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oA tus primus. -

Enter Ferdinand King of Nanarre, Berowne, Longanill, and
Dumane; '

Ferdinand.

@@”9%1 F‘_"mi,?:‘?)‘at allyhunt after in thc,i{ liues ,

Sl L K Liue regiltred vpon onrb.r:.zen Tombes,
7o) POY And then grace vs in the difgrace of death:
[ :%_'j when fpighg of cormorant deuouringTime,
h’endeuour of this prefent breath may buy :
That honour which fhall bate his fythes keeneedge ,
And make vs heyres of all eternitie.
Therefore braue Conquerours, for o you are,
That warreagainft your owne affeftions ,
And the huge Armie of the worlds defires.

Our late edi&t (hall ftrongly ftand in force,

Nazar (hall be the wonderof the world. /

Our Court fhall be alittle Achademe
Still and contemplatiue in living Art.
You three, Berowne, Dumaise,and Longanuill,
Haue (worne for three yeeres terme,to live withme:
My fellow Schollets, and to keepethofe itatutes
That are recorded in this fcedule heere.
Your oathes are palt,and naw fubfcribe your names:
That his owne hand may {trike his honour downe,
That violates the {malleft branch heerein:
If you arearm’d to doe, as {fworneto do,
Subferibe to your deepe oathes, and keepe it to,
Longanill. T amrefolu’d, 'tis but a three yeeres faft:
The minde (hall banquert, thong‘n the body pine,
Fat paunches haue leane pates : and dainty bits,
Make rich the ribs, but bankeroutthe wits.
Dumane. My louing Lord,Dumane is mortified,
The grofler manner of thele worlds delﬁights .
He throwes vponthe groffe worlds bafer flaues :
To loue,to wealth,to pompe,I pine and die,
With all thefe liuing in Philofophie.
Berowse. T canbut {ay their proteffation ouer ,
So much,deare Liege.I haucalready fworne,
That is,to liue and fludy heere three yeexes.
But there are other (triét obferuances:
As not to fee a womanin that terme,
Which 1 hope well isnot énrolled there.
And one day ina weeke to touch no foode:

And but one meale on euery day befide : 1

The which Thopeis notenrolled there. |
And thento {leepe but three houres in the night,
And not be {eene to winke of all the day.

When T was wont to thinke no harme all night ,
And make adarke night too of halfe the day :

WhichIhope wellis net enrolled there.

O, thefc are barren taskes,too hard to keepe,

Notto fee Ladies,ftudy, faft,net fleepe.

Ferd. Youroath is paft,to pafle away from thefe.
Berew. Letme fay no my Liedge,andifyou pleafe,

I onely {wore to ftudy with your grace, :

And ftay heere in your Court for three yeeresipace.
Loxga, You {woreto that Berewne,and to the reft.
Berow. By yeaand nay fir, than 1 {wore inieft.

What is the end of ftudy, let me know ?

Fer. Why that to know which elfe wee fhould net
know. :

Ber. Things hid & bard(you meane)frd comon fenfe.

Ferd. 1,thatis ftudies god-like recompence.

Bera. Come onthen, 1 will {weare to fludie fo,

To know the thing Iam forbid to know:

As thus, to ftudy where I well may dine ,

When1 to faft expreflely am forbid.

Or ftudie where to meet fome Miftreffe fine,

When Miftrefles from common {enfe are hid.

Or haning {worne too hard a keeping oath,

Studieto breake it, and not breake my troth,

If ftudies gaine be thus, and this be io,

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know ,

Sweare me to this;and I will nere fay no.

Ferd. Thefe be the ftops that hinder ftudie quite,

And traine our intelleéts to vaine delight,

Ber. Why? all delights are vaine,and that mof! vaine

Which with paine purchas’d,doth inherit paine,,

As painefully to poare vpen a Booke,

To feeke the light of truth, while truth the while

Doth falfely blinde the eye-fight ot his looke :

Light feecking light,doth light of light beguile :

So ere you finde where light in darkencfTe lies,

Yourlight growes darke by lofing of your eyes.

Studie me how to pleale'the eyeindeede,

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye,

Who dazling fo, that eye fhall be his heed,

And giue him light that it was blinded by.

Studic islike the heauens glorious Sunne,

That will not be deepe fearch’d with fawcy lookes :

Small haue continuall plodders euer wonne,

Saue bafe authoritie from others Bookes.

Thefe earthly Godfathers of heauenslights,

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre,

Haue no more profit of their fhining nights,

Then thofe that walke and wot not what they are.
Too much te know,is to know nought but fame :

And cuery Godfather can giue aname,

Fer, How well hee’sread,toreafon againftreading.
Dum. |




Lon. Hee weedestthe corne, and ftill lets grow the
weeding.

Ber, TheSpring is neare when greenc geeffe are a
breeding.

Dum. How followesthat ?

Ber. Fitinhis place and time.

Dum. Inreafonnothing,

Ber. Something thenin rime.

Ferd, Berowne is like an eduious {neaping Froft,

That bites the firlt borne infants of the Spring,
Ber.Wel,fay I am,why (hould proudSummer boaft,

Before the Birds haueany caufe to fing

Why (hould I ioy in any abortiue birth ?

At Chriftinas I no more defire a Rofe,

Then wifh a Snow in Mayes new fangled fhowes :

But like of eachthing that'infeafon growes.

So you to ftudie now itis too late,

That were to clymbe ore the houfe to vnlocke the gate,
Fer, Well fityouout ¢ go home Berowne ; adue.

Ber.Nomy good Lord,I haue fwornto ftay with you.

And though [ haue for barbarifme fpoke more,

Then for that Angell knowledge you can fay,

Yet confident Ile keepe what T haue fworne,

And bide the pennance of each three yeares day.

Giue me the paper,let mereade the fame,

And tothe ftricteft decrees Tie write my name.
Fer.How well this yeelding refcues thee from (hame,
Ber. [tem. Thatno woman fhall come within a mile

of my Court.”.

Hath this bin proclaimed?

' Lou, Foure dayes agoe,
Ber, Let’s {ee the penaltie.
On paine of loofing her tongue.
Who deuis’d this penaltie?
Lon. Marry that didI.
Ber. Sweete Lord, and why?
Lon. Tofright them hence with that dread penaltie,
A dangerous law againft gentilitie.

B - .
Item, 1f any man be feene to talke with a woman with-

publique hame as the seft of the Court fhall poflibly
deuife. :
Ber, This Article my Liedge your felfe muft breake,
For well you know here comesin Embaffic
Theé FrenchKings daughter,with your felfe to {peake :
A Maide of grace and compleate maicftie,
About furrender vp of Aguitaine :
To her decrepit,ficke,and bed-rid Father:
Thereforethis Article is made in-vaine,
Or vainly comes th’admired Princefle hither,

Fer.W hat f{ay you Lords?
Why,this was quite forgot.

Ber. So Studie euermore isouerbioty
While it dothiftadyte haue whatit would,
It doth forget todoe the ching it fhould :
And when it hath the thingirhuntechmoft,
*Tis won as townes with fire, fo won,fo loft.

Fer. Weniuft of force difpence with this Decree,
She muft lye here on meereneceflitie. -

Ber. Neeeffty willmakevsall forfworne !
Three thoufand times wichin this threeyeeres fpace:
For euery manwich his affe&sisborne, ‘
| Not by mighe mafired, burby fpeciall grace. -
| I€1 breake faith chis'word fhall breake forme,
I am forfivorieon meere neceflitie.

M\ =

Loués Labour's loft.

Dum. Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding. |

inthe tearme of three yeares, hee fhall indure fuch |
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- ¢lime inthe merrine(Te.

' Parke: which put to gether, is inmanner and forme

Sotothe Lawes at large I write my name,
And he that breakes them inthe leaft degree,
Stands in atcainder of eternall fhame,
Suggeftions are to others as to me:
But I beleeue although I feeme fo loth,
I am the laft that will laft keepe his oth.
But is there no quicke recreation granted ?
Fer. 1thatthereis,our Court you know is hanted
With a refined trauailer of Spasne,
A manin all the worlds new talhion planted,
That hath 2 mint of phrafes in his braine :
One,who the muficke of his owne vaine tongue,
Doth rauifh like inchanting harmonie :
A man of complements whom right and wrong
Haue chofe as vmpire of their murinie.
This childe of fancie that Armads hight,
For interim to our {tudies fhall relate,
Inhigh-borne words the worth of many a Knighe :
From tawnie Spaine loft inthe worlds debate,
How you delightmy Lords,l know not I,
But I proteft I loue to heare him lie,
And I will vfe him for my Minftrelfie.
Bero. Armadoisa moftilluftrious wight,
A man of fire,new words,fafhions owne Knight,
Lon. (‘oftard the {waineand he,{hall be our fpert;
And {o to ftudic, three yeeres isbut fhort.

Enter a Conftablewith Coffard witha Letter.

Conft. Which is the Dukes owne perfon.

Ber, This fellow, What would’ft 2

Cen. Imy felfe reprehend his owne perfon, for I am
his graces Tharboraugh:But I would fee his own.perfon
in flefh and blood.

Ber. This s he.

Con, Signeor Arme,aArme commends yous
Ther'svillanie abroad,this Jercer will tell you more.

Clow. Sir the Contempts thereof are as' touching
mee, %

Fer, Aletter from the magnificent Armads.

Ber. How low {oeuer the matter, 1 hopein God for
high words,

Lon, A high hope for a low heauen,God grant vs pa- |
tience, * ;

Ber. Toheare,or fotbeare hearing.

Lon. To heare meekely fir,and to laugh moderately,
or to forbeare both, ' 3

Ber. Wellfir, beit asthe &ile fhall ginevscaufe to

Cle. The marter is to me (ir,as concerning /aquencita,
The manner of itis, i was taken with the manner.

Ber, Inwhat manner ?

€ls.1n manner and forme following fir all thefe three.
I was {eene with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting with

her vponthe Forme, and taken following her into the

following. Now fir for the mannery It isthemanner
of a man to {peake to a woman, forthe forme infome
forme,
* “Ber. Forthe following fir, [ 6

Clo. Asitfhall follow inmy correétion,andGod de-
fend the right. 0
< Fer. Will you heare this Letcer viith ateention ?

Ber. Aswewould heare an Oracle. '

Clo. Suchis the fimplicitic of man to hiarken‘after the
fleth, : )

; L2 Fer. Grear
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Lones Labour's loff. ’

Ferdinand. _
GRur Deputie, the wWelkins Vicegerent. and [ole domi-

nator of Navar, my (oniles earths God , and bodies fa-
frring patrone : .

Coff. Notavvord of (affard yet.

Ferd. Seitis.

Ceff. Itvmay be fo: but ifhefay itisfo,heisin celling
true : but o,

Ferd, Peace,

Clow. Beto me,and euery man thac dares not fight.

Ferd. No words, :

Clow. Of other mens fecrets I befeech you.

Ferd. Seitis befieged with [able colouredmelancheolie , 1
| did cammsend the blacke oppreffing humonr ta the moft whole=
[forne Phyficke of thy health-gining ayre : Awd as L am a Gen-
tleman, berooke my [elfe 1o walke - the time When 2 about the
fixt bowre, When beafts moff grafe, bards beft pecke, and men
(it dowse to that nonrifbment which # called fupper : Somuch
for the time When, Now for the grownd Which ? which I
meane I walke vpon, it is yeliped, Thy Parke. Then for the
placewhere dwhere I meane I did encounter thar eéfc«em’ and
msfR prepofterons enent that drawerh from my fnow-white pen
the cbon colonred Inke, which heevethon viewef?, beboldeft
furuayeft, or feeft. But to the place Where ? It SEandeth
North North-esff and by Eaft from the weft corner of thy
| curioms knotted garden 5 There did I fee that low [piri=
ted Swhine , that bafe Minow of thy myrth, (Clonn. Mee?)

vafall (Clow. Still mee ) which as I remember, hight Co-
ftard, (Clow. O me) [or1ed and conforted contrary tothy e-
[Fablifbedproclaymed Editt and Continet, Cannon : Which
with, @ with, but.with this I paffien to (ay wherewsth :

Clo. Witha Wench.

Ferd, with a childe of our Grandmother Eve, a female s
or for thy more [weet vnderftanding awomsan : hims, I (as my
ener effeemed dutie prickes me on) hane fent 1o thee, to recesne
the meed of puni(bment by thy fiweet Graces Officer Anthaby
Dull,a man of geod repuie; carriage, bearing, & eftimation.

Auth. Me,an’t fhat pleale you? I am Anthony Dull.

Ferd. For-laquenetta (fo o the weakerveffell called )
which 1 appretended with the aforefaid Swasme 5 1 keeper ber
as & wefleliof thy Lawes furie, and fballat the leaft of thy
fweet notice, 6ring hervetriall, Thine sn all.complements of
desoted and beare-burning beat of dutie,

5 Den Adriana de Armado.

Ber. Thisisnot fo well as I looked for, but the beft
that euer Lheard.

Fer. IthebeR, for the worft. But firra, What fay you
tothis2 .. :

Cla. . SitI-confeffe the Wench.

Fer, Did youhearethe Proclamation?

Cla. 1doe confefle much of che hearing it ; but little
of themarking ofir.

Fer. Ttwas proclaimed a yeeres imprifoment to bee
taken with a Wench.

Clow. 1 wastaken with none fir,I was taken vyitha
Damofell.. ;&

Fer. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell.

Clo. This was no Damofell neyther fit, thee wasa
Virgin.: . ‘ : ! )

Fer. Itisfo varried to,for it was proclaimed Virgin.

Clo. Ifit were, Idenielbier Virginitie : [I'was taken
with a Maide, ‘ 4

'Fer. This Maid willnot {erue your turne fis.7]
Clo. This Maide will ferue my rutne fir.

~ tough figneur.
that vnletered [mall kgowing [oule,( Clow Me?) that [ballow |

Kin. Sir]Iwill proneunce your fentence : You fhall |
fafta Weeke with Branne and water, :

Cle. T had rather pray aMoneth with Mutton and
Porridge.

Kis. And Don Armads fhall be your keeper.

My Lord Berewne, fec him deliner’d ore, -
And goe we Lords to put in pra&ice that,
Which each to other hath fo firongly fworne.

Bere. Iielay my headtoany good manshat,
Thefe oathes and lawes will proue anidlefcorne.
Sirra, comeon,

Clo. 1f{uffer for the truth fir: for trueicis, I was ta-
ken with Jaguenetta, and Iaguenettais a true girle, and
therefore welcome the fowre cup of profperitie, affli&i=
on may one day {mile againe , and vatill then fic downe
{orrow. Exis,

Euter Armado and Moth bis Page.

eArma. Boy, Whatfigneis it when a man of great
{pirit growes melancholy ?

Boy. A great figne fir, that he will looke fad. :

Brag. Whye {adnefle is one and the {elfe-{ame thing .
deare impe. '

Boy. Nono, O Lord firno.

Brag. How canft thou part fadnefle and melancholy
my tender Iusenal ?

Boy. By afamiliar demonftration of the working,my

Brag. Whytough figneur? Why tough fignenr ?
Zoy. Why vender Jurenall? Why vender Zunenall?
Brag. {pokeittender Junenall, asa congruent apa-
thaten, appertaining to thy young daies, which we may |
nominate tender.
Bey. AndItough figneur,asan appertinent title to |
your olde time,which we may name tough.
Brag. Pretty andapt. ;
Bey. How meane you fir,1 pretty,andmy faying apt?
or I apt,and my {aying prettic? ,
Brag. Thou pretry becaufe little,
Boy. Little pretry,becaule littleswherefore apt?
Brag.And therefore apr, becaufe quicke.
Boy. Speakeyou this inmy praife Mafter?
Brag.Inthy condigne praife. ‘
Boy. 1 will praife an Eele with the fame praife.
Brag. What ¢ thatan Eeleisingenuous,
Boy, ThatanEeeleisquicke, |
Brag. 1doe fay thou art quicke in anfwgres. Thou
heat’(t my bloud. ' :
Boy. Iam anfwerd fit..\ ,
Brag.1louenottobe croft. - (hio.
Bey. Hofpeakes the meerecontrary croffesloue not
Br,Ihaue promis’d to ftudy i1j. yeres withthe Duke,
Boy. Youmay doeit'in an houre fir, -+
Brag. ITmpoflible. '
Bsy. How many is onc thricetold? ..« -
Bra. I amill atreckning,is fits the fpitit of 2 Tapfrer]
Bey. Youarea gentlemaniand a-gameller fir. -
Brag. 1 confefle both; theyare bothithe vamifh of 2
compleatman. | k A : [t
Bey. ThenTam fure you know how muchithe grofle
{umme of deuf-ace amountsto. rad o it
Brag. Itdothamounttoenemorethentwo, .
Boy. Which thebafe vulgar call theeg; 1 s :
Br. True. Bey. Whiy firisthis (uchapaece of Rudy?
Now here’s three fludied,ere you'll chrige wink, 8 how.
cafie it is toputyeres to the'ward thiee, dnd ftudy thice
yeeres in two words, theidancing horfewill sell you.
~—_ Brag. A
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Brag, A moft fine Figure.

