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oA ttus Primus, Scena Prima.

g Which T hope well is not enrolled there.
Enter Feérdinand King of N avarre,Birow,L ongavile,and | O,thefe are barren taskes, too hard to keepe,
Dumaine. Notto fee Ladics,{tudy faft,not {leepe.
| ferd. Your oath is paft to pafleaway from thele,
. Ferdinand, Biron, Let me fay no my Liege,andif yon pleafe,
M3 Et Fame that all hune after intheirlives, I oncly fwore to ftudy with your Grace,
9 [ 8% Live regiftred upon our brazen Tombes, And ftay herein your Court for three yeares {pacc. 1
b RESAS And then grace usin thedifgrace of death : Long. You fworeto that Biron;and tothe reft.
| ® When {pight of cormorant devouring Time, Bir. By yeaand nay fir,then I fwore in jeft.
‘ Thendevour of this prefent breach may buy | What isthe end of ftudy,let me know ?
That honous which {hall bate his Sythes keene edge; Ferd. \Why that to know which elfe wee thould not
And makeus heires ofall eternitie, know. | (fenfe. |
| Therefore brave Conquerors(for {e you are) Bir. Thingshid and bard(you meane)froth common
That warre againft your owne affections, Ferd, 1,that isftndies god-like recompence.
And the huge Army of the worldsdefires ; Bir. Come onthen,I will fweare to ftudy {o, -
Our late Edi@ fhall ftrongly ftand in force, To know the thinglam forbid to know :
Nawarre {hall be the wonder of the world, As thus,to find y where I well may dine,
Our Court fhall be alittle Academe, When I to faft exprefly am forbid. |
Still and contemplative inJiving Art. Or ftudy where to meet fome Miftreflc fine,
You three,Biren, Dumaine,and Lowgavild, = W hen Miftrefles from commen fenfe are hid.
Have {worne for three yeeresterme to live withme, Or having {worne too hard a keeping oath,
My fellow Schollers,and to keepe thofe (tatutes Study to breake it,and not breake my troth. [
That are recorded in this{cedule here. If ftudies gaine be thus,and this be fo,
l Your oathes are paft,and now fubfcribe your namcs : Study knowes that which yet it doth not know,
‘That his owne hand may ftrike his honour downe, . ° | Sweare meto this,and 1 will ne’re {ay no.
That violates the {mallcit branch herein : Ferd. Thefcbe the ftops that hinder ftudy quite,
If youare arm’d to doe,as {worne to doc, And traine our intelle@sto vaine delight.
Sngfcribc to your deepe oathes,and keepe them to. Bir. Why ? all delightsare vaine,and that moft vaine,
Lowg. 1am refolv’d,'tis but athree yecres falt : Which with paine purchas’d,doth inherit paine,
| Theminde {hall banquet,though the body pine, As painefully to poarc upona booke, '
Fat paunches have leane pates : and dainty bits, To{ecke the light of truth,while truth the while
‘ Make rich the ribs,but bankerout the wits. Doth falfly blinde the eye-fight of his looke s |
Dumaiz. My Im*in% Lord, Dumaine is mortified, Light feekinglight,doth light beguile :
The grofler manner of thefe worlds delights, So ere you find where light indarknefle lies,
He throwesupon the gﬂ)ﬂ‘ ¢ Wﬂ!}dﬁ bafer flaves : Your l;ght growes darke by lofin ﬂf)'ﬂllf eyes,
“To love,to wealth,to pompe, ! pineand dic, Study me how to plealc theeye ing:‘cd, _
| Withallthefe living in Philofophy. By fixing it upon a fairer eye,
Birow. 1can bur fay their proteftation over, Who dazling fo,that eye (hall be his heed,
| So much(deare Liege)l have already fworne, And give him light that 1t wasblinded by,
That is,to live and {tudy herethree yeeres. - Study is like the heavens glorious Sunne,
| But shere are other firict obfervances: That will not be deepe{earch’d with {awcy lookes ;
Asnot tofeeawomaninthatterme, Small have continuall plodders ever wonne,
Which I hope well is notenrolled there. Save bafe anthoritie from others Bookes. !
And ene day ina weeke te touchno foode : - Thefe earthly Godfathers of heavenslights,
And but one meale on every day befide: That give a nameto every fixed flarre, |
The whichThope is not enrolled there. Have no more profitoftheir fhining nights,
And then to fleepe but three houres in the night, Then thofe that walke,and wot net what they are.
And not be feene towinke of all the day. Too much to know,is to know nought but fame :
When I was went tothinke no harme allnight, And every Godfather can give a name. ,
| And makeadarke nightteo of halfe the day : Ferd, How well hee’sread,to reafon g,gainﬂ:n:ading;
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- Dam. Progeeded welljto ftop all good p:ﬁ:ﬂeding.

Lan._dl-lf: weedesthe Corneand ftili letsgrow the wee-

ing.

Bir. Thgr.: Spring 1s neare when Greene Geele area
breeding- - |

Dum. How tollowesthat ?

Bir. Fitinhisplaceand time. -

Dum. In reafon nothing.

.. Ber. Something then i rime,

T

Ferd. Bironis like an envious{neaping Froft,

hat bites the firft borne Infants of the Spring. |
Bir. Well,{ay I am,why (hould proud Summer boait,
Before the Birds have any caufe to fing ?

‘Why f{hould 1 joy in any abortive birth?
VAt Chriltmas 1 no more defire a Rofe,

Than wifha Snow in Mayesnew fangled fhowes :

But like of cach thing that in feafon growes.

So you to ftudy now 1t is too lare,

T hat were toclymbe orethe houfe tfunlocke the gate.
Fer, Well,fit youout : goe home Biron : adue.
Bir. Nomy good Lord, I have fwornto ftay with you.

And chough | have for barbarifme {poke more,

Then for that Angell knowledge you can fay,

Yetconfident Ile keepe what 1 have fwore,

And bide the pennance of each three yeeres day.

Give me the Paper.let ne reade the fame,

And to the {trit’{t decrees Ile write my name.

1
Fer. How well this yeelding refcues thee from fhame.

Bire Item. Thatno woman fhall come within a mile
of my Couit. o
Hath this beem proclaimed ?
Long. Youre dayesagoe.
Bir. Let'sfee the penalty.
On paine of loofing her tongue.
who devis'd chis penalty 2
Lon. Marry thatdid L.
Bir. Sweet Lord,and why 2

A dangerous Law againtt gentility. _
Teem It any man be feenetotalke with a woman withe
in ‘the tearme of three yeares, hee fhall endure fuch
Eubliqur: fhame as the relt of the Conrt {hall poflibly

evife. |

Bir. This Articlemy Liege your {elfe muft breake,
For well you know h¢re comes in Embaflie
The French Kings daughter,with your {elfeto fpeake:
A Majde of Graceand compleat Majefty,
About furrender up of Aguitaine :
To her decrepit,ficke,and bed-rid Father.
Therefore this Article is made in vaine,
Or vainely comes the admired Princeflc hither.

Fer, What fay you Lords 2

Why ,this wasquitc forgot,

Bir. So fudy cvermoreis overfhot,
While it doth {tudy to have what it would,

| Tt doth forgettodoe the thing it fhould :

And whea it hath the thing it hunteth moft,
"Tis won as Townes with hire,{o won,fo loft.
Fer. W e muftof force difpence with this Decree,

‘She muft lic here on meere neceffity.

Bir. Neceflity will make usall forfworne
Three thoufand times within thisthree yeares fpace :
For every man with hisaffecsis borne,
Not by might maftred,but by {peciall grace.
If1 brca_lﬁ?ﬁith,this word {hall breake for me,
Tam forfworne on meere neceflitic.
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Sotothe Lawesat large I write my name, |

And he that breakes them in the leaft degree,

Standsin attainder of eternall {hame.

Suggefltions arc to othersasto me :

Buc I beleeve although I feemefoloth,

Iam the laft that will laft keepe his oath.

Butis there noquicke recreation granted? = -

- Fer, Ithatthereis,our Courty ouknew is haunted

With a conceited Travailer of Spaine,

A man inallthe world new fafhion planted,

That hatha mint of phrafes in his braine:

One,whom the muficke ofhis owne vaine tongue,

Dothravifh like inchanting harmony .

A man ef complements,whom right and wrong

Have chofe as vinpire of their mutinic.

This childe of fancie that .Armads hight,

Forinterim toeur fludics fhall relate,

In high-borne words the worth of many a

From tawny Spaiwe loft in the worlds deba

How you delight my Lords,I know not 1,

But I proteft 1 love to heare him lie,

And I will ufe him for my Minftrelfie.
Bir. eArmadoisamoft illufirions wight, $

A man of fire,new words,Fafhions owne Knight.
Lon, Coftardthe (waineand he fhall be our fport;

And{oto ftudie;three yeeres is but fhort.

Kuight ;

Enter a Conftable with Costard with a Lestey.

Conff W hich isthe Dukes owne perfon.
Bir. This fellow, What would’ft 2.
Con. 1 my {clte reprehend his owne perfon, for Tam |

his Graces Tharborough: But 1 would fec his owne per-
{on in flefh and bloud.
Bir, Thissshe.,

Con. Signior drme, Arme comarends yon :

f There’s villany abroad,this letter willtell you more.
Lon. Tofright them hence with that dread penalty,

Clow. bir, the Contempts thereof are as tonching
mee. |
Fer. A Letter from the magnificent eA¥mado.
Bir. How low foever the matter , 1hope in God for |
Lon. A high hope for alow heaven, God grant us pa-
tience. |
Bir. Toheare, or forbeare hearing.
Lon. To heare meekely fir, and to laugh moderately,
or to forbeare both:
Bir. Wellfir, be it asthe ftile {hall
clime in themerrinefle. |
(low. The matter is to me fir,as concerning Jagmenerra,
The manner of it is,I was taken with the manner.
Bir. Inwhatmanner ? :
Clow.In mannerand forme following firall thofe three.
I was feenc with her in the Mannor heofe, fitting with
her upon the Forme, and taken following her into the
Parke : which put together | is in manner and forme |
following, Now fir for the Manner ; Is the manner !
ofa man tofptaketo a Woman ,-for the Fotme in fome
forme.
Bir. Forthe following fir,

give us canfe to

(tow. Asit {hall follow in my ¢orre@ion , and God
defend the right, -'
Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention ? .
Bir. Aswe would heare an Oracle.
Cle. Suchisthe mplicity of manto hearken afier the
flefh. - Vg e
£
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Ferdinand,
Reat Deputy,the Welkins Ulicegerent , and fole domina-
tor of Navarre, my [oules carthes God, and bodies fa-
fiving Patrone * | y

{%ﬁ Not a word of Ceffard yct.

Ferd. Soit &,

Caf?. 1t may be {o : butif he fay it is fo,heis intelling
trae : but fo.

Ferd, Feace,

Clow. Be to meyand every manthat dares not fight.

Ferd. Nowords, |

Clow. Of other mens fecrets Ibefecch you,

Ferd, Sost s, bsfieged with fable colonred melancholly, 1
did commendthe blacke sppre/ing bumonr to the moft whole-
fome Phyficke of thy bealth-giving ayre : eAnd as I ans 4 Gien-
tlemam betooke my [lfe towalke : the time When? about the
[ixet honve When Beaits moft grafe, Bivdsbest pecke, and men
fit dovone to that nowrifbment which is called Supper : So much
for thetime When. Now for the grousd Which ¢ which [
meane [ walkp wpon, it 1 yeliped, Thy Parke. Then for the
place Where 2 where I meane I did enconnter that obfcene and

mioft prepasteroms event that draweth from my fow.white Pen
the Fbon-colonred Inke , which heere thou vieweff, beholdest
Survayeft , or [ceSt. But to the place Where: It [fandeth
N orth North-E aft and by Eaft from the weit corner of thy
curious knotted Gardeny There did I fee that low [prrited
Swaine, that bafe Minow of thy myrth, ( Clatone. Mee? )
that unlettered [mall-kmowing fonle, ((low.me? ) that [ballow
vaffal*( Clow.Still Me? Ywhich as 1 remember Jhight Coftard,
((low.O me) fovied and confotted contrary to tiy eftablifbed
proclaimed Editt and (ontinens Canon : Whichwith:,Q with,
but with this 1 paffion to[dy wherewith ;

Clo. With a Wench.

Ferd. with achilde qf onr Grandmotber Eve, a female
or for thy more understanding a woman : bim, I ( asmy cver
effeemed dutic prickesme on) have fent to thee, to receive the

| meed of punifhment by the fweet Graces Officer Anthony

Dull,s man of good repute carriage bearing,and ¢ftimation,
Anh.Mean’c (hall pleafe you ? I am eAgnthony Dall,

‘Ferd. Forlaquenetta(fo usthe weaker veflell called ywhich
1 apprebended with the aforefaid Swain, [ keep ber as a veffed of
thy Lawes furyand [ball at the leas? of thy fwwzet notice | bring
herto triall. Thinein all complements of devoted and heare-
burning heat of duiiz.

Don Adriana de Armado.

Bir. Thisisnotfo well asI looked for , but the beft
that ever I heard.

Ferd, 1the belt for the worft. But firra \What fay you
to this ?

Cle. Sir I confeffe the Wench.

Fer. Did you heare the Proclamation ?

Clo. 1docconfelle much of the hearing it, but little of
the marking of it. ' _ -

Ferd. Tt was proclaimed a yeeres imprifonment to bee
taken witha Wench. |

- Cloy It was taken with none fir, I wastaken witha

Damofell.

Ferd. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell.
Clo. This was ne Damofellneither fir, tiee wasa Vig-

Ferd. It isfo varied too,for it was proclaimed Virgin.

C/o. Ifit were,Ideny her Virginitie : I was taken with
a Maide.

Fer. ThisMaide will not ferve your turne {ir.

Cls. This Maide will ferve my turne fir.

1

{umme of deufl-afc amounts to.

Fer. Sir1will proneunce your fentence: You fhall
taft a Weeke with Branneand Water.
_('é'a. I had rather pray a Moneth wich Mutton and Por-
rigac. , i '
Ferd, And Don Armade (hall be your Keeper,
My Lord Bsron, {ee him deliver’d bre, : '
And goe we Lords to put in pra@ice that,
Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne.
Bsr. Ile lay my head toany good mansH.t,
Thefe oathes and Lawes will prove an idle {corne,
Sirra,come on. _
('le. 1{uffer for thetruth fir : for true it is, I was ta-
ken with Jaguenersa,and laguenetta is a true Girle , and
therefore welcome the fowre cup of profperity affliction
may one day {mile againe, and untill then fit downe {or-
row. - Exit.
Enter Armado a Braggart ,and Motk bis Page.
Brag. Boy,W hat figne 1s it when a man of great fpiric
growes melancholly ?
Boy. Agreat figne fir,that he will looke fad.
Brag. Wiy ? fadnefle is one and the felfe-fame thing
deare Impe, |
Eoy. No,no,0O Lord fir no.
Brag. How canft thou part fadnefle and melancholly,
my tender /uvenall ? |
Boy. By afamiliar demonftration of the working , my
tough Signior.
Brag. W hy tough Signior ? W hy tough fignior ?
Bsy. Whytender /uvenall? Why tender Invenall ?
Boy. I {poke it tender /uvenall, asacongruent epithe-
ton,appertaining to thy yong dayes,which we may nomi-
nate tender.
Boy, And I tough Signior , asan appertinent title to
your old time,which we may name tongh.
?ﬂlg. Prl:'tt}r and dpta
Boy. How meane you fir,] pretty, and my faying apt ?
or [ apt;and my {aying Eﬂ:tt}‘ ?

Exeunt,

Brag. Thoupretty, becaufe little.
Boy. Little pretty,becaufelittle: wherefore apt 2 [
Brag. And thereforeapr,becanfe quicke. .

Boy. Speake you this in my praife Mafter ?
~ Drag. Inthycondigne praife.
Boy. 1 will praife an Eele withthe fame praife.
Brag. What ? thatan Eele isingenuous,
Boy. That an Eele is quicke.
Brag. 1 doe fay thou art quicke in anfweres. Thou
heat’{t my blood.
Boy. Iam anfwer'd fir.
Brag. I lovenottobe croft.
Boy.He fpeaks the clean conirary,croffes love not him.
Br.I have promis’d to ftudy iij yecres with the Duke.
Bdy. You may doc it in an hioure fir,
Brag, Impofiible,
Bey. How many1s one thrice told ? |
Brag, 1am ill at reckning,it fits the {pirit ofa Taplter.
Boy. You are aGentleman and a Gamelter fir.
Brag. 1 confeflicboth , they are both the varnifh of a
compleat man.
Boy. Then Iam fure you know how much the grofie

—m=

Brag. It dothamount to one morethentwo,
Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call three. Br.Truc. |
Boy. W hy fir isthis fuch a peece of ftudy? Now here’s
three (tudied,erc yeu’ll thrice winke, and how cafie itis
to put yearesto the word three,and ftudy thrge yeeres in
two words,the dancing horfe willtell yon
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Brag. A moft fine figure.
Bey. To Proveyoua Cypher. _ .
Brag. I will héreupon confefle I am in Jove: and as

it is bale for a Souldierto love ; foamlin love with a

bale Wench, 1fdrawing my {word againft the humour
of affeion, weuld deliver mee from the meprobate
thought of it, T would také Defire prifoner, and ranfome
him to any French Courtier for a new devis'd curtefie. 1
thinke {corme to figh , meethinkes I fhould out-{veare

- Cupid, Comfort me Boy, What great men have becne

inlove ?
Boy. Hevenles Malter. | _
Brag. Moft {weet Hercales: morc authority deare Boy,

' name more ; and fweer my childe let them bee men of

E

|

good repute and carriage.

