and figur-
ing in their perfons, the 17. Prouinces of Belgia, of
which euery one caried in a Scutchion (excellently
pencilde) the Armes and Coate of one.

Aboue the vpper edge of this large Square Roome,
and ouer the firft Battlement, in another front, ad-
uanc'd for the purpofe, a fquare Table was faftened
vpright, in which was drawne the liuely pi¢ture of the
King, in his Imperial Robes; a Crowne on his head,
the Sword and Scepter in his handes: vpon his left
fide flood a woman, her face fixed vpon his, a burning
hart in her right hand, her left hanging by, a Heron
flanding clofe vnto her : vpon his other fide flood
vpright (with her countenance directed likewife vpon
him) another woman, winged, and in a Freeze beneath
them, which tooke vp the full length of this Square :
this infcription fet out it felfe in golden wordes ;

—— Vitroque Satellite Tutus.

Suffer your eyes to be wearied no longer with gazing
vp fo high at thofe Swun-beams, but turne thé afide to’
looke below through the little Poflernes: whofe State
fweld quickly vp to a greatnes, by reafon of 2.
Columnes, that {fupported them on either fide. Ina
Table, ouer the right-hand Portell, was in perfect
colours, drawne a Serpét, purfude by a Lion : betweene
them, Adders and Snakes, chafing one another, the
Lion fcornfully cafling his head backe, to behold the
violence of a blacke ftorme, that heauen powred
: . v
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downe, to ouertake them: the found that came from
all this, was thus:

—— Seguitur grauis Ira feroces.

The oppofite body to this (on the other fide, and
directly ouer the other Porfal, whofe pompe did in
like maner leane vpon, and vphold it felfe by two
mayne Columnes) was a fquare peece, in which were
to be feene, Sheepe browzing, Lambes nibbling,
Byrds flying in the Ayre, with other arguments of
a ferene and vntroubled feafon, whofe happinefle was
proclaymed in this maner,

— Venst alma Cicuribus Aura.

Dire¢tly aboue this, in a fquare Table, were por-
trayed two Kings, reuerently and antiquely attyrde,
who feem’d to walke vpon thefe golden lines,

Najctur in nofiro Regum par Nobile Rege
Alter Iefiades, Alter Amoniades.

From whome, leade but your eye, in a firaight line,
to the other fide, (ouer the contrary Pofterne) and there
in a fecond vpper Pifture, you may meete with two
other Kings, not fully fo antique, but as rich in their
Ornaments ; both of them, out of golden letters, com-
pofing thefe wordes,

Lucius anle alios, Edwardus, & inde IACOBV S
Sextus, & hic fanxit, fextus & ille fidem.

And thefe, were the Nerues, by which this great
Triumphall Body was knit together, in the inferiour
parts of it, vpon the fhoulders whereof, (which were
garnithed with rowes of Pélasters, that fupported Lions,
rapant, bearing vp Banners) there ftood another leffer
Square, the head of which wore a Coronet of FPrlasters
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alfo ; and aboue thé, vpon a Pedestal, curioufly clofed
in bétweene the tayles of two Dolphins, was aduanced
a Woman, holding in one hand, a golden Warder, and
poynting with the fore-finger of the other hand vp to
heauen. She figurd Diuine Prousdence, for fo at her
feete was written.

Prouida Mens Celi.

Somewhat beneath which, was to bee feene an Im-
periall Crowne, two Scepters being faftened (crofie-
wife) vnto it, and deliuering this fpeach,

——Sceptra hec concredidit vni.

At the elbowes of this vpper Square, ftood vpon
the foure corners of a great Pedeflall, foure Pyramides,
hollow, and fo neately contriv’de, that in the night
time (for anger that the Sunne would no longer looke
vpon thefe earthly beauties) they gaue light to them-
felues, and the whole place about them : the windowes,
from whence thefe artificiall beames were throwne,
being cut out in fuch a fathion, that (as Owsd, de-
fcribing the Palace of the Sunne, fayes)

Clara micante Auro, Flammafy ; imitante Pyropo,

So did they fhine afarre off, like Cryfolites, and
fparkled like Carbuncles: Betweene thofe two Pyra-
mides that were lifted vp on the right hand, flood
Fortitude ; her Piller refling it felfe vpon this golden
line,

Perfero curarum pondus, Difcrimina temno.

Betweene the two Pyramides on the other fide,
Iuflice challenged her place, being knowne both by
her habit and by her voyce, that fpake thus,

Aufpice me Dextra folium Regale perennat.
U2
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Wee haue held his Maieftie too long from entring
this third Gate of his Cowrt Royall ; It is now hie
time, that thofe eyes, which on the other fide ake with
rolling vp and downe for his gladfome prefence, thould
inioy that happineffe. Beholde, hee is in an inftance
paffed thorough; The Obiects that there offer them-
felues before him, being thefe :

Our Belgick Statue of Triumph, weares on her backe,
as much riches, as fhe caried vpon her breft, being
altogether as glorious in Co/umnes, ftanding on Tip-
toe, on as loftie and as proude Pyramides; her walkes
encompa'fl with as firong and as neate Pilaffers: the
colours of her garments are as bright, her adorne-
ments as many : For,

In the fquare Field, next and loweft, ouer one of the
Portals, were the Dutch Countrey people, toyling at
their Husbandrie ; women carding of their Hemp,
the men beating it, fuch excellent Art being expreft in
their faces, their ftoopings, bendings, fweatings, &c.
that nothing is wanting in them but life (which no
colours can giue) to make them bee thought more than
the works of Paynters.

Lift vp your eyes a little aboue them, and beholde
their Exchange; the countenaunces of the Marchants
there being fo liuely, that bargaines feeme to come
from their lippes.

But in ftead of other fpeach, this is onely to bee had,

PIO INVICTO,
R.IACOBO,

QVOD FEL. EIVS AVSPICIIS VNIVERSVM
BRIT. IMPERIVM PACAT, MARE TVTVM
PORTVS APERIT.

Ouer the other Portall, in a fquare (proportion’d, to
the bignes of thofe other) men, women, & childré (in
Dutch .habits) are bufie at other workes: the men
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Weauing, the women Spinning, the children at their
Hand-loomes, &c. Aboue whofe heads, you may with
little labour, walke into the Mar7, where as well as the
Froe, as the Burger, are buying and felling, the praife
of whofe induftrie (being worthy of it) flands publifht
in gold, thus,

QVOD MVTVIS COMMERCIIS, ET ARTIFI-
CVM NAVTARVMQVE SOLERTIA CRES-
CAT, DESIDIA EXVLAT, MVTVAQVE AMI-
CITIA CONSERVETVR.

Iuft in the midft of thefe foure Squares, and directly
ouer the Gate, in a large Table, whofe feete are faftned
to the Freeze, is their fithing & thipping liuely and
fweetely fet downe : The Skigper (euen though he be
had tugging at his Net) loudly finging this:

Quod Celeb : hoc Emporium prudents induftria fuos,
Quouss Tervarum Negotiatores emittal, exteros
Humaniter admittat, foris famam, domi diuitias augeat.

Let vs now clime vp to the vpper battlementes ;
where, at the right hand Zime ftandes : at the left(in a
dire€t line) his daughter Zrwes%; vnder her foote is
written, Stncera.

And vnder his,

Durant.
Stnceya Durant.

In the midft of thefe two, three other perfons are
rancked togeather, Ar?, Sedulitie, and ZLabour : be-
neath whom, in a Freeze rouing along the whole
breadth of that Square, you may find thefe wordes in
gold.

Artes, Perfecit, Sedulitate, Labor.
As on the forefide, fo on this, and equall in heigth
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to that of Diuine Prouidence, is the figure of a Woman
aduaunced : beneath whom, is an imperiall mene,
with branches of Oliue, fixed (a'oﬂ'e-mfe) vnto it, and
giues you this word.

Sine Cede at Sanguine.

And thus haue we beftowed vpon you, all the dead
Cullours of this Picture, (wherein notwithftanding,
was left fo much life) as can come from Art. The
fpeaking inftrument, was a Boy, attyred all in white
Silke, a wreath of Lawrell about his temples: from
his voyce came this found.

Sermo ad Regem.

Prouida Mens fummi Numinis illa dedit.
Afpice ridentem per gaudia Plebis Olympum,
Reddentem et plaufis ad fua verba fuvs,
Tantus honos paucis, primi pofl fecula mundi
Obtigit, et paucis lantum vnus incubust,
Nam Regere imperifs populum felicibus vnum,
Arduares, magnis res tamen apta viris.
At non vnanimes nutu compefcere gentes,
Non komines penfum, fed lgbor ille Dei,
Llle ided ingentes qui temperet orbis habenas,
Adiungit longas ad tua frana manus.
Et ments de mente fua preluce, et Artem
Regnandi, regnum gqui dedit ilia, docet,
Crefeentes varijs Cumulat virtutibus annos,
Quas inter pidas, culmina fumma lenet.
Hac proauos reddis patrie, gui barbara Gentis
Flexére indullo Numine, corda ferc.
Hac animos trallas rigidos, fubigifq ; rebelles,
£t leue perfuades quod trakis ipfe sugum,

Q Ve tot Sceptra tenes forti, Rex maxime, dextra,



through the City of London. 295

Ui fida comes terram indignata profanum,
Aut nunc te tanto Rege reuerfa Themis.
Afsidat &t robufia foror, ingentibus aufis
Pro populo carum tradere prompta caput.
Quin et Regis amor, muje ¢ dileltus Apollo,
Regali gaudent fubdere pleflra manu..
Aurea et vbertas Jolerti nata labore,
Exhibet aggestas Ruris et vrbis opes.
Sunt hec dona Poli, certa que prodita fama
Miratum vt veniat, venit vlerq ; polus.
Venimus et Belge, patriss Gens exul ab oris
Quos fouit tenero mater Elisa finu.
Matri Jacratum, Patri duplicamus amorem,
Pofcimus et fimili poffe fauore frui.
Sic Deum Panthaeci t1bi proferat alitis euum,
Sceptra per Innumeros qui tibi tradit Auos.
Sic Regina tua pars altera, et altera proles,
Spes populi longum det, capiaty ; decus.