Bey. Toproueyoua Cypher.

Brag. 1 will hecreupon confeffe Iam inlote : and as
it is bale for aSouldier to loue ;- foam I'inloue with 2
bafe wench. If drawing my fwoerd againft the humour
of affe@ion, would deliver-mee. fram the reprobate
thought ofit,I would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome
him toany French Courtierfor anew deuis’d curtfie, I
thinke fcorne to figh, methinkesI {hould out-fweare
Cupid, Comforeme Boy , What greatmen haue beene
in loue?

Bay. Hercnles Mafter.

Brag, Moft {wcete Hersiules = more authority deare
Boy, name more; and fweetmy childe tet them be men
of good repute and carriage.

Boy. Sampfow Mafler,he wasaman ef good carriage,
great carriage : for hee carried thé Towne-gates on his
backe like a Porter:and he wasinloue.

Brag. O well-knit Sampfon,ftrong ioynted Samp[on;
I doe excell thee inmy rapier,as much asthou didft mee
in carrying gatess 1amin loue too, Who was Sampfons
loue my deare Adoth ? '

Boy. A Woman,Mafter,

Brag. Ofwhat complexion ¢

Boy. Ofallthe foure, or the three, or the two, or one
of the foure.

Brag. Tellme precifely of what complexion? ,

Bsy. Ofthe(ea-water Greene fir.

Brag. Isthat one of the foure complexions 2

Bsy. AsI haue read fir,and the beft of them too.

Bray. Greeneindeed isthe colour of Louvers: but to
haue a Loue ofthat colour,methinkes Sampfon had fmall
reafon for it. He furely affeted her for her wit,

Boy. Itwasfo {ir, for he had a greene wit.

Brag. My Loueis moft immaculate white and red.

Boy, Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, are mask’d
vnder {uch colours.

Brag. Define,define,well educaced infane,

Boy, My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue affift
mee. :

Brag. Sweet inuocation of a childe, moft pretty and |
patheticall.

Boy. Iffheebemadeof whiteandred,
{ Her faults will nere be knowne :
For blufh-in cheekes by faults are bred,
And feares by pale white fhowne :
Thenif fhe feare,or be toblame, '
By this you fhall not know,
For fill her cheekes poffefle the fame,
{ Which natiue {he doth.owe : - ‘

A dangerous rime mafteragainft the reafon of white
and redde.

Brag. Istherenotaballet Boy, of theKingand the
Begger?

Boy. The'world was very guilty of fuchaBaller fome
three ages fince,but I thinke now 'tis not to be found:er
if it were, ic would neither feruefor the wkiting,nor the ‘

tune. p :
Brag. Twill hauethatfubie& newly writ ore,that T/
may example my digreffion by fome mighty preﬁdcnt{
Boy, Idoe loue that Countrey girle that I tooke in
thej{’arkc with the rationall hinde Coffard’: {he dc(cxu:s‘
yvell. TRTPE Sy !

Boy. Toﬁce;w}ﬁp'.dﬁ randiyet a betgertoueithen myi |

Mafter. o oty nin

Brag.-SingBoymy fpiric grows hééuffin‘ jouerL g4

Loses, Labour s loft: 12§

Boy. Andthat’s great maruell,loning a ligl
Brag. 1fayfing. 3 galight wench,

Bey, Forbearerill this company be paft.
Enter (lowne Conflable, and #Wench.

Conft. Sir, the Dukes pleafure,isthat you kee;;e Co-
ftard(afe,and you muft let him take no delight , nor no
penance, buthee muft faft three daiesa weeke : for this
Damfell,I muft keepe her at the Parke, fheeis alowd for
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exis.

Brag. Idobctray my felfe with bluthing: Maide,

Maid, Man,

Brag. Iwil vific thee at the Lodge.

Maid, That’s here by.

Brag. Iknow whereitis ituate,

Mai. Lord how wife you are !

Brag. 1willtell thee wonders.

Ma, With what face?

brag, 1loue thee.

Mai. Solheardyoufay,i

Brag, Andfofarewell.

Mai. Faireweatherafter you.

Clo. Come Laguenesta, away., Exennt,

Brag, Villaine, thou fhalt faft for thy offences ere
thou be pardoned.

Clo. Well fir, I hope when I doeit,I fhall-dociton a
full tomacke.

Brag. Thou fhalcbe heauily punifhed,

(ls. 1am more bound to youthen your fellowes, for
they arebutlightly rewarded.

Clo. Takeaway this villaine,fhut him vp.

Boy. Come you tranfgreffing {laue,away,

Clow. Let mee notbee pencvp fir, I will faft being
loofe.

Bey, No fir, that were faft and loofe : thoufhalt to

| prifon.

Clow. Well,if enerI dofeethe merry dayes of defo-
lation that I haue{eene, fome thall fee.

Bey. What fhallfome fee?

(Tow. Nay nothing), Mafter Motk , but what they
looke vpon. Itis notforprifenerstobe filent in their
words,and therefore I will fay nothing: I thanke God 1
haueas litde pat‘r;ncé asanother man, and therefore T
can be quiet; - " Exit.

Brag. 1doe affefl the very ground (which is bafe)
where her fliooe (whichis bafer) guided By her foore
(whick is baleft)doth tread. I fhallbe forfworn(which
iaa great argument of falfhood) if I love. And how can
thatHe trueloue,which isfal{ly attempred? Loue is a fa-
miliak 5 Loue isa Diuell. There isno euill Angell but
Lovie,yet Sampfon was fo tempted, and he had an excel-
lent ftrengeh : Yet was Salomon{o feduced, and hee had
aveiy good witte. C#pids Butfhaft is too hard for Her-
enles Clubbe, and’therefore toe much ods fora Spa-
piards Rapier: Thefirftand fecond caufe will not ferue
my turne : the Paffadotice refpe@snct , the Duello he

- 1egardsnot ; bis difgrace is to beicalled Boy , but his

glorieisto fubdue men. Adue Valour, ruft Rapier, bee
{till Drum, for your manageris in loue ; yea hee loueth,
Affift mefome extemporall god of Rime, for Tam fure 1
{hall turne Sonnet. ‘Deuife Wie, write Pen, for I am for
whole volumesin folio, -~ Exst.

Finss Altss Primiss.
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i Who are the ref ?

Lowes Eabowy's loft.

Aftus Secunda.

Enter the Princeffe of France , with three artending Ladies,
and three Lords.

Foyet. Now Madam fummon vp yourdeareft {pirits,
Conlider who the King your father {fends :
To whom he fends, and what’s his Embaffie,
Your felfe,held precious in the worlds ¢ficeie,
Toparlee with the fole inheritour
Of all perfeftions that 3 man may owe
Matchleffe Nanarre,the plea of no lefle weighe
Then Aquitaine,a Dowrie fora Queene,
Be now as prodigall of all deare grace,
As Nature was in making Graces deare,
When fhe did ftarue the generall world befide ,
And prodigally gaue them all to you.

ween. Good L.Boyer,my beauty though but mean,

Needs not the painted fourifh of your praife::
Beauty is bought by iudgement of the eye,
Not vetred by bafe {ale of chapmens tongues :
I am leffe proud to heare you tell my worth,
Then you much wiling te be counted wife,
In {fpending yeur wit in the praife of mine,
But now to taske the tasker, good Boyet,

Prin. Youarenotignorant all-telling fame
Doth noyfe abroad Naxar hath made avow,
Till painefull fludie fhall ouc-weare three yeares,
No womanmay approach his filent Court:
Therefore to’s feemeth it a needfull courfe,
Before we enter his forbidden gates ,

To know his pleafure, and in that behalfe

' Bold of your worthineffe, wefingle you,

As our beft mouing faire foliciter ;

Tell him,the daughter of the King of France,

On ferious bufinefie craving quicke difpatch,
Importunes pcrfona]l conference with his grace.

, Hafte, fignifie fo much while weatgend,

Likehumble vifag'd {uters hishigh will.
Bay, Proud oﬂmploymenr,Wil?ingly Igoe. Exit,
Prin. All pride is willing pride,and yours is {o :
Who are the Voraries my lowing Lo =~ -
fellowes with this vertuous Duke ?
Lor. Longauill is one.
Princ, Know you the man?
1 Lady. T know him Madame at 2 marriage Fcaﬂ} .
Betweene L. Perigors and the beautious heire \
Of Tagnes Faucenbridge {folemnized.
In Neérmandic faw 1 this Langanik ,
A man of foueraigne parts heiseftcem’d :
Wellficted in Arts, glorious in Armes = .
Nothing becomes him ill thar he would well,
The onely foyle of his faire vestues glofle;
If vertues glofle will Raine with any foile;
Isa tharp witmatch’d with.too blunta Will:
Whofeedge hath power to cut whofe-will ftill wills,

It fhould none fpare that comi within his power.

Prin, Somemerry mocking Lord belike,iftfo?

. Lad.1aThey fay fo moft that moft his humors know.

Prin. Suchfhort lin’d wits do wither as they grow.
-‘:..Ladf_l':!}c yong Dumaine,a well accomplifht youth,
) By L
{
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Of all that Vertue loue, for Vertue loued.
Moft power te doe moft harme, leaft knowing ill s
For he hath wit tomake anill fhape good, )
And fhape to win grace though fhe had no wit.

I faw himat the Duke .A/snfoes once,

And muchoo little of that good Ifaw,

Ismy report to his great worthineffe.

Roffs. Another of thefe Students ac thattime,

W as there with him, as T haue heard a cruth.
Berowne they call him, buta merrier man,,

Within the limic of becomming mirth,

Ineuer fpentan houres talke withall.

His eye begets occafion for his wit ,

For euery obieét that theone doth catch,

The other turnes to a mirth-meuing ieft.

Which his faire tongue (conceits expofiter )
Deliuers in fuch aptand gracious words ,

That aged eares play treuant at histales,

And yonger hearings are quiterauifhed,

So fweet and voluble is his difcourfe.

Prin. Godbleflemy Ladies,are theyallinloue?

That euery one her owne hath garnifhed,

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife.
, Ada. Heere comes Boyet.

Enter Bg]c:e

Prin, Now, what admittance Lord ?
Boyer. Nauar hadnotice of your faire approach ;
And he and hjs competitors in oath ,
Were all addreft to meete you gentle Lady
Before I came : Matrie thus much I haue learnt,
He racher meanes to lodge you in the field,
Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court,
Then {ecke a difpenfation for his oath :
Tolet you enter his vnpeopled houfe:

| Enter Navay, Longanill, Dumaine, and Berowse,

Heere cemes Nanay.

Nan. Faire Princefle,welcomto the Court of Nanar.

Prin, Fairelgiueyoubackeagaine, and welcomel
hauenot yet :_the rpofe of this Courtistonhighto bee
yours, and welcome to the wide fields , toobafe to be
mine.

Nas., You fhail be welcome Madam tomy Court.

Prin. 1wil be welcome then,Conduét methither.

Nan. Heate me deare Lady,I haue fworne an oath.

Prin. Our Lady helpemy Lord he'll be forfworne,

Nan. Notfor the world faire Madam,by my will.

Prin. Why, will fhall breake it will,and nothing els.

Nan, Your Ladifhipisignorant what it is.

Prin. Weremy Lord o, hisignorance were wife,
Where now his knowledge muit proue ignorance,
1 heare your grace hath fworne out Houfeckeeping :
*Tis deadlyfinne to keepe thatoath my Lord,

i ! And finpe to breakeit :

But pardon me,I amtoo fodaine bold,
Toreacha Teacher ill befeemethme, 11
}Vouchfafc toread the purpofe ofmy comming;.
flmd- {odainly refolue meinmy fiice.
| . Naw; Madam,] will, if fodainly T maya: -
Prin. You willthe fooner that I wereaway,
‘For you'll proue periur'd if you makeme flay.©
| Berow,Did notIdance with you in Brabamt once?
bw  Rofs, Didnotldance with youin Brné,ut'on%e * :
, 3 er.
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Rofa, How needlefle wasit thente ask the quefion?

Ber. Youmuft not be {o quicke.

Rofa. *Tislong of you y {pur me with fuch queftions.

Ber. Your wit’s too hot,it {peeds too faft, ‘twill tire.

Rofa. Not till it leaue the Rider in the mire,

Ber. What time a day?

Rofa. The howre that fooles fhiould aske.

Ber. Now faire befall yourmaske,

Rofa. Faire fall the face it couers.

Ber. And{end you many louers,

Rofa. Amen,{o you benone.

Rer. Nay then will I be gone.

Kin. Madame,your father beere doth intimate,
The paiment of a hundred thoufand Crownes,
Being but th'one halfe, of an intire {umme,
Disburfed by my father in his warres,

Bue fay that he, or we, asneither have

Receiu’d chat fumme ; yet there remaines vnpaid
A hundred thoufand morse : in furety of the which,
One part of Aguitaine is bound tovs,

Although notvalued tothe moneys worth,
Ifthen the King your father will reftore

But that one halfe which is vnfarisfied,

- We will giue vp ourrightin _4guitaine,

And hold faire friendfhip wich his Maiefie :

But that it feemes helittle purpofeth,

tFor here he doth demand to haue repaie,

An hundred thoufand Crownes, and not demands
One paiment of a hundred thoufand Crownes ,
To hauve his title liue in s Aguitaine.

Which we much rather had depart withall,

And haue the morney by our father lent,

Then - Aguitane, {o guelded as it is.

| Deare Princefle; were not his requefis {o farre

From reafons yeelding, your faire {elfe thould make
A yeelding *gaint fome reafon in my breft,
And goe well fatisfied to France againe.

Prin. You doe the King my Father too much wrong,
And wrong the reputation of your name,

In {o vnfeeming to confeffe receyt
Of that which hath o faichfully beene paid.

Kin. 1doe proteit Ineuer heard of it ,
And if you proue it, Ile repay it backe,,
‘Or yeeldvp Aguitaiue.

Prin. Wearreft your word :

Boyet, you cdn produce acquittances
For {uch a fumme, from fpeciall Officers,
Of Charles his Father.

Kin. Satisfie me (o, - :

Boget. So pleafe your Grace,the packet is not come
Where that and other fpecialties are bound,
Tomorrow you fhall haue a fight of them.

Kirn, Icfhall fuffice me 5 at which encerview,
Allliberall reafon would I'yeeld vato:

Meane time, receiue fuch wel¢ome at my hand,
As Honour, without breach of Honour may
Maketender of; to thy true worthineffe.
You may not come faire Princeffe in my gates,
But heere wichour you fhalk befo recein’d,
Asyou fhall deetme your{felfelodg’din my heart,
Though {o deni’d farther harbourin my houfe :
Y our owne good thoughts excufe me,and farewell
To morrow we {hallvific you againes L
Prin, Sweethealth & faire defires confotc your grace.
Kin, Thyown wifh wifls Thee,in cuery place. Exir,

—

Bey. Lady, I will commend you te my owne heart,

L4.Ro. Pray you doe my commendations,
I would begladto feeit.

Boy. 1would you heard it grone,

Lsa.Ro. Is the foule ficke 2.

Bey. Sicke at the heart.

Ia.Re. Alacke,letitbloud,

Boy. Would that doe it good ?

La.Ro. My Phifickefaies],

Boy. Will you prick’t with your eye

La.Ro. No poynt, with my knife,

Boy. Now God faue thy life.

La.Ro. And yours from long lining,

Ber. 1cannot ftay thankf—giuing. Exit,

Enter Dumane.

Dum, Sir,1 pray youa word: What Lady is that fame?

Boy. The hewre of Alanfon,Refalin her name.

Dam. A gallant Lady, Mounfier farcyou well.

Leng. 1befeech you a word:what is fhe in the white?

Boy. A womanf{omtimes, if you faw her in the light.

Long.Perchance light in the light : I defire her name.

Boy, Sheehathbutone for her felfe,
To defirc that werea (thame,

Long. Pray vou fir, whofe danghrer?

Bey, Her Mothers, I hauc heard.

Long. Godsblefling a your beard.

Boy. Good firbe not offended
Shee is anheyre of Faulconbridge.

Long. Nay, my cholleris ended :
Shee isa mioft {weer Lady.

Bey. Not valike fir, that may be,

2
Err’:.Langa

Enter Beraune.
Ber. What's her name in the cap.
Bay. Katberine by good hap.
Ber. Isfhe wedded, orno.
Bay. Toher will fir, or fo,
Ber, You are welcome fir, adiew.