' -Boy. Sampfon,Mafter,he wasa manof good carriage,
great carriage : for hee carried the Towne-gates on his
backe likea Porter : and he was inlove.

Brag. O weil-knit Samspfon , ﬁrunijaynt:d Sampfon ;
1 doe excell thee in my Rapier,as muchasthou didft mee
in carrying gates. Iaminlovetoo, Who was Samp(ons
Lovemy deare Moth 2

Boy. A woman, Malter.

‘Brag. Of what complexion ?

Boy. Ofall the foure,or the three,or the two,or one of
the foure, - SCI

Brag. Tell me,precifely of what Complexion?

Boy. Ofthe Sca-water Greene fir.

Brag. Lsthat onc of ghe t:aﬂrm:ﬂmpl'cxm?

Boy, As1 have read {¥;and the beft of them too.

Brag. Greene indeed isthe colour of Lovers: but to
havea Love of that colour, me thinkes Samp/on had fmall
reafon for it. Hefurely affected her for her wit.

Bey. It was fo fir,for {he had a greene wit.

Erag. My Love is moft immacuiate whiteand red.

Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Malter,are mask'd un-
der {uch colours. _

Brag. Define,dcfine,well educated infant.

PBoy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue affift
mee. - - -

Brag. Sweetinvocation ef  childe; ‘moft pretty and
atheucall. |
Boy. 1f (he be made of white and red,
Her fanlts will ne’re be knowne :

For biuthing cheekes by faults arc bred,
And feares by pale white (howre :
Then if the feare,or be to blame,

By this you (hallnet know, '
For (till her checkes pofieffe the fame,

Which native the dothowe :

A dangerous rime Mafter againft the reafon of white
and redde.

Brag. Istherenota Ballet Boy , of the King and the
Bepger?

Boy. Theworld was very guilty of fucha Ballet, forie
three Ages fince,but I thinke now ‘tisnotto be found : or
if ic were,it would neither ferve for the writing ,nor the
tane. -

Brag. Twill have that (ubject newly writ ore , that 1
m1y examplemy digreflion by fome mighty prefident.
Boy.I doelove that Countrey Girle that 1 tooke in the
Parke with the rationall Hinde Coffard : {hee deferves
well.

Boy: Tﬁbewhip’d: and vet a berter Love then my
Mafter.”

Brag. Sing Bby,m}’ fpirit growes heavy in love.

. i - " " - & — i
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Boy. And that’s grear marvellloving a light Wench,
Brag, 1fay {ing,
Boy. Forbeare uill this company be paft,

Enter (lowne, C'suﬁ.;aﬁt’t and wench,

Conft. Sir,the Dukes pleafure, is that you keepe Cb-

fardfafe and youn moft let him take no delight, norno |

pennance, but he muft falt three dayes a weeke ¢ for this
Damfell,l'muft keepe herat the Parke,fheeisallow’d for
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exit,

Brag. Tdoe betray my felfe with bluthing : Maide.

Maid, Man, . -

Brag. 1 willvifit thee at the Lodg.
aid, That's kere by. ‘

Brag, 1know whereitisfituare,

Maid. Lord how wife you are !

Brag. 1 will te!l thee wonders,

Mad. With that face?

Brag. I love thee.

Maid. So I heard yonfay.

Brag. And{o farewell.

Mard. Faire weather after you.

Come laguenertaaway, Exemnt,

Brag. Villane,thou (halt falt for thy offences ere thon
be pardoned.

Clo, Well fir,1 hope when 1doeir, I fhalldoe it ona
full fomacke.

Brag. Thou (halt be'héavily ponifhed.

C. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes ; for
they are but lightly rewarded,

(on. Take away this Villaine,(hot him up.

Boy. Come youtranigre(ling flave away.

: (low. Let menotbe pentup fir, 1 wilibe falk being
ooie.

Boy. No fir, that were falt and loofe : thou fhale to
prifon,

Clow, Well,if ever Idoe fec the merry dayes of defo-
lation that I have feene fome {hall fee.

Boy. What fhall fomef{ce ?

Clows Nay nothing, Mafter ¢Morh, but whar they
looke upon. It is not for prifoners to be fileat in their
words,and therefore I will fay nothifiz 1 I thanke God, I
have aslittle paticnce as another man and therefore Ican
be %r:lict. | F xit,

rag. T docaffe® the very ground ( which is bafe)
where her (hooe ( which is bafer ) guided by her foote
(which is bafeft)doth tread. 1{hall be forfworne{which
18 a great argument of falhood ) if I love. And how can

5

thatbe true love,which is falfly atcempred ? Loveisa fa- |
miliar, Lovcisa Divell. There is 1o evill Angell but |
| Lovesyet Sampfon wasforempted , and hee had an excel-

lent {trength ; Yet was Salomon {0 leduced , and hee had
a very good wit, Gwpids But-(haft istoo hard for Her-
ewles Clubbe , and therefore too much oddes for a Spa-
niards Rapier : The firlt and econd canfe will not fegye
my turne : the Paffade hee relpeds not ,the ‘Dueliohee
i‘cgard_s not ; his difgrace is to bee called Boy, but his
glory 1sto fubdue men. Adue Valoar , ruft Rapier , bee
{tt Drum,for your manager is inlove ; yea, hee loveth,
A(h{t me fome extemporall god of Rime , for I amfare I
{hall turne Sonriet. Devife Wit write Pen, for I amfor
whole volumes in folic.

Fings o5 Tus Priwi,
RN e e
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eAétus Secunda.

—

Enter the Prince[Je of France with three astending Ladses,
and three Lords.

Boyet. Now Madam fummonup your deareft {pirits,
Conlider whem the King your Father {fends:
Ta whom hefends,and what’s his Embaflic. -
Your felfc,held precious in the worlds cteeme,
To parlee with the fole inheritour
Ot all perfections thata man may owe, |
Matclefle Navarre : the pleaofno lefle weight
Than Aquitame,a Dowrie for a Queene. -
Be now as prodigall of all deare grace,
As Nature was in making Graces deare,
When (he did ftarve the generall world befide,
And prodigally gave themall to yeu.
Prin. Good L,Boyet,may beauty thoughbut meane,
Needes not the painted flourifth of your praife :
Beauty is bought by judgement ofthe eye,
Not uttred by bafe fale of Chapmens tongues :
I amleffe proud to heare you tell my worth,
Then you much willing to be counted wife,
Infpending thus your wit in praife of mine.
Butnow to taske the tasker,good Boyer,
You are not ignorant,all-telling fame
Doth noyfe abroad Navarre hath made a vow,
Till painefull ftudy (hall out-wearethree yeares,
Ne womanmay approach his filent Court :
Therefore to’s {eemeth it aneedfull courfe,
Before we enter his forbidden Gates,
Te know his plcafure,and in that behalfe
Bold of your worthinefle,we fingle you,
As our beft moving faire Soliciter
Tell him the Daughter of the King of France,
On ferious bufineffe,craving quicke difpatch,
linporiunes per{onall conference with his Grace.,
Halle,fignifie fo much, while weattend,
- Like humble vifag’d Sutors his high will.
Beyet. Proud of imployment,willingly 1 goe.  Euit,
Prin. All prideis willing pride,and your’sis {o :
Who arethe Votaries my loving Lords , that are vow-
fellowes with this vertuous Dake ?
Lar. Loigavileis one.
Prin. Know youtlie man?
1 Lad. 1 knew him Madamat a marriage Feaft,
Betweene L Perigart and the beauteous heire
Of lagstes F anconbridge {olemnized.
In Normandy faw 1this Longavile,
A man of foveraigne parts heis efteam’d :
Well fitted in the Arts,gloriousin Armes :
| Nothing becomies him 1ll that he would well. *
Theenely foyle of his faire vertues glofle,
(If vertues glofle will ftaine with any foyle, )
Isa fharpe wit match'd withtoo blunt @ will :
W hofe edge hath power to cut,whofe will lill wils,
| Tt{hould none {pare that come within his power.  *
Prin. Some merry mocking Lord belike,ift fo ?
Lad. 1. They fay fo moft, that moft his humors know.
Prin. Suchthort liv’d wirs doe wither as they grow.
Who arethe relt?
2,Lad. The yong Damaine a wellaccomplifh’d youth,

i
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- And much too little of that good I faw,

L Heere comes Navarre.,

Ot all that Vertue love,for Vertue loved.
Moft power to doe moft harme,leait knowing il :
For he hath wit tomakean ill fhape good,

And fhape to win grace though he had no wit.

I faw himat the Duke Alanzeesonce,

Is my report to his great worthinefle.

Refa. Another of thefe Students at that time,
Wasthere with him,as I bave heard a truth. :
Birowe they call him,buta merrier man,

Within the limit of becomming mirth,

I never {pentan hourestalke withall,

His eye begets occafion fer wit,

Forevery object thatthe one dothcatch,
-The other turnesto a mirth-moving jeft.
Which his faire tongue(conceits Expofitor)
Deliversin fuch aptand gracious words,
That aged eares play Trewantat his Tales,
And yonger hearings are quiteravifhed.

So {weetand voluble s his difcourfe,

Prin. God blefle my Ladies,are they all in love ?
That every one her owne hath garnifhed, it
With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife.

(Ma. Heere comes Boyets

Enter Boyet,

Prin, Now,what ddmittance Lord ?

Boyer. Nawarre had notice of your faire approach;
And he and his Competitors in oath, AL
Wercall addreft tomeete you gentle Lady
Before 1 came : Marry thus1 have learn,

He rather meanes to lodge you in the ficld,
Like one that comcs hecre to befiege his Court,
Than fecke a difpenfation for hisoath

Tolet yon enter hisunpeopled houle.

Enter Navar ,Liu‘gwi!:, Dumasue and Birone.

N «v. Faire Princefie,welcometothe Court of Navar.

#rin, Faire I give youbacke againe , and welcome I |
havenot yet : the roofe of this Court 1stoo high to bee
yours, and welcome to the wide ficlds , too bafetobec
mine.

‘Nav. You fhall be welcome Madam tomy Court.

Prin. 1will be welcome then,Condu@ me thither.

Nav. Heare me dearc Lady, I have fworne an oath.

Frin, Our Lady helpe my Lord;hee’l be forfivorne.

Nav, Not forthe world faire Madam,by my will.

Prin. ' Why,will thall breake it willand nothing elfe.

Naw. Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is.

Prir, Were my Lord {o,hisignorance were wife,
Wherenow hisknowledge muft prove ighorance.
I'heare your Grace hath {worne out Houf-keeping
"Tisdeadly finncto keepe that oath my Lord,

And finne tobreake it :

But pardon me,I am too {odaine bold,

To teacha Teacher ill befeemeth me.

Vouchfafe ro reade the purpofe of my comming,

And fodaincly refolve me in my {uite. *

Neav. Madam,I will,if {fodainly 1 may.

Prin. You will thefooner that I wereaway,

For you'll prove perjur’d if you make me ftay.
Bsr, Did not Idance with you in Brabant once ?
Rofa. Did not Idance with you in Brabant once ?B
. 1
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Bir. I know youdid, % 341
Rofa. How needlefle was it thento aske the queftion ?
Zsr. You muft not be {o quicke, o
Ro. T1slong of youthat fpur mee with fuch queltions.
Bir. Your wit'stoo hot,it {peedstoo falt , “cwill tire.
Rafo. Not till it leave the Rideg in the mire.
Bir, Whattime a day 2 -
Kefa. The houre that fooles (hould aske,
{  Bir. Now faire befall your maske,
Rofa. Faire fallthe face it covers.
Bir. And fend you many lovers.
Rofa. Amen, (o you be none.
Bir. Nay then will I be gone_
Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate;
The paiment of a hundred thoufand Crownes,
Being but th’one halfe, ofan intire (amme,
Disburfed by my father n his warres,
Butfay that he, or we, as neither have .
Receiv'd that {ummc ; yct there remaines unpaid
| A hundred thoufand more : in {urety ofthe which,
- One part of Agmistaime 1sbound vo ys,
Although not valued tothe moneys worth,
If then the King your father will reftore
But that one halte which is unfatisfied,,
I We will give up our right in dgmisaine;
And hold faire triendfhip with his Majefty :
But that it {cemes he little purpofeth,
| For here he doth demand to have repaid,
An hundred thoufand Crownes, and not demands
One paiment of a hundred thoufand Crownes,
| To have his titlelive 11 dguisaine.
Which we much rather had depart withall,
I And have the money by our father lent,
Then Agmitaine, foguclded asivis.
Deare Princefle, were not his fts {o farre ‘
From reafons yeelding, yout faire felfe fhould make
A yeelding *gainft fome reafon in my breft,
And goe wellfatisfied to France againe. _
Pran, Youdoe the King my Father too muixch wrong,
And wrong the reputation of your name,
in {founfeeming to confefit receit
Ol that which hath fo faithfully beene paid.,
Fer. 1 doc proteft I never heard of i,
And if you prove it, Ile repay it backe,
Or yeeld up eAguitaine,
Prin. Wearrelt your word :
Boyet, youcan produce acquittances

For{uch afumme,from {peciall Oilicers,
Of Charles his Father. .

Fer. Satisfieme {o.
Boyer. So pleafe your Grace,the packet is not come
Where that and other {pecialties are bound,
To morrow you fhall have afight of them.
Per. It (hall fuilice me 3at which enterview,
All liberall reafon would I yecld unto :
Meane timne, receive fuch welcome atmy hand,
As Honour,without breach of Honor may
Make tender of; to thy true worthineffe.
You may not come faire Prineeflc in my gates,
But heere withoat you thall be fo receiv’d,
As you (nail deeme your felfe lodg’d in my heart,
Though fo deni’'d farther harbeur inmy houfe :
Your owne good thoughts excufe me; and farewclt,
Tomorrow we fhall vifit you againe,
Prin.Sweet health and faire defires confort your grace.
Fer. Thy owne wifh, wifh T thee, in every place £xit.

On

Boy. Lady, I will commend you to my owne heart.
La. Ro. Pray youdoemy commendations;
I would be gladto fec it. .

Baoy. Iweuld you heard it grong,

La. Ro. 1s the fouleficke ?

Boy. Sickeatthe heare.

L. Ro. Alacke, letit bloud,

Bey. . Would that doe it good 2

La.Ro: My Phificke fayes I,

Bo.Will yous prick’t with your eye.

La. Ro. No paymt; with my knife,

Bey. Now God fave thy life.

La. Re. And yours from long living.
Bir. Icannot {tay thank(giving.

# &
-
& 3 |

j Enter Dumasne.
Dum. Sir; ¥ pray yona word : what Lady isthatfame?
Bey. The heire of Alanfon, Rofalinher name,
Dum. AgallantLady, Mounirer fare you well.  Exit.
| Enter Longavile. , A
Long. 1befeech youa word : what is fheinthe white?
Boy. A woman fometimes,if yau fazw her in thelight,
Long. Perchancelight inthe light : I defire her same.
Boy. She hathbut one for her felfe;
To defire that were a (hame.
Lon, Pray you fir whefe daughter?
Boy. Her mothers, I have heard:
Long. Gods blefling a your beard:
Boy. Good fir benot otfended,
She is an heire of Faulconbridge.
Long. Nay, my choller is ended 3
Shee isa molt fieet Lady,
Boy. Notunlike fir, that may be.
Enter Birone,
Bsr. 'What's her name inthecaps
Boy, Katherine b §Uﬂd hap.
Bir. 1s fhe wedded, or no.
Boy. Toherwillfir, orfo.
-~ ‘Bsr. Youare welcome fir, adiew . _
Boy. TFarcwell rome fir, and welcome to you. Eas,

La. Ma. Thatlalt is Birone, the mery mad-cap Lord.
Not a word with him; but a jeft.

Boy. And every jeft but a word. :
Fris 1t was welldoue of youtotake himat hisword.