Whilft the tongnes of the Strangers were imployed
in extolling the gracious Afpect of the King, and his
Princely behauiour towardes them, his Maieftie (by
the quicknes of Zime, and the earnefinefle of expec-
tation, whofe eyes ran a thoufand wayes to finde hinr)
had won more ground, and was gotten fo far as to .S.
Mildreds Church in the Poulterie: clofe to the fide of
which, a Scaffold was erected ; where (at the Citties
coft) to delight the Queene with her owne country
Muficke, nine Trumpets, and a Kettle Drum, did very
{prightly & actiuvely found the Danifh marck : Whofe
cunning and quicke ftops, by that time they had
toucht the laft Ladyes eare in the traine, behold, the
King was aduaunced vp fo hie as to Cheapefide : into
which place (if Zowe himfelfe had entered, and feene
fo many gallant Gentlemen, fo many Ladyes, and
beautifull creatures, in whofe eyes glaunces (mixt with
modeft lookes) feemed to daunce courtly Meafures in
their motion) he could not haue chofen, to haue giuen
the Roome any other name, then, Zke Prefence
Chamber.



296 The Kings Entertainment

The flately entraunce into which, was a
faire Gate in height 18. foote. In breadth
12. The thicknefle of the paflage vnder it, being 24.
Two Pofternes floode wide open on the two fides,
either of them being 4. foote wide, and 8. foote high.
The two Portals that ietted out before thefe Pofternes,
had their fides open foure feuerall wayes, and ferued
as Pedeftalles (of Rufticke) to{upport two Pyramides,
which ftoode vpon foure great Balles, and foure great
Lions : the Pedeftalles, Balles, and Pyramides, de-
uowring in their full vpright heigth, from the ground
line to the top, iuft 6o. foote. But burying this Me-
chanicke Body in fcilence, let vs now take note in
what fathion it flood attyred. Thus then it went ap-
pareled.

Soper lane.
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The Deuice at

Soper-lane end.

Ithin a large Compartiment, mounted aboue
the forehead of the Gate, ouer the Freeze,
in Capitalles was infcribed this Title :

NOVA FAELIX ARABIA.

Vnder that thape of Aradia, this Iland being fi-
gured : which two names of New, and Happie, the
Countrey could by no merit in it felfe, challenge to
be her due, but onely by meanes of that fecret nflu-
ence accompanying his Maieftie wherefoeuer hee goes,
and working fuch effetes.

The moft worthy perfonage aduaunced in this place,
was Arabia Britannica, a Woman, attyred all in White,
a rich Mantle of Greene caft about her, an imperiall
Crowne on her head,’and a Scepter in one hand, a
Mound in the other : vpon which the fadly leaned : a
rich Veyle (vonder the Crowne) fhadowing her eyes, by
reafon that her countenaunce (which till his Maiefties
approach, could by no worldly obiet be drawne to
looke vp) was penfiuely deieCted: her ornamentes
were markes of Chafletie and Youth: the Crowne,
Mound, and Scepter, badges of Soueraigntie.

‘Directly vnder her in a Cant by her felfe, Fame
ftood vpright: A Woman in a Watchet Roabe, thickly
fet with open Eyes, and Tongues, a payre of large
golden Winges at her backe, a Trumpet in her hand, a
Mantle of fundry cullours trauerfing her body: all
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thefe Enfignes defplaying but the propertie of her
fwiftnefle, and aptnefle to difperfe Rumors.

In a Defcent beneath her, being a fpatious Con-
caue roome, were exalted fiue Mounts, fwelling vp with
different afcenfions; vpon which fate the fiue Sences,
drooping : Vis.

Auditus, Hearing.
Vifus, Sight.
Taltus, Feeling.
Olfactus. Smelling.
Guftus.  Tafte.

(3,30 7 B ]

Appareled in Roabes of diftinét cullours, proper to
their natures ; and holding Scutchions in their-handes :
vpon which were drawne Herogliphicall bodyes,
exprefle their qualities.

Some prettie diftaunce from them (and as it were
in the midft before them) an artificiall Lauer or Fount
was erected, called the Fount of Arate (Vertue) Sun-
dry Pipes (like veines) branching from the body of it :
the water receiuing libertie but from one place, and
that very flowly.

At the foote of this Fount, two perfonages (in
greater fhapes then the reft) lay fleeping : vpon their
breftes ftucke their names, Detralto, Obliuio: The
one holdes an open Cuppe; about whofe brim, a
wreath of curled Snakes were winding, intimating that
whatfoeuer his lippes toucht, was poyfoned : the other
helde a blacke Cuppe couerd, in token of an enuious
defire to drowne the worth and memorie of Noble
perfons.

Vpon an Afcent, on the right hand of thefe, ftood
the three Charites or Graces, hand in hand, attyred
like three Sifters.
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Aglaia. . Brightneffe, or Maieftie.
Thalia, Figuring < Youthfulnes, or ﬂorifhing.
Eyphrofine, Chearfulnes, or gladnes.

They were all three Virgins : their countenaunces
laboring to fmother an innated fweetnes and cheare-
fulnes, that appareled their cheekes ; yet hardly to be
hid : their Garmentes were long Roabes of fundry
coloures, hanging loofe: the one had a Chaplet of
fundry Flowers on her head, cluftard heere and there
with the Fruites of the earth. The feconde, a Gar-
land of eares of Corne. The third, a wreath of Vine-
branches, mixt with Grapes and Oliues.

Their haire hung downe ouer their thoulders loofe,
and of a bright cullour, for that Epsthite is properly
beftowed vpon them, by Homer in his Himne to
Apollo.

PVLCHRICOMAE CHARITES.
The Bright Hayrde Graces.

They helde in their handes penfild Shieldes : vpon
the firft, was drawne a Rofe : on the fecond, 3. Dyce :
on the third, a branch of Mirtle,

Pleafantnefje.

Figuring < Accord.
Florifhing.

In a direct line againft them, ftoode the three
Howres, to whom in this place we giue the names of
Loue, Iuffice, and Peace: they were attyred in loofe
Roabes of light cullours, paynted with Flowers : for
fo Ouid apparrels them.
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Conueniunt piclis incinile veftibus Hore.

Winges at their feete, exprefsing their {wiftnefle,
becaufe they are Lackies to the Sunne : Jungere equos
Zytan velocibus imperat Horis. Quid. :

Each™of them helde two Goblets ; the one full of
Flowers (as Enfigne of the Spring,) the other full of
rypened Figges, the Cognifance of Summer.

Vpon the approch of his Maieftie (fad and folemne
Muficke hauing beaten the Ayre all the time of his
abfence, and now ceafing,) Fame {peakes.

Fama.

Turne into Ice mine eye-balls, whilft the found
Flying through this brazen trump, may back rebound
To ftop Fames hundred tongues, leauing them mute,
As in an vntoucht Bell, or ftringlefle Lute,

For Vertues Fount, which late ran deepe and cleare,
Drie, and melts all her body to a teare.

You Graces ! and you houres that each day runne
On the quicke errands of the golden Sunne,

O fay! to Vertues Fount what has befell,

That thus her veines fhrinke vp.

Charites Hore.

Wee cannot tell.

Euphrofine.

Behold the fiue-folde guard of .Sence which keepes
The facred ftreame, fit drooping : neere them fleepe
Two horred Monfters : Fame ! fummon each Sence, .
To tell the caufe of this ftrange accidence.
Heereupon ZFame founding her Trumpet; Arabia
Britannica, lookes cheerefully vp, the fences are flart-
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led : Detrallion and Obliuion throw off their iron
flumber, bufily beftowing all their powers to fill their
cups at the Fount with their olde malitious intention to
fucke it drie ; But a ftrange and heauenly muficke fud-
dainly firiking through their eares, which caufing a
wildnes and quicke motion in their lookes, drew them
to light vpon the glorious prefence of the King, they
were fuddainly thereby ,daunted and funke downe;
The Fount in the fame moment of Zyme, flowing freth
and aboundantly through feuerall pipes, with Milke,
Wine, and Balme, whilft a perfon (figuring Circum-
Jpeftion) that had watcht day and night, to give note
to the world of this blefled Zyme, which hee forefawe
would happen, fteps forth on a mounted Stage ex-
tended 3o0. foote in length from the maine building, to
deliuer to his Maieftie the interpretation of this dumbe
Mytfterie.

This Prefenter was a Boy, one of the Chonfters,
belonging to Paules. :

His Speech.

Great Monarch of the Wefl, whofe glorious Stem,
Doth now fupport a triple Diadem,

Weying more tha that of thy grand Grandfire Brute,
Thou that maift make a King thy fubftitute,

And doeft befides the Red-rofe and the white,
With the rich flower of France thy garland dight,
Wearing aboue Kings now, or thofe of olde,

A double Crowne of Lawrell and of gold,

O let my voyce paffe through thy royall eare,

And whifper thus much, that we figure here,

A new Arabia, in whofe fpiced neft

A Phenix liv'd and died in the Sunnes breft,

" Her lofle, made fight, in teares to drowne her eyes,
The Eare grew deafe, Taftelike a fick-man lyes,
Finding no rellith : euery other Sence,

Forgat his office, worth and excellence,
Whereby this Fount of Vertue gan to freeze,
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Threatned to be drunke by two enemies,

Snakie Detraltion, and Obliuion,

But at thy glorious prefence, both are gone,

Thou being that facred Phenix, that doefl rife,
From th’athes of the firft : Beames from thine eyes
So vertually fhining, that they bring,

To Englands new Arabia, a new Spring :

For ioy whereof, Nimphes, Sences, Houres, & Fame,
Eccho loud Hymnes to his imperiall name.

At the fhutting vp of this Speech, his Maieftie (be-
.ing readie to goe omn,) did moft graciouflie feede the
eyes of beholders with his prefence, till a Song was
fpent : which to a loude and excellent Muficke (com-
pofed of Violins & an other rare Artificiall Inftrumés,
wherein befides fundrie feuerall founds effus’d (all at
one time) were alfo fenfibly diftinguitht the chirpings
of birds, was by two Boyes (Chorifters of Paules) de-
liuered in fweete and rauithing voyces. '

Cant.