Bay, Fare well rome fir, and welcome to you; Exir, |

La.Ma, That laft is Beroune,the mery mad-cap Lorda

Not a word with him, but 2 ieft,

Boy. And euery ieftbura word. :
Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word.
Boy. 1wasas willing to grapple,as he was to boord.
La.2Ma, Two hot Sheepes marie : :
And wherefore not Ships? (lips.
Bey. No Sheepe({weet Lamb)vnlefle we feed on your
La. YouSheep & 1pafture : (hall chat finiflithe jeft 2
Boy. Soyou grant pafture for me.
La. Not{o gentle beaft.

My lips are no Common, though feuerall they be.
Bs. Belonging to whom?
La. Tomy fortunes and me,
Prin. Good wits wilbeiangling, but gentlesagree.

i This ciuill warre of wits were much better v{ed

On Narar and hisbookemen, for heere’tis abus’d.

Bo. 1fmy obfervation(which very feldome lies
By the hearts ftill thetoricke, difclofed with eyes)
Deceiue me not now, Nanaris infeéted,

Prin. With what?

Bo. With that which we Louers intitle affe@ed,

Prin. Your reafon.

Bo. Whyall his behauiours doe make theirretire,
Tothe courtof his eye,pecping thorough defire.

| His hart like an Agot with your printimprefled,

Prond

T,
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Proud with bis forme,in his eie pride expreffed.

His tongue all impatient to fpeake and net fee,

Did ftumble with hafte in his eie-fightto be,

All fences to that fence did make their repaire,

To feele onely looking on faireft of faire :

Me thoughtall his fences werelocke in his eye,

As Tewels in Chriftall for fome Princete buy.  (glaft,

Who tendring their own worth from whence they were

Did point out to buy them aleng as you paft.

His faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes,

That all eyes faw his eies inchanted with gazes.

Ie giueyou Aguitaine,and all thatis his, )

And you giue him for my fake,but onelouing Kifle.
Prin. Cometo onr Pauillion, Boyet is difpofde.

Bro.But to fpeak that in words,which his cie hath dif-
I onelie haue made a mouth of hiseie, {clos’d.
By adding a tengue,which I know will not lie.

Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Loue-monger,and {peakeft
{ skilfully.

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather,and learnes news
of him,

Lad.2. Then wasPenus like her mother, for herfa.
theris but grim.

Boy. Doyouheare my mad wenches ?

La.x. No.

Boy. What then,do you fce?

Lad.». I,our waytobegone,

Boy. You are too hard for me, Exeunt omnes.
Aétus Tertius.
Enter Broggart and Boy.
Song,
Bra. Warble childe,make paffionate my fenfe of hea-

ring.

Boy. Concolinel.

- Brag. Sweete Ayer, go tenderne(lc of yeares: take
"this Key, giue enlargement to the {waine, bring him fe-
ftinatly hicher: I muft imploy him in a letter tomy
Loue.

Boy. Willyou win your loue with a French braule?

Bra, How meaneft thou,brauling in French?

Boy. Nomy compleat mafter, but to Jigge offa tune
at the tongues end, canarie to it with the feete, humour
it with turning vp your eie : figh a note and fing anote,
fometime through the throate : if you {wallowed loue
with finging, loue fometime through: nofe as if you
{nuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your hat penthoufe-
like ore the fhop of your eies, with your armes croft on
your thinbellie doublet , likea Rabbet on a fpit,or your
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting,
and keepe not too long in one tune,but a {nip and away:
thefe are complements, thefe are humours; thefe betraie
nice wenches that would be betraied without thefe, and
make themmen ofnote : do you note men that moft are
affeéted to thefe?

Brag. How baft thou purchafed this experience?

Bay. By my penne of ob{cruation.

Brag. But O,but O.

Boy. The Hobbie-horfeis forgot.

Bra. Cal'ftthoumy loue Hobbi-horfe,

Boy. NoMafterthe Habbie-horfeis buta Colt, and
and your Loue perhaps,aHacknie : :

{ But haue you forgot your Loue?

Brag. AlmoftIhad.

Boy. Negligent ftudent,learne her by heatt.

Brag. By heart, and in hearct Boy.

Boy. And out of heart Mafier : all chofe three I will
proue.

Brag, What wilt thou proue ?

Boy. A man,ifT liue(and this)by,in,and without,vp-
on the inftant : by heart you loue her,becaufe your heart
cannot come by her : in heart you loue her,becaufe your
heart is inloue with her : and out of heart youloue her,
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her.

Brag. 1am all thefe three.

Bsy. And three times as much moregand yet nething
at all.

Brag. Fetchhither the Swaine, he muft carrie mee 2
letter, b

Boy. A meflage well fimpathis'd, aHotfe te be em-
bafladour for an Affe,

Brag. Ha,ha,Whatfaieft thou?

Boy.Marrie fir,you muft fend the Affe vpon the Horfe
for heis verie flow gated :but I goe.

Brag. The way is but fhorr,away.

Boy. As {wift as Lead fir.

Brag. Thy meaning prettie ingenious, is not Lead 2
mettall heauie,dull,and {low ?

Boy. Minnime hone(t Mafter,or rather Mafter no.

Brad. 1f{ay Leadis{low.

Boy. Youarctoo fwift fir to fay fo.

Is that Lead flow whichis fi‘d from a Gunne¢

Brag. Sweete {moke of Rhetorike,

He reputes me a Cannon,and the Bullet that's he :
I {hoote thee at the Swaine.

Boy. Thump thenjand 1 flee.

Bra. A moft acute luuenall,volubleand free of grace,
By thy tauour fweet Welkin,I muft fighinthy face.
Moft rude melancholie, Valour giues thee place.

My Herald is return’d,

Enter Page and Clowse,

Pag.ﬂ]A wonder Mafler,here’s a Coffard broken in 2
1.

Ar. Someenigma, fomeriddle, come, thy Lensoy

begin.

€lo. N% egma,noriddle,no lennoy, no falue, inthee
male fis. Orfir, Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no lemwoy,no
leawoy,no Salue [ir,but a Plantan.

Ayr. By vertue thou inforceft laughter, thy fillie
thought,my {pleenc,the.heauing of my lunges prouokes
me to rediculous {fmyling : O pardon me my {tars, doth
the inconfiderate take falue for leausy, and the weord len-
#ay for a [alue? i

Pag. Doethe wile thinke them other, is not Jewwoy a
falue ? (plaine,

Ar. No Page, itis an epilogue or difcourfe to make
Some obfcureprecedence that hath tofore bin faine.
Now will I begin your merrall, and do you follow with

my lensoy.

TheFoxe,the Ape,andthe Hamble-Bee,

Woere lill at oddes,being but three.
Arm. . Vntill the Geofé came out of doore,
Staying the oddes by adding foure, -
Pag.A good Lenyey,ending in the Goofe: would you
defire moxe 2
. Clo. The Boy hath fold himabargaine,a Goofe,that’s
flat
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Wmny-worth is good,and your Goaefe be fat.

To fcll a bargaine well is 3s cunning as faft and loofe :

Letme fee afat Lennoy,] that’s a fat Goofe. ‘
Ar, Comehither,comehither ;

How did this argument begin ?

Boy. Byfaying thata Coffard was brokenisa fhin.

Then cal’'d you for the Lewnoy,
Clow, True,and I for ' Plantan :
Thus came yo ur argument in :
Then the Boyes fat Lennay, the Goofe that you bought,
And he ended the market.

Ar, Buttell me: How was there a Coffard broken in
athin?

Pag. Iwilltell you fencibly.

(lows Thou haft no feeling of it Afsth,

I will fpeake that Lensey,
I Coffard running out,that was fafely within,
Fell ouer the thre(hold,and broke my fhin.

Arm, We will talke nomore of this matter.

Clow. Till there be more matterin the thin.

Arm. Sicra (offard, [ willinfranchife thee.

Clow. O,marrie me to.ane Francss, [ {mell fome Lex-
#sy, fome Goofe in this.

Arm. By my {weete foule,] meane,fetting thee at li-
bertie. Enfreedoming thy perfon: thou wert emused,
| reftrained,captivated,bound.

Clow. True,true,and now you will be my purgation,
and let me loofe.

Arm. 1giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance,
and in licu thereof, impofeon thee nothing but this »
| Beare this fignificant to the countrey Maide laguenetta ;
there is remuneration, for the beft ward of mine honours
isrewarding my dependants. Adoth,follaw,

Pag, Likethefequell I.
 Signeur Coffard adew. Exit,

Clow. My fweete ounce of mans flefh, my in-conie
Jew: Now willI looke to his remuneration,
Remuneration, O, that’s the Latine word for three-fara
things: Three-farthings remuration, What's the price
ofthis yncle? i.d.no, Ile giue yon aremuneration ; Why?
It carries it remuneration : Why? Itis 2 fairer name then
aFrench-Crowne. Iwill neuer buy and fell out of this
word.

Enter Berewne,

Ber. O my good knaueCoffurd,ex Cﬁedil}ﬁi}* well met.

(low. Pray you fir, Howmuch Carnation Ribbon

may 2 man buy for a remuneration ?
. Berg What is a remuneration ?
Coff. Marrie fir,halfe pennie farthing.
Ber. O, Why then threefarthifgs wo rth of Silke,
Coff. I thanke your worthip,God be wy you,
Ber. O flay flaue, I muft émploy thee:
s thou wilt win'my fanour,good my kuaue,
oc one thing for me that I thallintreate,
Clow, When would yowhaueitdonefir?
" Ber. O thisafter-noone, 1z
Clo. Well,I willdoeiit fir : Fare youwell,
Ber, O thouknowel not what itisioriis: 21 @ st
2+ Clos Iball know fir, whenbhaue doné it
Ber. Wihiyvillaine ko mmuft knowFrft:
Clo.Iwil come to your worthip tomorfovimsrnings
. Ber, Ieanuft be done thisafter-noeme, { o7 .0
Harke flaue;ic is but thigies 51100 I

SO I

The Princefie comes toio tiese i chieParke, o ol il
i 5 ‘ .

And in her traine there isa gentle Ladie :

When tongues fpeak {weetly,then they name her name,

And Rofaline they call her,aske for her 3

Andto her white hand fee thou do commend

This feal'd-vp counfaile,. Ther’s thy guerdon : goe.
(. Gardon,O {weete gardon, ‘better then remune.

ration, a leuenpence~farthing better : moft fiveere gare

don. I will doeit firin print: gardon, remuneration,

Exit,

Ber. O, and [ forfoothin loue,

I that haue beene loues whip 2

A veric Beadleto ahumerous figh : A Criticke,

Nay,a night-watch Conftable,

A domineering pedant ore the Boy,

Then whom no mortall {o magnificent,

This wimpled,whyning purblinde waiward Boy,

This fignior Junios gyant drawfe,don Cupid,

Regentof Leue-rimes,Lord of folded armes,

Thannointed foueraigne of fighes and groanes :

Liedge ofall loyterers and malecontenes »

Dread Prince of Placcats King of Codpeeces.

Sole Emperator and great generall

Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.)

And I tobea Corporall of his ficld,

| And weare hiscolours like a Tumblers hoope.

i
2

O Diorehiwd pride-Not faire ? alacke forwoe.

What? [ loue,1{ue,l fecke a wife,

A woman that is like a Germane Cloake,

Still 2 repairing : euer out of frame,

And neucr going aright,being a Warch ;
Butbeing watche,thac jc may fiill goe right,
Nay,to be periurde,which is worft of all :

And among three,to loue the worft of all,

A whitly wanton, with a veluet brow,

With two pitch bals ftucke in her face for eyes,
I,and by heauen,one that will doe the deede,’
Though 4rgus were her Eunuch and her garde.
And 1o figh for her,to'watch for lier,

To prayforher,goto:irisa plague

That (upid will impofe for my negled,

Ofhis almighty dreadfull licele might.
Well,T will Ioue,write,ﬁgh,pr‘ay}ﬂmuc,g’r'dnc, '
Some men-muftloue my Lady,and fome ldne,

e tlus %arm:. i

Enter the Princ. [Je,a Forrefter, ber Ladses, and
ber Lords. '

s Was that thicKing that fpurd his hosfe fohard,
Againft the Reepe vprifing of the hill ?

Boy. 1 know not,but Lthinke it was not he.

Qu, Who ere awas,afhew'da mounting minde:
Well Lotds,to day we fhalkhane our difpaich,
On Saterday we will returne to France, -
Then Forrefter my friend;Where is the Tufh
Thatwemuft ftand'and play the murcherer in ? E
- For. ‘Hereby vpontheledge of yonder Coppice,
A Stand where you may make the faireft fhoote,

- 2w Tehanke my béalitie,] am faire that thopte,

- Andthereapon thou fpcﬁk"ﬁthc faireft ﬂmotg,’ '
| ~For. Pardon me Madsm,for Fmeantnot fo.

"2 What;whaoFisft preile me,& thenagain fay no.

For. Yes

S

i
3
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For. Yes Madam faire,
On, Nay,neuer paint me now,
Wherefaire is not,praife cannot mend the brow.
Here (good my glafle) rake this for telling true:
Faire paiment for foule words,is more then due.
For. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit.
2. See,lee,my beautie will be fau’d by meric,
O herefie in faire, fit for thefe dayes,
A giuing hand,theugh foule,fhall haue faire praife.
But come,the Bow : Now Mercie goes to kill,
And fhooting well,is then accounted ill :
Thus will T faue my credit in the thoote,
Not wounding,pittie would not let me do’t :
If wounding, then it was to fhew my skill,
That more for praile,then purpofe meant to kill,
And out of queftion, (o it is fometimes :
Glory growes guiltie of detefted crimes,
When for Famics {ake,for praife an ouctward part,
We bend to that,the working of the hart.
As I for praife alone now fecke to fpill
The poore Deeres bleod,that my hieart meanes no ill.
Boy. Do not curlt wiues hold that {elfe-foucraigntic
Onely for praife fake,when they firiue to be
Lords ore their Lords ?
L. Qnuely for praife;and praife we may afford,
To any Lady thac fubdewesa Lord,

Enter Clowne.

Boy. Here comes 3 member of the common-wealth,
Clo. God dig-you-denall,pray you whichis the head
Lady? 2 o
9#.Thou fhalc know herfellowsby the reft that haue
.{ no heads. g ol
Cl. Whichis the greateft Lady,the highefi?
9n. The thickeft,and the talleft.
Clo. Thethicke(t,& the tallet}: icis fo truthis erutch,
{4 And your wafte Miftris, were as flender asioy wit,
‘| One a thefe Maides girdles for your wafte fhould be fir.
Are not you the chiefe womd?¥You are the thickeft here?
Qu. What's your will it > What's your will ?
- Clo. 1haue a Letter from Monfier Berowne,
Toone Lady Rofaline.
Q1.0 thy letter,thy letter:He's a good friend of mine,
Stand a fide good bearer.”
“Boyet, you can carue,
Breake vp this Capon, ™
Boyet. Tam bound toferue. .
T his Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here :
Itis wric toJagueneitaa, 2\
#, We will reade it, I fweare.
Breake thenccksiof the Waxe,and eiiery one giue care.
L iac  Boyet reades.
Y heauenythat thouwart faire, is moft infallible : itrue
thatthou art.beauteous, truth it felfe:that thou art
| loucly : more faiver then faire,beautifull then beautious,
truer then truth it felfe; haue comileration on thy heroic
call Vaffall. The magnanimous and mef} illufirate King
{ophetnafet cie vpon the pernicious and indubjtate Beg-
| ger Zenelophon: and he it wasthat mightrightly fay,Ve-
\| i, vidi, vici : Which, vo,annothanize. in theyulgar, (O
bafe and obfcure vulgar ; didelsfst; He came,Sée,and o-
uercame :_hge camng one 31 feg, two ;. couercame rhiree:

| Who came ? she King, Whydid he'come ? sadee.Whyp
£ ,

+

did hefee? to ouercome. To whom ¢camehe? to the
Begger. Whatfaw he? the Begger. Who ouercame
he ? the Begger. - The conclufion’is viftorie : On whefe
fide? the King : the captive is inricht : Onwhofe fide?
the Beggers. The cataftrophe is a Nuptiall : on whofe
fide? theKings: no,on both in one,or one in both. Tam
the King (for {o ftands the comparifon) thou the Beg-
ger, for {fo witneflfeth thy lowlineffe. Shall I command
thy loue ? I may. Shall I enforce thy louc? I could,
Shall Ientreatethylove? Twill, What, fhalc thou ex-
change for ragges, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy felfe
mee. Thusexpecting thy reply, I prophane my lips on
thy foote, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy
euerie part.

Thine in the deareft defigne of indnftrie,

Don Adriana de Armatho.

Thus doft thou heare the Nemean Lion roare,
Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his pray :
Submiffiuefall his princely fecte before,
And he from forrage will incline to play.
Butifthou firiue (poore foule) what art thouthen ?
Foode for his rage, tepafture for his den.