Boy. 1 was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord.
Lad. Ma: Two hat Sheepes mary ;

And wherefore not Ships ? (lips-
Boy. No fheepe (fweet Lamb) unlefle we feed on your
La. You fheepe and I paftuxe: {hall that finith the jeft?
Bey. So yougrant pafture for mes '
La. Not{ogentle beaft.
My lips are no Common, though {everall they be. |
Bay. Belonging towhom 2
La. To my fortunesand me. . .
Prin. Good witswill be jangling; but gentles agrees
This civill warre of wits were much better ufed
N gvarand hisbookemen, for heere "tis abus'd.
Boy. 1fmy obfervation(which very feldome Iyes
By the hearts {till rhetoricke, difclofed with eyes)
Deceive me not now , N svaris infeQted. |
. Prin. Withwhat ? , . ;
Boy. With tlnt which we Loversintitle affefted.
Prin, Your reafon. :
Boy. Why all hisbchaviours doe maketheir retire,
To the court of bis eye, pecpingthorough delire. -
His heart likean Agot with your priot imprefled, i

Ezxst, Long.

Proud

e .
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Proud with his forme, in hiscye pride exprefied,
His tongue all impatient to {peake and not fee,

Did ftumble with hafte in bis cye-fight tobe, -
Allfenfes to that {ence did make their repaire,
To feele onely looking on fairett of faire :

Me thought all his fences were lockt in his eyey
As Iewels in Chriftall for feme Prince to buy-

W ho tendring their owne worth from whence they were
Did point out to buy them along as you paft.

His faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes,

That all eyes {aw his eyes inchanted with gazes,

1le give you eAguitaine and all that ishis,

And you give him for my fake, but one loving kiffe.

Prin, Cometo our Pavillion, Boyer is difpofde. -

Bey. But to {peake that in words,which his eye hath
Ionely have madea month of hiseye, (difclof’d,
By adding a tongue, which Lknow will notlye.

Lad. Ro. Thouartan old Love-monger, and {peakelt

Lad. Mi: Heis CupidsGrandfather, and learnes news
of him.

Lad.2. Then was Venss like her mother, for her fa-
ther is but grim. .

Boy. Doe you heare my mad wenches?

Lad. 1, No

Boy. What then, doe yon fee?

Lad.2. I,our wa{;.ro be gone.

Boy. Youare too hard for me,

oA ttus Tertia.

e e - e

Entcr Braggart,and Boy.
song-

Bra. Warblc child, make paffienate my fenfe of hea-

ring.
| Bey. Concoline]lsm——— |
Brag. Sweet Ayer, goe tendernefle of yeares ¢ take
this Key, give enlargement to the fwaine, briug him fc-
ftinatly hither : 1 muft imploy him in a letter to my
LU\?E-

Boy. "Will you win yourlove witha French braule ?

Brag. How meancft thou,braulingin French?

Boy. No my compleat mafter, butto jigge off a tune
atthe tongues end, canary to it with the feete, humour

Excunt omnés.

it with turningup your eye : figha noteand {ing a note,

l fometime through the throate - it you fwallowed love
withfinging, love fometime through the nofe, as if you
{buft up love by {melling love, wgth your hat penthoufc-

like ore the fhop of your eyes, with yoor armes croft on
your thinebelly doublet, (likea Rabbet onafpit) or your
hands in your pocket, like aman after the old painting,
and keepe not too long in one tune, buta{nip and away :
thefc are complements,thefe are humours, thefe betray

i nice wenches thar would be betraied without thefe, and

make them men of note :doe younote menthat meft are

| affeGed to thefe? '

#rag. How haft thou purchafed thisexperience ?

Boy. By my penne of obfervation. -

Brag. ButO,but O.

Zoy TheHobby-horfe is forgot.

Brag. Cal'ftthoumy love Hobbi-horfe.

Boy. MoMalter the Hobbi-horfeis bur a Colt, and

] But have you ﬂ:rr%ot your Love ?

(g]ﬂ ﬂf:

I.s
| cannot come by her : in heart youlove her, becaufe your

1 By thy favour fweet Welkin, Imuft {igh io thy face.

 your Love perhaps, a Hackny :

=

Bay, Negligent {tudent; learne ber by heart: |
Brag. By heart,dnd in heatt Boy. | |
Boy. Andout of heart Maller : all thofe three I will |
prove. : . |
Brag. What wilt thou prove ?
Boy. A man, if Ilive (andthis)
ontheinftant : by heart you love

, 1n, and without,up-
» becaafk you heart

heartisin love with her tand out of heart you love her,
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. !
Brag. 1amall thefe three.
Boy. And three times as miich more, and yet nothing |
atall. *
Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muft carry me a let-
ter.
Boy. A meflage well impathiz’d, a Hotfe to be embaf-
fadour for an Afle.
Brag. Ha, ha, What fayeft thou?
Boy, Marry fir,you muft fend che Afle upon the Horfe, |
for heis very flow gated : but I goes
Brag. The way isbut {hort, away.
Bay, As{wifrasLead fir. oS
Bra. Thy meaning pretty ingenious,is not Lead a met-
tall heavy, dull, and flow?
Boy, AMimme honelt Mafter, or rather Mafter no.
Brag. 1 {ay Lead is {low.
Boy. Youare too {wift fir to fay fo.
I's that Lead {low which is fir’d from a Gunne ?
Brag. Sweet {moke of Rhetorike,
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that’s he : I
1 thoote theeat the Swaine.
Boy. Thump then, and I flee. Exit.
Brag. A moftacute Iuvenal,voluble and free of grace,

Moft rude melancholly, Valour givesthee place.
My Herald is return’d.

Enter Page, and Clowne.

Pag. A wonddgMalter, here’s a (offard broken in a
{hin. ¢

e4drm. Some enigma , fome riddle , no Lenwoy be-

oin.

(lo. No egma, no riddle, no Lenvop, no falve, in the
male fir. Or fir,Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no Lenvey,no
Lenuoy, or Salve fir, butaPlantan. \

Arm. By vertuc thou inforceft laughter, thy filly
thought, my {pleene,the heaving of my lunges provokes
me to ridiculous fmiling : O pardon memy ftarres,doth
the inconfiderate take falve for Lenuoy,and the world Len-
voyfor a falve?

Pag, Doc the wife thinke themother, is not Lenvoya
falve? (plaine,

Arm, No Page, it isan epilogue or difcourfcro make
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore beene faine.
Now will I begin your morrall, and doc you follow with

my Lenvoy,

The Foxe, the Ape,and the Humble-Bee,

Were {till at oddes, being but three.

Pag. Vntill the Goofecame out of doore,

Staying the oddes by adding foure.

A good Lenvey, ending in the Goofe : would you de-

five more? - |
" (%o. TheBoy hath {old him a bargaine,a Goole, th?lfs
. flat

- |
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Sir, your penny-worth is good, and your Goofe be fat.
Tofell a bargaine well isascunning as faftand loofe :
Let me feea tar Lenvey, 1 chat'satac Goofe.
 eArma, Come hither, come hither 3
How didthisargument begin 2 "

Bey. By faying thata Coffard wasbrokenina fhin.
Then cal’d you for the Lenvoay,

Clow, True, and I for a Plantan :
| Thuscame your argument in :

Thenthe Boyes tac Lenvoy | the Goofe that you bought,
{ And he ended the market. - '

drma. But tell me ; How wasthere a Coffard broken
| ina fhin 2 |

“Pag. Lwilltell youfencibly.

| Clow. Thou halt nv teeling of it Mash,

| I will {peake that Lenvoy, :

I Coftard ranning out, that was fafely within,

Fell over the chrefhould,and broke my fhin.

eArm, We will talke no more of this matter.

Clow. Tillchere be more matter in the fhin.
| edrm. Sicra Coftard, [ will infranchift thee. ,

Clyw, O, marry me to gne Franeis, I {mell {fome Len-
vy, {oime Goole in this, :

- Arm. By my {weet {oule, I meane fetting thee at liber-
ty. Enfreedoming thy perfon ; thou wers immured, re-
{trained, captivated, bound.

(low. True,truc,and now you will be my purgation,
and let me loofc.

Arma. [ give thee thy liberty, fer theefremdurance,
andn liew chereof, impufe on thee nothing but this:
Beare this fignificant to the country Maide faquenesza :
there is remuneration, for the beit ward of mine honors
isrewarding my dependants, Morh, tollow.=—=  Ewif.

Pag. Likechefequell L.

- Signeur Coffardadew. Exit.

Clow, My lweet ounce of mansflefh, my in-cony Iew:

Now will I looke to his remuneration,
Remuneration, O, that’sthe Latine word for threc-far-
things : There-farthings remunciation, W hat’s the price
of this yncle ? i.d.#, lle give you aremuneration: W hy?
It carriesit remuncration : Why? Ifisgfairer name then
a French-Crowne, I will never bay il out of this
word. beSa

Enter Birove.
Bir. Omy good knave (offard, exceedingly well met.
Clow, Pray you (ir, How much Carnation Ribbon may
a man buy for a remuneration ?
Bir. Whatisa remuneration ?
Caft. Marry fir, halfe penny farthing: <
Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of Silke.
(off. 1thanke your worfhip, God be wy you
. Ber. O llay flave, T muft employ thee:
| Asthou wilt win my favour, good my knave,
Doc one thing for me that I fhall intreate.
Clow. When would you have it done fir ?
Ber. O thisafter-noone,
(low. Well, I willdoeit fir : Fare you wells
Bir. O thou knoweft not what it is.
Clow. 1 {hall know fir, when I have done it.
Bir. Why villaine thou muft know firlt.
(lo. T wil{ come to your wor(hip to morrow morning.
Bir. It muft be done thisafter-ndbone,
Harke {lave, it is but this : '
The Princefle comesto Hint herein the Parke,

'1

A Stand where you may make the fairelt {hoote.

And in her traine there is a gentle Lady :
When tongues fpeake fiweetly, thenthey nameher name,

And Rofaisne they call her;aske for her :

And to her white hand fee thou doe commend

This feal'd up counfaile. There’s thy guerdon: goe.
Clo; Guerdon, O fiveet guerdon, better then remune-

ration, alevenpenee-farthing beteer: moft fweet gue1-

don. I will doc it fir in print : guerdon, remuneration.

Exiti
Bir. O ! and I forfoothin Jove,

I that have beeneloves whip # |
A very Beadle toa humerous figh: A Criticke;
Nay, a night-watch Conftable,
A domincering pedant ore the Boy,
Then whom no mertall {o magnificent.
This wimpled, whyning, purblind waiward Boy;
This fignior /umies gyant dwarfe,don Cupid,
Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded armes,
Th'annointed foveraigne of fighes and groancs &
Licdge ofall loyterers and malecontents ;
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpecces.
Sole Emperator and great generall
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart. )
And Itobea Corporall of his held,
And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope
What? I love !1fue |Ifeeke a wife,
A woman, chat islike a Germane Clocke,
Still a repairing : ever out of frame,
And never going a right, beingbur a Watch
But being watche, that it may fill goe right.
Nay, to be perjurde, which is worft of all :
Aund among three, to love the worft of all,
A whitly wanton, withavelvet brow.
Wich two pitch bals ftucke in hex face for eyes.
I, and by heaven; orie that will doc the deed,
Though eArgue were her Eunuchand her guarde.
And Ito figh tor her | to watch for her
To pray for her, goe to: it isa plague
That Capid will impofc for my negle@,
Of his almighty dreadfull little might.
Well, I willleve, write, figh, pray, fue, and grone,
Some men muftlove my Lady, and fome Zoze.

—

SR N S

Quartus.

Attus

Enter the Prince(fe, a Forrester, ker Ladies, and I
bﬂ' Lor Iil' .
| 1

Prin. Wasthat the King that fpurd his horfe fo hard,
Againft the fieepe unrifing of the hill 2

Boy, 1know not,but I thinke it was not he.

Prin. Who ere awas, a (hew’d 2 mounting mind :
Well Lords; today we fhall have our difpatch,
On Saterday we will retugne to France,
Then Ferrefler my friend, Whereisthe Bufh
That we muit ftand and play the murtherer in 2
~ For. Hereby uponthe edge of yonder Coppice,

Prin. 1 thanke my beauty, I am faire that fhoote,
And thereupon thou {peale’ft the fairelt fhoote.
For, Pardon me Madam, for I meant not {o.
Prin. What, what? Firf} praife me,thenagaine fay no.
O fhoreliv'd pride. Not faire ? alacke for wn:-F o
. or. Yes

i
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For. Yes Madam faire.
Prin. Nay,never paint menow,
W here faire 1s not, praife cannot mend the brow:
Here (good my glafle ) take this for telling truc:
Faire paiment tor toule words, is more then due.
For. Nothing but faireisthat which you inherit.
Prins See, fee, my beauty willbe fav'd by merit.
O herefie in faice, fit for thefe dayes, :
A giving hand, though foule, fhall have faire praife.

But come, the Bow : Numgﬁs to kill,
And fhooting well , is (hen accountedill: "

Thusywill I fave my creditin the thoote,

Not wounding, pitty weuld not let medo’t :

1f wounding, then it wasto fhew my skill,

That more for praife, than purpofe meant to kill.
And our of queftion, foit is fometimes :

| Gloty growesguilty ofdetefted crimes,

When for Fames {ake, to praife an curward part,
We bend tothat, theworking of the heart.
| As Ifor praife alone now fecke tofpill

Thepoore Deere blood, that my heart meanes nodll. 5
|~ Boy. Doe not curft wives hold that fcif’:-fw:raigﬂtf

Onely for praife fake, whenthey firive tobe
Lords ore their Loxds?

Prin. Onely for praife, and praife we may afford,
To any Lady that fubdewes a Lord.

Enter (lowue,

Boy. Here comes a member of the commen-wealth.
Cls. God dig-you-denall, pray youwhichis the head

Lady?
?}:—in.'rhou (hale know her follow,by the reft that have

| no beads, -
(le, Whichisthegreatelt Lady, the higheft ?

Prin. Thethickelt, andthe talleft.

Cls. Thetbickeft,and thetalleft: it is fo,truth is truth.
And your wafte Miftris,wereas flender as my wit,

One a thefe Maides girdles for your wafte fhould be fit.
Are net you the chicte woman? Y ou are the thickeft here.

Prin. What'syour will fir? What's your will 2

Clo. 1 bave aLerter from Monfier Birone,

Togne Lady Rofaline, ’ _

Priz. O'thyletter, thy letter : He's a good fiiend of
Stand afide good bearer, (mine.
Boyet, youcan Carve,

Breake up this Capon.
Boy. I am bound toferve.
This Letrer is miftooke : it importeth none here :
1t is write to Jaquenctia.
Prin. We will readeir, I {weare. _
Breake the necke ofthe Waxe, and every one give eare.

1

Poyet reades,

| By heaven, that thou art faire, is moft infallible :true |

that thou art beauteous, truth it felfe that thon art

| lovely : mose fairer then faire, beautifull then beautious,

Etwthcn'tmth it felfe : have comiferarion on thy heroi-
call Vaffall. The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King
| Cephernafct eye upon the pernicions and indubitate Beg-
| ger Zenelophon ; and he it was that might rightly fay 7-
| #, vidi, wici « Which to Apatemize in the vulgar, O
bafe and olL{cure vulgar ; widelicet, He came, Saw, and o-
vercame : he came one; fee; two;covercame three.
‘Who came ? the King. Whydid he come 2to fee. Why

3

4

|

R

did he {ee ? to overcome. To whom came he? tothe

Begger. What faw he ? the . Who overcame -
he?the Begger. The conclufionis victory : On whofe

{ide ? the King : the captive isinricht : On whofefide ? |
the Beggers. The cataftrophe 1sa Nuptiall : On whofe
fide ? the Kings : no, on both in one, or one inboth. Tam
theKing (for {o ftands the comparifon) thon the Beg-
ger, for fowitnefleth thy lowlinefles Shall I command
thy love? Imay. Shall I inforce thy love? I conld.
Shall I entreate thy love ? I will. 'What, (halcthou ex-
change for ragges,roabes : fortittlestitles, for thy felfe

| me. Thusexpeing thy reply, I prophane my lips on

thy foote, my eycs onthy pi@ure, and my heart on thy
every part. :

Thine in the deareft defigne of indnilry,
Don Adrianade Armado,

Thus doftthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, {
Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his prey :
Submiffive fall his princely feote before,
And he from forrage willinclineto play.
But if thou ftrive (poore fonle) what art thouthen?
Food for his rage, repafture for hisden.

Prin. What plume of feather is he that indited dhis
Letter > What vaine # W hat Wethercocke 2 Did yon

ever hearebetter ? |

Boy. 1 am muchdeceived, but I remember the flile,

Prin. Elfe your memory isbad, going ore it erewhile,

Boy.This Armado is a Spawiard that keeps herein court |
A Phantafme, a Monarcho, and one that makesiport
To the Prince and his Booke-mates -

Prin. Thou fellow ;a word.

Who gavethee this Letter ?

Clow. 1 told you, my Lord.

Priv. To whom fhould’ {t thou give it ?

Clew. T'rom my Lordto my Lady.