Troynouant is now no more a Citie :
O great pittie ! is’t not pittie ?
And yet her Towers on tiptoe fiand,
Like Pageants built on Fairie land,
And her Marble armes,
Like to Magicke charmes,
binde thoufands faft vnto her,
That for her wealth & beauty daily wooe her,
yet for all this, is’t not pittie ¥
Zroynouant is now no more a Cittie.

2

Troynouant is now a Sommer Arbour,
or the neft wherein doth harbour
The Eagle, of all birds that flie,
The Soueraigne, for his piercing eie

ettt i .
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If you wifely marke,
Tis befides a Parke,
Where runnes (being newly borne)
With the fierce Lyon, the faire Vnicorne,
or elfe it is a wedding Hall,
Where foure great Kingdomes holde a Feflivall.

3

Troynouant is now a Bridall Chamber,
whofe roofe is gold, floore is of Amber,
By vertue of that holy light,
That burnes in Hymens hand, more bright,
Than the filuer Moone,
or the Torch at Noone,
Harke what the Ecchoes fay !
Brittaine till now nere kept a Holiday:
for Joue dwels heere : And tis no pittie,
If Zroynouant be now no more a Cittie.

Nor let the fcrue of any wrefling comment vpon
thefe words,

Troynouant is now no more a Citie.

Enforce the Authors inuention away frd his owne
cleare ftraight and harmelefle meaning: all the fcope
of this fiction ftretching onely to this point, that Zon-
don (to doo honour to this day, wherein fprings vp all
her happines) beeing rauifhed with vnutterable ioyes,
makes no account (for the prefent) of her ancient title,
to be called a Citie, (becaufe that during thefe try-
umphes, thee puts off her formall habite of Trade and
Commerce, treading euen Thrift it felfe vnder foote,
but now becomes a Reueller and a Courtier. So that,
albeit in the end of the firft Stanza tis faid,

Yet for all this, ist not pittie
Troynouant is now no more a Cittie,
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By a figure called Cas#gatio or the mender, heere
followes prefently are proofe ; wherein tytles of Sommer
Arbor; The Eagles neft, a wedding Hall, &c. are
throwne vpon her, the leaft of them being at this time
by vertue of Poeticall Heraldrie, but efpeciallie in re-
gard of the State that now vpholds her, thought to be
names of more honour, than that of her owne. And
this thort Apologie, doth our verfe make for it felfe,
in regard that fome, (to whofe fetled iudgement and
authoritie the cenfure of thefe Deuifes was referred,)
brought though not bitterly the life of thofe lines into
queftion : But appealing with Macketas to Phillip, now
thefe reafons haue awakend him: let vs followe King
James, who hauing paffed vnder this our third gate, is
by this time, graciouily receauing a gratulatorie Ora-
tion from the mouth of Sir Henry Mountague, Recorder
of the Citie, a fquare lowe gallorie, fet round about
with pilafters, beeing for that purpofe erected fome 4.
foote from the ground, and ioyned to the front of the
Crofie in Cheage ; where likewife ftood all the Alder-
men, the Chamberlaine, Towne-clarke, and Counfell

of the Citie.

The Recorders Speech.

High Imperiall Maieftie, it is not yet a yeere in dayes
fince with acclamation of the People, Citizens, and
Nobles, aufpitiouilie heere at this Croffe was proclaimed
your true fucceflion to the Crowne. If then it was
loyous with Hats, hands, and hearts, lift vp to heauen
to crie King James, what is it now to fee King James 1
Come therefore O worthieft of Kings as a glorious
Bridegroome through your Royall Chamber: But to
come neerer, Adest quem querimus. Twentie and more
are the Soueraignes wee haue ferued fince our con-
queft, but Conquerour of hearts it is you and your
Pofteritie, that we haue vowed to loue and with to
ferue whillt Zondon is a Citie. In pledge whereof my
Lord Maior, the Aldermen, and Commons of this
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Citie, withing a golden Reigne vnto you, prefent your
Greatnes with a little cup of gold.

At the end of the Oration three Cups of gold were
giuen (in the name of the Lord Maior, and the whole
Body of the Citie,) to his Maieftie, the young Prince,
and the Queene.

All which butaboue all (being gifts of greater value)
the loyall hearts of the Citizens, beeing louingly re-
ceaued ; his Grace was (at leaft it was appointed he
fhould haue beene) met on his way neere to the
Crofle, by Syluanus dreft vp in greene luie, a Cornet
in his hand, being attended on by foure other .Sy/-
uans in luie likewife, their bowes and quiuers hang-
ing on their fhoulders, and winde Infiruments in their
hands.

Vpon fight of his Maieftie, they make a ftand, Sy/
uanus breaking forth into this abrupt paffion of ioy.

Syluanus.

Stay Syluans, and let the loudeft voyce of Muficke
proclayme it (euen as high as Heauen) that hee is
come.

Alter Apollo redit, Nouus En, iam regnat Apollo.

Which acclamation of his was borne vp into the
ayre, and there mingled with the breath of their mufi-
call Inftruments: whofe found beeing vanithed to
nothing, Thus goes our Speaker on.

Syluanus.

Moft happie Prince, pardon me, that being meane
in habite, and wilde in apparance, (for my richeft
Huorie is but leaues, and my fatelieft dwelling but in
the woodes,) thus rudely with piping Syluanes. 1 pre-
fume to intercept your royall paffage. Thefe are my
walkes : yet ftand I heere, not to cut off your way, but
to giue it a full and a bounteous welcome, beeing a

‘ X
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Meflenger fent from the Lady Kérene my Mittrefle, to
deliver an errand to the beft of all thefe Worthies,
your royall felfe. Many Kingdomes hath the Lady
fought out to abide in, but from them all, hath fhee
beene moft churlithly banithed : not that her beautie
did deferue fuch vnkindnes, but that (like the eye of
Heauen) hers were too bright, and there were no
Eagles breeding in thofe nefls, that could truly beholde
them.

At laft heere fthe ariued, Definse fubferibing to this
Warrant, that none but this Land fhould be her In-
heritance. In contempt of which happines, Enuie
thootes his impoifoned ftings at her heart, but his Ad-
ders (being charmed) turne their daungerous heads
vpon his owne bofome. Thofe that dwell far off, pine
away with vexing to fee her profper, becaufe all the ac-
quaintance which they haue of her, is this, that they
know there is fuch a gondly Creature as Etrene, in the
world, yet her face they know not : whilft all thofe that
heere fleepe vnder the warmth of her wings, adore her
by the facred & Ccelefiiall name of Peace, for number

"being (as her bleflings are) infinite.

Her daughter Euporia (well knowne by the name of
Plentie, is at this prefent with her, (being indeede
neuer from her fide) vnder yonder Arbour they fit,
which after the daughters name is called, Hortus Eupo-
rie (Plenties Bower ) Chaft are they both, and both
maydens in memorie of a Virgine, to whom they
were nurfe children: for whofe fake (becaufe they
were bound to her for their life,) mee, haue they-
charged to lay at your imperiall feete, (being your
hereditatie due) the tribute of their loue : And with it
thus to fay.

That they haue languifhed many heauie moneths
for your prefence, which to them would haue beene,
(& proud they are that it fhall be fo now,) of the fame
operation and influence, that the Sunne is to the
fpring, and the {pring to the earth : hearing therefore
what trebble preferment you haue beftowed vpon this
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day, wherein befides the beames of a glorious Sunne,
two other cleare and gracious flarres fhine cheere-
fullie on thefe her homely buildings : Into which (be-
caufe no dutie thould bee wanting) thee hath given
leaue euen to Strangers, to bee Sharers in her happi-
nes, by fuffering them to bid you likewife welcome.
By mee (once hers now your vaffaile,) thee entreates,
and with a knee finking lower than the ground on
which you tread, doo I humbly execute her pleafure,
that ere you paffe further, you would deigne to walke
into yonder Garden ; the Hefperides liue not there but
the Mufes, and the Mufes no longer than vnder your
protection. Thus farre am I fent to conduct you thi-
ther, profirately begging this grace, (fince I dare not,
as beeing vnwoorthie, lackey by your royall fide) in
that yet thefe my greene Followers and my felfe may
bee ioyfull fore-runners of your expected approch,
away Syluanus.

And being (in this their returne) come neare to
the Arbor, they gaue a figne with a fhort florith from
all their Cornets, that his Maieflie was at hand:
whofe princely eye whileft it was delighting it felfe
with the quaint obie¢t before it, a fweete pleafure like-
wife courted his eare in the fhape of Muficke, fent
from the voyces of nine Boyes (all of them Querifters
of Paules) who in that place prefenting the nine Mufes
fang the dittie following to their Viols and other In-
ftruments.

But, leafl leaping too bluntly into the midft of our
Garden at firfl, we deface the beautie of it, let vs fend
you round about it, and furuey the Walles, Allies, and
quarters of it as they lye in order.

This being the faffion of it.

The paffages through it were two gates, arched
and grated Arbor-wife, their heigth being 16. foote,
their breadth 10. from the roofe, and fo on the fides,
downe to the ground, Cowcumbers, Pompions, Grapes,

X 2
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and all other fruits growing in the land, hanging arti-
ficially in clufters : Betweene the two gates, a payre of
ftayres were mounted with fome 20 affents: at the
bottome of them (on two pillers) were fixed two
Satiers carued out in wood; the fides of both the
gates, being firengthened with foure great French
frames ftanding vpon pedeftals, taking vp in their full
height z2o0. foote.

The vpper part alfo caried the proportion, of an
Arbor, being clofde with their round tops, the midft
whereof was exalted aboue the other two, Forfune
flanding on the top of it. The garnithments for the
whole Bower, being Apples, Peares, Cheries, Grapes,
Rofes, Lillies, and all other both fruits and flowers
moft artificially molded to the life. The whole frame
of this fomer banqueting houfe fiood (at the ground
line) vpon 4 foote ; the Perpendicular ftretching it felfe
to 45. Wee might (that day) haue called it, 74e
Mouficke roome, by reafon of the chaunge of tunes, that -
danced round about it; for in one place were heard
a noyfe of cornets, in a fecond, a confort, the third,
(which fate in fight) a fet of Viols, to which the Mufes
fang.

The principall perfons' aduancde in this Bower,
were, Lirene (Peace) and Euporia (Plenty) who fate
together.

Eierene.