Gu. What plume of feathers is hee thatindited this
Letter?  What veine ? What Wethercocke? Did you
cuer heare better ¢ '
Boy. Tammuch deceived,but I remember the flile,
Qu.Elic your memorieis bad, going oreit crewhile,
Boy.This Armadois aSpansard that keeps here in court
A Phantafime,a Monarcho,and one that makes {port
Tothe Prince and his Booke-mates,
Lu. Thoufellow, a word.
Who gaue thee this Letter 2
(low. 1told you,my Lord,
Qxn. Towhom fhould'(t thou giueit?
Clo. From my Lord tomy Lady.
Q#n, From which Lord to which Lady?
Clo. Frommy Lord Berowne,a good mafter of mine,
Toa Lady of France, that he call’d Rofaline. »
Fu.Thouhaft miftaken his letter.Come Lords away,
Here {weete, put vp this;'twill be thine another day.
Exennt,
Boy. Wha is the (hooter ? Who isthe thooter 2
Rofa, Shalll teach youto know. L
Bay, Imygcontinenr of beautie.
Rofa, Why {he that beares the Bow. Finely put off.
Boy.My Lady goes to kill hernes, butifthou marrie,
Hang me by the necke,ifhornes that yeare mifcarrie.
Finely put on. ’ (3
Rofa. Wellthen,Iam the fhooter.
Boy. And who isyeur Deare? : .
Rofx. If we chioofe by the hornes your felfe comenot |
neare.  Finely put on indeede. riifl ol |
Maria. Youfill wrangle with her Bayer, and fhec
{trikes at the brow. '
Boyet. Butfhe herfelfeishiclower:
Haue Ihit hernow. - : . ‘
Rofa, Shalllcomevponthee withas old faying,that |
wasa man whienKing Pippin of France wasalittle boy,as |

' touchingthebitit, ; T YD

‘Boyet. Sol mayaniwere thee with one 1s.old that

i was a woman when Queene Guinoner of Brittaine Was &l
E licele wengby astouching thebitlic. 24t '

" Rofa, Thou])
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 Refs, Thoucanftnot hitic,hicic,bitit,
Thou canit not hit it my good man.
Bey. 1 cannot, cannot,cannot :

And I cannot,another can. Exit.
€lo. By my troth moft pleafant,how both did fit i,
Mar, Amarke marueilous well (hot, forthey both

did hit,
Boy. Amark,0 marke but that marke : a marke faies
my Lady.

Let the mark haue a pricke in’t,to meat at, if it may be.
Mar. Widea'thbow hand, yfaith your hand is out.
Clo, Indecde a’'muft fhoote nearer, or heele nere hit

the elout,

Boy. Andifmyhandbeout, thenbelike your hand
is if1.

Clo. Thenwill (hee get the vpthoot by cleauing the
isin.

Ma, Come,come,you talke grealely, your lips grow
foule. <

Clo. She’s too bard for youat pricks,fir challenge her
to boule. ;

Boy, Ifeare too mucirubbing : good nightmy geod
Qule.

Clo. By my {oule a Swiine,a moft imple Clowne,
Lord,Lord, how the Ladies and I haue put him downe,
O my trothmoft fweete iefts,moft inconie vulgar wit,
Whenit comes fo {moothly off,fo obfcenely,as. it were,

{o fit. -
Armathar ath to the (ide;O 2 moft dainty man,
To fee him walke before a Lady,and to beare her Fan.
To fee him kiffe his hand, and how moft fweetly a will
{weare: '
And his Page atother fide,thathandfull of wit,
Ah heauens, it is moft patheticall ni.
Sowla,fowla, Exennt,
Shoote within.

Eauter Dall,Holofernes the Pedant and Nathaniel.

Nat. Very reuerent {port truely,and done in the tefli-
mony of a geed confcience,

Ped. TheDeare was(as you know){anguis in bloed,
ripe as a Pomwater,whonow hangeth like a Iewell in
the eare of Celo the fkie 3 the welken the heaven, and a<
non fallech like a Crab on the face of Terva,the {oyle,the
Jand, the earth,

Curat.Nath. Truely M. Holofernes theiepythithes are
[weetly varied like 2 [choller ac theleafts but fir ] affure
ye, it was a Bucke of the firft head.

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, band creds.

Dal, *Twas not aband credo, twas a Pricket.

Hol. Moft barbareusintimation: yet a kinde of infi-
nuation,as it were s via,in way of explication facere : as
it were replication,or rather offentare,to fhow as it were
his inclination after his vndreffed,vnpolifhed, vneduca-
“’-d,‘mpruncd,vntraincd,or rather vnlettered, orrathe-
reft voconfirmed fafhion, o infert againe my bawd credo
for a Deare, i

Do, 1{aid the Deare was nota baudcreds, *twasa
Pricket.

Hal. Twice fod fimplicitie, i collms, O thonmon-
fter Ignorance, how deformed dooft thoulooke,

Nath. Six hee hath neuer fed of thejdainties thatare
bredinabooke,

He hath not eate paper as ir were :
He hathnot drunke inke,

Hisintellectis not replenifhed, hee is onely an anjmal]

onely fenfible inthe duller parts: and fuch barren plants

are {et before vs,that we thankfull thould be - which we

tafte and feeling are for thofe parts that doe fru&ifie in

vs morethen he,

For as it would ill become meto be vaine,indifcreet,or
afoole ;

So were there a patch fet on Lcaming, tofechimina
Schoole.

But omne bene fay 1,being of an old Fathers minde,

Many can brooke the weather,that love not the winde.

Dul, Youtwo are book-men: Can you tell by your
wit, What was a month old atCuins birth, thar’s not fiue
weekes old as yer?

Hol. Diitifima goodman Dull, diftifima goodman
Dxull,

Dul. What isdittima?

Nath, Atitle to Phebeto Luna,to the Moove.

Hol. The Moone was amonth old when .4dam was

no more, (fcore.
And wroughtnot to fiue-weekes when he came to fue-
Thallufion holds in the Exchange.

Dwl. *Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in the
Exchange,

Hoal God comfort thy capacity,I fay thiallufion holds
in the Exchange.

Dsaf. And]fay the polufion holdsin the Exchane :
for the Moone is neuer buta month old: and I fay be-
fide that,twas a Pricket that the Princefle kill’d.

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you heare an extemporall
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humour
the ignorant call’d the Deare, the Princeffe kill'd &
Pricket.

Nath. Perge, good M. Holofernes, perge, foiclhall
pleafe you toabrogate fcurilitie, i

Hot 1will fomething affect che letter, forie argues
facilitie,

Theprayfall Prince(fe pearft andpricke
aprettie pleafing Pricker,
Some fay a Sore but not a fore,
till now made fore with [booting.
The Dogges did yell,put ell to Sere,
then Sorell inmps from thicker :
Or Pricket-fore, or elfe Sorell,
the people fall a hooting.
If Sorebe fore,then ell to Sore,
makes fiftie fores O forel] :
Of ene fore I an bundred make ~
by adding but one more L.

Nath. A rare talent.

Dal. 1fartalentbeaclaw, looke how he clawes him
with a talent. S

Nath. Thisisagift that T haue fimple: fimple,a foo-
lifh extrauagant {pirit,full offormcs,ﬁgures,[‘hapcs,ob-
ie&ts,Ideas,apprehenfions,motions,reuolutions. Thele
are begotinthe ventricle of memorie, nourifht in'the
wombe of primater,and deliuered vpon the mellowing
of occafion :but the giftis goodinthofe in whom itis
acute,and I am thankfull fer it.

Hoel. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and {o may my |

parifhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor'd by you,
and their Daughters profit very greatly vnder you: you

are a good member of the common-wealth,
Nath. Mebercle, If their Sonnes be ingennous, :r;}bcy
fhall

- . —
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fhall want no inftru&ion: Iftheir Daughtersbe capable,
1 will put it to them, But Pir fapss qué pavca loguitwr, a
foule Feminine falutethvs,

Enter Inquenesta and the (lowns.

Iagn. God giue you good morrow M.Per[ox.

Nath. Maler Perfon,guafi Perfon? Andif one fhould
be per}, Whichis the one?

ClsMarry M. Schoolemafter, hee that is likeft to a
hogfhead.

Nath. Ofperfing aHogshead, a good lufter of con-
ceitina turph of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearle
enough fora Swine : 'tis prettie,it is well.

Iagn. Good Mafter Parfon be fo good as reade mee
this Letrer, it was giuenmee by Ceffard, and fent mee
from Don Armatho : 1befeech you readeit,

Nath, Facile precor gellida, quando pecas omnia [wb vin-
brayuminat, and {o forch. Ah good old Mantmwan, 1
may {peake of thee as the trauciler doth of Penice, vems-
chie uencha, que non te vnde,que non te perreche. Old Man-
twam,old Mantuan, Who vnderftandeth thee nor, vt re
follamifa: Vnder pardon fir, What aréthe contents? or
rather as Horrace fayes in his, What my foule verfes.

Hol, Ifir,and very learned.

Nath. Let mehearcaftaffe,a ftanze,a verfle, Lege do-

mwiing.
If Loue make me for{worne,how (hall I fweare to loue?
Ah neuer faith could hold,if not to beautie vowed.
Though to my {elfe forfworn,to thee Ile faithfull proue.
Thofethoughts to mee were Okes, to theehke Ofiers
bowed.
Studie his byasleaues, and makes his booke thine eyes.
Where all thofe pleafures liue, that Artwould compre-
hend.
Ifknowledge be the marke,to know thee (hall fuffice,
Well learned is that tongue,that well can thee comend,
Allignorant that foule,that fees thee without wonder.
Which is to me fome praife,that I thy parts admire;
Thy eye Jomes lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadfull
thunder.
Which not to anger bent, is mufique,and fweet fire.
Celeftiall as thou art,Oh parden loue this wrong,
That fings heauens praife, with {uch an earthly tongue,

Ped. Youfinde not theapoftraphas, and fo mifiethe
accent, Let me {uperuife the cangener.

Nath. Hete are onely numbers ratified, but forthe
elegancy, facility,& golden cadence of poefie caret : O-
widdisss Nafo was the man, And why in deed Nafo, but
for {melling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the
ierkes of inuention imitarie is nothing: So doth the
Hound his mafter, the Apehis keeper, the tyred Horfe
his rider : But Damofella virgin, Was this directed to

ou?
: Iag. 1 fir from one mounfier Berowne, onc of the
firange Queenes Lords.

Nath. 1 will ouerglance the fuperferipe.

T othe firow-white hand of the moft beautions LadyRofaline.
I willlooke againe on the intelle& of the Letter, for
the nomination of the partic written to the perfon writ=
ten vnto. '

Yeour Ladifhips in all defrved imployment, Berowne.

Per. Sir Helofernes this Berowneis one of the Votaries
with the King, and here he hath frameda Letcerzg/a fe.
quent ot the firanger Queenes: whichaccidcmaﬁ;: or
bythe way of progreffion, hath mifcarried: Trip end

£ o

goemy fweete, deliuer this Paperinto thebhand of ¢he
King,it may concerne much : fay not thy complement, I
forgiue thy ductie,adue.

Maid. Good Ceffardgo withme:

Sir God faue your life.

Coff. Haue with thee my girle. Exit,

Hol. Sir you haue done this in the feare of God very
religioufly : and as a certaine Father faith

Ped. Sirtell not me of the Father,I do feare coloura-
ble colours.But to returne to the Verfes,Did they pleafe
you fir Nathawsel?

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen.

Peda. 1do dine to day acthe fathers of a certaine Pu-
pill of mine,where if (being repaft) it fhall pleafe you to
gratifie the table with a Grace,I will on my priviledge I
haue with the parents of the forefaid Childe or Pupill,
vndertake your bien vomsto, where 1 will proue thole
Verfes to be very vnlearned, ndither fauouring of
Poetrie, Wit, nor Inuention. I befeech your So-
cietie,

Nat. And thanke you to: for focietic (faith the text)
isthe happinefle of life. -

Peda. And certes the text moftinfallibly concludesit.
dir ] do inuite you too, you fhall not {ay me nay : pawca

verba.
Away,the gentles are attheir game, and we will toour
recieation. 4 Exennt,

Enter Berowne with a Paper in bss hand,alone,

Bero. The King heis hunging the Deare,
Iam courfing my felfe. 7
They hauepitcht a Toyle, Tamtoyling in a pyrch,
pitch thacdefiles ; defile, a foule word: Well, fet thee
downe forrow ; for fo they {ay the foole faid, and (o fay
I, and I the foole : Well proued wit, By the Lord chis
Loueis asmad as diax, it kils fheepe, it kilsmee, I 2
fheepe: Well proug\d againe amy fide. I willnot loue;
ifI do hang me : yfaith [ willnot, O but her eye: by
this light, but for her eye, I would not loug her; yes,for
hertwo eyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye,
and lye inmy throate, By heauen I doe loue,and it hath
raught mee to Rime, and to be mallicholie: and hereis |
part of my Rime, and heere my mallicholie. Well, fhe
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne boreit,the
Foole {entityand the Lady hathitv : fweet Clowne,fwee-
ter Foale,fweeteft Lady,.By the world,T would not care
a pin,if che other three were in, Here comes onewitha
paper;God giue him grace to grone.
He [fands afide. The King entreth, -
Kin. Aymee!
~ Ber. Shot by heauen:proceede fweer (wpid,thou haft
thumpt him with thy Birdbolt vnder theleft pap:in faith
fecrets. .
King. 8o fweetea kifle the golden Sunne giues not,
To thofe frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe,
Asthy eye beames,when their frefh rayfe haue {mot.,
The niglit of dew that on my cheekes downe flowes,
Nor fhines the filuer Moone onée halfe fo Lrighe,
Through the tranfparent bofome of the deepe,
Asdoththy face through teares of mine giue light :
Thou fhin'ft in euery teare that 1doe weepe,
No drop,but as a Coach doth carry thee :
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe.
Do butbehold the teares chat fwell in me,
And they thy glory throughmy griefe will thow :
Bue
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But t doe not ot loue thy {elfe, then thou wllr kf‘cpc
My teares for glaffes,and Rill make me weepe,

O Queene of Qeencs how farre doft thou excell,
No thought can thinke,nor tongue of morrall tell.
How fhall fhe know my grlel‘es ?le drop the paper.
Sweet leaues (hade folly, Whois he comes heere?

Enter Longavile. The King fteps afide.
What Lenganill,and reading : liften care.
Ber Now in thy likenefle, one more foole appeare,
Long. Ay me, I am for{worne.
Ber. Why hc comes in like a periure,wearing papers.
Long. Inloue I hope,fweetfellowthip in f}mmc ;
Ber. One drunkardlouesanother of the name. |
Lon. Am] thefirft yhaue been peciur'd fo? (know,
Ber, 1could put thccm comfort, notby two that I
Thou makeft the tnumphcw the corner cap of {ocietie
The {'ha}x f Loves Tiburne,thar hangs vp h"nplmuc.
Lo, I feare thefe ubbom hnc:hck powWer to mouc.
O {weet Meria, Emp.cﬂﬂc of n.y Loue,
Th cie numbers will 1 eare,and write 1o profe.
O Rimes are gards on wanton Cupids hefe,
D[sflnur" not his Qim}
Lon. T'his fame (hall goe. Heveades the Sovnet

Did not the heasenly Rhbetoricl he of thine eye,
*Gainft whowns the world cannot bold argument, I
Perfwade my beart to thusfalfe periurie 2 |
Vowes for thee broke deferne not Pﬁ!ﬁz/::‘lﬁfh’!- i
Awoman I forfwore, bur § wilf prone,
Thou being a Goddeffe, for[wore not thee.
My Vow was earthly, thps abeanenly Loue,
Thy grace being gain 'd, cures all drfrmce in me.
Vowes are but [mutlJ and 5rmtba VAPour is. |
T ben thow faire Sf/n,w/:m?h on my earth docft [hine, 4
Exhalest this VApor-vow, intheeitds: ‘
If broken {[‘Ln, it &5 no fanlt of faine : 5
Ifby me broke, What feole 45 not fowife, '
To loofe ar'oath, towin &P aradife ? f
Ber, This is the liuer veine,which makes flefh adeity.
A greene Goofe,a Coddefle, pure pure ]doLmy
God amend vs, God mwn-l, we are much out o'th'way,

{
Enter Dtmaine. !
Lon. By whom fhall I fend this (company? ) Stay. |
Bere. All hid,all hid,an old infant play, '
Like a demie God, here fit Fin the skie, l
And wretched fooles {ecrets heedfully ore-eye, |55
More Sacks to themyll. O heauens I haue my wifh, [
Damaine transform’'d, foure Woodcocksin a difh. !
Dsm. O moft dinine Kate. |
Bers. Omoft prophane coxcombe, ]
Dum, By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. i
Bero. By earth fheis not,corporall there you !ve !
Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber coted. |
Ber. An Amber eoloured Rauen was well neted. !
Duw As vprmht asthe Cedar. I
Ber. Stoope I {ay,her fhoulder is with-child. E
Dum. As faire as day. 1
Ber. 1as{ome da1cs but then no funne muft thine.
Daum. O that [ had my with?
Lon. . And I had mine.
Kin.: And mine too good Lord.
Bere Amen,{o Thad mine: Is not thata goad word ?
Dnm. 1 wouldforgethersbura Feuer fhe
Raignes in my bloud and will remembred be.
Ber,” A Feuerin your bloud,why thenineifion
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[ Wouldlet heroutin Sawccrs {weet mlfﬁrxfon.
Dum. Once more ile rcad the Ode that I haue writ.
Ber. Once morelle marke how Loue can varry Wit.