Prin. From which Lord, to which Lady 2

(low, Trom my Lord Berowne, a good mafter of mine,
To a Lady of Eramce, that he call’d Rofaline. ‘

Pri». Thou halt miftaken his letter, Come Lordsaway.
Here fweet, put up this, ’twill be thine another day.

: Exennt,

Boy. Who isthe thooter? Who is the fhootet ?

Rofa. Shall Iteach you to know.

Boy. 1 my continent of beaury.

Rofa. W hy {he that beares the Bow. Finely put off.

Bsy. My Lady goesto kill hornes, buc ifthou marry,
Hang me by the necke, if hornesthat yearemifcarry.
Finely pot on.

Rofa, Willthen, Iamthe fhooter.

Boy. And who isyour Deare?

Rofa. 1f we choofc by hornes, your

neare. Finely pur onindeed.

Moari. You Bill wrangle with her Boyer,and fhe ftrikes

at the brow.

Boy. Butfhee her felfe is hit lower
HaveIhit ber now.

Rofas Shall T comae upon thee with anold faying, that
was aman when King Pippin of Francewas a littie boy ,as
touching the hitit,

Boy. So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that was

a woman w hen Queenc (;ninawg of Britaine was a little
wench, as touching the hit it 5 2

Rofa,

{elfe come not
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Rofa, Thou canftnot hitit; hit it, hit it,

| Thou canftnot hit it my goed man.

Bey. I cannot,cannot, cannot ; _
And I cannor, another can. it
Clo. By my troth moft pleafant, how beth did fit. it.

Mar, Amarke marveilous well fhot, for they both

did hit. <
Bop. A marke; O marke but that marke : a marke fayes
my Lady. o 202 g
Let the marke have a pricke in't,to meate at,if is may be.

Atar. Wide a’th bow hand, yfaith youthand is our.

Clo. Indeed 2’muft (hoote nearer , or heele ne’re hit

the clout. f :

Bay, And itmy hand beout, then belike you hand is

in.

Clo. Thenwill fhe get the upthoot by cleaving the

Pin,

Har. Come, come,youtalke greafely, your lips grow

foule.

Cle. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her

. to boule.
Boy. 1 tearetoo much rubbing : good night my good
- Qule.

Cl. By my foule a Swaine, a moft imple Clowne.
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I have pat him downe.
O my troth molt fwecte jefts, moftincony vulgar wit,
Whenit CEmEE {o{moorhly off, {o obfcenely, asitwere,

fo fit.

eArmado athto fide, O amoft dainty man.
To {ee him walke before a Lady, and to bearc her Fan.
To fec him kiffe his hand, and how moft fweetly a will

{wearc:
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit,
Ah heavens, itis amoft patheticall nit.
Sowla, {owla.  Exeumt,
Showte within.

"

Enter Dull, Holofernes, the Pedant, and N athaniel,

Nath. Very reverent {port truely ,and done.in the tefti-
mony of a good confcience.

Ped. The Dearc was (asyou know ) fanguis in blood,
ripeasa Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Iewell in
the eareof Celo the sky : the welken the heaven, and a-
non falleth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the foyle,the
land, the earth.

Curat, N ath. Truly Malter Holsfernes,the cpythites are
{fweetly varied Jike a fchollerat theleaft : but fir T affure
yec, it wasa Bucke of the firft head,

Hel. Sir I athanitl, hared crede,

Dul. *Twas nota baud credo, *twasa Pricket.

Ho{. Moltbarbarousintimation: yet a kind of infi-
nuation, asit werein via, in way of explication fircere 1as
it wercreplication, or rather offentare,to thow as it were
his inclination after his undrefled,unpolifhed, nneduca-
ted, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe-
reft unconfirmed fafhion, to infert againe my baud creds
for a Deare. -

D#'s 11aid the Deare wasnota basd srede, *twas a Pri-
cket.

Hol, Twice fod implicity, bé coftus, O thou mon-
{ter ignorance, how deformed dooft thou looke?

N ath, Sir he hathnever fed of the dainties that are

bred in a booke.
He hath not cate paperasit werc s
He Lath not drunke inke,

g —
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" Loves Labonr slof.

1 His intelle& is not re
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onely fenfible in the duller parts : and fichbarren plants
are fet before ns,that we tIE:n[kcfull fhould be: which we
taftc and feeling,are for chofe partsthat doe fructifie in us
more then hes |

Foras it would ill become me to be vaine, indifcreet, or
afoole 3

Sowere there a patchfeton Learning, to fee him in a
Schoole. y

But amme benefay 1, being of an old Fathers mind,

Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind.
Dul. Youtwo are book-men : Can' you rell by your

wit, What wasa month old at (s birth, that’s not

five weekes old as yet ? | -

Df;f. Diétifma goodman Dull , Dilifims goodman

Dnll. What is diflinna?

Nath. A tittle to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moee.

Hol: The Moone wasa month old when Adwm was

no more, (fcore-

And wrought not to five-weckes when he came to fives
Th’allufien holds in the Exchange,

Dal, "Tistrueindeed, the Collufion holdsin thcu Ex- |

change,

. Hol. God comfort thy capacity,I fay th’allufion helds
in the Exchange. | -

Dxl, And 1 faythe polufion holds in the Exchange :
tor the Moone is never but a menth old : and I fay be-
fide that,’twasa Pricket that the Princeffe kild.

Hol, Sit Nathawir! , will you heare an extemporall
Epytaph on the death of the Deare » and ro humour
;hc ignerant call'dthe Deare; the Princeffekill’da Pric-

=g

Nath. Perge, good Mafter Holof
pleafe yeutoabrogate fcurility.

Hel, Twill fomething affect the
facility,

s perge, o it fhall

letter, for it argues

The praysfull Frinceffe pearft andpricke
a presty pleafing Prickes,
Som: faya S #rlj#r wot a fore,
till nove made fore witl; fhoosing.
The Dog ges dsd yekl, pu ell vo Sore,
thew Sorell jumps froms thicker :
Or frfc{qr-ﬁrr, orelfe Sorell
tie peaple fall a booting.
If Sere é:f}w, then ell ESEFE,
makes fifty fores O forell :
Of ome fore I an bundvedmake
by adding bt one more L.

Nath, A rare talent, _ |
Dal, Ifa talent be a claw,looke how he clawes him

with a talent.
Nash. This is agift that I have Gimple = fimple, a foo-
higures, (hapes,ob.

lifla extravagant fpirit, full of formes,
jects, Idcas, apprehenfions, motions, revolurions., Thele
are begotin the ventricle of memory, nourifht in the

wombe of primater, and delivered upon themﬂmmig b
8

of occafion : butthe giftis ood in thofe in whom it i

acute, and ] am thankefull for it. i
Hol, Sir, Tpraife the Lord for yon, and (o

pari(hiotiers, for their Sonmcsare well tutor'd by you,

area good member ofthe commenswesalth:

Nath: M bercle, If their Sonnes be Ingennons, !hy |

mdy my |
and their Daughters profit very greatly under you 3 yon |

fenithed; he is oncly an animall, |
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Loves La bour’s foﬂ ;

fhall want no inftru&ion : Ifcheir Daughters be capable,
| 1| will putitto them. But Fir fapst qui pauca loguitnr, a
‘{oule Feminine {aluteth us.

Enter laquenctia, and the ([ lowne.

Tagne.God give you good morrow Mafter Par/fon.

Nash. Malter Parfon, guafi Perfone ? And if one {hould
be perft, Which is the one? |

Cls. Marry Mafter Schoolemafter; hethat is like(t to
a hogfhead. _

Nath. Of perfing a Hogfhead, agood Iufter of conceit
in a turph of Earth, fire enough for a Flint,Pearle enough
| for a Swine : ’tispretty,it is well. _

lagu. Good Mafler Parfon be fo good as reade me this
Letter, itwasgivenme by Coffard, and fent me from
Don eArmatho : 1 befeech you readeit.

Nath. Fanfte precor gelida, guando, pecus omme fub vim-
bra,raminat, and {o ftorth. Ah good old CHanrwan, 1
may {peake of thee asthe traveller doth of Pemice, ¥ene-
chi, venachea,qui non te vide, i non te piacch, Old < Man-
twan,old Mimnn, Who underftandeththee not, ¢ re
follamifa. Vnder pardon fir, W hat are the contents?or
rather as Hlorrace {ayesin his, What ! my foule verfcs,

Hol. 1 fir,and very learned.

Natk. Let me hearea flaffe, a ftanza, a verfc, Lege do-

mine.

If Love make me fer{fworne, how {hall I {weateto louc ¢

Ah neuer faith could hold if not to beautie vowed.

Thoughto my fclfeforfworne, tothee Ile faithfull proue.

Thofethoughts to me were Okes, to thee like Oficrs
bowcd. |

Study his byas leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes.

Whereall td ofe pleafures live, that Art would compre-
hend .

| If knowledge be the marke, to know thee (hall fuifice,

Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend.,

l All ignorant that foule, that {ees thee without wonder.

W hich is to me fome praife, thatI thy partsadmire ,

Thy eye Towes lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadfull
thunder.

Which not to anger bent, is mufique, and fweet fire.

Celeftiall as thouart, Oh pardonlevethiswrong,

That fings heavens praife, withiuch an earthly tongue.

| Pedre. You find nettheapoftraphas, andfo mifle the

accent. Let me {iipernife the cangenet.

Nath. Here are onely numbersratified, but for the
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poefie caret : O
wiﬁ Nafo wasthewan. Andwhy in deed N a6, but
| for fmelling out the odoriferous floures of fancy ? the

jerkes of invention imitary is nothing: So doth the
Hound his mafter, the Ape hiskeeper, the tyred Horfe
| hisrider: But Damofehis Virgin, Was this direted to

ou’? .
: Iague. 1 fir from one mounficr Berowne, one of the
| ftrange Queenes Lords.

N ath. 1 will overglance the fuperferipe.

Tothe fnow-white hand of the maft beantiows Lady, Rofaline.
I will looke againe on the intellect of the Letter, for
the nomination of the party written to the perfon writen
unio. B

Tonr Ladilbips in all defived smployment, Berowne.

Per. Sir Holofernes, this Berowneis oneof the Voraries
with the King, and heare he hath frameda Lettertoa fe-
quent of the firanger Queenest which accidentally, or
by the way of progreflion, hath mifcarried, Tripand

—u

goe my {weet, dcliverchis Paper into the hand of the

King,iemay concerne much : ftay notthy cemplement,I
forgive thy duety, aduc.

_ ad. Good (e oftard goc with me ;

Sir God lave your life,

Ceff, Have with thee my girle. Exit,

Hel, Sir you have done t{lisin the feare of God very
religionfly : and as a certaine father faith-=—,

Fed. Sir tellnot me of the father, I doe feare ¢oloura-
ble colours. But toreturne to the Verfes,Did they pleafe
youfir N arhansel ?

Nath. Marveilous well for the pen.

Peda. 1doe dinetoday at the tathers of 4 certaine Pu-
pill of mine, whereif (being repaft)it fhallpleafe youto
E;mﬁt't'he table witha Grace, I will on my priviledge I

vewith the parents of the forefaid Child or Papill,
undertake your bsem wenwto, where 1 will prove thofe
Verfesto bee very unlearned, neither {avouring of Poe-
try, Wit, nor Invention. I befeech your Societys
~ Narh. And thankeyouto : for fociety (ﬁitﬂ the text)
18 the happinefie of life,

Peda. And certesthe text moft infallibly concludes it.
Sir I doe i:Eitr. youtoo, you {hall not {ay mc nay: pawce

p'r‘ L]
Away, thegentlesareat their game, and we willto our
recreation.
Exennt.

Enter Birome witha Paper in bis hand, alone.

Biro. The King heis hunting the Deare,
Iamcourfing my felfe.

‘They have pitchra Toyle, I am toyling ina pytch,
pitch that defiles ; defile, a foule word : Well, f{et thee
downe forrow ; for fothey fay the focle faid, and {o fay
I, andIthe foole : Well proved wit. Bythe Lord thiy
Lovc isas mad as dsax, it'kils, (heepe, it kils me, la
lhr:rj:c : Well proved againe a my fide. I will not love ;
if I doe,hang me : yfaithIwillnet. Obut hereye: by
this light, but for her eye,I would not love her ; yes, for
her two eyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world but lIye
and lyein my throate. By heaven I doe love, and it hath
taughtmeto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here is
part of my Rime, and heere my mallicholly. Well, fhe
hath one 2’my Sonnets already, the Clowne Bore it, the
Foole fent it, and the Lady hath it :{weet Clowne, {wec-
ter Foole, {weeteft Lady. By the world, I would not care
apin, ifthe other threewerein. Herccomes one witha
paper, God give him grace to grone.

He §tands afide,

Kin, Ayme |

Rir. Shotby heaven : proceed {weet (wpid, thou halt
thumpt him with thy Birdoolt under the left papsin faith
{ecrets. | :

King. Sofweet akiffe the golden Sunne gives not,
To thofe frefh morning dropsupon the Rofe,
As thy eye beames when their frefh Rayes have fmot
The night of dew that en my checks downe flowes.
Nor fhinesthe filver Moone ene halfe fo bright,
Through the tranfparent bofome of the deepe,
As doth thy facethrough teares of mine give light ¢
Thou thin’ftin every teare that I doe weepe,
Nodrop,but asa €oach doth carry thee,
Soride(t thou triumphing inmy woe.,
Doce but behold the tearesthar {well in me,
And they thy glory through my gricfe will thew :

The King enrverh,

But |

I i - il
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But doe not love thy felfe, thenthou wiltkeepe
My teares for glafles, and ftsll make me weepe.

| O Queenc of Queenes, how farre doft thonexcell,
No thought canthinke, nortongue of mortall tell.
How [hall (he know my gricfes? Tle dropthe paper.
Sweet leaves fhade folly, Who is he comes heere ?

Ewter Longavile. The King freps afide.
. What | Longavill | and reading : liften zare.
Bir. Now 1n thy likenefle, one more foole appeare. -
Lovg. Ay me, Tam forfworne.
|  Brr.Why he comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers.
Ling. Inlove I hope, fweet fellowfhip in fhame.
| Bsr. Onedrunkard lovesanother of the name.
Lon, Am 1the firlt that have bin perjur'd fo? (know,
Zir. 1could put thee in comfort, notby two that 1
Thou makelt the triumphery, thecornercap of focicty,
The fhape of Loves Tiburne, that hangs up fimplicity. -
Lon. I teare thefe (tubborne lines lacke power to move,
| O tweet Maria, Empreflc of my love, |
Thefe numbers will I teare, and write in profe.
Bir. O | Runesare guardsen wanton Cwpids hofe,
Disfigurenot his Shop. '
Lon. 'This fame (hall goe. He reads the Sonnet,
~ Diad not the fsﬂwﬂfy Rhetoricke of thinceye,
“Gawn it whoms the world cannot hold argument,
Perfwade miy hears to this falfe perjury ?
Uawes for thee broke deferve not punifbment.
< Womanl forfwore, bur I'will prove,
T hou bring a Godd: ([e, I forfnare not thee.
CMy Vow was earthly, thote a beavenly Love,
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all difgrace in ms,
Uowes arebme breath, and breath & vapour i,
Thin thou fuive Sun, which on my earvh deft (hine,
Exhal [} thes vapar-vaow, $n thee st 44+
If broken thien, it is mo fault of mine -
If by me broke, What foole s not fo wife,
To lovfe wn oath to win 4 Paradife ?
Bir. This isthe hver veine, which makesflefh a deizy,
| Agreene Goofe, a Goddefle, pure pure Idolatry.

- Enter Dumaine.

Lon. By whom (hall 1 fend this| (company ?) S:ay,
Bsr. Allhid, all hid, an old infanc play,

Like ademy God, here fit T inthe sky, -

And wretched fooles fecrets heedfully ore=cye.

More Sackes tothe myll | O heavens [ have my wifh,

Dumasne transform’d, foure Woodcocks ina difh.
‘Dum. O molt divine Kate,
Bire. O moft prophane coxcombe.
Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortall eye.
Ber. By carth fheisnot, corporall, there you lye.
“Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber cored.
Bur. AnAmber coloured Raven was well noted.
Dum, As upright asthe Cedar. ' .
PBer. Stoope I fay, her fhoulder iswith-child:
Dyin. As faireas day. | -
Zir. 1 as fome dayes, but then no funne muft fhine.
Dum, Othat I'had my wifh ?
Long. And I had minc.
K. And mine too good Lord.
Bir. Amen, (0 I had mine: Is not thatagood word ?
“Dum. I would ﬁ}rg'ct her, buta Fever fhe

Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be.
Bir. A Feverin yourbloud ! why then incifion

=S
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God amend us, God amend, weare muchouto’th’way.

| Would let herout in Sawc:rﬁ, {weet mifprifion,

| Thiswill I fend, and fomething elfc more plaine.

- And marke you both, andfor you both did blufh.

.