Peace: Was richly attired, her vpper garment of
carnation, hanging loofe, a Robe of White vnder it,
powdred with Starres, and girt to her : her haire of a
bright colour, long, and hanging at her back, but in-
terwonen with white ribbands, and Iewels ; her browes
were encompaft with a wreath compounded of the
Oliue, the Lawrell, & the Date tree : In one hand thee
held a Caduceus, (or Mercuries rod, the god of elo-
quence :) In the other, ripe eares of corne gilded: on
her lap fate a Doue: All thefe being enfignes, apd
furnitures of Peace.
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Euporie.

Plenty : Her daughter fate of the left hand, in chang-
able colours, a rich mantle of Gold trauerfing her
bodie : her haire large and loofely fpreading ouer her
thoulders : on her head a crowne of Poppy & Muftard
feede ; the antique badges of Fertilitie & Abundance,
In her right hand a Cornucopia, ﬁlde with flowers,
fruits, &c.

Chrufos.

Directly vnder thefe, fate Ckrufos, a perfon figuring
Gold, his drefsing, a tinfell Robe of the colour of
Gold. .

Argurion.

And clofe by him, 47gurion, Siluer, all in white
tinfell ; both of them crownde, and both their hands
fupporting a Globe, betweene them, in token that
they commaunded ouer the world.

LPomona.

Pomona, the goddeffe of garden fruits ; fate at the
one fide of Gold and Siluer; attirde in greene, a
wreath of frutages circling her temples: her armes
naked : her haire beautifull, and long.

Ceres.

On the other fide fate Ceres, crowned with
ripened eares of Wheate, in a loofe ftraw-coloured
roabe.

In two large defcents (a little belowe them) were
placde at one end,
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Clio.
LEuterpe..
Thalia . .
. With muficall in-
. Melpomene. ftrumentes in their
The nine Mufes.{ Zerpficore. hands, to which they

Erato.
P;];m _ \fung all the day.

Vrania.

Calliope.

At the other end.
Grammer.
Logique. 4
Lo Rhetorigue. Holding fhieldes in
The 7 liberall) afuicke their hands, exprefsing
es- Arithmeticke. | their feuerall offices.
Geometry.
Aftrology.

Vpon the verie vpper edge of a faire large Freeze,
runmng quite along the full breadth of the Arbor,
and iuft at their feete were planted rankes of artificiall
Artichocks and rofes.

To defcribe what apparrell thefe Arts, and Mufes
wore, were a hard labour, and when it were done, all
were but idle. Few Taylors know how to cut out
their garments : they haue no Wardrob at all, not a
Mercer, nor Merchant, though they can all write and
read verie excellently well, will fuffer them to bee great
in their bookes. But (as in other countries) fo in this
of ours, they goe attirde in fuch thin clothes, that the
winde euerie minute is readie to blowe through them 1
happy was it for them, that they tooke vp their
lodging in a fummer arbour, and that they had fo
much muficke to comfort them, their ioies (of which
they do not euerie daie taft,) being notwithflanding
now infinitelie multiplied, in this, that where before
they might haue cryed out till they grew horfe, & non
would heare them, now they fing.
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Aderitque vocatus Apollo.
Chorus in full voices anfwering it thus.

Ergo alacris Syluas, & catera rura voluptas
Panague paflorefque tenet, Driadafque puellas,

Nee Lupus infidias pecori, nec retia Ceruss

Vila dolum meditantur, amat bonus otia Daphnis ;
1pfi letitia voces ad fidera iallant

Intonfi montes: ipfe tam carmina Rupes,

Ipfa jonant Arbufla, Deus, Deus ille |

Syluanus (as you may perceiue by his office before)
was but fent of an errand ; there was another of a
higher calling, a Trauvailer, and one that had gon
ouer much grownd, appointed to fpeake to his
Maiefly, his name Verfumnus, the maifter Gardner,
and husband to Pomoena: To tell you what cloathes
hee had on his backe were to doo him wrong, for hee
had (to fay truth) but one fuite : homelie it was, yet
meete and fit for a Gardener: In fteade of a hat, his
browes were bound about with flowers, out of whofe
thicke heapes, here and there peeped a queene apple,
a cherie, or a peare, this boon-grace hee made of
purpofe to keepe his face from heate, (becaufe he
defired to looke louelie) yet the funne found him out,
and by cafting a continuall eye at him, whilft the old
man was dreffing his arbours, his cheekes grew tawnie,
which colour for the better grace, he himfelfe inter-
preted bluthing. A white head he had, & funne-
burnt hands: in the one he held a weeding hooke,
in the other a grafting knife: and this was the tenor
of his fpeech. That he was bound to giue thanks to
heauen, In that the arbour and trees which growing in
that fruitfull Cynthian garden, began to droop and
hang downe their greene heades, and to vncurle their
crifped forlocks, as fearing and in fome fort, feeling
the fharpenefle of Autumnian malice, are now on the
fudden by the deuine influence apparelled with a
freth and more liuely verdure than euer they were
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before. The nine Mulfes that could expect no better
entertainement than fad banithment, hauing now
louely and amiable faces: Arts that were threatned
to be trod vnder foot by Barbarifme, now (euen at
fight of his Maieftie who is the Delian Patron both of
the Mufes & Arts) being likewife aduanced to moft
high preferment whilft the very rurall & Syluane
troopes dancd for ioy : the Lady therfore of the place
Eirene, (his miftris) in name of the Pretor, Confuls &
Senators of the City, who carefully pruine this garden,
(weeding out al hurtful & idle branches that hinder
the growth of the good,) and who are indeede,
Ergatai Pgfloi, faithfull Laborers in this peice of
ground, Shee doth in al their names, (& he in behalfe
of his Lady) offer them felues, this Arbor, the bowers
& walkes, yea her children gold & filuer, with the
louing & loyall harts of all thofe the Sons of peace,
flanding about him, to be difpofde after his royal
pleafure. And fo withing his happie Arriual, at a
more glorious bower, to which he is now going, yet
welcoming him to this, & praying his Maiefty not to
forget this poore Arbor of his Lady, Muficke is
commanded to cary all their praiers for his happie
reigne, with the loud Amen of all his Subieéts as hie
as heauen.

Cant.

Shine Titan fhine.
Let thy fharpe raies be hurld
Not on this vnder world,
For now tis none of thine,
Thefe firft 4. lines were fung by one alone, the
fingle lines following, by a Chorus in full voices.
Chor. No, no tis none of thine,

2

But in that fpheare,
Where what thine armes infolde,
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Turnes all to burnifht gold,
Spend thy guilt arrowes there,
Chor. Doe, doe, thoote onelie there, -

3

Earth needes thee not :
Her childbed daies are done,
And Shee another Sunne,

Faire as thy felfe has got.
Ckor. A new new Sunne is got.

4

O this is hee !
Whofe new beames make our Spring,
Men glad and birdes to Sing,
Hymnes of praife, ioy, and glee.
Sing, Sing, O this is hee !

5

That in the North
Firft rizing : thonne (fo far)
Bright as the morning Starre,
-At his gaie comming forth.
Chor. See, fee, he now comes forth.

6

How foone loies varie ?
Here ftaide hee ftill ! O then
Happie both place and men,
But here hee lift not tarrie.
Chor. QO griefe ! hee lift not tarrie. -

7

No, no, his beames,
Muft equall deuide,

313
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Their heate to Orbes befide,
Like nourithing filuer fireames.
Chor. loies flide awaie like fireames.

8

Yet in this lies
Sweete hope : how far foeder,
Hee bides, no cloudes can feuer,
His glorie from our eyes.
Chor. Drie, drie, your weeping eies.

9

And make heauen ring,
His welcomes thowted loudelie,
For Heauen it felfe lookes proudly,
That earth has fuch a King.
Chor. Earth has not fuch a King.

His Maieftie dwelt here a reafonable long time,
giuing both good allowance to the fong & Mufick,
and liberally beftowing his eye on the workemanthip
of the place: from whence at the length departing,
his next entrnce was, as it were, into the clofet or
rather the priuy chamber to this our Court royall:
through the windowes of which he might behold the
Cathedrall Temple of Saint Paule: vpon whofe lower
batlements an Antheme was fung, by the Quirifters
of the Church to the muficke of loud inftruments:
which being finifht, a latine Oration was Fiwa voce
deliuered to his grace, by one of maifter Mulcafters
Schollers, at the dore of the free-fchole fownded by
the Mercers.
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Oratio habita, & ad Regem, & coram
Rege pre fchola Paulina.

()