Dstmane reades bia Sounet.

On aday, alack the day :

Loste )_17!)()jf Mowth ¢ 15 enery foy‘,

Sp zed 4 blof] GIIZC?PLE/T/?QJ;U?‘C’

Play ng it be wanton ayre:

0 furof;u/ the Veluct, leanes the winde,

Al Mrcw;ﬂ‘ can Dﬁf]mfe finde.

That the Lo j-r’\e to death,

Wik bimfelfe the heaunesns brearh.

Ayre ('m.'o;": be) t/*y cheekes may blowe,

ght trimmph fo.
alacke sizy hand Lfﬁ’ arse,

reto pmf/e thee from .'r’)} r/):‘om’.

Vow. f'/ icke for y ow/J vnmeete,

7 outh [0 apt to plucke a fiveer.

Doenot call it finne in me,

T bat I am for[warnc for thee,

Thou for whom love wonld fweare,

Tuno but an o ALthiop were, .

And dense bimfelfe for loue,

Zurnsng marralfﬁr if)_/‘v Loue.

.}.. ’Ezyﬁ;.'/k{ /' 77
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This will I fend,and fomething elle more plaine.
That fhal lcxp:ci.c my trug- loues fafhing paine,
O would the King ‘Berewie e and Longanid,
Were Louers too, ill o examipleill,

Would from my forehead wipea periuvi’dnote:
For none offend, where all alike duc dote.

Lon. Dumaine,thy Loue isfarre l.om cha
Thatin Loues Unch defi’{t focietie
Youmay iOun.C pale, but 1 fhould| b ufh I know,
Tobeore. h...nt,.x_(,! takennapping (o,

Kin. Come fir,youblufh :aslits,yout cafeis {uch,
You chide at him,offending twice as much.,
Youdoenotloue Adaria? Longauile,

Did neuer Sonnet for her fuke com Iu!-.; ]

Nor neger lay his wreathed armes athwart

His louing bofom e,to !\(cpc downe his heart.

I haue beene clofel y (hrowded in thisbufh,

A'ld markt you both ,and for you both did b lufh.

heard your guilry Rurca,obif u’d your fafhion :

Saw (r'hm recke hom you, noted w cllyom paflion,

Ayeme,fayesone ! O Jope, th\. othercries !

On her ham swere Gold, Chiitall che others eyes.

You would for Paradile breake Faith and troth,

And Ione for your Loue would infringe an oath.

What will Berowne fay when that he thall heare

Faith infringed. which {uch zeale did {weare.

How ml‘lm fcorne?how will he {pend his wit 2

How will he triumph,leape,and laugh atic?

For all the wealth that ever 1 did fee ,

I would nothaue him know fo much by me:

Bere. Now ftep Iforth to whip hypocrifie.
Ahgood my Liedge,I pray thee pardon nic.

Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reproue
Thele wormes forloning,thatartmoft in foue ? |
Your eyes doe make no couches in your teares.
Thereis no certaine Princefle thar appeares.
You'linot be periur’d, 'tis 2 hatefull ching :
Tuth,none but Min{trels like of Sonnétting,
But are younot atham'd ? nay, are younot

giid !\,

B EEPES.

All
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All three of you,to be thus much ore’thor ?
You found his Moth,the King your Moth did fee::
But 1 a Beame doe finde in each of three,
O whata Scene of fool'ry haue I feene,
Of fighes,of grones, of forrow, and of teene :
O me, with what ftrict patience haue I {ar,
To fee a King transtormed to a Gnat ?
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge ,
And profound Salomon tuning alygge?
And Neffor play at pufh-pin withthe boyes,
And Critticke Tymon laugh at idle toyes.
Where lies thy griefe¢ O tell me good Dumaine ;
And gende Losganill, where lies thy paine ?
And where my Liedges ? all about the breft =
A Candlehoa! |

Kiz. Too bitter is thy ieft.
Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ?

Ber. Not you by me,but | berrayedto you.
I that am honeft, I thathold it finne
Tobreake the vow [am ingaged in.
I am betrayed by keeping company
With men,like men of inconftancie,
When fhall you {fee me write a thing inrime?
Or grone for Jeanc ? or fpend aminutes time,
In pruning mee, when fhall you heare that I will praifea
hand,a foot,a face,an eye : a gate,a (tate,a brow,a breft,
awafte,alegge,alimme.

Kin. Soft,Whithera-way fofaft?
A true man, or a theefe, that gallops {o.

Ber. 1poftfrom Loue,good Loucr let me go.

Enter laguenetta and Clowne.
+ Ingn. Godbleffethe King,

Kin, What Prefent haft thou there?

Clo. Some cerraine treafon.

Kin, What makes treafon heere?

¢lo. Nay it makes nothing fir,

Kin, Ifitmarrenothing neither,
The treafon and you goe in peace away together,

lagu. Ibeleechyour Gracelet this Letterberead,
Our perfon mif-doubrts it : it wastreafon he faid.

Kin. Berowsne,read it ouer. He reades the Letter,

Kin, Where hadft thou it?

Jagu. Of Coftard.

King. Wherehadt thou it ?

(off. Of DuneAdrarhadio, Dun Adramadio,

KézHow now,what is in you?why doft thou tear it?

Ber. A toy my Liedge, atoy: your grace needes not
feareir,

Long. It did moue him to paffion,and therefore let’s
heareir., .

Daum. Itis Berownswriting,and heere is hisname.

Ber. Ahyou whorefon loggerhead, you were borne
to doe me fhame,
Guilty my Lord, guiley : I confefle,1 confefle,

Cin. What?

Ber. Thatyou three fooles,lackt mee foole,to make

vp the mefle.

He,he, and you : and youmy Liedge, and I,
Arc picke-purfes in Loue, and we deferucto die.
O difmifle this audience, and I{hall tell youmore.

Dum. Now the number is euen.

Berew. Truetrue,wearefowre : will thefe Turtles
be gone?

Kin, Hence firs,away.

Clo, Walk afide the true folke, & let the traytors ftay,

g

|

Ber.. Sweet Lords, fweet Louers, O let vs imbrace,
As true we are as flefh and bloud can be,
The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will fhew his face :
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree,
We cannot croffe the caufe why we are borne :
Thetefore of all hands muit we be forfworne.
King. What, did thefe rent lines: thew fome loue of
thine ? (Rofaline,
Der. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heauenly
That (like a rude and fauage man of 7nde,)
At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft,
Bowesnot his vaflall head, and firooken blinde,
Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft?
What peremptory Eagle-fighted eye
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow ,
Thatis not blinded by her maieftic ?
Kin. What zeale,what furie,hach infpir'd theenow ?
My Loue(her Miftres) is a gracious Moone,,
Shee (an attending Starre)fcarce feenea light.
Ber. My eyesarethen no eyes,nor I Berswne,
O,but for my Loue,day would turne to nigh,
Ofall complexions the cul'd foueraignty,
Doe mect as at a faire in her faire cheeke,
Where feuerall W orthies make one dignity ,
Where nothing wants,that want ic felfe doth feeke,
Lend me the flourifh pfall gentle tongues,
Fie painted Rethoricke,O fhe néeds it nor,
To things of (ale, afellers praife belongs:
She pafles prayfe, then prayf{e too fhort doth blot.
A withered Hermite, fiuefcore winters worne,
Might fhake off fifti¢, looking in her eye :
Beauty doth varnith Age, as if new borne,
And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie.
O ’tis the Sunne thatmaketh all things fhine,
King, By beauen,thy Loueisblacke as Ebonie.
Berow. 1sEbonielike her ? O word diuine ?
A wife of fuch wood were felicitie.
O who can give an oth? Where is abooke?
That ] may {weare Beauty dath beautylacke,
Ifchat fhe learne not of her eyeto Jooke :
No face'is faire that is not full fo blacke.
Kin. O paradoxe, Blackeisthe badge of hell,
Thichue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night ;
And beauties creft becomes the heauens well.
Ber. Diuels fooneft temptrefembling fpirits of light.
O ifinblacke my Ladies browes be deck,
It mournes, that painting v{urping haire
Should rauifh doters with a falfe afpett :
And therfore is {he berne to make blacke, faire,
Her fauour turnes the fathion of the dayes,
For natiue bloud is counted painting now :
And therefore red that would auoyd,difpraife,
Paints it {elfe blacke,to imitate her brow.
Dum. Tolock likeher are Chimny-fweepers blacke,
Los. And fince her time,are Colliers counted bright.
King. And e£thiops of their fweet complexion crake,
Dum. Dark needsno Candles now,for dark is light,
Ber. Y our miftreffes dare neuer come inraine,
For feare their colours fhould be watht away.
Kin."Twere good yours did: for fir to tell you plaine,
Ilefindea fairer face not wafhe to day,
Ber, lle proue her faire,or talke till dooms-dayhere,
Kin. No Diuvell will fright thee then fo much as fhee.
Dums. I neuer knew man hold vile fluffe {o deere.
Lan. Looke,heer’s thy loue, my footand her face fee,
Ber, Qiftheftreets were paued with thine eyes,

Her \
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Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread.
Duma. Ovile,thenas (he goes what vpward lyes?

The fireet fhouldfeeas (he walk’d ouer head,
Kim. Butwhat of this,are wenotall inloue?
Ber, O nothing fo fure,and thereby all forfworne,
Kin. Thenleaue thischat,& good Berown now preue

Our Jouing lawfull and our fayth not torne,
Dum. Imariethere,fome fattery for thisevill.
Long. Q fomeauthority how to proceed ,

Some tricks,fome quillets, hew to cheat the diuell,
Dum. Somc falue for periurie, .
Ber. O ’tis more then neede.

Haue at you then affeétions men at armies ,

Confider what you fir(t did fweare vnto::

To faft,to ftudy, and to fee no woman:

Flat treafon againft the Kingly ftate of youth.

Say,Can you faft ? your ftomacksare too young:

And abflinence ingenders maladies.

Aund where that you haue vow’d to fludie (Lords)

In that each of you haue forfworne his Booke.

'Can you {till dreame andpore,and thereon looke.

For when would youmy Lord,or you,or you,

Haue found the ground of ftudiesexcellence,

Without the beauty ofa womans face 3

From womens eyes this dodlrine I deriue,

They are the Ground,the Bookes,the Achadems,

From whence doth fpring the true Promcthean fire.

Why, vniuerfall plodding poyfons vp

The nimble {piritsin the arteries,

Asmotionand long during altion tyres

The finnowy vigour of the trauailer.

Now for not looking on a womasns face,

You haue in that forfworne the v{e of eyes ;

And fudik too, the canfer of your vow,

For'where isany Author in the world ,

Teaches fuch beauty as 4 womans eye :

Learning is but an adiunét to our felfe,

And where we are,our Learning likewifeis:

Then when our felues we fee in Ladies eyes,

With our felues.

Doe wenot likew ife fee our learning there ?

O we haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords,

And inthat vow we haue for{worne our Bookes:

For when would you (my Leege) or you, or you?

inleaden contemplation haue found out

Such fiery Numbers asthe prompting eyes,

Ofbeautics tutors haue inrich’d you with :

Other{low Arts intirely keepe the braine :

And therefore finding barraine pra&izers,

Scarce fhew a harueft of their heauy toyle.

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes,

Liues not alone emured in the braine :

But with the motion of all elements,

Cousfes as fwift as thought in euery power,

And giues to euety power a double power,

Aboue their funéticns and theit offices.

Itaddesa precious feeing to the cye:

A Louerseyegwill gaze at Eagleblinde.

A Louers eare will heare the lowef found-

When the fufpicious head of theftis Ropt.

Loues feeling is more foft and fenfible;

Thenare the tendérhornes ofCotkled Snayles.

Loues tongue proues dainty, Bachus greffe in tafte;

For Valour,is not Loue a Hereules® /i A

Still climing trees inthe Hefpovide:. -

Subtill as Sphivix, as fweer and muficall, = 7+ 0L &

As bright Apolle’s Lute, ftrung with his haire,
And when Loue fpeakes, the voyce of all the Gods,
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonie.
Neuer durft Poet touch a pento wrire,
Varill his lnke were tempred with Loues fighes:
O then his lines would rauifh fauage eares,
And planc in Tyrants milde humilitie,
From womens eyes this doétrine I deriue.
They fparcle ftill the right prometheanfire
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Achademes,
That thew, containe, and nourifh 2ll the world.
Elfe noneatallin ought proues excellent:
Then fooles you were thefe women to for{weare :
Or keeping whatis {worne,you will proue fooles ;
For Wiledomes fake, aword that all men loue :
Or for Loues (ake,a word that loues all men.
Or for Mens {ake,the anthor of thefe Women :
Or Womens [ake, by whom we men are Men.
Let’s once lnofe our oathes to finde our felues,
Or elfe weloofe our felues, to keepe our oathes s
Itisreligion to be thus forfworne,
For Charity it (elfe fulfills the Law :
And who can lever loue from Chariry.
“Kin, Saint Cupidthenyand Souldiers to the field.
Ber. Aduance your ftandards, & vpon them Lords,
Pell,mell,downe with them ; but be firlt aduis’d,
In conflict that you get the Sunne of them.
Long. Now to plainedealing, Lay thefe glozes by,
Shall wereiolue towoe thefe girles of France?
Kin. And winne them too,therefore let vs deuife,
Some entertainment for them in their Tents.  *
Ber. Firlt from the Park let yvs conduét them thicher,
Then homeward euery man attach the hand
Of his faire Miftrefle, in the afternoone
We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them s
Such as'the fhortnefle of the time can (hape,
ForReuels,Dances,Maskes,and merry houres,
Fore-runne faire Loue, ftrewing her way with flowres.
Kin. Away,away,ne time {hall be omitted,
Thatwil! be time,and may by vs be fitted.
Ber. Alone,alonefowed Cockell, reap’d no Corne,
And Juftice alwaics whirles in equall meafure::
Light Wenches may proue plagués tomen for{fworne,
Iffo,our Capper buyes no betrer treafure. Exeunt

Aetus Quartus.

Enter the Pedant ,Cyrate and Dall,

Pedant. Satss quid [ufficit,

Curat, 1 praife God for you fir,your reafons at dinner
haue beene tharpe & fententious:pleatant withour feur-
rillity, witty without affetion y audacious withent im-
pudency, learned without opinion, and ftrange without
herefie : 1did conuerfe this quondam day with a compa-
nion of the Kings,who is intituled,nominared,or called,
Den Adriano de Armatho,

Ped, Nosiibausinnm sanguam te, His humoutis lofry,
his.difcourfe peremprorie & his tongue filed , -his eye
ambitious, his gate maiefticall, and his generall behaui-
our vaine,ridiculous,and thrafonicall. He istoo picked,
too fpruce,too affeGed, oo odde, asitwerey too pere-
grinat,as I may call it.

Corar,
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Curas, A moftfingularand cheife Epithar ,
Draw aut bis T able-booke,

Peda. He draweth ont the thred of his verbofitie, fi-
ner then the ftaple of his argument. Iabhor fuch pha-
naticall phantalims, fuch infociable and poynt deuife
companions, fuch rackers of ortagriphie, astofpeake
dout fine,when he fhould fay doubr; det,when he fhold
pronounce debt;d e b t,not det:he clepeth a Calf,Caufe:
halfe,haufe:ncighbour vocarur nebour;neigh abreuiated
ne: this is abhominable, which he would call abhomi-
nable:it infinuateth me of infamie : ve inteligss domine, 10
make franticke,lunaticke ?

(vra. Lawsdeo,bene intellige,

Peda, Bome boon for beon prefcian,alittle fcrarcht, twil
ferue.

Enter Bragart, Boy.

Curat. Vides ne guss venjt ?

Peda. Video,ci gandio,

Brag. Chirraa

Peds. OnarsChirra not Sirra?

Brag. Men o‘r"pcacc well i‘r!;a‘tlntrcd.

Ped, Mot millitarie fir falutation.

Boy. They haue beene ata great feaft of Languages,
and ftolne the fcraps.

Clow. O they haue liw'd long on the almes-basker of
{ words. I maruell chy M.hath not eaten thee for a word,
forthou artnot folong by the head as honorificabilitu-
dinitatibus : Thonart eafier fwallowed then a flapdra-
gon. ‘

Page. Peace,the peale begins.,

Brag. Mounfier,are you notlettred !

Page. Yes,yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke
What is Ab fpeld backward with the horn on hishead ?