Dism. Once more Ile read the Ode that Thave writ.
Bsr. Once more Ie marke how Love can varry Wit.

ﬂ#ﬂd!;: rm.:fr.r his Sonnet,'

On a day, alacke the day : %
Love, whofe Month 1s cvery CMay,
Spred a bloffome pajfing fasre,

I laying inthe wanton ayre: 3
Through ths Velvet, leaves the wind,
ol snfeene, can paffage find.

That the Lover ﬁcngf ﬂﬁ, A
Wil d bimfelfe the heavens breath.
Ayre (guoth he) thy checkesmay blow,
Ayre, would [ might rrinmph fo.

But alacke my band is fworne, .
N e're xo plucke thee from thy thrane;
Vaw alacke for yourh nnmcere, '
Yonth o apt 2o plucke afweet.

Doe not callit finme in me,

Thar I am forfworne for thee. ¢
Thox for whom Tove wonld fweare,

Iuno but an Ethiop weve,

eAnd deny bimfelfe for [ove,

Turning mortall for thy Love,

That fhall expreffe my true-loves fafting paine,

O would the King, Birove, and Lovgavile, ~ 1

Were Lovers too, ill to example ill,
Weuld from my forehead wipe a perjur’d note s
For none offend, where all alikedog dote.

Long. Dumasne;thy Loveis farre from charity,
Thatin Loves griefe defir’ft fociery : -
You may looke pale, but I {hould blufh I know; ]
Tobe ur:—hcarﬂnd taken napping {o. |

King. Come fir, youblufh t as his, your cafe is fuch,
Youchid at him, offending twice as much. -
You doenot love Maria2 Longavile, - ;
Did never Sonnet for her fake compile 5
Nor never lay bis wreathed armes athwart

His loving bofome, to keepe downe his heart- |
I had beene clofely (hrowded in thisbufh,

I heard your guilty Rimés, obfern’d your fafhion 3

Saw fighes recke from you, noted well your paffion.

Aye me, fayes one . O fove, the other cries! &6

Her haires were Gold, Criftall the others eyes.

You would for Paradife breake faithaud troth, oo

And Jeve for your Love would infringe an oathe' =

What will Birone{ay when that be fhail heare™ - °

A faithinfringed, which{uch a'zeale did {wéare. =

How will hefcorne? how will he fpendrhiis wit 2 & o7

How will hetrinmph, leape, and laugh aeie? 0

For all the wealth that ever 1 did {ee, BCLVIR

I would not have him know fomuchbyme. = .~ |
Bir. Now ftep Iforth towhip hypoerifie. © |

Ah good my Liedge, 1 pray thee pardonme.. © =~

Good heart, W hat grace haft thou thus to reprove

Thefewormes for loving, that aremoftinlovee

Your eyesdoe make nocouches in your teares. |

S350\

Thereis nocertaine Princefe that appeares. S5
You'll notbe perjur’d, *tis a hatefull thing : :
Tufh, nenebut Minftrels like of Sonnetting.’
But are you not atham’d 2 nay, ar¢ you not
- M




1+ Kin. Hence ﬁfs,-away. ,
 Clo. Walkeafidethe true folke,and let the traytors ftay. |
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All three ofyou, to be thasmuch ore (hot ?
~ You found his Moth, the King your Mothdid fee :
But I aBeame doe find ineach of three,
O what a Scene of fool’ry have I feene,
Offighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teene :
O me, with what ftri& patience have fat,
Tofec a King tranformed toa Ghat ?
To{ce great Heroules whippinga Gigge,
And protound Salemon tuning a 1ygge?
And Neftor play at pufh-pin with the boyes;
And Crirricke Tymon laugh at idletoyes.
Wherelies thy griefe? jO tell me good Dumaine:
And gentle Longavile, where lyesthy paine?
And where my Liedges ? all about the breft.
A Candle hoa | |
Kin. Too bitter is thy jelt,
Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ?
Bir, Not youby me,but I betrayedto you.
I thatam honeft, I thatholdit finne
Tobreake the vow Iam ingagedin;
I am betrayed by keeping company
VWich men, like men of {trang inconftancy.
When {hall you fee me write a thing in rime?
Or grone for Joane ? or fpend 2 minutes time,
In pruning me, when fhall you heare that1 will praife a
hand, a foot,a face,an eye :a gate,a ftate,abrow, a breft,
a walte,a legge, a limme.
Kim. Soft, Whither away fofaft?
A true man, or atheefe, that gallops fo.
Bir. 1 poft from Leve, good Lover let me go.

. Enter laguenetta, and (lowme.
Tague. GodblefletheKing, ..+
Ksn. W hat Prefent haft thouthere ?
Clo. Some certaine treafon.
Kin. W hat makes treafon heere ?
Clo. Nay it makesnothing fir.
Kin, 1f1t marre nothing neither,
Thetreafonand yon goe inpeace together, «
Tagne. 1 befeech your Grace letthis Letter be read,
Our perfon mifdoubts it : it was treafon he faid.
Kin. B ironereade it over.
W here hadft thou it,
Iague. OFf Coftard, )
Kin.. Wherehadftthouit?
Coil. Of Dun Adramadio, Dy Adramsadio.
Kin. How now,what is in you? why doftthou teare it?
Bir. Atoymy Licdge, atoy: your grace needs net
feare it. -
Long. It did move him to paffion, and therefore let’s
h:are 2y g Y |
Dum. Tt1s Biremes writting, and heere is his name.
Bir. Ahyou whorcfon loggerhead, you were borne

1 to doe me (hame. - a.

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefle, I confeflc.
King. What? . - .4 2
Zir. Thavyouthree fooles,lackt me foole, to make
up the mefle. ) ielng o) |
He, he,and you :and you my Liedge, and T,

" 1 Arepicke-purfesin Love, and we deferve to dye.
| Odtmiter : ’*

O thisaudience, and I fhall tell you more.
- ({Dam. Nowthenumber iseven. -~

 Bir. True,true,iwe are fourc: will thefe Turtles be
gone ? | -
{Exst.

Loves Labour's loﬂ.

Heveades the Lester. |

1]

Bsr. Sweet Lords, fweet Lovers, O let usimbrace s
As true we areasflefh and bloud can be.
The Sea will ebbe and flow, heaven will fhew his face :
Young blouddoth not obey an old decree. |
We cannot croffe the caufe why weare borne : :
Therefore of all hands muft we be for{fworne. |
King. What,did theferent lines (hew fome love of
thine ¢ (Rofaline, |
Bir. Did they, quoth you ? Who feesthe heavenly
That (likca rude and favage man of /nde.)
At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft, I
Bowes not his vaffall head, and ftrooken blind;
Kifes the bafe ground with ebedient breaft?
W hat peremptory Eage-fighted eye
Dareslooke nponthe heaven of her brow, ‘
Thatisnot blinded by hexr Majefty 2
Kin, Whar zeale, what fury, hath infpir’d thee now ?
My Love (her Milftris) is a gracious Moone,
She (an attending Starre) {carce feenc a lighr,
Bir. My eyesare then no eyes, nor 1 Birone.
O, but for my Love, day would turne to nigh,
Of all complexions the cul’d foveraignty,
Doe meetasata faire in her faire cheeke,
Wherefeverall Worthies make one digpity,
Where nothing wants, that want it {elre doth feckes
Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues,
Fye Eiu'nted Rethoricke, O fhe needs itnot,
To things of fale, aiellers praife belongs :
She pafles praife, then praife too (hort doth blot.
A withered Hermite, ivefcore winters wotne,
Might {hake off fifty,looking in her eye
Beauty doth varnifh Age, asif new borne,
And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy.
O ’tis the Sunne that maketh all things fhine.
King. By heaven,thy Love is blacke as Ebony-
Bir. 1s Ebony like her ? O word divine?
A wifeof fuch wood were felicity. | |
O who can giveanoth? Where is abeoke?
That I may {weare beauty dothbeanty Jacke,
Ifthat fhe learnc not of her eye to looke :
No face is faire that is not full foblacke.
Kin. O paradoxe,blacke 1s the badge of hell,
The hue ot dungeons, and the Scheole of night :
And beauties creft becomes the heavens well.
RBir. Divelsfooneft tempt refembling fpirits of light.
Oif inblacke my Ladiesbrowes be deckr,
It mourncs, that painting an viurping haire
Should ravifh doters with a falfe alpect :
And therefore is fhe borne to make blacke, faire.
Her tavour turnes the fathion of the dayes,
F or native bloud iscounted painting now : I
And therefore red that would avoyd difpraife,
Paintsit felfe blacke, to imitate her brow.
Dum\To lookelike her are Chimny-{weepers blacke.
Lon, And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright
King. And dethiops of their fw eet complexion crake.
“Dum. Darkeniceds no Candles now,for darke islight.
Bir. Your miftreflesdarenever come in raine,
For feare their colours fhouild be wafht aways
Kin. *Twere good yoursdid : for fir to tell you plaine,
Ile find a fairer face not wafhtto day.
Bir. 1le prove her faire, or talke till dooms-day here.
* Kin. NoDivell will fright theethen {o much as fhe.
“Dum. 1 never knew man bold vile (tuffe fodeere.
Lon, Looke, ber’s thy love, my footand her face fee.
Bir. O if the fireets were paced with thine eyes,

Her |
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The ftrear thould fecas (he walk’d over head.
Kin. Butwhat ofthis,are we notall in love?
Bir, Nothing (o fure,and thereby all for{werne.

K, Then leave this chat, and good Biremenuw prove -
Our loving lawfull, and our faith not torne.
Dup. 1marry there, fome flattery for thisevills
Long. O {omeauthority how to proceed, .. .
Some trickes, fome quillets, how to cheat the divell;
Dam, Some falve for perjury,
Bir. O ’tismore thenneede.
Have at you then atfetions menat armcs,
Confider what you firfkdid fweare unto :

| Flat treafon gain(t the Kingly ftate of youth.
Say, Can you faft ? your ftomackes are too young ¢
And abftinence ingenders maladies.

| And where that you have vow’d to ftudy (Lords)
In that each ot you have for{worne his Booke.

For when would you my Lord, or you, or you,

To faft, ro {tudy, and to fee no woman : r

Canyou ftill dreame and pore, and thereon looke? l

Have found the ground of ftudies excellence,
‘1 Without the beauty of a womans face ;
From womens eyes this Do&rine Iderive,
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs;
From whence doth (pring the true Promerhean fires
Why, umverfall plodding, poyfons up |
The nimble {pirits in the arteries,
A's motion and long during action tyres
The finnowy vigour of the travailer.
Now for not looking ona womans face,
You have in that feriworne the ufe of eycs :
And ftudy too, the caufer of your vow.
For where isany Author in the world,
Teaches fuch beauty asa womanseye :
Learning is but an adjunct to our felfe,
| And where we are, our learning likewife is.
Then when our {elves we fee in Ladieseyes,
Doe we not likewifle fee our learning there ?
O wehave made a Vow to ftudy, Lords,
And inthat vow we have forfworne our Bookes :
For when would you (my Leige) or you, or you ?
Inleaden contemplation have found out
Such fiery Numbersas the prompting eyes,
Of beauties tutors have inrich’d you with ¢
Other flow Artsintirely keepe thebraine :
And therefore finding barraine praQizers,
Scarce fhew a harveit of their beavy toyle.
But Love firlt learned in a Ladies eyes,
Livesnot alone immured in the braine :
But withthe motion of all clements,
Courfes as {wift as thoughe in every power,
And gives to every power adouble power,
Above their functiensand their offices.
Iraddes a precious feeing to the eye »
A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind.
A Loverseare will heare the loweft found.
When the {ufpicious head of theft is flopt,
Loves fecling 1s more {oft and fenfible,
Then are the tender hornes of Cockled Snayles.
Loves tongue provesdainty Baehss, grofle in taft C; |
| For Valour, isnot Love a Hercules ?
Still climing trees in the Hefperides,
Subtillas Sphinx, as {weerand muficall,

Asbright dpolle’s Lute, ftrung with his haire,

—-—l—'q_—-___-_,_—-_

“

- H:;Fc:.t were much too dainty Enr {uch tread. Asbright Apollo’s Lute, [trung with his haire.
Dsm. O vile, then as (he goes whatupward lyes 2 And when Love fpcakes, the voyce ofall the gods,

Make heaven drowfie withithe harmony,
Never durft Poer touch a pen to write, - :
Vrill his Inke were tempred with Loves fighes ¢
O then hislines would ravifh favage earés ;
And plant in Tyrantsmild Lumility; |
From womens eyesthisdoctrine I defives
They {parcle fili the right Pomethean fice,
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the A¢ademes,
That fhew,containe, and nonrifhall the world.
Elfe noneag all in onght proves excellent. b
Then fooles you were thefe women to forfweare ¢
Or keeping what is {worne, you will prove fooles.
For Wifedomes fake (a word tht all men love)
Or for Lovesfake,a word thatJoyes all men.
Or for Mensfake, the author of thefe Women:
Or Womensfake, by whom we men are men,
Let us once loofe our oathes to find ous {elves,
Or elfe we looft our felves, to keepe our cathes :
Itisreligion to be thus forfworne.
For Charity it fclfe fulfillsthe Law s
And who can fever love from Charity?
Kin. Saint Cupidthen,and Souldiersto the fidd.
Bir. Advance your ftandards, and upon them Lords.
Pcll, mell, downe with them : but be Erft advis'd,
Inconflifh thatyou get the Sunne of them.
Lon. Now to plaine dealing, Lay thefe glozes by,
Shall we refolve to wooe thele girles of France?
Kin. And winnethemtoo, therefore let usdevife;
Some entertainment for them intheir Tents. |
Bsr. Firft from the Parke let us conduét them thither,
Then homeward every man attach the hand
Ofhis faire Miftrefle, in the aftcrnoone :
We will with fome Itrange paftime folace them :
Such asthe fhortnefie of the time can (hape,
For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres,
Fore-runne faire Love, ftrewing her way with flowres.
Kin. Away,away, notime fhall be omitted,
That will be time jand may by us be ficted.
Bsr. Alone,alone fowed Cockelly redp'd no Corne,
And Tuftice alwayes whirlesin equall meafiwre :
Li%ht Wenches may prove plagues to men forfworne,
Iffo, our Copper buyes no better treafure.

O

Exdunt,

—

Abtus anrtm.

- Don Adriano de Armathe. *

i

Entér the Pedant; Curase, and Dl

—— —

Peda. Satis quid[ufficit,

Cwr. 1 praife Godtor you fir, your reafons at dinner
have beene fharpe and fententious:pleafant without feur-
rillity, witty without affectation andacious without im-
Eudenty, learned without opinion, and ftyange without

e

refie : I did conuerlethis gwondam day witha cn;:lﬁ"
njon of the Kings, who is intituled, nominated, or / ‘

Ped. Novi bominsim tanguam te; His humouris lofty,
his difcourfe peremptery : his tongue filed, his eyeam-
bitious, his gate majeficall, and his gencrall behavi-
our vaine, ridiculous; and thrafonicall. He is oo picked,
too {pruce, too affected, too cdde,as it werg, 100 pere-
grinate, as I may caltic. bV A S

M2z (¥rat.

il sl ..
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Cwurat. Amoftfingular and choife Epithat,
Drﬂ'ﬂ’ ont HJ' T‘éh"hﬂkfi
Ped. Hedraweth outthe thred of his verbofity, fi-
ner then the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch pha-
naticall- phantafims, fuch infociable and poynt devife
companions, fuch rackers of ortagriphy, as to fpeake
dout fing,when he fhould {ay doubt; det, when he theuld
pronounce debtg debr, nordert he clepeth a Calfe,
Caute : halfe, haufe : neighbouir vecatsr nebour; neigh a-
breviated ne : this isabhominable, which he would call
abhominable : it infinuateth me of infamy : #einteligss do-

‘muwe, to make franticke, lunaticke ?

Cura. Lausdeo,bene intelligo, o
Peda. Bomsz boon for boon prefzian, a little fcarch , "twill

ferve.

Enter Braggart, Boy;

(nrat. Uides-rie gucs Venit ¥

Peda, Vides, &5 gandio.

Brag . Chirra,

Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ?

Erz- Men of peace well incountred.

£.da. Moft millitary fir, {alutation,

Bey. They havebecneat a great fealt of Languages,

| and ftele the fcraps.

Clow. O they have liv’dlong on the almes-basket. of
words. I marvell thy M. hath not eaten thee for a word,
for thou art not {o longby the head as honorificabilitu-
dinitatibus : Thouart eafier ivallowed then a flapdra-
gﬂﬂ . : :

Page. Peace, the peale beging.

Brag. Mounfier,are yonnot lettered 2

Fage. Yecs, yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke :
What is Ab {peld backward with the horne on hishead ?

Peds. Ba, pueritia witha horne added.

Pag. Bamoft {cely Sheepe, withahorne: you heare his
learning. '

Ped, Dms guis, thou Confonant ?