Reuis ero, ne ingratus fim, Rex fereniffime, licel,

& plané, & plend putem Regem tam prudentem,

in lam profufa fuorum iwtitia, ita fe hodie patien-
tia contra tacdium armauifse, ne vilius tediy igfum pofset
dzdere. A Edificium hoc magno fumptu fuo extrullum
Dominus Fohannes Collettus Ecclefiae Pauline Decanus,
Jub Henrwco jfeptimo, maiestatss tue prudentiffimo abauo,
erudiendae pueritie confecrautt, vt huius fchole infantia
tup in Regnum Anglicanum iure coetanea exiftat. Tanta
magnificentia conditum parique magnitficentia dotatum
fedelifsime Mercerorum husus urbis primaria femper,
kodie ctiam Pratorie foodtati tuendum {testamento
moriens commendaust. Que focsetas, & demortui
Sfundatoris jfpei, & nofire  educationis fludio fidem
Juam fanlliffime exolust.  Hic nos cum mullis
alijs erudimur, qui communi nomine lofius pucritie
Anglicane, a Domino Rege, iicet jponte fua ad omnia
oplima fatis incitato, humillimé tamen contendimus, vt
quemadmodum fua ctalis ratione, in omni re adultio-
ribus profpial, ita in fummae fpa Princpis Henrici
gratiam lenerioribus, parigue cum ipfo wlate puerss,
in fcholarum cura velit etiam confulere. Virge enim
obfequium, feeplri obedientia & parit, & preit ingust
preceplor meus.  Quique metu didicit iuuenis parere
puerque, grandibus imperits officiofus erit. Habent
Jehole Anglicanae multa, in quibus Regiam maieflatis
correltionem cfflagitant, ne inde in Academias implumes
euolent vnde in Rempublicam implumiores cliam @ prima
nuditate emittuntur. Quod malum & Preceptore nofiro
accepimus : qui annos iam quatuor fupra quinquaginta
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publice, priuvatimque erudiende puceritiae pracfust, & hec
Jcholarum errata, cum aliguo etiam dolore fuo, & paffim,
&~ fparfim deprehendit. Nostra hec fehola fundatorem
Collettum hominem tam pium ; tutores Merceros homines
fam jfidos cwonfequuta, quam ﬂd J&liz, fi placeret, Do-
mino etiam Regi, quod Regibus Angliae, ad fummam
apud fuos charitatem Jfacpifsimé profust, huic Mer-
cerorum  principi focielali, fratrem [fe, & conciuem
adferibere, Quantum Auic vrbi ormamentum, quan-
tum jfocictati Aoncflamentum, Quantum fcholae noftree
emolumentum ¥ Quantu setiam Regi ipfi honos inde -
accederet, mauull, qgui Koc vult alias inter alia per
otium Regi fuo apperire, quam hodie cum tedio &
praler arcam cidem explicare. Omnipotens Deus Iefus
Christus & cum eo, ac per eum nofler, & Paler, et Deus
Jerenifsimum Regem lacobum, honoratiffimam Regmam
Annam, nobilifsimum Principem  Henricum, relin-
quamgue Regiw flirpis ad omnia fummam natam
Jobolem diu nobis ita incolumes tueatur, vt cum Ahuius
vite fecundifsimum curriculum confeceritss, beatifsimam
vit@ calestis wlernitatem confequamini.  Dixi.
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Our next Arch of triumph, was erected aboue the
Conduit in Fleetftreete, into which (as'into the long
and beauteous gallery of the Citie) his Maieftie being
entered ; a farre off (as if it had beene fome fwelling
Promentory, or rather fome inchanted Caftle guarded
by tenne thoufand harmelefle fpirits) did his eye en-
counter another Towre of Pleafure.

Prefenting it feife.

Fourefcore and ten foote in height, and fiftie in
breadth ; the gate twentie foote in the perpendicular
line, and fourteene in the ground line: The two
Pofternes were anfwerable to thefe that are fet downe
before : ouer the pofternes riz vp in proportionable
meafures, two turrets, with battlementes on the tops :
The middeft of the building was laid open to the
world, and great reafon it fhould be fo, for the Globe
of the world, was there feene to mooue, being fild
with all the degrees, and flates that are in the land :
and thefe were the mechanicall and dead limmes of
this carued bodie. As touching thofe that had the
vie of motion in it, and for a neede durft haue fpoken,
but that there was no ftuffe fit for their mouthes.

The principall and worthieft was 4/ffrea, (Juffice)
fitting aloft, as being newly defcended from heauen,
glorioufly attirde; all her garments being thickely
firewed with ftarres ; a crowne of ftarres on her head :
a Siluer veile couering her eyes. Hauing tolde you
that her name was Juffice; 1 hope you will not put
mee to defcribe what properties the held in her hands,
fithence euery painted cloath can informe you.

Direfily vnder her, in a Cant by her felfe, was
Arate (vertue) inthronde, her garments white, her
head crowned, and vnder her Fortuna: her foote
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treading on the Globe, that moude beneath her : Inti-
mating, that his Maiefties fortune, was aboue the
world, but his vertues aboue his fortune.

Inuidia.

Enuy, vnhandfomely attirde all in blacke, her haire
of the fame colour, filletted about with fnakes, ftood
in a darke and obfcure place by her felfe, neere vnto
Vertue, but making thew of a fearefulneffe to approach
her and the light : yet flill & anon, cafting her eyes,
fometimes to the one fide beneath, where on feuerall
Greeces fate the foure cardinall vertues :

Vis. Temperantia. § ting to their natures.

Justitia.
Fortitudo. } In habiliments, fit-
Prudentia.

And fometimes throwing a diftorted and repining
countenance to the other oppofite feate, on which, his
Maiefties foure kfngdomes were aduanced.

England.

Vi Secotland,
> ) France.
Ireland.

All of them, in rich Robes and Mantles; crownes
on their heads, and Scepters with penfild fcutchions
in their hands, lined with the coats of the particuler
kingdomes : for very madnefle, that fhe beheld thefe
glorious obiects, the ftood feeding on the heads of
Adders.

The foure Elements in proper fhapes, (artificially
and aptly exprefsing their qualities) vpon the approch
of his Maieftie, went round in a proportionable and
euen circle, touching that cantle of the Globe, (wkich
was open) to the full view of his Maieftie, which being
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done, they beftowed themfelues in fuch comely order,
and flood fo, as if the Eronie had beene held vp on
the tops of their fingers.

Vpon diftin&t Afcenfions, (neatly raifde within the
hollow wombe of the Globe) were placed all the
ftates of the land, from the Nobleman to the Plough-
man, among whom there was not one word to bee
heard, for you muft imagine as Virgi/ faith :

Agl. 4. Magnus ab integro feclorum nafcitur ordo.
Zam redit at * virgo redeunt Saturnia regna.Atraa,

That it was now the golden world, in which there
were few parts.

All the tongues that went in this place, was the
tongue of Zeale, whofe "perfonage was put on by W.
Bourne, one of the feruants to the young Prince.

And thus went kis fpeack.

He populous Globe of this our Englith Ile,
I Seemde to mooue backward, at the funerall pile,

Of her dead female Maieftie. All ftates
From Nobles downe to {pirits of meaner Fates,
Mooude oppofite to Nature and to Peace,
As if thefe men had bin Th’ Antipodes,
But fee, the vertue of a Regall eye,
Th’ attractiue wonder of mans Maieflie,
Our Globe is drawne in a right line agen,
And now appeare new faces, and new men.
The Elements, Earth, Water, Ayre, and Fire,
(Which euer clipt a naturall defire,
To combat each with other, being at firft,)
Created enemies to fight their worft,
See at the peacefull prefence of their King,
How quietly they moude, without their fling:
Earth not deuouring, Fire not defacing,
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Water not drowning, & the Ayre not chafing :

But proping the queint Fabrick that heere ftands,

Without the violence of their wrathfull hands.
Mirror of times, lo where thy Forfune fits,

Aboue the world, and all our humaine wits,

But thy hye Vertue aboue that: what pen,

Or Art, or braine can reach thy vertue then 1

At whofe immortall brightnes and true light,

LEnuies infeCtious eyes haue loft their fight,

Her fnakes (not daring to fhoot-forth their ftings

Gainft fuch a glorious obiect) downe fhe flings

Their forkes of Venome into her owne mawe,

Whilft her ranke teeth the glittering poifons chawe,

For tis the property of Enuies blood,

To dry away at euery kingdomes good,

Efpecially when fhee had eyes to view,.

Thefe foure maine vertues figurde all in you,

Zustice in caufes, Fortitude gainft foes,

Temprance in {pleene, and Prudence in all thofe,

And then fo rich an Empyre, whofe fayre breft,

Contaynes foure Kingdomes by your entrance bleft

By Brute dinided, but by you alone,

All are againe vnited and made Onre,

Whofe fruitfull glories fhine fo far and euen,

They touch not onely earth, but they kiffe heauen,

From whence 4ffrea is defcended hither,

Who with our laft Queenes Spirit, fled vp thither,

Fore-knowing on the earth, fhe could not reft,

Till you bad lockt her in your rightfull breft.

And therefore all Eftates, whofe proper Arts,

Liue by the breath of Majeftie, had harts

Burning in holy Zeales immaculate fires,

With quenchles Ardors, and vnftaind defires,

To fee what they now fee, your powerful Grace,

Refleting joyes on every fubjetts face.

Thefe paynted flames and yellow burning Stripes,

Vpon this roab, being but as fhowes and types,

Of that great Zeale. And therefore in the name

Of this glad Citie, whither no Prince euer came,
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More lou’d, more long’d for, lowely I intreate,
You'ld be to her as gracious as y’ are great:

So with reuerberate thoutes our Globe fhall ring,
The Muficks clofe being thus : God faue our King.

If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe
lynes, I do freelie beftow it (as his due) on Tho. Mid-
dlelon, in whofe braine they were begotten, though
they were deliuered heere: Qua nos non fecimus ipf,
vix ea noftra voco. .

But hauing peiced vp our wings now againe with
our owne feathers: fuffer vs a while to be pruning
them, and to lay them fmooth, whilft this fong, which
went foorth at the found of Hault-boyes, and other
lowde inftruments, flyes along with the trayne.

.

Cant.
Where are all thefe Honors owing
‘Why are feas of people flowing ?
Tell mee, tell me Rumor, .
Though it be thy Humor
More often’to be lying,
Than from thy breath to haue trueth flying :
Yet alter, now that fathion,
And without the flreame of pafsion,
Let thy voyce fwim fmooth and cleare,
‘When words want gilding, then they are moft deere.

Behold where Ioue and all the States,

Of Heau'n, through Heau'ns feauen filuer gates,
All in glory riding
(Backs of Clowds beftriding)
The milky waie do couer,

Which flarry Path being meafurd ouer,
The Deities conuent,
In Ioues high Court of Parliament.
Rumor thou doeft loofe thy aymes,

This is not Ioue, but One, as great, King IAMES.

And now take we our flight vp to Temple-bar, (the
Y
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other ende of this our Gallery) where by this time, his
Majeftie is vpon the poynt of giuing a gratious and
Princely Fare-well to the Lord Major, and the Citie.
But that his eye meeting a feauenth beautifull obfect,
is invited by that, to delay awhile his (lamented)
departure.

The Building being fet out thus.

The Front or Surface of it was proportioned in euery
refpect like a Temple, being dedicated to Janus, as
by this infcription ouer the /anus head may appear.

Jano Quadrs fronti
Sacrum.

The height of the whole Aedifice, from the grownd
line to the top, was g4. foote, the full-bredth of it 18.
foote : the thicknes of the Pafsage 12.

The perfonages that were in this Temple, are Zkefe.