Peda, Ba,puericia with a horne added. ‘

Pag. Bamoft fecly Sheepe, withahorue : yon heare
hisleatning,

Peda, Quis quuthou Confonane?

Pag. Thelait of the fiue Vowels if Yourepeac them,
or the fiftif1, _

Peds. I will repeat them:ael,

Pag. TheSheepe,the other two concludesitou.

Brag. Now by the falt waue of the mediteranium , a
fweet tutch,a quicke vene we of wir, fnip fhap, quick &
1 home,it reioyceth my intelle&t,true wit,

Page, Offered by achilde toan olde man: whiceh is
wite-old.

Peds, Whatis thefigure? Whatisthe figure?

Pare. Hosnes,
Peda. Thou difputes likean Infant : goe whip thy
Gigge. : .

Pag. Lend me yourHorneto make one, and 1 will
whip about your Infamie vmwm citaa gigge of a Cuck-
olds horne.

Clow. And I had butone penny in the world 4, thou
fhouldfthaue it to buy Ginger bread: Hold,there is the
very Remuneration I had ot thy Maifter,thou halfpenny
purfe of wit,thou Pidgeon-egge of difcretion. O & the
heauens were fo pleafed,that shou wert butmy Baftard;
What a ioyfull father wouldft chou make mee? Goeso,
thou haftitaddungil,at the fingers ends,as they fay,:

Psda, Ohl{mell falfe Larine, dunghel fox vngsiems.

Brag, Artfemanpreambulat;we will bee fingled from
the barbarous. Do you nor.educate yoiith at the Charg=
houfe onthe top of the Mountaine?”~ 4, !

Peda. Or Mows the hill.

Brag, Atyour{weet pleafure, for the Mountaine,

Peda.. X doc faws gueftion.

Bra. Sir,it is the Kings moft fweet pleafureand af.
fe&ion, to congratulate the Princefle at her Pauilion, in
the pofferiors of thisday, which the rude multicude call
the after-noone, .

Ped. The pofferior of the day,moft generous fir,is lia-
ble,congruent, and meafurable for the after.noone: the
word is well culd,chofe, fiveet, and apt I doe affure you
fir,I doe affure. :

Bray. Sir,the King is anoble Gentleman, and my fa-
miliar, [ doe affure ye very good friend : for what isin
ward betweene vs, letitpafle. 1doebefeech thee re-
member thy curtefie. Ibefcech thee apparell thy head ;
and among other importunate & moft ferious defignes,
and of great import indeed too : but let that pafle, forI
muft tell thee it will pleafe his Grace ( by the world )
fometime to leane vpon my poore thoulder, and with
his royall finger thus dallie with my excrement,with my
muftachio : but fweer heartlet that paffe. By the world
I recount no fable, fome certaine {peciall honours it
pleafeth his greatneffe to impart to e47mado a Souldier,
aman of trauell, that hath feene the world : but let that
pafle ; the veryall of allis; but fweet heart,I do implore
fecrecic, that the King would haue mee prefent the
Princefle (fweet chucke) with fome delightfull oftenta-
tion, or fhow , or pageant, oranticke, or fire-worke :
Now,vnderftanding that the Curate and your {weet felf
are good at fuch eruptions, and fodaine breaking out of
myrth (as it were ) T haue acquainted you withall, ro
the end to craue your affiftance,

Peda. Siz, you fhall prefent before her the Nine Wot-
thies. Sir Holoferues, asconcerning fome entertainment
of time, fome {how in the poflerior of this day, ro bee
rendred by our affiftants the Kings command : and this
moft gallane, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, before
the Princefle : I fay none (o fit as to prefent the Nine
Worthies,

Curat, Where will you finde men worthy enough to
prefent them ?

Peda. Iofua, your felfe:my felfe,and this gallant gen-
tleman Judas Machabens 5 this Swaine (becaufe of his
greaclimme or ioynt ) fhall pafle Pompey the great, the
Page Hercules.

Brag. Pardon fir,error: He isnot quantitie eneugh
for that Worthies thumb,_heeis not fo big as the end of
his Club.

Peda. Shalll haue audience? he fhall prefent Hercw-
les in minoritic : hisemter and exiz fhall bee ran gling a
Snake ; and I will haue an Apologie for that purpofe,

Pag. Anexcellentdevice : foif any of the audience
hifie, you may cry, Well done Hercules, now thou cry—«
fheft the Snake ; that is the way to make an offence gra- |
cious, though few haue the grace to doe it,

Brag. Forthereft of the Worthies¢

Peds. Iwill play three my felfe,

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman,

Brag. Shall Itell you a thing ?

Peds. Weattend,

Brag. We will haue,if this fadgenot,an Antique, 1
befeech you follow, - :

Ped. ¥id good-man Dwll,thou haft fpoken no word
all chis while. :

Dxf, Norvnderftoad none neithet fir,

Ped. Alone,we willemploy thees

Dud, llemake oneina dace, orfo 3 orI willplay

on




/;r:r.hc tggaigdﬁtiﬁcww;{;thicsx 8 let them dance the hey.
Ped. Moft Dellhoneft Dull,to our fport away. Exit,

:
| Enter Ladies,
| Ou, Sweet hearts we (hallberich erewedepart,
| Iff:;;;ngs come thus plentifully in.
- A Lady wal'dabout with Diamonds : Look you,what I
' haue from the louihg King:
Rofa. Madam,came nothing elfealong with thar?
u. Nothing but this; yes as much louein Rime,
As would be cram’d vp ina {heet of paper
Wric on both fides the leafe,margentand all,
That he was faine to feale an (#psds name.
Rofa. That was the way to make his god-head wax :
For he hath beene fine thoufand yeeresa Boy.
Kath. 1,and afhrewd vnhappy gallowes too.
Rof. You'll nere be friends with him,akild your fiter.
Karh. He made her melancholy, fad, and heauy, and
fo (hedied : had fhe beence Light like you,of fuch a mser-
rie nimble Rirring {pirit,(he might a bin a Grandam ere
fhe died. And o may you : Foralight hearr lines long.
| Rof. Whart'syour darke meaning moufe,of chis light
word? ' ;
Kae. Alight condition in d beauty darke,
Rof. Weneed more light to finde your meaning out.
Kat, You'll marre the light by taking itin {nufte :
Therefore e daskely end the argumient.
Rof- Look what youdee,you doe it ftil i'th darke.
Xar. Sodonot you,for you are a light Wench.
Rof: Indeed [ waighnot you,and thereforelight.
Ka..Y ou waigh menot,O that’s you care not for me.
Rof. Greatreafon : for paft care,is (till palt cure.
9n. Well bandied both, a fev of Wit well played.
But Rofaline, you haue a Fauour too ?
Yho {entit ? and whatisic?
Ros. I would you knew.
Aundif my face were but asfaire as yours,
My Fauour were as grear; be witnefle this.
Nay,l haue Werfes too,l thanke Berowne,
The numbers true, and were the numbring too,
I were the faire(t goddeffe on the ground.
T am compar'd to twenty thou{and fairs.
O he hath drawne my picture in his letter.
D, Anything like? ;
Rof. Muchin theletters,nothing in the praifc.
Ou, Beauteous as Incke : a good conclufion,
Kar, Faire asatextB.ina Coppicbooke.
Rof- Ware penfals,How?Let menot die your debtor,
My ted Dominicall, my goldenlereer.
O chat your face were full of Ocs. »
u. APox ofthaticlt,and I befhrew all Shrowes:
But Katherixe, what was fent to you
From faire Dumaine ?
Kat, Madanze, this Gloue,
2u, Didhenot fend you twaine ¢
Kat. Yes Madame : and moreouer,
+ Some thoufand Veerfes of a faithfull Louer.
' A huge tranftation of hypecrifie,
- Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie, _
- Mar. This,and thefe P earls, to me feny Longasile.
The Letteristoo long by halfea mile,
D#. 1thinkeno leffe: Doft thou wifh inheart
The Chairie were longer, and che Letter thort.
Mar. LorY would thefe hands mighe peuer part.
2uee. Weare wife girles to mocke our Leuers fo.
Rof. They are woifle fooles to purchafe mocking fo.

Pl e et e e L

ljo_::é}_Ldbo_ufs loft.

37

1

That fame Berewne ile torture ere I goe.
O that I knew he were but in by th’'weeke,
How I would make him fawne,and begge,and feeke,
And wait the feafon, and obferue the times,
And fpend his prodigall wits in booteles rimes,
And fhape his feruice wholly to my deuice,
And make him proud to make me proud char iefis.
So pertaunt like would I o'refway his ftace,
That he thold be my foole,and I his facc.

9u.None are {o {urely canght,when they are carche,
As Wit turn’d foole follie in Wifedome hatch’d :
Hath wifedoms warrant, and the helpe of Schoole,
And Wits owne grace to grace alearned Foole ?

Rof. The bloud of youth burns not with fuch excefle,
As grauities reuolt to wantons be. '

Mar. Folliein Foolesbeares not fo {trong anate,
Asfool’ry inthe Wife, when Wit doth dote :
Since all the power thereofit doth apply,
To protic by Wit, worth in fimplicite,

Euter Boyet.
Qu, Heerecomes Boper,and mirth in bis face:
Bsy, OLam (tab’d with langhter, Wher’s her Grace?
L, Thynewes Boyet ?
Boy. Piepare Madaiue,prepare.
Arme Wenches arme, incounters mounted are,
Againft your Peace,Louedoth ayprcach,di(guis’d :

. Armed in arguments, you Il be furpriz’d. ,
* Mufter your Wits,Rand inyour owne detence,,

Or hide your heads lilke Cowards,and flie hence.
Qs Saint Dennts 1o S.Cupid: What are they,
That charge their breach again{t vs ? Say feout fay.
Boy. Vader the coole fhade of a Siccamore,

I thought to clofe mine eyes fome halte anhoure :
When lo tointerrupt my purpos'd reft,

« Toward that fhade I might behold addreft,

The King and his companions: warely
I ffoleinto a neighbour thickec by,
And ouer-heard, what you {hall ouer-heare:
That by and by difguis’d they will be heere.
Their Herald is a pretey kowuifh Page s
That well by heart hath con'dhis s‘:mbnﬂ'age,
A&ion and accent did they teach him there,
Thus muft thou {peake,and thus thy body beare.
And cuer and anon they made 2 doubr,
Prefence maictticall would put him out:
For quoth the King,an Angell (hat thou fee :
Yetfeare notthou, but {peake audacioufly.
The Boy reply’d, An Angellisnoteuill :
I (hould haue fear’d her,had fhe beene a deuill,
With that all laugh’d,and clap’d him on the fhoulder,
Making the bold wagg by their praifes bolder.
Onerub’d his elboe thus,and fleer'd, and {wore,
Abetter fpeech was neuer {poke before.
Another with his finger and his thumb,
Cry’d v, we will doo’t,come what will come.
The third he caper’d and cried, All goes well.
The fourch rurn’d on thetoe, and downe he fell :
With that they all did tumble on the ground,,
With fuch a zelous laughter fo profound,
Thatin this {pleene ridiculous appeares 5
To checke their folly paflions folemne teares.

Guee. But what,but whar,come they to vihicvs?

Bey. They do,they do;andase apparel'd thus,
Like Mufeoustes, or Ruffians, a5 I gefle.
Their purpofe is to parlec,to ;Zurt, and dance,

3 Aund

s

('l
1.
1]




,

! And c;x;:-r;;ﬁe his Loue-feat will aduance 3

138

Lounes Labour's foft..

| Vnto his {euerall Miftrefle: which they’ll know

{
|
|
£
|

| By fauours feucrall, whiclithey did beftow.

Oueen. And willthey fo?the Gallants fhall be taske:
For Ladies ; we will euery one be maske,

i And not aman of them {hall have the grace

Defpight of fute, to fee a Ladics face.
Hold R ofaline, this Fauour thou fhalt weare,
And then the Kmg will court thee for his Deare :
Hold,take thou this my fweet, and giue me thine,
So thall Berowne take me for Rofaline.
And change your Fauours too, (o fhall your Loues
Woo contrary, deceiu'd by thefe remoucs.
Rofa. Comeon then,weare the fauours moft in fight.
Kath. Butinthis changing,What is your intent?
Queen. The effe&t of my intencis to croffe theiys:
The;‘doe it butin mocking merriment,
And mocke for mocke is onely my intent.
Their {euerall counfels they vnbofome (hall,
To Loues miftooke,and {o be mockt wichall.
Vpon thenext occafion that we meete,
With Vifages difplayd to talke and greere,
Kof. But{hall we dance,if they defire vstoo't?
uce, No, to the death we will not moue a foot |
Nor to their pen’d {pecch render we no grace:
But while "tis fpoke,each turne away his face.,
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers hearr,
And quite diuorce hismemory from his part.
uce. Therefore Idoeit,and I make no doubt,
The re@ will ere come in, if he be our.
Theres no fuch fport,as fport by fport orethrowne :
To make theirs ours,and ours none bur our owne.
So fhall we flay mocking entended game,
And they well mocke,depart away with {hame. Sound.
Bey, TheTrompetfounds , bemaskr, themaskers
come.

: Enter Black_moeres with muficke | the Boy with a [peech ,

and the rc;/f aftb:' Lords dg:qm 2.

Fage. Allhaile phe richeft ‘Beayties on ffﬂe earth.
Ber. Beautiesnoricher then rich Taffata. _
Pag. A bely parcell sfthe faireft dymes that ener turn'd
their éxcl@f to mortall viewes. ' ‘
The Ladiesturne their backes to him.
Ber. Theireyes villaine,their eyes.
Pag. Ti bar exer tarn’d their eyes to mortall viewes.
Ot '
Bay. True,outindeed.
Pag. -Out of your famaurs heanenly [pirits vonchfafe
Not to beholde.
Ber, Oncerobehold,rogue..
Pag. Onceto beholdwirh your Sunne beamed eyes,
With your Sunne beamed eyes. _
Boy. They will not anfwer to that Epythite,
You wers beft call it Daughter beamed eyes.
Pag. They donot markeme,and thatbrings me out.
Bero. s this your perfeéineflei? be gon you rogue,
Eofa. What would thefe {trangers ?
Know their mindes Bojer. :
Ifthey doe {peake our language, “tis our will
That fome plaine man recount their purpofes,
Know what they would ?
Boyer. What would you with the Princes?
Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifization.
Rof. What would they, fay they?