Pag. Thelaltof the five Vowelsit You repeat them
or the fift if I. |

Ped. I willrepeatthem: ael.

Pag. The Sheepe; the othei twoconcludes it ou.

Brag. Now by the falt wave of the mediteraneum, a
{weet tutch,a quicke venewe of wit,(nip fnap,quicke and
home, it rejoyceth my intellect, true wit.

1 dj’.-gr. Offered by achild toan old man ¢ whichis wit-
n L]

Peda. What is the figure? What isthe fipure ?

Page. Hornes.

Peda. Thoudifputes’t like an Infant: goe whip thy
Gigge.

Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will
E.rhip about your Intamy vawm citaa gigge of a Cuckolds

orne.

Clow. And 1 had but one penny in the world , thou
fhould{t have it te buy Ginger bread : Hold, there is the
very Remuneration I bad of thy malter, thou halfpenny

| purfe of wit,thou Pidgeon-egge of difcretion. Qand the

eavens were {0 pleafed, thatthou wert but my Baftard ;
Whata joyfull father wouldft thou make me ? Gee to,
thouhaft it addungil, at the fingers ends, as they fay.

Peda. Oh I {mell talfe Latine, dunghel for vnguem.

Brad. Art[-man preambular, we will be fingled from
the barbarous. Doe you not educate youth acthe Charg-
houfeon the top of the Mountaine ?

Peda. Or Monsthe hill.

Brag. At your {weet pleafure, for the Mogntaine,
Feda, 1 doe fans guefison. :
Brag. Sir,itis the Kings moft fiveet pleafie and af

fection, to congratulate the PrincefJeat E:r Pavilion, in

the pofleriors of this day, which the rude multitude calj
the after-noone. ~ k |

Ped. The posterior of the day, moft generous fir, is lia-

ble, congraent, and meafurable for the aftersnoone : the

word is well culd, choife, {weet, and apt I doe aflure you
fir, Idoeuflure.

Brag. Sir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and my fa-

miliar, I docaflure ye very good fiiend: for whatisin- l

ward betweene us, et it paffe. I doe befeech thee re-
member thy curtefie, 1befeechthee apparc!l thy head :
and ameng other importunate and moft ferious defignes,
and of greatimport indeed too : but let that paffe, tor L

muit tell thee it will pleafe his Grace (bythe world) |

fometime to leane upon my poore fhoulder, and with
his royall finger thus dally with my excrement, with my
muftachio ; but fweet heart let that paffe. Bythe world
I recoint no fable, fome certaine fpeciall honours it
pleafech his Greatnefle to Impartto eArmado a Souldier,

a man of travell, that hath fcene the world : but et that |

pafic ; the very all of all is : bur fiveet heart; I doe im-
plore fecrecy; that the King would have me prefent the
Princeffe ({weetchucke) withfome delightfull oftenta-
tion, or thow, or pageant; or anticke, or fire-worke :
Now, underftanding that the Curate and your fweet felfe
are goodat fuch eruptions, and fodaine breaking our of
myrth (as it were ) I have acquainted you withall; to the
end to crave your affiftance. '
Peda. Sir, you fhall prefent before her the Nine Wor-
thies, Sir Holofernes, asconcerning fome entertainment
of time, fome fhow in the pofterior of this day, to bee
rendred by our affiftantsat the Kings command : and this
moft gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, betore

the Princeffe : 1fay none {o fit as to prefent the Nine
Worthies,

Cwrat. Where will you find men worthy enough to .

prefent them ?

Peda, Iofua, your felfe : my felfe, and thisgallant gen-
tleman /udas Mashabens ; this Swaine (becaufe of his
great limme or joynt) fhall paffe Pempey the great, the
Pagc Hercules,

rag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enough
for that Werthicsthumbe, heisnotfo big as the end of
his Club.

Peda, ShallT haveaudience ? he fhall prefent Hercx-
les in minority : his enter and exir (hall be frangling a
Snake ; and I will have an Apology for that purpofe.

Pag. Anexcellentdevice: {o if any of the audience
hiffe,you may cry, Welldone Herewles, now thou cru-
theft the Snake ; that isthe way to make an offence gra-
cious, though few have the grace to doc it.,

3rjg- For the rell of the Worthies ?

Peda, I will play three my felfe,

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman,

Brag. Shall Ttell youa thing ?

Peda. Weattend, -

Brag. Wewill have, ifthis fadge not, an Antique. 1
befeech you tollow,

Ped. Viagood-man Dell,thonhalt {poken no word all
this while.

Daull. Norunderftood none neither fir.

Ped. Alone, we will employ tliee.

Duli. lle make one in a dance, or fo: or I'will play

Loves Labour's lof. |

S
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onthe taber to the Worthies,and Jet them dance the hey-
Ped. Moft Dull, honeft Dakl,to our {port away. E xit.

LEnter Prince(fe, and Ladses.
Prin. Sweet hearts, we (hall be rich cre we depart,
If fairings come thus plentifully in.
- A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds : looke you, what I
have from the loving King.
Kefs. Madam, came nothing elfe along withthat?
Prin. Nothingbutthis ; yesas muchlove in Rime,
-As wonld be cram’d up ina {heet of paper
Writon both {idesthe leafe, margent and all,
That he was faine to feale on (wpsds name.
Rofa. That was the way to make hisgod-head wax :
For he hathbeene five thoufand yeeres aboy.
Kath. I,anda{hrewd unhappy gallowes too.
Rofa.You'll ne're be triends with him,a kild your fifter.
Kath, He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy,-
And (o (he dicd : had fhe beene light like you,
| Offuch a merry nimble ftirring {pirit,
She might a beene a Grandam ere (he died.
And {o may you : Fora light heart lives long. '
Rofa. W hat’s your darke meaning moule, of this light
word ?
Karh. A light condition in a beauty darke.
Rofa. Weneed more light to find your meaning out. -
Kar. Youwllmarrethe ight by taking it infouffe :
Theretore Ile darkely end the argument.
Ref. Looke whatyoudoe, youdoe it ftill 1'th darke.
Kat. Sodoenot you, for youarea light Wench.
Rofa, Indeed 1 waigh net you, and therefore light.
XKa, You waighne not, O that’s you care not for me,
Rof. Great realon : for palt care, i1s ftill palt cure.
Prin. Well bandied both, a fer of Wit well played,
But Refalsne, you have a Favour teo ?
Whofentir ?and what isit 2
Ro(. 1 wovld you knew,
And if my face were but as faire as yours,
My Favour were as great, be witnefle this.
Nay, 1 have Verfestoo, I thanke Birone,
The numbers true, and were the numbring tog,
I werethe faireft goddeffe on the ground.
I am compar’d to twenty thoufand faires.
O he hath drawne my picure in his letter.
Prin, Any thing liﬂz ?
Rof. Muchin the letters, nothing in the praife.
“Prin, Beautcousas Incke :a good conclufion.
Kar, Faireasartext B.ina Coppy booke.
Rof: Warepenfils. How ? letme not dye your debter,
My red Dominicall, my golden letter.
O that your face were full of Oes.
~ Prin, A Pox of that jeft,and I befhrewall Shrowes:
1 But Karherine, what was fent toyon
From faire Dumaine
Kath, Madam,thisGlove.
Prin. Did he not fend you twaine ?
- Kath. YesMadam : and moreover,
Some thoufand V erfes of a faithfull Lovers
| A hugetranflation of hypocrifie,
Vildly compil'd, prefound fimplicity.
| M. This,and theft Pearls, to me fent Lorgdvsle,
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. |
“Prin. 1thinke no leffe : Doft thou not with in heart
"The Chaine were longer, and the Letter {hort?
Mar, 1,0r1 wuulg thefe hands might never past.
Prin. Weare wile girles to mocke our Lovers {o.

e

T
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* | Thatin this fpleene ridiculous appcares,

| Malter your Wits, ftand in your owne defence,

t Their purpofe isto parlee, to court, and dance;,

tfame Bironeile tortureerel goc.

O that I knew he were bue inby th’ weeke,
How I would make him fawne, and beg, and {eeke,
And wait the {eafon, and obfervethe times,
And{pend bis prodigall witsin booteles rimes.
And fhape his ferviceall to my behefts,
And make him proud to make me proud with
So pertaunt like would T o’refway his {tate,
That he (hould be my foolesand L hisfate. + + .

Prin. Noneare {o furely caughe, when they are
As Wit turn’d foole: folly in Wifcdome hatch'd,
Hath wifedomes warrant,and the helpe ot Schoole,
And Wits owne grace to gracea learned Foole ?

jolss

Rof. Thebloud of youth burnes not with firch excefle, |

As gravitiesrevolt to wantong(Te. |
Mar. Folly infooles beares not {o firong anote,
As fool’ ryinthe Wile, when Wit doth dote ;
Since all the power thereof it doth apply,
Toprove by Wit, worth in fimplicity.
ﬁ, ; Enter Boyer, 18
Prin. Heere comes m:, and mirth in his face. v
Bop 40T am {tab’d laughteg, W her's her Grace?
Pogn, Thy newesBoyer? .
Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare.
Arme Wenchesarme, incounters mounted are,
Againit your Peace, Love dothapproach, difguis’d s
Armedin arguments, you’ll be fupriz’d.

Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flye hence.
Prin, Saint Dennis,to S. Cupid : What are they,

That chargetheir breath againft us? Say feout fays
Boy, Vuderihecoole fhade of a Siccamore,

Ithought to clofe mine eyes{ome halfean houre s «

Wher loz to interrupt my purpos'd reft,

Toward that thade I might behold addscft,

The King and his companions : warily

I ftole into aneighbour thicket by, |

And over-heard, what you (hall over-heares

That by and by difguis'd they will be heére.

Their Herald isa pretty knavifh Page ; |

That well by heart bath con’d hisembaffage; .1 .« ¢

Adtionand accent did they teach him theres .

Thus mult thouipeake,and thus thy bedy beare.

And everand anon they madea doubt,

Prefence majetticall wonld put him out :

For quoth the King, an Angell fhall thou fee 5

Yet fearc not thou, but {peake audacioufly.

The Boy reply’d, an Angell is nor evills

1 (hould havefear’d her, had fhe beene a déevill.

With thatall laugh’d, and clap’d him on the fhonlder;,

Making the bold wagge by their praifesbolder. .

One rub’d his elbecthnssand fleer’d, and fwore,

A better fpeech wasnever {poke before.

Another with his finger, and his thumb;

Cry'd vie,we will doo’t, come what will come. L. w9
| Thethird he caper'd and cried, Allgoes weil. “¥

The fourth turn’d onthe toe, and downe he fell «
W ith that they all did tamble on theground,
With fucha zealous laughter fo protound,

To checke their folly paffions, folemne teares.
Prin, But what, but what, come they to vifitus?
Bay. Theydoe, they doc ; and are apparci'd thus,

Like Adufcovitesyor Ruffians, or 1 gefles :

M3

nB7 |

Rofa. They are wdrfe foolesto purchafe mocking fou |

thtj | _

And |



| Defpight of {iite, to fee a Ladies face.

1  Bir, Beautiesnoricher then rich Taffata.

| thesr backes to mortall viewes, .

1 Om

_Vnte his{everall Miftrefle : which they’ll know

And every one his Love-feat willadvance, I

e

By favours feverall, which they did beftow. .
Prin. And will theyfo ? the Gallants (hall be taskt P

For Ladics ; we will every one be mask,

Andnota man ofthem fhall have the grace

Hold*Rofalipe, this Favour thou fhalt weare,
And then the'K ing will court thee for his Deare :
Hold, take thou this my {weet, and give methine;
Sofhall Bironetake me for Rofaline.
And change your Favours too,{o (hall your Loves
Wooccontrary, deceiv'd by theferemoves.
Rofz. Come on then, weare the favours moft in fight. |
Kath. Butin this changing, What is your intent ?
Priz. The effe@ of my intentisto crofle cheirs:
They doe itbut in mocking merriment,
And mockefor mocke is oncly my intent.
Their feverall counfels they unbofome fhall,
To Loves miftooke, and fo be mockt withall.
Vpon the next occafion that we meete, N
With Vifages difplayed to talkg and grecte.
Reofa. But fhall we dance, ifthey defire nstoo't?
Frin. No, to the death we will not movea foor,
Nor to their pen’d fpeech render weno grace

ELove} Labowr's I

Bur while "tis fpoke, each turne away her face. :
Boy. "W hy that contempt will kill the kecpers heart
And quite divorce his memory from his part,
Prin. Therefore I doe it,and [ make no doubt,
The reft will ne’re come in, if he be out.
There's no fuch fport, asfport by {port orethrowne =
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne.
So {hall we ftay mod’cing entended game,
And they wellmocke, depart away with fhame.  Sownd.
Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maske, the maskers
come. - ~ |

.E#ﬂ?‘ Black wuores with wnficke, the Boy with a fpeech,

#nd the rest of the Lords difgmsfed,
Page. Al Imi!:,..rb: richest Beauties on the earth
Pag. eA boly parcell of the faivef} dames that ever tarn'd
The Ladies turne their backesto him. |

Bsr. Their eyesvillaine, their eyes. !
Pag. That ever turn’dtheir eyes tomortall viewes,

Bar. True, out }r':decd. g i,

Pag. Ount of yonr favours beavenly [birit voschfafe
Nt to &:W.J - P

B, Oncetobehold, rogue,

Pag. Once tobehold with your Sunne beamed eyes,

| ®uth your Sunmebeamed eyes.

Bir. They will not anfwer to that Epythité,

{ You were beft call it Daughter-becamed eyes. .

Pag. They doc not marke me, and that brings me out,
Bir. Isthisyour perfe@nefle ? be gonyou rogue.
Rofa. W hat would thefe ftrangers ?

1 Know their minds Boyet.

Ifthey doe fpeake our language, *tis our will
That {fome plaine man recountcheir purpofes.
Know what thy would 2 |
Boy. What would you with the Princes ?
Brr. Nothing butpeace, and gentle vifitation,

| Rof Whatwould they, fay they ?

=
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Boy. Nothing but peace; and gentle vifitation.
Rofa. 'W hy that they have, and bid them fo be gone.
Boey. Shelayesyou have i, and you may be gone.
Kin. Say'to her we have meafur’d many miles,

To treada Meafure with you on the graffe. o
Boy. They fay that they have meafur'd many a mile,

| Totread a Meafure with youon this graffe.

Rofa. Itisnotfo. Askethem how manyinches

Isinonemile? If they have meafur’d many,

The meafure then of one is eafly told.
Bey. Ittocome hither, you have meafur'd miles,
And many miles: the Princeffe bids yon tell,
How many inchesdoth fill uip one mile ?
Zsr, Tell her we mealure them by weary fteps.,
ZBoy. She heares her fclfe.
Refa. How many weary fteps,
Of many weary miles you have orc-gone,
Are numbred in the travell of onc mile ? 2
Ber. 'We number nothing that we {pend for you,
Our duty 1s {o rich; fo infinite,

| That we maydoe it ftill withoutaccompt.

Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face,
That we (like favages ) may worfhip it. |

Rofa. My face is but a Moonc and cleuded too.

Ksn. Blefled are clouds, to doe asfuch clouds does
Vouchfafe bright Moone, and thefe thy ftarresto {bane,
(Thofe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne,

Rofa, O vaine peticioner, bega greater matter,

Thou notv requefts but Moonefhine in the water,

Kin. Then m our meafure, vouchfafe but one change,
Thou bidft me beg, this begging isnot ftrange.

Rofa. Play mufickethen : nay you muft doe it foone.
Not yet no dance : thus change 1 like the Moone.

Ksn. Will you not dance : How come you thus e-
ftranged ? . !

Rofe. Youtooke
changed ? | _ |

Kin. Yet ftill {heis the Moone, and-I the Man:

Rofa. The muficke playes, vouchfafe fome motion to
it : Our eares vouchfate it.

Kin. But your legges fhould doe it,

Re/. Sinceyon are ftrangers, and come here by chance,
We'llnot be nice, take hands, we will not dange.

Kin. 'Why take youbands then?

Rofa. Oncly to part friends,

Curtfie fwcet hearts, and fo the Meafure ends.

Kin. More meafure of this meafure, benot nice.

Rofa. We canafford nomore at fuchaprice.

Kin.Prife your felves then : what buyes your company?

Rofa. Yourablence onely.

Ksn. That can pever be.

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and foadue,

Twice to your Vifor, and halfe once to yous

Ksni 1f you deny to dance, let’s hold more chat.

Ref. Inprivatethen,

Kin. Iambeflt pleafd with that. _ -

Bsr. W hite handed Miliris, one {weet word withthee.

Prin, Mony,and Milke, and Soger : thereis three.

Bir. Nay then twotreyes,and if you grow fo nice
Methegline, Wort, and Malmfey ; well runne dice:
There’s halfea dozen fweets. |

Prin, Seventh{weet adue, fince you can cog,
lle play no more with you.