The principall perfon, Peace.
By her ftood, Wealth.
. Beneath the feet of Peace,lay Mars (War) groueling.
. And vpon her right hand (but with fome little
defcent) was feated Quiez, the firft hand-maid of
Peace.
. Shee had lying at her feete, Zumult.
On the other fide was the feconde hand-mayd,
Libertie at whofe feete lay a Catte.
7. This perfon trod vpon Serwitude.
8. The third handmaid was Safesy.
9. Beneath her was Danger,
10. The fourth attendant was, Fezlicitie :
11. At her feete, Vnkappines.
Within the Temple was an Altar, to which, vpon
the approch of the King, a Flamin appeares, and to
him, the former Genius of the Citie.

R

ow
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The effect of whofe fpeech was, that whereas the
Flamin came to performe rites there, in honour of one
Anna a goddefie of the Romaines, the Genius vawes,
that none fhall doe Sacrifice there, but himfelfe, the
offring that he makes being, the Heart of the Citie,
&c

And thus haue wee (lowely and aloofe) followed
our Soueraigne through the feauen Triumphal gates
of this his Court Royall, which name, as London re-
ceiued at the ryfing of the Sunne ; fo now at his going
from her (euen in a moment) She loft that honour:
And being (like an A¢tor on a Stage) ftript out of her
borrowed Majeflie, the refignes her former thape &
title of Citie ; nor is it quite loft, confidering it went
along with him, to whom it is due: For fuch Vertue
is begotten in Princes, that their verie prefence hath
power to turne .a Village to a Citie, and to make a
Citie appeare great as a Kingdome. Behold how
glorious a Flower, Happinefle is, but how fading.
The Minutes (that lackey at the heeles of Z7me) run
not fafter away then do our joyes. What tongue
could haue expreft the raptures on which the foule of
the Citie was carried beyond it felfe, for the fpace of
manie houres ¥ What wealth could haue allurde her
to haue clofde her eies, at the comming of her King,
and yet See, her Bridegrome is but flept from her,
and in a Minute (nay in fhorter time, then a thought
can be borne) is fhe: made a Widdow. All her con-
folation being now, to repeate ouer by roate thofe
Honors, which lately the had perfe¢tly by hart: And
to tell of thofe joyes, which but euen now, thee reallie .
behelde ; yet thus of her abfent, beloued, do I heare
her gladly and heartily fpeaking.

Infreta dum Fluvii Current : dum montibus vmbre,
Virg Luftrabint Conuexa, Polus dum fidera pajcit,.
" Semper Honos, Nomengue tuum, Laudefgue mane-
bunt.
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The Pageant in the Strond.

HE Citie of Wefiminfler and Dutchy of Lan-
cafler, perceiuing what preparation their neigh-
bor citie made to entertain her Soueraigne ; though
in greatnes they could not match her, yet in greatnes
of Loue and Duetie, they gaue teflimonie, that both
were equall. And in token they were fo, hands and
hearts went together : and in the Strond, erected vp
a Monument of their affeCtion.

The Inuention was a Rayne-bowe, the Moone,
Sunne, and the feauen Starres, called the Pleiades,
being aduaunced betweene two Pyramides : Elelira
(one of thofe feauen hanging in the aire, in figure of
a Comet) was the fpeaker, her words carrying this
effect. )

That as his Majeftie had left the Citie of London,
happy, by deliuering it fr6 the noyfe of tumult: fo he
would crowne this place with the like joyes; which
being done, fhee reckons vp a number of blefsings,
that will follow vpon it.

The worke of this was thought vpon, begun and
made perfeét in xij. daies.

As touching thofe fiue which the Citie builded, the
Arbor in Cheap-fide, and the Temple of Janus, at
‘Temple-bar, were both of them begun and finitht in
fixe weekes. The reft were taken in hande, firft in
March laft, after his Majeftie was proclaymed, vpon
which, at that time, they wrought till a Moneth after
S. Zames his day following, and then gaue ouer by
reafon of the ficknes : At this fecond fetting vpon thé,
fix weekes more were fpent.

The Citie elected fixteene Comitties, to whom the
Mannaging of the whole bufines was abfolutely re-
ferred : of which number, foure were Aldermen, the
other graue Commoners.
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There were alfo Committies appoynted as Quer-
feers, and Serueyors of the workes.

Avrtificum Operariumgue in hoc tam
celebri apparatu, fumma.
furoma.

He Citie imployed in the Framing, building, and
fetting vp of their fiue Arches, thefe officers and
worke-men.

A Clarke that attended on the Committies.

Two officers that gaue Summons for their meetings. &c.

A clarke of the Workes.

Two mafter-Carpenters.

Painters.

Of which number, thofe that gaue the maine direction,

and vndertooke for the whole bufines, were only thefe

feauen.

William Frifelfield.

George Moffe.

Iohn Knight.

Paul Ifacfon.

Samuell Goodrick.

Richard Wood.

George Heron.

Caruers. 24
Ouer whom, Stephen Harrifon Joyner was ap-

poynted chiefe ; who was the fole Inuentor of the

Architecture, and from whom all directions, for fo

much as belonged to Caruing, Joyning, Molding, and

all other worke in thofe fiue Pageants of the Citle

(Paynting excepted) were fet downe.

Toyners. 8o
Carpenters. 6o
Turners. 6
Laborers to them. 6
Sawyers. 12

Laborers during all the time, and for the day of the
Triumph. 70
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Befides thefe, there were other Artificers, As:
Plommers, Smythes, Molders. '

To the Reader.

Reader, you muft vnderftand, that a regard, being had
that his Majeftie thould not be wearied with teadious
fpeeches : A great part of thofe which are in this
Booke fet downe, were left vnfpoken: So that thou
doeft here receiue them as they fhouid haue been
delivered, not as they were. Some errours wander
up and downe in thefe fheetes, vnder the Printers war-
rant : which notwithftanding may by thy authoritie be
brought in, and receiue their due Correction.

FINIS.




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS.

PaGE 1.
The Shomakers Holiday.

On what authority is this play fometimes afcribed to Barten
Holiday and to others? That Dekker was the author, even if
Henflowe’s testimony were wanting, is, as will be feen, abun-
dantly proved by internal evidence.

The original edition of this comedy, as alfo that of Old For-
tunatus, is printed in black letter.

PAGE 20.
wher’s Cifly Bumtrinket your maid ?

The same term is ufed by Richard Brome in the Beggars’ fong,
in the comedy of 7%e Fovial Crew. Dekker also ufes it in Sa-
tiromaftix (p. 220).

PAGE 81,
The Comedie of Old Fortunatus.

Hazlitt fays that this play “has the idle garrulity of age, with
the frefhnefs and gaiety of youth fiill upon its cheek and in its
heart.” The plan is founded on an old German romance, which
was reprinted and tranflated a great many times during the fix-
teenth century. Dekker has preferved the original names and
the main outline of the ftory.

PAGE 83.
Some cal her Pandora.

From the evils Pandora is said to have brought on mortals,
and the fenfe in confequence generally attached to her name,
this feems a fomewhat equivocal compliment; but Dekker
alludes only to her name, which fignifies al/-accomplifhed, and
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perhaps to the correfponding defcription of her in the “ Theo-
gony” of Hefiod. Gloriana, Cynthia, Belphcebe, and "Aftrea,
were undoubtedly appellations applied to Elizabeth by the Poets
of her time, although there is probablyno other inftance in which
the is praifed under the name of Pandora.

PaGr 87.

Patience is a vertue : would I were not vertuous, thats o fay,
ot poore, but full of vice, (thats to fay, full of chinckes) Ha, ka,
Jo Lam, for I am fo full of chinckes, that a Horfe with one eye
may looke through and through me.

This is probably an allufion to a line found in Lyly's Gram-
mar :

Effodiuntur opes, irrit fa malorum.,
as by chinks, in the firft inftance, money is meant, and the holes
in his drefs in the fecond.

PAGE 89.

My tongue [peakes no language but an Almond for Parrat, and
cracke me this Nut.
- It is fomewhat difficult to affix any precife meaning to thefe
phrafes, which, however, occur not unfrequently in the writings
of the time. There is a fcarce black letter work named *‘‘ An
Almond for a Parrot ;” and a play called “ Crack me this Nut,”
was performed at the Rofe Theatre in 1595. This latter is alfo
one of the titles of a pamphlet of Lyly’s.

PAGE 93.
Fortune her felfe is [aid to view thy fall.
‘We should probably read “fad ” here inftead of /asd.
PaGE 95.
If through Golds facred hunger thou dof? pine.
This is the Auri facra fames of Virgil (fee £n. 11L §57) ; the
word “ facred” being of courfe ufed in the fenfe of accurfed.

PAGE g5.
a wifeman poore,
Is like a_facred booke thats newer read,
To himfelfe he liues, and to all els feemes dead.
This age thinks better of a gilded foole,
Then of a threedbare Saint in wifedomes fchoole.
Our poet may here allude to a paffage in the Book of Ecclefi-
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aftes, ix. 14, sqq. “The poor man’s wifdom is defpifed, and
his words are not heard.”

Pace g6.
thow wilt repent
That for the love of droffe thou ka® defpifed
Wifedomes divine embrace.

It is evident that many of the fentiments in this fcene were
drawn by our poet from the choice made by Solomon in the be-
ginning of his reign, of wifdom, in preference to riches, or
honour, or power over his enemies, or length of life, as recorded
in the First Book of Kings: and it fhould be remembered to their
honour that many noble images and illuftrations were derived
from the fame divine fource by the dramatic poets of that
age.

PAGE g6.
Gold is the flrength, the finnewes of the world.

¢ No swonder,” fays Campbell, who quotes this Scene in his
Specimens, ¢ poor Dekker could rife a degree above the level of
his ordinary genius in defcribing the bleflings of Fortunatus’s in-
exhauftible purfe : he had probable felt but too keenly the force
of what he exprefles in the mifanthropy of Ampedo,

“I'm not enamour'd of this painted idol,” &ec.

PAGE 97.
yet I feele nothing herve to make mee rick,
herd's no fweete Mulicke with her filuer founa.

“Mufic with her filver found” is a quotation from a poem by
Richard Edwards, in Zhke Paradife of Dainty Devices, 1576, 1597.
The ftanza containing thefe words is alfo quoted in Romeo and
Juliet, towards the end of the fourth a&. A fimilar expreffion
¢t Muficke with her filuer tongue” occurs again in the Comedy of
Old Fortunatus. Dekker feems indeed to have had a fpecial
fondness for this phrafe, for we read alfo in Satiro-mafiix.