{

Bey. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation.
Refa. Why thatthey haue,and bid them fo be gon,
Bey. She faies you haue it,and you may be gon.
Kisu. Say to her we haue meafur'd many miles
To tread 2 Meafure with you on the grafle,
Boy. They fay that they haue meafur'd many amile,
To tread a Meafure with you on this graffe.
Refa. Itis notfo. Askethemhow many inches
Isin one mile? If they haue meafur'd manie,
The meafure then of one is eaflie told.
Bay. 1f to come hither,you haue meafir'd miles
And many miles : the Princcffe bids you tell,
How many inches doth fill vp one mile?
Ber. Tellher we meafure them by weary fteps.
Boy. Sheheares her felfe.
Rofs. How manie wearie fteps,
Of many wearie miles you have ore-gone,
Arenumbred in the trauell of one mile ?
Bere. Wenumber nothing thac we fpend foryou,
Our dutie is fo rich, fo infinite,
That wemay doe it ftill without accompr.
Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face,
Thac we (like fauages) may worfhip it.
Rofa. My faceis buta Moone and clouded too,
Kin. Blefled are clouds,to doe as fuch clouds do,
Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefe thy flars to fhine,
(Thofe clouds remooued ) vpon our waterie eyne,
Rofa. Qvaine peticioner, beg a greater mattcr,
Thou now requelts but Moonelbine in the water.
Kin. Then o our meafure,vouchfafe buc one change,
Thoubidt mebegge,thisbegging isnot frange,
Kofa. Play mufickethen: nay you moft doe it foone.
Not yetno dance : thas change 1like the Moone.
Kin. Willyounot dance ? How come you thus c-
ftranged?
Kofz. Yourooke the Moone at full, butnow fhee’s
changed ?
Kin. Yet ftill {heis the Moone, and Tthe Man,
Rof. The mufick playes, vouchfafe fome motion to
it: Qur eares vouchfafe ic.
Kix. Butyourlegges thould doeir.
Rof. Since youare Hrangers, & comehere by chance,
Wee'llnot benice,take hands,we will not dance,
Kiz. Why take you hands then?
Rofs. Onelie to part friends,
Curtfic fweethearts,and fo the Meafure ends,
Kin. Moremeafure of this meafiire bénotnice,
Rofa, We can afford no more at fuch a price.
Kin. Prifeyour {elues:What buyes your companie ?
Rofa, Your ablence onelie.
Kin. That canncuer be,
Rofa. Then cannot webebought:and fo adue,
Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you,
Kin. If youdenieto dance, let’s hold more chat,
Ref. 1nprivate then.
Kin, Tambeft pleas’d with that.
Be White handed Miftris,one {weet word with thee.
L2u. Hony,and Milke,and Suger:there is three,
Ber, Nay then two treyes;an if you grow fo nice
Methegline, Wort, and Malmfey ; well runne dice :
There’s halfe a dozen {weets.
Q. Seenth fweer adue,fince you can cogg,
Yle piay no more with you.
Ber. One word in {ecret.
Zn. Leritnot be fweet,
Ber. Thou greeu'ft my gall,

[ g——
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Qu. Gall,biteer.
Ber. Therefore meete, _
Ds. Will you vouchfafe with me ta change a word?
Mar. Nameits
Dum, Faire Ladie:
AMar,Say you fo?Faire Lord :
Take you that for your fajre Lady.
Dw. Pleafeityou,
As much in private, and Ile bid adieu.
Mar. What,was your vizard made withouta tong?
Long. 1know thercafon Ladic why you aske.
Mar. O for your reafon,quickly fir, 1 long.
Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask.
And would affoord my fpecchlefle vizard halfe.
Mar; Veale quoth the Dutch-man: is not Veale a
Calfe? -
Long. A Calfe faire Ladie?
Mar. Nosafaire Lord Calfe.
Long. Let’s part the word.
Mar. No,llenot be your halfe :
Take all and weane it, it may proue an Oxe,
Long. Lookehow youbut your {elfein thefe fharpe
mockes,
Will you giue hornes chaft. Ladie? Donot {o.
Mar, Thendiea Calfebefore your horns do grow.
Lon. One word in priuate withyouere I die.
«AMar, Bleatfoftly then, the Butcher heares you cry.
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are askeen
As is the Razors edge, inuifible :
Cutting a fmaller haire then may be {eene,
Aboue the fenfe of fence {o fenfible :
Seemeth their conference,their conceits haue wings,
Fleeter then arrows,bullets wind,thoght,(wifter things
Rofs. Not one word more my maides, breake off,
breake off.
Ber. By heauen, all dtie beaten with pure {coffe.
King. Farewellmadde Wenches, youhaue fimple
wits. g E veunt,
s, Twentie adicus my frozen Mulcouits,
Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ?
Boyer. Tapers they are, with your fweete breathes
uft eut. '
Rofa.Wel-liking wits they haue,groffe.groffe fac, fat.
g, O pouertiein wit,Kingly peore flout.
Will they not (thinke you) hang themfelues tonight?
Or euer butin vizards thew their faces:
This pert Berowne was out of count’nance quite,
Rofa. They were all inlamentable cafes.
The King was vveeping ripe for a good word. -
Lu. Berowne did (weare him{elfe out of all fuites
Mar. Dumasne was at my feruice, and his {fword :
No point (quoth I:) my feruant firaight vvas mute,
Ka. Lord Longasilifaid I came ore his hare :
And trow you vvhat he call'd me?
Q4. Qualme perhaps.
Kat. Yesingoodfaith,
2. Go ficknefle as thou art.
Rof. Well,better wits haue worne plain ftatute caps;
But vvil you heare; the King is my loue {werne.
Ow. And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith tome,
Kat. And Lowpamill was for my {ermice borne.
AMar. Dumaineis mine as {ure as barke on tres.
Beyet. Madam,and prettie miftreffes giue care,
Immediately they will againe be heere
In theirowne (hapes : for it can neuer be,|
They will dige@this harfhindi gnicie.
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%, Will they returne?

Bay. They willthey will,God knowes,

And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes:
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire,
Blow like {weet Rofes, in this {ummer aire.

Pu. How blovv? how blovv? Speake to bee vnder-
ftood. '

‘Bey. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofes in their bud :
Difinaske, their damaske fweet commixture fhowne,
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne.

Qn, -Auant perplexitie s What fhall vve do,

Ifthey returne intheir ewne fhapesto wo 2
Rofa. Good Madam, if by me you’l be aduis’d,
Lev's mocke them fill as well knowne as difguis’d :
Let vs complaine to them vyhat fooles were heare,
Difguis’d like Mufcouites in (hapelefle geare :
And wonder what they were, and to what end
Theirthallow fhowes, and Prologue vildely pen’d :
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous,
Should be prefented at our Tent to vs.
Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants areat hand,
Quee. Whip to our Tenes, as Roes runnes ore Land.
Excunt.
Enter tbe King and the reff.

King, Fairefir,God faue you. Wher'sthe Princeffe?
Boy. Gonetobher Tent,

Pleafe it your Maicftie command me any feruice to her?
King, That {he vouchfafe me audience for one word.
Boy. 1will,and fo will (he, I know my Lord, Exit,
Ber, Thisfellow pickes vp witas Pigeons peafe,

And vueers it againe, when Jowe doth pleafe.

Heis Wits Pedler,and retailes his Wares,

At Wakes, and Waffels, Meetings, Markets, Faires,

And we that {el! by grofle, the Lord dothknow,

Hauenot the grace to grace it with fuch fhow,

This Gallasit pinsthe Wenches on his {leeue,

Had he bit a#dams, he had tempted Ewe,

{2 can carue too, and hifpe : Why this is he,

Thackiftaway his hand in courtefie,

This is the Ape of Forme, Monfieur the nice,

That when he plaics ac Tables,chides the Dice

Inhonorable tearmes : Nay he can fing

A meane molt meanly, and in Vfherin

Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete,

The ftairesas he treads onthem kiffe his feete,

Thisis the flower that {miles on euerie one,

To fhew his teeth as white as Whales bone,

And confcignces that wil not die in debr, -

Pay himthedutie ofhonic~tongucd Boyet.

King. Ablifteron his {weet tongue with my hart,

That put Armatboes Page out of his part,

g

. Enterthe Ladiss.

Ter.Sce where it comes.Behauiour what wer't thoy,
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thounow?
King. Allhaile {weet Madame,and faire time of day,
Qu. Faireinall Haileis foule,as 1 conceiue.
King. Conftrue my {peeches better, if you may.
Qu, Then with mebetter, I wil giue you leaue.
King. Wecame to vifit you,and purpofe now
To leade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then.

Q. Thisfield (hal hold me, and fo hold yourvew: |

Nor God, nor I, delights in periur'd men.
King. Rebuke me not for that which you prowoke:
The

et v
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' The vertue of your eie muft breake my och,
2. Younickname vertue: vice you fhould haue fpoke:

For vertues office neuer breakes men troth,

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure

As thevnfallied Lilly, I proteft,

A world of torments though I thould endure,

I.would not yeeld to be your houfes gueft :

Somuch I hate a breaking caufe to be

| Ofbeauenly oaths, vow’d with integritie,

Kin. O youhane liv'd in defolation heere,

Valeene, vnuifited, much ro ous fhame,

. Notfomy Lord, itisnot{o I fweare,
We haue had paftimes heere,and pleafant game,
A mefle of Ruffians left vs but of late,
Kiz., HowMadam? Rofsians ¢
Qun. Tintruth, my Lord.
Trim gallants, full of Courtfhipand of (tate.
| Refz. Madam fpeake crue. frisnotfomy Lord:

My Ladie (to the manner of the daies )

In curtefie giues vndeferuing praifc.

We foureindeed confronted were with foure

InRufsia habit : Heere they ftayed an houre,

And talk’d apace : and in that heure (ny Lord)

They did not bleffe vs with one happy word,

Idare not call them fooles; but this I thinke,

When they are thirflie, fooles would faine haue drinke.
Ber, Thisieltis drieto me. Gentle{wecte,

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greete-

With eies beft feeing, heauens fierie eic:

By light we loofelight ; your eapacitie

Is of that nature, thatto your huge Rtoore,

Wife things feeme foolifh, and rich things but poore.
Rof. This proues you wife and rich : tor in my eie
Ber. Iamafoole,and full of povertie,

Rof. But that you take what dothto you belong,

It were a faulcto fnatchwords from iy tongue,
Ber. O, Tam yours.and all thar I pofleffesi’
Rof. All the toelemine.
Ber. 1 cannot giuc youlefle,
Rsfc. Which otthe Vizards what it that you wore?
Ber. Where? when? What Vizard?
Why demand you this ? !
Rof. There, then, thatvizard, that {uperfluous cafe,
That hid the worfe, and (hew’dwhe better face,
Kin. Weare difcried,

{ They’l mackevs now downeright.

Du, Letvsconfefle,and turne it to aieft.
Que. Amaz’'dwy Lord? Why lookes your Highnes
fadde?
Rofa, Helpeholdhis browes,hee’l found:why looke
youpale?

| Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcouie.

Ber. Thus poure the ftars down plagues for periury.
Can any face of braffe hold longer out ?
Heere ftand I, Ladic dart thy skill atme,
Bruife me with {corne, confoundme with a flout,
Thruft thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance.
Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit :
And I will with thee neuer more todance,
Nor neuer more in Rufsian habiic waite,
Ol neuer will I truft to {peechespen’d,
Nor tothe motion of a Schoole-boies tongue.

| Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend,

Norwoo in rime like a blind-harpers fongue,
Taffata phrafes filken rearmes precife,
Three-pil’d Hyperboles, {pruce affe&ion;

|

- Some mumble-newes, fome trencher-knight,fom Dick
' That {miles hiseheckein yeares, and knowes thie trick

e

Figures pedanticall, thefe fummer flies,
Haue blowne me full of maggot oftentation.
I do forfweare them, and Theere proteft,
By this white Gloue (how white the hand God
Henceforth my woing minde fhall be expreft
Inruffet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes.
Andte begin Wench, {fo God helpe me law,
My loue te thec is found,fans cracke or flaw.
Rofa. Sans, fans, I pray you.
Ber, YetIhaueatricke
Ofthe old rage : beare with me, T am ficke,
leleaue it by degrees :foft, let vs fee,
Write Lord hasue mercie on vs, on thofe three,
They areinfeéted, in their heartsit lies :
They hauethe plague, and caughe it of your eyes:
Thefe Lords are vifited, youare not free :
Forthe Lords tokens onyoudo I fee.
Qu.No,chey are free chat gaue thefe tokens to vs,
Ber. Our ftates are forfeit, feekenot to vado vs,
Ref. Itisnot {o ; for how can this be true,
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe thar fue.
Ber. Peace, for I willnothaueto do withyou.
Rof; Nor fhall net,ifI do asIintend.
Ber. Speake for your felues,my wit is at an end,
King. Teach vs{weete Madame, for our rude tranf.
grefsion , fome faire excufe.
P4. The faireft is confefsion,
Were younot heere but euen now, difguis’d 2
Kin. Madam,1 was.
A#. And wereyou well aduis’d ?
Kin Iwas faire Madam.
%. When youthen were hecre,
What did youwhifperin your Ladies eare
King. That moretlien allthe world 1did refpe@her
: Q. When fhee fhall challenge this, you will reie@
1ef =
Kimg,” Vponmine Honor no,
Qu. Peace,peace, forbeare :
your oath once broke, you force not to forfweare.
King, Defpife me when I breake this eath of mine,
Q. 1will, and therefore keepeits Refaline,
What did the Rufsian whifperinyour eare ?
Rsf. Madam,he fwore that he did hold me deare
As precious eye-fight, and did value me
Abouethis World : adding theretomorcouer,
That he vvould Wed me, or elfe diemy Louer.
Qu, Godgiuethee ioy of him : the Noble Lord
Molft honorably doth vghold his word.
King, Whatmeane you Madame ?
By vy life, my troth,
I neucr fwore this Ladi¢ fuch an oth.
Rof. By heauen you did; and to confirme it plaine,
you gaue me this : But take it fir againe,
King. My faith and this,the Princefle I did giue,
I knew her by this Iewell on'her flecue.
Iu. Pardonme fir, this Iewell did the weare,
And Lord Berowne (1thanke him)is my deare.
What? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe
Ber, Neither of cither, 1 remit both twaine,
Iecthetricke on’c: Heere was a confent,
Knowing aforchand of our merriment,
To dafitlike a Chriftmas Comedie,
Some carry~tale,{ome pleafe-man, fome flight Zanie,

knows)

Tomake my Lady laugh, when fhe’s difpos'd;

_ Told L

.
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Told our intenes before : which once difclos’d,
The Ladies did ¢hange Fauours; and then we
Following the figties, woo'dbucthe figne of fhe.
Now to our periurie, to adde more terror,
Weare againe forfwotrne in will and error.
Muchvpen thistis and might notyou

Foreflall our {pert, to make vs thus vntrue ?

Do riot you know my Ladies foot by’th fquier ? }

And laugh vpon the apple of her eie ?
And ftand betwecne her backe firyand the fire,
Holding a trencher, iefting merrilie ?
YouputourPage out: go, youare alowd.
Die when you will, a fmocke fhall be your throwd. l
Youleere vponme, do youd There’s an cie
Woundslike a Leaden fword,

Boy. Full merrily hath'this braue manager, this car-
reere bene run,

Ber. Loeheistilting traight. Peace,Thaue don,

Enter Clawae.

Welcome pure wit, thou part’{t a faire fray.

Clo, O Lord fir,they would kno, -
Whether the three worthies (hall come in,ot ne,

Ber. What,arethere but three?

Cle.No fir,but itis varafine,

For cueric one purfents three.

Ber. And three times thriceisnine,

cls.Not fo i, vnder corre&ion fir, I hope itisnot fo.
You cannot beg vs fir,I canaffure you fir,we know what
weknow : I hope fir three times hrice fir.

Ber, Isnotnine.

Clo. Vader correction fir, wee know where-vntill it
doth amount.

Bere By Ioue, Talwaies tooke three threes for nine.

Clow. O Lord fir, it were pitticyou (hould get your
living by reckning fr.

Ber, How muchisit?

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themfelues,the actors fir,
will thew where-votill it doth amount : for mine owne
part, lam (as they fay, but to perfet one man in one
poore man} Pempron the greac fir.*

Ber. Artthouone of the Worthies ?

Clo, Itpleafed them to thinke me worthie of Pompey
the great : for mine owne part, T knownot the degree of
the Worthie, but I am te ftand for him.

Ber. Go,bidthemprepare. Exit.

(Ye. Wewill turne it finely off fir, we wil take fome
care. : '

King. Berowne, they will fhame vs
Let them notapproach.

Ber. Weare fhame-proofe my Lord : and "tis fome
policie, to haue one fhew worfe then the Kings and his
companie,

Kin. 1{aythey fhall not come.

Q#, Naymy good Lord, let me ore-rule you now;
That fportbeft pleafes, that doth leaft know how:.
Where Zeale firiues to content, and the contents
Diesin the Zeale of that which it prefents ;

Their forme confounded, makics moft forme in mirch,
When greac things labouring perifh intheir birch.
Ber. Aright defcription of our fpore my Lord,

Enter 'Brdgganv

Brag.' Annoinied, Timplore fo milch evgence of thy

S

royall fweetbreath, aswill veter a brace of words.
©Qu. Doth this man ferue God ?

Ber. Why askeyou?

2s#. Hefpeak’snot like a man of God’s making,

Brag. That’sall one my faire fweet honie Monarch: |
For I proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantafticall:
Too too vaine, too too vaine. Buc we wil puc jr(as they
fay) to Fortuna delagnar, 1 wifh you the peace of minde
moft royall cupplement,

King,Here is like to be a geod prefence of Worthies;
He prefents Hellor of Troy, the Swaine Pompey § grear,
the Parith Curate Alexander, Armadses Pa ge Hercales,
the Pedant Jwdas Aachabens : And if thele foure Wor.
thiesin their firft fhew thrive, chele foure will ¢h
habites,and prefent the other fiue,

" Ber. Thereisfiucinthe firft thew,
Kin. Youaredeceiued,tisnor fo.
Ber. ThePedant,the Braggare,the Hedge-Prieft the
Foole,and the Boy,
Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe
Cannot pricke out five fuch, take each one in’s \:;aincf
Kin.The fhip is vder faile,and here fhe coms amain.

ange

Enter Pompej,

Clo. I Pompey ans.
Ber. Youlie, youarenot he.
Clo. 1 Pompey am.
Boy. With Libbards head on knee,
Ber. Well {zid old mocker,
I muft needsbe friends with thee,
Clo. I Powmpey am, Lompey furnam' dike éig.
Du. The grear.
Clo. Ttis great (ic : Pomspey [wrnans'd the great :
That oft in field, with Turge and Shield,
did make my foe to fvear :
Andtranailing along thes coaft, I beeve am come by chance,
And lay my Armes pefore the legs of this fweet Laffe of
Frauce.
If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey,l had dore.
La. Greatthankes great Pompey.
Clo. Tisnot fo much worth : but T hope I wasper-
fect. Imadealittle faulzin great,
Ber. My hattoahalfe-penie, Pompey prooues the
beft Worthie,

Enter Curate for Alex ander,

Carate Whenin the world Iliw'd, I was the worldes ((im-
mander :
By Eaft \Weft North,¢ South, I [fred my congnering might
My Scutcheon plaine declares that [ am Alifander.
" Boier. Your nofe faiesno, youarenot:
Foritftands rooright.
Ber, Your nofe {melsno, in this moft tender fmel-
ling Knight. '
~ Q#. The Conqueroris difmaid :
Proceede good Alexander, s
Cur. Wheninibe world I lived, Iwasthe worldes Com-
mander.
_ Boiet, Mofttrue,tis right: you were fo.Alifander.
Ber. Potnpey the great.
_ Clo, yourf{eruant and (‘offard,
Ber,Take away the Conquerer, take away Alifander
Clo. O fir,you haue ouerthrowne Akifander the gon-
queror : you will be fcrap’d out of the painted cloth for
this,
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this : your Lion that bolds his Pollax fitting on a clofe
ftoole, will be giuen to Aiax, He will be the ninth wor-
thie. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpeake ? Runne away
for {hame Alsfander. Therean’tfhall pleafe you : a foo-
lith milde man, an honeft man,looke you,& foon dafht.
He is 2 maruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie
good Bowler : but for Alifander, alas you fee,how tisa
little ere-parted. Butthereare Worthies a comming,
will fpeake theirminde in fome other fort.  Exit Cw.
9. Stand afide good Pompey,

Enter Pedant for Indas, and the Boy far Hercnles.