Bir. One word infecret,

Prim. Let it not be {weet.

Bir. Thou greev’{t my gally

the Moene at full, bptl _nﬁ'.# fhee’s

Pris, |




Loves Labour's loft. - |

P riﬂi Gﬂu, bittcf-
Bir. Therefore meete. .
D#. Will youvouchfafe with me to change a word ? -
Mar, Nameit, |
Duws, Taise Lady :
Mar, Say you {o 2 Faire Lord 3
Take you that for your faire Lady.
Dum, Pleale it you,
Asmuch in private,and Ilebid adieu.
Mar. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue?
Long. 1know the reafon Lady why yonaske.
CMar. O for your reafon,quickly fir, I long.
Lng. You have adonble tongue within your maske.
And would affoord my {peechlefie vizard halfe.
¢Mar, Vealequoth the Dutch-mans is not Veale a
Calfe ? |
Long, A Calfe faire Lady ?
Mar. No, afaire Lord Calfe.
Long. Let’s part the word.
Mar. No, Ile not be your halfe :
Takeall and weane it, itmay provedn Oxe.
Long. Looke how you butte your {elfein thefe (harpe
mockes.
Will you give hornes chaft Lady ? Doe not fo-
- Mar. Then dyea Calfe before your hornes doe grow.
Lox. One word in private with youere I dye.
CMar. Bleat {oftly then, the Butcher heares youcry:
Boy. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keene
As is theRazors edge, invifible : s
Cutting a {maller haire then may be {cen®y.
Above the fenfe of {ence {ofenfible : '
Seemeththeir conference, their conceits have wings,
Fleeter then arrows,bullets,wind,thought fwifter things
&Ij-'q{i ‘Not one word more my maides,breake off, brea
‘oft. |
| Bir. By heaven,all dry beaten with pure fcoffe.
Kin. Farc-well madde Wenches, you have fimple
wits. Exennt.
Prin. Twenty adicus my frozen Mufcovits.
Arc thefe the breed of wits {o wondredat ?
Boy. Tapers they arc, with your {fweet breathes puft
out.
Rofa. Wel-liking wits they have, grofle, grofie, fat fat.
Prin. O poverty in wit, Kingly poore flout,
Will they not (thinke you) bang themfelves toright ?
Orever but in vizards (hew their faces :
This pert Birone was out of count’nance quite.
| Rof. O!They were all'in lamentable cales.
The King was weeping ripe for a good word.
Prin. Birone did (weare himfelre out ofall {nite.
tMar. Dumaine wasatmy {ervice, and his {word 3
| Nopoint (gquoth I ;) my fervant ftraight was mutc.
Ka. Lord Longawile {aid 1 came orc his heart :
1 And trowyouwhat he calld me ? .
Prin. Qualme perhaps.
Kar. Yesin good faith,
Prin. Goeficknefle asthou art.
Rof. Well, better wits have worne pldine {tatute caps,
But will you heare jthe King is my love {worne. |
Prin. And quickt_.ﬁ‘irqminth plighted faith to me.
Kat. And Lengavile was for my fErvicc borne.
Mar. Dwumaine 1smine as{ureasbarke on tree.
| Boys Madam, and prerty miltrefles give eare,
Immediately they willagaine beheere
Intheir owne (hapes : for it cannever be,
They will difgeft this har(h indignicy.

Pris. Will they returne 2 |
Boy: They will they will, God knowes, AT
And leape for joy, thoughthey are lame with blowes :
Theretore change Favoprs,and when they repaire,
Blow like {weer Rofes, in this fummer aire.
; Préﬂ. How blow ? how blow ? Speake o be under-
ood.

Boy. Taire Ladies maske, are Refesintheirb
Difmaskr, their damaske fweer commixiire
Are Angelsvailing clouds, or Rofes blowne

Prén. Avantperplexity : W hat(hall we dot;
Ifthey returne mtheir owne (hapesto wooe ?

Rofa. Good Madam, if by me youw'libeadyis’d,

Let’s mocke them (till as well knowne asdifguis'd s
Letus complaine to them w hat fooles were heare,
Difguis’d like Mufcovites in fhapelefle geare :
And wonder what they were, and to whatend
Their {hallow fhowes,and Prologue vildely pen'd,
And their rough carriage {o ridiculous,
Should be preiented at our Tentto us.
Bey. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants areat hand.
Prin. W hip to our Tents, as Roes runnes ore Land.
Exunt,

Enter the King and thereft,

King. Faire fir,God fave you. Wher's the Princefle ?
Boy. Goneto her Tent. _

Pleafe iv your Majefty command me any {ervice to her?
King. That {he vonchfafe me andience for one word.
Boy. I will, and fowill fhe, I know my Lord. Exit.
Bir. This fellow pickesup witas Pigeons peafc,

And utters it againe, when Jeve doth pleafe:

Heis Wits Pedler, and retailes his Wares, T

At Wakes,and Waflels, Meetings, Markets, Faires.

And wethatfell by groffe, the Lord doth know,

Have notthe grace to grace it with fuch fhew.

This Gallant piris the Wenches on his {lceve.

Had he bin #dam, he had tempred Eve.

He can carve too, and lifpe : Why thisis he,

That kit away his hand in courtefie, g, 1Y

T hisis the Ape of Forme, Monfieur the nice,

That when he playesat Tables, chidesthe Dice

In honorable tearmes : WNay he canfing

A meanc moft meanly, and in V(hering |

Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweet.

The ftaires as hetreads on them Kiffc his feete.

Thisis the flower that {mileson every one,

To fbew his teethas whire as Whale his bone.

And confciences that willnotdye in debr,

Pay him the duty of hony-tongucd % eyet.

in.” A blilter on bis {iveet tongue with my heart,
That put Armadees Page ouc of his part.

Ewrer Ladies.

Bir. Sec whereit comes. Behaviour what wer't thou,
Till this madman fhew’d thee ? And what artthounow?
Kin, All haile fweer Madam ;and faire time of day.

Prin. Faire in all Haile isfonle,as T conceive.

Kix, Conftruemy {peechesbetrer, if you may.

Prin, Then wifl me better, T will give youleave,

Kin. W e cameto vifit you,and purpofe now
Toleade youtoour Court, vouchfafe itthen.

Prin. This field {hall hold me,and fp hold yoir vow :
Nor God, sor I, delights in perjur'd men. ol &

Kin. Rebuke menotfor that which yoiiprovekes Tﬁ:
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Thevertuc of your eye muft breake my oath.

Pr.You nickname vertue ; viceyou {hould have {poke:
For vertues office never breakes men troth.
Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure
As the unfullied Lilly, 1proteft,

A world of tormentsthough I fhould endure,

I would not yeeld to be your houfes gueft =
Som ate a breaking caufe to be
yoathes, vow’d with integrity.
ou haveliv'd in defolation heere,
yunvifited, much to our fhame.

Frin. Not fo my Lord, itisnot fo1 {eare,
We have had paftimes heere, and pleafant game,
A meffe of Ruflians left usbut of lace.

Kin. How Madam ? Ruffians ?

Priz, 1intruth,my Lord. .
Trim gallants , full of Courtfhip and of ftate.
Kofa. Madam fpeake true. Itisnot (o my Lord :

{ My Lady (to the manner of the dayes)

In curtefic gives undeferving praife.

We tourc indeed cnnantedg were wich foure

In Ruffian habit : Heere they ftayed an heure,

Andalk’d apace : and in that'houre (my Lord)

They did not bleffe us with one happy word.

I dare not call them fooles ; but thisT thinke,

Whenthey are thirfty,fooles wonld faine have drinke.

Bir. Thisjefltisdry tome. Faire gentle {weet,
Your wit makes wife things fooli(h,when we greete

- Witheyes beft feeing, heavens fiery eye :

By light welofelight : your capacity

Is of that nature, that to your huge ftore,

Wie things fzeme foolifh, and rich things but poore.

- Rof, This proves you wife and rich : forin my eye

&ir. 1ama foole, and full of poverty,

Ref. But that youtake what dothto you belong,

It were a fanlt to fnatch wordsfrom my tongae.

Eir. O, Iam yours and all that I poflefl.

Kof. All the foole mine.

Bir. 1 cannot give you leffe.

Keof. Which of the Vizards was itthat you wore ?

Bir. Where ? when? What Vizard ?

\WVhy demand'you this ?

Rof. There, then,that vizard, that fuperfiuous cafe,
That hid the worfe, and fhew’d the better face.

Kin. Wearedifcried,

They’l mocke us now downeright.

Dk, Letus confefle, and turne jttoa jeft.

ﬁ'ﬂ:n. Amaz’d my Lord ? Why lookes your Highnefle

P .

Ref, Helpe hold his browes, hee’l fwound :why looke

you pale?

Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcovy.

Bsr.Thus poure the ftarres downe plagues for perj ury,
€an any face of braffe hold longer out ?

Heere (tand I, Lady dart thy skill at me,

Eruife me with {corne, confound me witha fiour.

Thruft thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance.

Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit :

And I will wifh thee never more to dance,

Nor never more in Ruffian habit waite.

O ! never will I truft te {peeches pen'd,

Nor tothe motion anSc}l:f::::k-bﬂy:s tongue.

Nornever come in vizard tomy friend,

Nor woo inrime like a blind-harpers fongue.

Taffata phrafes, filken tearsmes precife, R s

Three-pil'd Hyperboles, fpruce affe@tion:
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{ I knew her by thisTewell on her fleeve.
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Figures pedanticall, thefe fummer flyes,
Have blowne me full of maggot oftentation.
I doe forfweare them, and I heere protetft,
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) |
Henceforth my wooing mind (hall be expreft
In ruffet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes. |
And tobegin Wench, fo God helpe me law,
My love tothee is found, faws cracke or flaw.
Rofa. Sans,[ans, I pray you.
ZBsr. Yet | haveatricke
Of the old rage . beare with me, Iam ficke.
Ile leave itby degrees :foft, let us fee,
Write Lord hawe mercy on ue, on thofe three,
They areinfeced, in their heartsitlyes : |
They have the plaguc, and caught it of your eyes s
Thefc Lordsare vifited, yonate not free:
For the Lords tokens on you doe 1 fee.
Prin. No,they are free that gave thefe tokens to us.
Bir. Our ftates are forfeit, fecke not to undocus,
Ref. It 1s not {o ; for how canthis betrue,
That you fland forfeit, beingthofechat fue. _
Bir. Peace, for T will not have to doe with you,
Rof- Nor fhall not, if I doeas] intend.
‘ Zir. Speake for yourfelves, my witisat an end.
King. Teach us{weet Madame, for our rude tranfgre(~
{ion, fome faire excufle. :
Frin: Thefaireft is confefTion.
Were younot hecre but even now, difgnis'd?
Kin, Madam, I was.
Praws And were you well advis’d ?
K. I was faire Madam.
Prin. "W hen you then were heere,
What did you whifper in your Ladies eare ?
| Kin. Thatmore then all the world I did refpet her.
Prin. W hen fhe fhall challenge this, you will reje&
- her.
Kin. Vponmine Honor no.
Prin. Peace,peace, forbeare : =y;

Y our oath once broke, you force not to forfweare.
K. Defpife me when I breake this oath of mine,
Prsn. Iwill,and therefore keepeit. Rofaline,

W hat did the Ruffian whifper in your care 2 |
Rofa, Madam, he {fwore that he did bold me deare

As precious eye-fight, and did value me

Above this World : adding there moreover,

That he would Wed me, or elfc dye my Lover.

Prin, God give thee joy of him : the Noble Lord

Moft honorably doth tphold his word.

Kin, W hat meane you Madame ?

By my life, my troth,

I never fworethis Lady fuch an oath.

Rof. Byheavenyoudid ; and toconfirme it plaine,
yougave methis: But take it fir againe.
King, My faith and this, the Princefle I did give,

S

Prin. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did fhe weare,

And Lord Bsrone (I thanke him ) is my deare.
What ? Will you bave me, or your Pearle againe ?
Bir. Neither of either, I remitboth twaine.

I feethe tricke on’t : Heere wasa confent,
Knowing aforehand of our merriment,

To dafh st like a Chrifimas Comedy.

Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, (ome {light Zany;
Some mumble-newes, fome trencher-knight,fome Dicke
That {miles hischeeke in yeares, and knowes the tricke
To make my Lady laugh, when {he’s difpos’d ;

Tgld
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Told our intents before : which oncedifclos'd,
The Ladiestid change Fayours, and then we |
Following the figoes, woo'd but the figne of (hes -
Now to our perjury, toaddemore terror;,
Weare againe forfworne in will and error.
Muchupon thisitis : and might not you

Foreftall our {port, to make s thusuntrue®
Doe not you know my Ladies foot by th fquier 2
And langh uponthe apple of hereye ? |

| And {tand betweene her backe fir, and the fire;

Holdinga trencher, jeiting merrily ?
Y ou putour Pagc out : goe, youare allowd ,
Die when you will, a fmocke (hall be your fhrowd
You!leere upon me; doe you? There’s aneye
Woundslikea Leaden fword.

Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager, this car-
recre beene runne.

Bsr. Loe,he is tiiting ftraight. Peace, I have done,

Enter Clowne,

| Welcomepure wit, thou part'fta faire fray.

C/ls. O Lord fir, they would kno,

Whether the three Worthies (hall come in,or no.

Bir.What,are there but three ? '

{low. No {ir, bugit is vara fine,

For every one purfents three.
Bir. And threetimes thrice is nine. .

(/. Notfo fir,under correction fir,I hope it isnot fo.
Y ou cannot beg us {ir,I can aflure you fir, we know what
we know : Lhope {ir three times thricefir:

Bir. Is not nine.

(o Vuder correion fir, wee know where-untill it
doth amount.

Bir. By Iove,1alwayestooke three threes for nine.
Clo. O Lord fir, it were pitty you fhould get your
living by reckning fir. .

Bir. How much isit? _

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themf{elves, theaGtors fir
will fhew wherg-untill it doth amount : for mine owne
part,1am (asthey fay,but to perfect one man in one poore
man ) Powspion the great fir.

Bir. Artthouoneof the Worthies ?

(. Itplealed themtothinke me worthy of Pomspey

| thegreat : for mineowne part, Iknow not the degree

of the Worthy; but Jam to {tand for him.
Bir. Goe, bidthem prepare. Exit,
Cl. Wewill turnc it finely off firjwe will take fome
care.
King, Birone,they will (hame us :
Let them notapproach. |
Bir. Wearefhame-proofe my Lord: and ‘tis fome
policy, to have one {hew worle thenthe Kings and his
company.
Kin, 1 fay they fhall not come:.

_ Prin. Nay my good Lord, let me oré rule younow ;
That {port beft pleafes, that doth leaft know how.
Where Zeale ftrivestocontent, and the contents
Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : :

T heir forme confounded, makes moft forme in mirch,
When great things labouring perifh in their birth.
Bir. A right aefcription of our fpért my Loxd,

Enter Byaggart.

Brag. ‘Annointed,. I implore fo muchexpenge of thy

PRE. 2 <30
royall {weet breath, as will veter abrace of words,
Prin. Doththis manf{crve God ? -
Bir. Why askeyou? ey |
Preny He {peak’s notlike a man of God's making:
_Brag. That'sall onc my faire {weet hony Monarch s
For Iprotelt, the Schoolmafter isexceeding fantafticall:
Teo roo vaine, too too vaine. But we will pat it (as they
{ay) to Fortuna delagnar. I wilh you the peace of mind
mott royall cupplement. . .
.. King. Hereisliketo beagood prefence of Worthies;
He prefents Heélor of Troy, the Swaine Pomspey the great,
the Parifh Curate . Alexander, Armadoes Page Herciles,
the Pedant /udas Machabens : And if thefe foure Weor-
thies in their firft (hew thrive, thefe foute will change
habites, and prefent the other five,
Bir. Thereisfive in the firft fhew.
Kin, Youaredeceived, tis not fo.
Bsr. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Pricit, the
Foole,and the Boy. ,
A bare throw at Novum,and the whole world againe,
Cannot pricke out five {uch, take each ane in’s vaine.
Kin.The fhip is under faile,and here fhe comesamaine.

Enter Pampey,

Glo. 1 Pompey am, 4
Boy. You lye, youare not he.
Clo. I Pompeyam,
Boy. With Libbards head on knee,
Bsr.*Well{aid old mocker,
I mult needs be friends with thee.
Clo. 1 Pompey am, Pompey furnam d the big:
Du., The great. ’ "
Clo. 1t is great {ir : Pompey furnam dikegreat :
That oft in field, withTayge and Shield;
dvd make my foe to fweat ; ._
And travailing along thu coast, I beere am "come by coance,
Andlay my edrmes before the legs of this fweet Laffe of
France, . |
If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey ; 1 had .done.
Prin. Grearthankes great Pomp:y. '
Cir. Tis not fo much worth : but I hope 1 was per-
fect. T madea little faulc in great.