“ Muficke talke lowder, that thy filver voice,” &c.

PAGE 124.
Whether it were lead or lattin that hafpt downe thofe winking
cafements.
The word Zatten, which occurs inact 1. of Zke Merry Wives of
Wind/for has been differently explained by the commentators.
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Theobald fuppoles it to have been the old orichalc ; Malone that
it was made of copper and calimini, and Steevens, who quotes
the paffage in the text, seems inclined to think it tin. Chaucer
fays in 7 ke Frankelenes Tale:
““ And this was, as the bookes me remember,
The colde frofty fefon of December.
Phebus waxe old and hewed like latosn,
That in his hote declination
Shone as the burned gold with ftremes bright : «
But now in Capricorne adoun he light,
When as ke fhone ful pale, 1 dare wel fain.”
PacGe 125.
what fhall we learne by trauaile
ANDEL. Fathions.
SHAD. Thats a beafily difeafe.
“ Infected with the fathions” is one of the diforders of Petru-
chio’s horfe, as defcribed by Biondello in a& 3. of Taming of the
- Shrew. “1Itis fo called in the Weft of England,” fays Grey,
‘““but by the beft writers on farriery, farcens or farcy. “ Steevens,
among other inftances of its ufe by the old writers, adduces the
paflage in the text.
PacGE 125,
when my purfourfhip ends, ile religne, and cap you.

Cap you, from the context, mult mean, Zake from you the cap.
In the Knight of the Burning Peflle, the hoft threatens to cap
Ralph;, unlefs his reckoning be immediately paid, which is re-
fented by the honeft citizen as an unpardonable indignity.

PAaGE 129,
O Deformitie,
Thy faivenes is not like to Agripynes,
For (dead) her beautie will no beautic haue,
But thy face lookes mof? louely in the graue.

In the original the word in parenthefis is mifprinted dread:
For the very obvious correction made in the text I have the high
authority of Charles Lamb, who fays of the fcene which thefe
lines clofe :—* The humour of a frantic lover is here done to
the life. Orleans is as paffionate an inamorato as any which
Shakefpeare ever drew. He is juft fuch another adept in love’s
reafons. He talks ‘pure Biron and Romeo,” he is almoft as
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poetical as they, quite as philofophical, only a little madder.”
Specimens (1808) p. 62-63.
PAGE 133.
Witk fiftie bard Horfes prawncing at his heeles.
¢ Bard,” i.e. barbed or adorned with trappings. So in Hey-

wood’s Foure Prentices of London :
¢ Shall our da»’d korfes climb yon mountain tops,” &c.

* PaGe 136.
la panyne Hj j}anola
The pavan, whieh is here fpoken of, is faid in the Al:ﬁemg/? of
Ben Jonfon, to be a Spanith dance. It is alfo mentioned in the
laft fcene of Zwelftk Night. It {eems to have been a majeftic
and ftately dance, and is particularly defcribed by Sir John Haw-
kins in a note on Zwelfth Night.

PAGE 147.
But I in wilderneffe tottred out py youth,
¢ Wildnefs ” is probably the corret reading.

PAGE 151.

The path that leades to Vertues court is narrow,

Thornic and vp a hill, a bitter iorney,

But being gon through, you find all heaw' nly fuweetes,

The entrance is all flintie, but at th'end,

T towers of pearle and chriftall you afcend.

One is irrefiftibly reminded in reading thefe fine lines of a

fimilar paffage in Tennyfon’s Ode on the Death of the Duke of

Wellington.
PAGE 1535.

whilf thou art commenfing thy knauerie there, ile proceede Doc-
tor Dodipoll kere.

A comedy called ‘“The Wifdom of Dr. Dodipoll,” was
printed in 1600: it is to this that Dekker alludes, as alfo in
Satiro-maflix, p. 262, ‘“ Wut fweare by Parnafflus and lye too,
Doctor Doddipol ?”

PAGE 139.
2o marke how like tree bul-beggara dey fland.

Bull-beggar and bull-bear were words of the fame meaning as
the modern bug-bear. Gable Harvey in his Four Letters and
certain Sonnets, ufes both. *“He was proved a filly bullbear ; a
very puff of wind ; a thing of nothing.”’ *“Some odd wits for
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footh will needs be accounted terrible éull-beggurs, and the only
kill-cows of their age.” See alfo Pierce’s Swpererogation.

PAGE 160,
Puts Gallowayes hornes off.
This ftage-direction is evidently an error. For Galloway we
fhould doubtlefs read Montrofe and Longavile.

PacE 175.
May fhll to fortie two, and one yeere more,

So the original ; but there is very little doubt we fhould read
“add.” As Elizabeth fucceeded to the Crown only in November,
1558, and the prefent play was printed in 1600, it feems certain
that fhe could not have reigned more than forty-two years.

Pace 177.
SATIRO-MASTIX.

This play is an anfwer to Ben Jonfon's Poetafer, which had
been brought out at the Blackfriars by the children of the Queen’s
chapel in the previous year, Marfton and Dekker had, it feems,
perfifted for fome years in ridiculing Jonfon on the ftage, till he
found it neceffary to draw up the Poetafter, in which, together
with the untruffing, the whipping, and the ftinging, he anticipated
and anfwered many of the accufations fubfequently brought
againft him in the Satiro-mafiz. As Marfton and Dekker had
headed the cabal againft him, he introduced them under the
refpe@ive names of Crifpinus and Demetrius ; Marfton is very
diftin@tly marked : Dekker might, perhaps, have “fat fill
unqueftioned "—at leaft with pofterity—had not the juftice of
the fatire filled him with rage, and induced him to appropriate
the chara&er of Demetrius to himfelf in an angry recrimination.
He was {apparently to his own fatisfa@ion) put forward by the
reft as their defender. Jonfon muft have been aware of this, for
he makes one of the players fay of Dekker, ¢“his doublet’s a
little decayed, otherwife he is a very fimple honeft fellow, fir,
one Demetrius, a dreffer of plays about the town here ; we have
hired him to abufe Horace, and bring him in in a play.”

Dekker, being both a rapid and a popular writer, the
choice of a champion was not injudicious. The Satiro-mafliz
was produced in 1602, Jonfon had played with his fubjet ; but
Dekker writes in dowmright paffion, and foams through
every page. He makes no pretenfions to invention, but takes up



333 .

the charadters of his predeceffor, turns them the fzamy fide without,
and produces a coarfe and ill-wrought caricature. Tucca who,
in Jonfon's hands, is amufing with all his infolence and rapacity,
degenerates with Dekker into 2 mere candidate for Tyburn,
Nor is this the worft. In transferring the fcene from the court
of Auguftus to England, Dekker has the inconceivable folly to
fix on William Rufus, a rude and ignorant foldier, whom he
ridiculoufly terms * learning’s true Mcenas, poefy’s king,” for
the champion of literature, when his brother, Henry 1., who
afpired to the reputation of a fcholar, would have entered into
his plot with equal facility.——GIFFORD, Memoir of Ben Fonfon.

¢ William Rufus, ‘learning’s true Mzcenas, poefy’s king,’ it
may be prefumed, was the ignorant William Shakefpeare,
¢{killed in the hawking and hunting languages ;” fo that Dekker’s
feletion appears to have been peculiarly appropriate. The wits
of Elizabeth were not afleep.

In this comedy Shakefpeare is King William, and Lyly is Sir
Vaughan ap Rees; the remark of Tucca, “be not fo tart
my precious Metheglin,” identifies Lyly with Amorphus, re-
minding us of the Metheglin and Pythagorical breeches in
Cynthia’s Revels, which, 1 hold, are fatirical allufions to the
tranfmigrations through Sir Hugh Evans and Captain Fluellen ;
whilft in the remark, ¢“you nafty Tortois, you and your itchy
poetry break out like Chriftmas, but once a year,” we have
probably the germ of Caliban.”

SHAKESPEARE AND JONSON. Dramatic ver/us Wit-Combats.
Auxiliary Forces : Beaumont and Fletcher, Marfton, Dekker,
Chapman, and Webfter. Lond.: J. Ruffell Smith, 1864,

. 52,
P 3 PAGE 179.
Non potes in Nugas dicere plura meas,
1pfe ego quam dixi.—Qui fe mivantur, in illos
Virus habe : Nos hac nouimus effe nikil.,
This is from Martial. Epig. lib. XIIL. 2, /n Deractorem.
PaGE 181.
Monlirum horrendum, informe: Ingens cui lumen ademptum.
Virgil, den. 111, 658.
PaGe 183.
Populus me fibilat, at miki plaudo.
Horace, Satir, lib. L 1. 66.
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SATIRO-MASTIX.

Pace 184

To this play the author prefixed a lift of Errata (which have,
of courfe, been corrected in the prefent edition), with the follow-
ing addrefs, Ad Le?orem : “ In fteed of the Trumpets founding
thrice, before the Play begin : it fhall not be amiffe (for him that
will read) firft to beholde this fhort Comedy of Errors, and
where the greateft enter, to give them in ftead of a hiffe, a gentle

" correion.”

PAGE 212.
thefe truce heives of Ma. Fuftice Shallow.

The two plays of Shakefpeare, in which the character here
alluded to, appears—i. e., the Second Part of K. Henry IV. and
The Merry Wives of Windfor~-were brought out in 1600—1602.
The allufion in the text feems to prove that the famous juftice had
already become a houfehold word.

PAGE 214
One word Sir Quintilian in hugger mugger.
In hugger-mugger—i. e., in private, fecretly. The phrafe oc-
curs in Hamlet, A& iv. Sc 5.
“ we have done but greenly
In kugger-mugger t'inter him.”

PaGe 216.
Miftris Miniuer caps.

This expreffion, which recurs frequently in the Satiro-mafiz,
is ufed by Simon Eyre as a term of reproach in Zke Skoomakers.
Holiday (vide antea, p. 72): *‘ Vanith mother Mineuer-Cap, trip
and goe.”

PaGE 218
Mother Mumblecruft.

This name, which is applied by Eyre to his wife in The Sko-
makers Holiday, is given in Ralph Roifter Doifter to one of the
principal charaéters: it is alfo ufed in the Pleafant Comedy of
Patient Griffell, 1603,

PaGE 221,
- TRal a breath as fweet as the Rofe, that groews by the Beare-
garden.