Ped. Great Hercules is prefented by thisImpe,
Whofe Club kil’d (erberus that three-headed Canns,
And when he was ababe, a childe,a {hrimpc,
Thus did he firangle Serpencs in his Aansas :
Duoniam, he feemueth in minoritie,

Ergo, 1 come with this Apologie.
Keepe fome ftate in thy exr,and vanith.

Ped, Iudas 7 ams.

Dum. Aludas?

Ped. Not Iﬁ‘.zr‘;'atj/Fr‘.

Tudas I am.ycliped Machabens,

Dum. Tudas Macbabens clipt, is plaine Iudas,

Ber. A kilsing traitor.How art thou prow'd Judes ?

Ped, Tudas [ am.

Dum. The more fhame for you Iudas.

Ped. Whatmeane you {ir?

Boi. To make Indas hang himfelfe.

Ped. Beginfir,youare my elder.

Ber. Well follow’d, fudas was bang’d onan Elder,

Ped. 1 will not be put out of countenance.

Ber. Becaule thouhaft no face,

Ped. What is this?

Boi. A Citterne head,

Dum. The head of a bodkin,

Ber. A deaths face in aring.

Low. The face of an old Romian coine, {carce {cene.

Boi. The pummell of (afars Faulchion.

Dum. The carw'd-bone face on a Flaske.

Ber. 3.Georges halfe checkein a broech.

D#sm. 1,and ina brooch of Lead.

Ber. 1, and wornein the cap of a Tooth-drawer.

Exit Loy

Ped. You haue put me out of countenance.

Ber. Falfe, wehaue given thee faces.

Ped. But you haue our-fac’d themall.

Ber. Andthou wer'ta Lion, we would do fo.

Boy. Therefore asheis,an Affe, lethimgo:
And fo adicu fweet Jude. Nay, why deft thou ftay ?

“Dum. For thelatzer end of his mame.

Ber. For the Affé to the Jude : give ithim. /xd-as a-
way.
. Ped, This is not gencrous, not gentle,not humble.

Bay. Alight formonfieur Judas, it growes darke, he
may {tumble.

Que. Alas poore CMachabeus, how hath hee beene
baited. )

Enter Braggars.

Ber, Hide thy head o #chilles, heere comes Heltorin
Armes, ‘ :
_Dpm. Though my meckes come home by me, I will
nowhbe merrie.
King. Heltor was buta Troyaninrefpectof this,

And now forward, for we haue putthecin countenance

. is quicke by him, and hang’d for Pampey,that is dead by

| Tleflafh,lle doiit by the fword : Ipray youlermee bor.

- Do youngtfee Pompey is vncafing for the combat: what

Boi. Butisthis Hellor?
Kin, 1thinke Heilor was not {o eleanetimber'd,
Lon, His legge is too big for Hetter,
Daum, More Calfe certaine.
Boi. No,he is beft indued inthe {mall.
Ber. This cannot be Heétor.
Dmm. He’saGod or a Painter,for he makes faces.
Brag. The Armipotent Marsyof Lannces the almighty,
Zane He&lor agift. :
Dnm, AgiltNutmegge,
Ber. A Lemmon,
Len. Stucke with Cloues,
Dum. No clouen,
Brag. The Armipotest CMars of Lannces the almighty,
Gane Hellor a gift, the beire of Illion
A man [0 breathed, that certaine be weuldfight: yea
Frommorne till night, ont of his Pausllion.
1 am thatFlower.
Dum, That Mint.
Long. ThatCullambine,
Brag. Sweet Lord Longanill reine thy tongue.
Lon. I mufl rather giueit the reine : for it runnes a-
gainl} Heélor.
Dum. 1,and Hetler's a Grey-hound.
Brag.- The fweet War-manis dead and rotten,
Sweert chuckes,beat not the bones of the buried :
But I willforward withmy deuice; -
Sweet Royaltie beflow on me the {ence ofhcaring.

Berowne [teppes forth,

Zu. Speake braue Hector,we are much delighted.

Brag. Idoadorethy{weet Gracasilipper.

Boy. Loues her by the foor.

Dum. He may not by the yard.

Brag. T bis Heilor farve furm ounted Hanniball,

The partie is gone. .

(0. Eellow Heiter,{heis gone; (hie is two moneths
on her way.

Brag. Whatmeaneft thou?

Clo. Faith volefle you play the honeft Troysn, the
peore Wench is caft away: fhe’s quick, the child brags
in her belly alreadic : tis youts,

Brag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates?
Thoufhalt die.

cla, Then (hallHe&or be whiptfor Jaguenetta that

him.

Dum. Moft rare Pompey,

Boi. Renowned Pompey.

Ber, Greater then great, great,great, great Pompey :
Pompey the huge.

Dum. Heltor trembles.

Ber, Powspey is moued, motc Atees more Atees ffirse
them, or firre them on,

Dum. Helor will challenge him,

Ber, 1,if2’haue no meremansblood m'sbelly, then
will fup a Flea.

Brag. Bythe North-poleIdo challenge thee.

Clo. T wil netfight with a polelike 2 Northern man;

row my Armesagaine.
“Dum. Roome for the incen{ed Worthies.
Cls. 1le do it inmy fhire.”
Dum. Moftrefolute Pompey,
Page. Mafter, letme take you a button holelower:

&

meane




meane yo\u?you will lofeyour reputation,

Brag. Gentlemen and Seuldiers pirdonme, I will
not combat inmy fhirt,

Du. Youmay notdenieit, Psmpey hath made the
challenge. .

Brag. Sweet bloeds, I bothmay,and will .

Rer. Whatreafon have you for'c?

Brag. Thenaked cruth ofitis,I haveno fhirt,

Igo woolward for penance.

Boy. True,and it was inioyned him in Rome for want
of Linnen : fince when, Ile be {worne he wore none, but
a dithclout of Jaguencttas, and that hee weares next his
heart for a fauour. ‘

Enter a Me[fenger, Monfiear Marcade.

Mar. Gedfaue yeu Madame,
Qw, Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteft
our merriment. :
Marc, 1am forrie Madam, forthe newes T bringis
heauic in my tongue, The King your facher
O#, Deadfor my life.
Mar. Euenfo :Mytaleis told.
Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud.
Brag. Formine owne part, Ibreach free breath : 1
haue feene the day of wrong, :hrough the little hole of
difcretion, and I will right my felfelike a Souldier.
Exeunt Worthies
Kin, How fare’s your Maieftic ?
| Du. Boyet prepare, I willaway to night.
Kin. Madame not {o, Idobefeech you Ray.
Qs DPreparel fay. Ithanke you gracious Lords
Forall your faire endguours and entreats :
Out of a new fad-foule, that you vouchfafe,
In yourrich wifedome to excufe, or hide,
The liberall oppofition of out fpirits,
If ouer-boldly we haue borne our felues,
In the conuerfe of breath (your gentleneffe
Was guiltie of it,) Farewell worchie Lord :
A heauie heart beares not a humble rongue.
Excufe me fo, comming fo fhort of thankes,
For my great [uite, fo ealily obtain’d.
Kin. Theextreme parts of time,cxtremelic formes
All caufes to the purpofe ofhis {peed:
And often at his verie loofe decides
That, which long proceffeécould not arbitrate,
And though the mournisg brow of progenie
Forbid the fmiling certefie of Loue :
The holy fuite which faine it would ¢onuince,
Yet fince loues argument was firft on foore,
Letnot the cloud of {orrow iuftle it
From what it purpos’d : fince to waile fricnds loft,
Isnot by much fo whollome profitable,
Asto reioyceat friends but newly found.
Qu. Tvnderftand you not, my greefes are.double.
Ber.Honeft plaitwords,beft pierce the'ears of gricfe
Andby thefebadges vnderftand theKing,
For your faire fakes haue we negleGed time,
Plaid foule play with our oaths: yourbeautie Ladies
Hath much:deformed vs, fathioning our humors
Euentotheoppofed end of our intents,
And whatinvshath feem’d ridiculous:
As Loue isfull of vnbefitting Braines,
Allwantonasa childe, skipping 2nd vaine.
Form'd by the eie, and therefore like the eie. d
 Full of iraying thapes, of habits,and of formes =
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Varying in fubieéts as the cie doth roule, o
To cuerie varied obiect in his glance :
W hich partie-coated prefence of loofe loue
Put on by vs, ifin your heauenly eies,
Haue misbecom’d our oathes and grauities.
Thofe heauenlie eies that looke into thefe faults,
Suggefted vs to make : therefore Ladies
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes
Is likewife yonrs. We to our felues proue falfe,
By being once falle, for cuer to be true
To thole that make vs both, faire Ladies you.
And euen that fallhood in it felfe a finne,
Thus purifies it {elfe, and turnes ro grace,
9u. Wehaue receiu’d your Leteers, full of Loue:
Your Fauours, the Ambafladors of Loue,
And in our maiden counfaile rated them,
At courtfhip, pleafantieft, and curtefe,
As bumbalt and as lining to the time:
But more deuout then thefe are our refpe@s
Haue we not bene, and therefore met your loues
In their owne fafhion, like a merriment.
Du.Our lecters Madam,thew'd much more thenief.
Lon. So did our laokes. '
Refa, Wedid not coat them fo.
Kiz. Now at the lateftminute of the houre,§
Grant vs your loues, :
Qu. Atime me thinkes toe {hort,
Tomakea world-without-end barga%ne ing
No,uo my Lord, your Grace is penur'd much,
Full of deare gmltinciTc, and therefore this :
Ifformy Loue (as theieis no (uch caufe
You will do ought, chis £aall you do for me,
Your oth I will not truft: but go with fpeed
To fome forlorne and naked Hermitage,
Remote from all the pleafures of the world :
here flay, varill the twelue Celefiall Signes
Haue brought about theirannuall reckoning,
It this auftere infociable life,
Change not your offer made in heate of blood :
If frofts, and fafts, hardlodging, and thin weeds
Nip not the gaudie blofTomes of your Loue,
But that it beare this triall,and iaft loue
Then at the expiration of the yeare,
Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe deferrs,
And py this Virgin palme, now kiffing thine,
I will be thine : and till thatinftane fhue
My wofull {elfe vpinamourning houfe,
Rain'mg the teares of lamentation,
Fortheremembrance of my Pathers death.
If this thou do denie, let our hands pare,
Neither inticled in the others hare.
Kix. Ifthis, or more then this, I would denie,
To flatter vpthefe powers of mine with reft,
The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eie.
Hence euer then, my heartis in thy breft,
Ber. And whattome my Loue? and what tome ?
Rof. You muft be purged too,your fins are rack’d,
You are attaine with faults and periurie :

| Therefore if you my fauor meane to get,

A rweluemonth fhall you fpend, and ncuer reft,
But fecke the wearie beds of people ficke.
D#. But what tome my loue? but what to me?
Kat. A wife?abeard, faire health, and honeftie,

With three-fold loue, I wifh you all thefe three,

Dsx. O fhallIfay,Ithanke you gentle wife ?
Kat. Not fo my Lord, atweluemonth and a day,
ile
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Ile marke no worde that {moeethfac’d wooers fay,
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come::
Then if I haue much loue, 1e giueyou fome,

Dum. lleferue chee true and faichfully il then.

Kath. Yet{weare not, leaftye be for{worne agen.

Lon. What laies AMaria?

Mari. Atthecweluemonthsend,
lle change my blacke Gowne, fora faithfull friend.

Lon. Ile ftay with patience : but the time is long.

Mari, The likeryou, few tallerare foyong,

Ber. Studies my Ladie? Miftreflc,looke on me,
Behold the window of my heart,mine eie:

What humble {uite artends thy anfwer there,
Impofe{ome feruice on me for my loue,

Rof. Ofthaue I heard of youmy Lord Berowne,
Before 1 faw you: and the worlds large tongue
Proclaimes you fora man repleate with mockes,
Full of comparifons, and wounding floutes :

4 Which you on all eftates will execute,

That lie within the mercie of your wit,

To weed tiiis Wormewood from your fraitfull braine,
And therewithallto win me, if you pleafe,

Without the whichIamnot to be won :

You fhall this tweluemonth terme from day to day,
Vifite the {peechlefle ficke, and (ill conuerfe

With groaning wretches : and your raske {hall be,
With ail the fierce endeuour of your wir,

To enforce the pained impotent to {mile.

Ber.To moue wilde langhter in the throate of death ?
It cannotbe, itis impoffible.

Mirth cannot moue afoule in agonie.

Rofc Why that’s the way to choke a gibing {pirit,
Whofeinfluenceis begot ef that loofe grace,

Which fhallow laughing hearers giuc to fooles:

A iefts profperitie, lies in the eare
Of him that heares it, never in the tongie
Ofhim that makes it ; then, if fickly eares,
Deafr with the clamers of their owne deare grones,
Will heare your idle fcornes; continue then,
And I will haue you,and that fault withall,
Buc if they will not, throw away thac {pirit,
And I fhal finde you emptie of that fault,
Right ioyfull of your reformation.
Ber. Actweluemonth? Well : befall what will befall,
Ileielt a tweluemonth inan Hofpitall.
Qu, I fweetmy Lord,and (o I take my lcaue,
King. No Madam,we will bring you on your way.
Ber. Our woing doth notend like an old Play:
Tacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies courtefie
Might wel haue made our fport 2 Comedie.

Kin. Come fir, it wants a tweluemonth and a day,
And then twil end.

Ber. That’s too long for a play.

Enter Braooare.
. : LaE A LLE
‘Brag. Sweet Maielty vouchfafe me.
" Qwu, Wasnotthat Heltog ?
Dum. Theworthie Knightof Troy.
Brag. 1 wilkiffethy royalfinger,and take leaue.

1 ama Votarie, I haue vow’d to Iaguenettato holdethe §

Plough for her fweet loue three yeares, But moft eftee.
med greatnefle,wil you heare the Dialogue that thetwo
Learned men haue compiled, in praifeof the Owle and
t}l:c Cuckows It fhould haue followed in the end of our
inew.

Kin. Callthem forth quickely,we will dofo,

Brag. Holla, Approach.

Enter all,
This fide 1s Hiems, Winter.
This#er,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle,
Th’other by the Cuckow.
¥er, begin.
The Song.

When Dafies pied, and Violets blew,
And Cuckow-buds of yellow hew :
And Ladie-fmockes all filuer white,
Do paint the Medowes with delight.
The Cuckow then on euerie tree,
Mockes married mien, for thus fings he,
Cuckow.

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare,
Vipleafing to amarried eare.

When Shepheards pipe on Oaten ftrawes,
And merrie Larkes are Ploughmens clockes :
When Turdles tread, and Rookes and Dawes,
And Maidens bleach their fummer fmockes :
The Cuckow then on everie tree

Mockes married men ; for thus fings he,
Cuckow,

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare,
Vipleafing to a married eare.

Winter.

When Ificles hang by the wall,
And Dicke the Sphepheard blowes his naile ;
And Tombeares Logges into the hall,
AndMilke comes frozen home in pale:
Whenbloodisnipe, and waies be fowle,
Then nightly fings the ftaring Owle
Tu-whit to-who.

A merrie note,

While greafic Tone doth keele the pot.

When all aloud the winde doth blow,
And coffing drownes the Parfons faw :
And birds fic breoding in the fnow,
And Marriansnofe lookes red and raw :
Whenroafted Crabs hiffe in the bowle,
Then nightly fings theftaring Owle,
Tu-whitto who:

A merrie note, :

While greafie Ione doth keele the po,

Brag, TheWords of Mercurie,
Are harfhafter the fongs of Apollo :
You thac' way; wethis way, .

: 4], ~ Exeunt ommes,
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