The promixity of the Hope, while yet a bear-garden to the
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Rofe, may be gathered from the above paffage. The at-
mofphere at the Rofe was, it would feem, impregnated with the
efflavia from the Hope.— Collier.

PAGE 229.
Tuc. Tkou haft been at Parris Garden hall not ?
HoRr. Yes, Captaine, I ka plaide Zulzi: there.

Paris Garden was at'an early date employed as a theatre for
dramatic reprefentations, and it feems to have been of an hexa-
gonal thape. Zu/siman was a character in fome play which has
not furvived.

PAGE 229.
My name's Hamlet reuenge.

This is the fecond allufion in Saffro-maftiz to the writings of
Shakefpeare. The earlieft known edition of Hamlet bears date
1603 ; but it' feems to have been acted fome time before it
found its way into print.

- PAGE 231
Zle tagge my Codpeece point with thy legs.
This expreflion occurs alfo in Tke Shomakers Holiday (fupra,
p- 68): ““ My Codpeece-point is ready to flye in peeces euery
time I thinke vpon miftris Ko/e.”

PAGE 281.
Smiles on my checkes arife,
To fee kow fweetly a true virgin dyes.

“The beauty and force of this fcene,” fays Charles Lamb,”
“are much diminithed to the reader of the entire play, when he
comes to find that this folemn preparation is but a tham con-
trivance of the father’s, and the potion which Ceeleftina fwallows
nothing more than a fleeping draught, from the effects of which
the is to awake in due time, to the furprife of her hufband, and
the great mirth and edification of the king and his courtiers. As
Hamlet fays, they do but ‘poifon in jeft” The fentiments are
worthy of a real martyrdom, and an Appian facrifice in earneft.”
But as Terrill and his bride both believed the facrifice to be
real, we cannot concur in thefe ftriCtures of the gentle Elja.

PAGE 257. .
Saue thee, my moft gracious King a Harts faue thee, all hats and
caps are thine, and tlzenfore Z vaile : for but to thee great Sultane
Soliman, &c.
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Compare the final fcenes of 7he Skomakers Holiday, where
Simon Eyre talks in much the fame way to the King. *“Sim
Eyre knowes how to fpeake to a Pope, to Swultan Solyman, to
Tamberlaine, and he were here.”” Both Eyre and Tucca afk of
their Sovereign the boon of his prefence to grace a«banquet,
The difference is that the donkonnic of the former is genuine and
natural, and that of the latter affumed and artificial.

PaGE 265.
Epilogus.

In the Epilogue to Dekker's Sasiro-maflix, Tucca addrefles
the audience generally as “‘wo genny tenants,” having pre-
vioufly told them, *Ill fee you all here for your two-pence a-
piece again, before I'll lofe your company,” as if the price had
been, for fome reafon, temporarily lowered to that rate. This
play was performed before 1602, by the Lord Chamberlain’s
fervants and by the Children of St. Pauls. In the body of it,
Tucca fpeaks degradingly of * penny-bench theatres,” where
“a gentleman or an honeft citizen ”’ might fit “ with his {quirrel
by his fide cracking nuts ;” which agrees with a paffage in his
Gull's Homn-Book, 1609, where he remarks, *‘ your groundling
and gallery’ commoner buys his fport for a penny,” as if the
admiffion to the yard, where people ftood, and to the gallery,
where they fat, were the fame.

PAGE 267.
The Magnificent Esitertainment, &c.

With this is ufually found at the end : B. JoN : [Ben Jonfon]
kis Part of King SYames his Royall and Magnificent Entertaine-
ment through his Honorable Cittic of London, Thurfeday the 15§
of Marck 1603. So much as was prefented in the firft and o/
of their Triumphall Arck’s. Printed at London by V. S. for
Edward Blount, 1604.

Of Dekker’s portion another edition exifts, ¢¢Edinburgh,
Printed by Thomas Finlafon and are to be fauld at Niddries
wynde heide. Anno Dom. 1604. with Licence.”

PAGE 274.
Where the neat Sunne cack Morne kim/felfe attires,
And gildes it with his repercufsiue fires.
This is 2 word of very uncommon occurrence. It is ufed in
Fanfhawe’s tranflation of the Lufiad :
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“ Whofe repercuffive lyre (hall have the fate
To be renowned more than fortunate.”

Dekker ufes the word again in hjs Pageant of Zyoia Nova
Triumphans (vol. 111, p. 243).

PAGE 282,
Gracious-flreet.

See a.lfo The Shomakers Holzday, p. 69 : *“the great new hall
in Gracious ftreete corner.” The prefent name, Gracechurch-
ftreet, fs but little more correét than the corrupted appellation of
Dekker’s time. St. Bennet Grafs-church, at the fouth-weft
corner of Fenchurch-ftreet, was fo called from its vicinity to the
Grafs-market, formerly held clofe by. The cuftoms or duties of
this market, in the reign of Edward III., are printed in Stow's
Survey, ed. 1603, p. 214.

PAGE 290.
’ Alter Ifiades, alter Amoniades.

Szfeades, i.e., Solomon, the grandfon of %fe. It is almoft
needlefs to obferve how much the King admired this agnomen,
or how often it was attributed to him. In the Preface to his
‘Works, by Bithop Montacute, we read **God hath givenusa’
Solomon, and God above all things gave Solomon wifdom,” &c.
Amoniades probably  fignifies Apollo, the fon of Jupiter
(Ammon).

PAaGE 293.
The Mart, 'wlun as well the Froe, as the Burger, are buying
and, _/'ellmg
Froe is the Dutch word for a 'woman, It is ufed by Beau-
mont and Fletcher in Wit at Seven Weapons, AQ. V,
¢ Buxom as Bacchus’ froes, revelling, dancing;
Telling the mufick’s numbers with their feet.”

PAGE 204.
Sermo ad Regenm.
Gifford is at alofs to know where Dekker got thefe Latin
verfes—** perhaps,” he fays, **from his own ftores ; for he had a
fmatteting of Latin, which he is fomewhat too fond of thowing.”

Z
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PAGE 297..
A woman in a walcket roabe.

Watcket is a light blue-colour. The word is Saxon, and is
ufed by Milton and Dryden.

PAGE 302.
Troynouant és #ow no more & Citie.

The name of 7roynovant here given to London, and alfo in a
Pageant by Dekker, entitled 7roiz Nova Triumphans (1612), is
derived from the once popular fable of Geoffry of Monmouth,
who declares that Brute, a lineal defcendant of Aneas, * the
grandfon of Jupiter, by his daughter Venus, builded this citie
about the year of the world 2885,” (or 1008 years before the
nativity of Chrift), and named it Trinovantum, Troy-covant, (or
New Troy), in remembrance of Troy, from whence he came, call-
ing the country Britain after his own name.

Pace 314.

One of maifler Mulcafiers Schollers.
- Dr. Richard Mulcafter, then Mafter of St. Paul’s School, *“a
native of Carlifle, was educated at Eton, whence he was fent
to King's College, Cambridge, where he took the degree of B.A.,
1553-4, but afterwards removed to Oxford, and was elected a
Student of Chrift Church ; proceeded M. A. and became eminent
for his fkill in Greek. After fpending more than five years at
Oxford, he made fo great a proficiency in feveral forts of learn-
ing, that he was unanimoufly chofen mafter of the fchool erected
in 1561 in the parith of St. Laurence, Pountney, by the Worthip-
ful Company of Merchant-taylors of that City. In 1596 he Tuc-
ceeded one Joh. Harrifon in the Chief Mafterfhip of St. Pauls
Schadl in London, and foon after had the rich parfonage of
Stamford Rivers in Effex beftowed on him by Queen Elizabeth.
He died there x5th April 1611, having refigned Paul’s School
three years before.”—Wood’s Atkene Oxonienfes.

PAGE 317.
7 hope you will not put me to deferibe what properties fhee held
in her hands, fithence every painted cloath can informe you.
Propertics, i.c., enfigns proper to her character—a theatrical
term. Sithence is “fince.”” Painted cloth was cloth or canvas
painted in oil with a variety of devices and verfes interfperfed.
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Pace 318.
Scepters with penfild feutchiors in their handes,
i.e. (not having pen/ls, {mall flags, but) painted; fo in an
earlier paffage of this pageant : * They held in their handes pen-
fild Shieldes ; vpon the firft was drawne a Rofe,” &c.

PaGE 318.
where, on feuerall greeces, fate the foure cardinall vertues.
This word, ufed in feveral places by Shakefpeare, was vari-
oufly fpelt, grice, greece, greefe, grieze, grize, grife, &c.; and
feems to be formed from greffies, or contracted from degrees. It
fignified a ftep, or a flight of fteps. See Lydgate’s Warres o7
Troy (ed. 1555) :—
“ She gan anone by greres to affende
Of a Touret in to an hye pynacle.”

PAce 318.

that cantle of the globe whick was open to the full view of kis
Maieftie. )

Cantle, or cantel, fignifies portion, piece, or parcel.

*¢ Cant,” which occurs anted p. 317 :—* Direly vnder her in
a Cant by herfelfe” is a contra®ion of this, and means a niche
or corner, like the Dutch Zan#, from which both words are pro-
bably derived.

PAcGE 319.
And flood fo, qs if the Eronie kad beene held vp om the togs of
Lheiy fingers.
Qy. ‘“ourany”? fuggefts Mr. Dyce (Notes to Middleton’s
Works, v. 209).




ADDITIONAL NOTES. .

PaGe 181.
Horace Aal’d kis Poetafters o the Barve.
Alluding to the trial of the Poetafters, which takes place
before Auguftus and his poetical jury of Virgil, Ovid, Tibullus,
etc., in Ben Jonfon's play.

: I
Horace made kimfelfe believe, that Ais Burgonian wit might
defperately challenge all commers.
Dekker alludes here to the baftard of Burgundy, who confidered
himfelf unmatchable, till he was overthrown in Smithfield by

‘Woodyville Earl Rivers.

ERRATA.
Page LiNe
329 20 for probable, yead probably.
339 6 for bonhonnie, read bonhomi

END OF FIRST VOLUME.