Bir. My hatto a halfc-peny, Pompey proves the belt
Worthy.

Enter Curate; for Alexander,

| Chrar. When intheworld I Liv'd, Iwasthe worlds ([om-
L mander :
By Eait weft, North,and South,l [pred my conquering might
My Scutcheon plaine declaresthat [ am Alifander.
Boy. Your nofe faies no, you are 1ot :
For it flandsteo right. i
%;’lr. Your nofe imels no, in this moft tendes finelling
Knight. .
Prin. The Congueror is difmaid ¢
Proceed good Adexander.
Cur. Whenin iheworld [ lived, I wasthe werldes Com-
mander.  ~
Boy. Melfttrue, tis right : yon were fe valifander.
Tir, Pompeythe great.
(le. Your{crvantand Coffard.
Bir. Takeaway the Conqueror, take away Alifander.

this. |
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Cla. O fir, you have overthrowne A/ifander the con- | |
queror : you will be {erap’d ont of the painted cloth for |
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this : your Lion that holds his Pellax fitting on a clofe
{toole, will be given to Ajax.. He will be the ninth wor-
thy. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpeake # Runne away
for (hame Alifander. There an’t {hall pleafe you : a foo-
11{h mild man, an honeft man,looke you,arid foone dafht-
He is a marvellous good neighbour infooth, ard a very
good Bowler : but for Alifand

ar, alasyou fee, how 'tis a

| lirtle ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming,

will fpeake their mind in fome other fort,
Clos Stand afide good Pompey.

Enter Pedant for Indas, and the Boy for Hevenles.

Exit Clo.

- Ped. Gyeat Hercules is prefented by this Tmpe,
Whole Club kil'd ((erbersus chat three-headed Canne,

- And when he was ababe; achild, a (hrimpe,
Thusdid he firangle Serpentsinhis CHanse :
Dmonians, he feemeth in minority,

Ergo, I come with this Apology.
Keepe {ome ftate in thy x4z, and vanifh.

Ped. Iudasam.

Drm. Aludas?

Ped. N ot Ifcariot [ir.
1udas 1 am ycliped Mﬂ%ﬂ,

Duni. udas Machabens clipt, is plaine ludss.

Bir. Akiflingtraitors How art thou prov’d Jwda ?

Ped. Iudas] am. _

[ Dum. Themore {hame for you Inda:

{  Ped. W hat meane yon fit ? 3k

Boy. To malke /udus hang himfelfe.

‘Ped. Begin fir,you aremy elder. -

Bir. Wellfollow'd, /wdas was hang’d on an Blder.

Ped. I will not be put out of countenance.

Bir. Becaufethou haft no face. .

Ped. What isthis.

Boy, A Citterne head.,

Dum. The head of a bodkin,

Bir. A dcaths face ina ring,

| Lon The face of an old Roman coyne, fcarce feene.
| Boy. The pummell of ("efars Faulchion.

Dum. The carv’d-bone face on a Flaske.

Bir, Saint Georges halfe cheeke in a brooch.

Dum. 1,and in abrooch of Lead.

Bir. I, and worne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer,

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance.

Ped. You have put meont of countenance.

Bir. Falfe,we have giventhee faces,

Ped. Butyou have out-fac’d them all.

 Bir. And thouwer’t aLion, we would doe {o.

Boy. Therefore ashe is, an Affe, let him goe :

And fo adieu {weet Inde. Nay, why doft thou ftay?

Dums. Forthe latter end of his name.

Bir. Forthe eAffeto the Inde : give it him. Ind-as 2
- way.

;u‘. Thisis not generous, not gentle, not humbl
 Boy. Alightfor monfieur /ndas, it growesdarke, he
.r . €.
| m:;rp. Alas poore (Machabews , how hath he beene

4 ‘Euter Brsg;#t. &

Bir, Hiiiéﬂxyhead Aobilles, heere comes Hedor in
Dum. Though my mockes come home by ime, T will

| now bemerry. . _

| King. Hellor was buta Troyan in refpect of this.

Exit Jty.

Boy. But isthis Heétor ? 1
Kin, 1thinke Heélor wasnot fo cleane timber'd. |
Lon. His leggeis toobig for Heélor, ' |
Dum, More Calfe certaine.
Boy, Noj heis beft indued in the {imall. |
Bir, This can’ot be Hellor. - o
Dwm. He'sagod or a Painter, for he makes faces.
Brag. The Armipotens (Maves, of Lawnces the almsghty,
gave Heilor a gift. |
Dum. A gile Nutmepge,
Bir. A Lemmon.
Lon. Stucke with Cloves.
Dum. Nocloven.
Brag. The eArmipotent Mars, of Lawnices the almighty ,
Gave Hellor a gift, the beire of Ilion ;
A man fi k-eﬂtfld, that certaine he wonld fight': yea
From morne tsll night, out of bis Pavillion,
Iam that Flower,
Dum. That Mint.
Long. That Cullambife. -
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile reinc thy tongue.
Lon, | mul rather give itthe reine : for it runnesa-
gainft Heélor.
Dum. 1,and Heélor'sa Grey-honnd.
Brag. The {fweet War-man is dead and rotten,
Sweet chuckes, beat not the bones of the buried :
ButI will forward with my device;
Sweet Royalty beftow onme the Sencg of hearing.

Birone Steps forth.
Ptin, Speake brave Heélor, weare much delighted.
Brag. Idoe adorethy fweet Graces{lipper. ,
Boy. Lovesher by the foor.
Dum. He may not by the yard.
Brag. Thi flﬂ#fmrfmmﬂuiﬂnni&dﬁ’.
Theparty 1z gone. |

(%o. Fellow Heitor,(he is gone ; {he is two moneths
on her way,

Brag. W hat meaneft thoy ?

Clo, Faith unlefle you play the honeft Troyan, the
poore Wench is caft away : fhe’s quicke, the child brags
13 her belly already : tis yours. '

Brag. Doflt thouinfamonize me among Potentates ?
Thou fhalt dye.

(%. Then fhall Hetor be whipt for Taguevetra that |

i:_quicke by him, and hang'd for Pampey, that is dead by
im.

Dum. Molt rarc Pempey.

Boy. Renowned Pompey.

Bir, Greater then great, great, great, great Pomspey =
Pompey the buge. :

Dum. Hellor trembles.

Bir. Powpey is moved, more Atees more Atess flirre
them, or ftirre them on.

Duma Hedlor will challenge him. -

Bir. I,1f ahave no more mans blood in’s belly, then
willfup a Flea. |

Brag. By the North=pole I doe challenge thee. *

Cie. I willnot fight with apole likea Northern man
Ile {lafh, [l doc itby the fword = I pray you let me bor-
row my Armes againe,

Dum, Roome fortheincenfed Worthies, |

{%e. Ile doec it inmy fhirt. . -

Dum. Moltrelolute Pomspey.

Page. Matler, let me take you a button hole lower :
Doe you nex {ee Pomspey is uncafing for the combat :what
v imeane

—r i = 1z,
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meane yon ? you willlofe your repugation. '
Brag. Gentlemenand Souldiers pardon me, I willnot
combat in my fhirt. | i,
Dx. Youmay not deny it, Fompey hath made the chal-
lenge.
Brag, Sweet bloods, I both may, and will.
Bir. What realon haveyoufor't?
Bra. The naked truth of it 1s, I have no fhirt,
I goe woolward ter penance. .
Poy. True,and it wasinjoyned him in Rome for want
of Linnen : fince when, Ile be {worne he wore none, but

adifhclont of Jaguenestas, and that hee weares next hus |

heart for afavour.
Enter a Me([enger, Monfiewr Marcade.

Mar. God fave you Madam. o

Prin, Welcome Marcadé, buc that thou mterrupteft
our merriment. . | -

Mere, 1 am forry Madam, for the newes 1 bring is
heavy in my tongue. The King jfolir father.

Prin. Dead for my life.

Mar. Evenfo: My tale istold,

Fir. Worthiesaway,the Scene begins to cloud.

Bra. For imine ownepart , 1 breathe free breath : 1
have feene the day of wrong, through thelittle hole of
difcretion,and I will right my felfe like a Souldicr.

- (Nt E xennt Worthies,

Kin. How fare’s your Majelty?

Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night,

Kin, Madamnot fo, I doe befeech youftay,

Prin. Prepare 1 fay. Ithanke yoh gracions Lords.
Forall your faire endevours and cntreats :

Out of a new fad-foule, that you vouchtafe, _
In your rich wifedome to excufe, or hidé, 4
Theliberall oppofition of our {pirits, 2
Ifover-boldly we have borne our {clves,
In the converfe of breath (your gentlenefle
Was guilty of it.) Farewell worthy Lord :
1 A heavy heart beares not an humble tongue.
Excufe me {o, comming fo fhort of thankes,
4 Tor my great fuit, {o cafily obtain’d. AL
Kin. The extreme parts of time, extremely formes
All caufes to the purpofe of his {pced :
And often at his very loefe decidcs
That, which long procefle-could not arbitrate.
And though the mourning brow of progeny -
Yorbid the {miling currr.ﬁse. of Love:
The holy fuite which faine it would convince,
4 Yetfince lovesargument was firft on foote,
Let not the cloud of forrow juflle it
{ From what it purpofed : fince to waile fricndsloft,
Is not by much fo wholfome profitable, -
Asto rejoyce at friends but newly found,

Prin, T underftand you not, my greefes.arc donble.

Bir.Honelt plain words,belt pierce the cares of gricfe
And by thefe badges inder{tand the King,

For yonur faire {fakes have we neglected time,

Plaid foule play with our dathes : your beauty Ladies
Hath much deformed us, fathioning out humors
Even to the oppofed end of our intents:

And what in us hath feem’d ridiculous:

As Love isfull of unbehtting ftraines,

All wantonasa child, skipping and vaine.

Form'd by the eye, and theretare like theeye.

Eull of ftraying {hapes, of habits, and of formes

| But feeke the weary beds of people ficke.

Varying infubje@sasthe eye doth roule,

To every varied object inhis glance :

Which party-coated prefence of loofe love

Put on by ys, if in'your heavenly eyes,

Have milbecom’d our oathes and gravities.
Thofe heavenly eyes that looke intothefe faults ,

| Suggeited us to make : therefore Ladies

Our love being yours, the crror that Love makes
Islikewife yours. Weto our felves prove fale,
By being once falfe, for cver tobe true
To thofe that make us both, faire Ladyes you,
And even that falfhood init fclfe a finne,
Thus purifies itfelfe, and turnes to grace,’ ebi
w. Prin. Wehave receiv’d your Letters, full of Love :
Your Favours, the Ambaffadors of Love. '
And in our maiden counfaile rited them,
At courtfhip, pleafantjeft, and curtefie,
As bumbaft and aglining to thetime ;
Butimore devout then thefe are ous refpe@s
Have we notbeene, andtherctore met your loves
Intheir owne fafhion, like a merriment.
Dus Qur letters Madam, (hew'd much more then jeft.
Leng. Sodid oyrlookes.
Kofa, Wee did not coate them fo,
King. Nowy at the laceft minute of the houre;
Grant us your loves. -
Prin.  Atimne me thinkes too fhort,
Tomake a world-without-end bargainein ;
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much,
Full of deare guiltinefle, and therefore this :
Ifformy Love (as there is no fuch caufe)
You will doe ought, this fhall you doefor me,
Your oath I will not truft : but goe with {peed
To fome forlorneand naked Hermitage,
Remote from all the pleafures of tlie'world :
There ftay, untill thetwelve Celeltiall Signes
Have brought abour their annnall reckoning.
1tthis auftere infociable life, -
Change not you offer made in heate of blood :
If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thine weeds
Nip not the gandy bloflomesof your Love,

But thatit beare this trialisand laft love :

| Thenat theexpirationg fare; x
Come challenge me, challenige my by thefe deferts,
And by this Virginpalme, now kiffing thine,
I will be thine : and till that inftant (hut

My woefull felte up in a mourning boufe,

Rainipg the tearcs of lamentation,

Tor the remembrance of my Fathersdeath.

Ifthis thou doc deny, let eur hands part;

Neither intitled inghe othersheart. .
King. Ifthis,a e thenthis, I would dény,

To flatcer up thefe powers of mine withreft,

The fodaine hand of death clofe up mine eyes

Hence ever then, my heartisin thy breft. |
Bir. And whatto memy Love 2 and what to me ?’ :
Rofs You muft be purged too, your finnes are rack d,

Youare attaint with tanlt and perjury : v

Therefore if youmy favour meanc toget, *

A twelvemonth fhall you fpend ; and never reft;

-

D#m. But what to me my love ? but what to m¢ ?
Kat. A wife?a beard, faire health,and honelty;
With three-fold love, 1 wifh you all thefethrce.
Dum. O fhall I fay, Ithanke yeu gentle wife ?
Kar, Not {omy Lord,,atwelvemonth and a day,

g " -
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| Ile marke no wordsthat fmoothfac’d wooersfays

Come when the King doth to my Lady come’s

Then ifT have much love,llegive y oufome.
Dum. Ile{ervethee true and faithfully till then.
Kath. Yet{weare not,lealt yc be for{worne agen.
Long. W hat fayes Maria? :
CMari. At thetwelve-months end,

Ile change my blacke Gowne,for a faithfull friend.
Lon, Ile{tay withpatience : but the time islong.
Mars The liker you,few taller are fo yong.

Bsr. Studics my Lady ? Miftris,looke on me,

Behold the window of my heart,mine eye

W hat humble fuite attends thy anfiwver there,

Impole fome fervice on me for my Love,

Rofa. Oft have I heard of you my Lerd Birene,

Before I faw you : and the worlds large tongue

Proclaimes yon for a man repleate with mockes,

Fuil of comparifons,and wounding floutes :

| Which you on all effates will execute,

Thatlie within the mercy of your wit.
To weed this Wormewood from you fruitfull braine,
Ana therewithall to win me,if you pleafe,

| Without the which 1am not to be won :

You {hallthis twclve-month terme from day to day,

Vilite the [pecchlefle ficke,and ftill converfe

With groaning wretches : and your taske (hall be,

Withall the fierce endevour of your wit,

Toenforce the pained impotent tofmile. =« -
Bir, To move wilde langhter in the throat of death?

It cannot De,it is impoffible.

Mirth cannot move afoule in agonie. “

Rofa, W hy that’sthe way to choke a gibing fpirit,

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace,

Which (hallow [auﬁ;hing hearers give to fooles ;

A jeltsprofperitic,liesinthe care

Of him that heares it,neverin the ton

Of him that makesit : then,if fickly cares,

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare groanes,

Will heare your idle fcornes ; continue then;

And I will have you,and that fanleawichall.

But if they will not,throw away that {piit,
And Ifhall finde you empty @fighat f:

Right joyfull of your refo

Bir. Atwelve-month?

Prin. 1{weetmy l.urd,a" e my leave,

King. No Madam,we willbring you onyour way.
Bir. Our wooingdoth not end like an old Play :
Tacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies courtefie
Might well have made our fport a Comedie.

King. Come fir,it wauts ‘tml)?@qnth and a day,

And then’twillend.
Bir, That’stoolong fora Playde®

Enter Braggart.
Brag. Sweet Majelty vouch{afe me.
Prin. Wasnot that Heétor ?
Dam. The worthy Knightof Troy.

Brag. 1willkiffethy Reyall finger,and take leave.

| ¥er,begin.

e

Plough for her fwect love three yeeres. But moft eftee-
med greatnefle,will you heate the Dialogue that the two
Learned men have compiled, in praife of the Owle and

the Cuckow 2 1t fhould bave followed in the end of our |
{hew.

Kin, Callthem forth quickly we will doe fo. |
Brag. Holla,Approach.

 Enterall,
This fide is Hiems, W inter.
This Ver,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle,
The other by the Cuckow.

The Song.

Fhen Dafies pied and Violets blew,
And Cuickor-buds of yellow bew :
And Lady-fmocks all filver white,
Doe patnt the Medowes with delight,
The Cuckow then on cvery Tree,
Mockes married men,for thus fings be,
Cuckow,

Cuckow ,( Wckew : O word of feare,
Unpleafin g to amarried carc,

When Shepheards pipe on Oaten firawes, -.

And mn;b B.:rkrf‘::: Plossghmens clockes :
WhenTurtles tread,and Rookes and D awes,

And Maidens bleach their (ummer fmockes:

The Cuckor then onevery tree

Mockes married mew ; for thus firigs be,

Crckow. et ke il e
Crckow,Caackow : O word of feare,

Vipleafing to a married eare,

Winter.

When Ifickles ban by the wall,
ednd Dicke the S pheard blowes his nasle ;
Awnd Tom beares Lo ges into the Hall,
And Milke comes frozen bome ix paile -
When blood is nipt ,and wayes be fowle,
Then wightly [mgs the [faring Owle
T #-whit to-wha,

A mierry note

W bile greafie Tonc dothkeele the pos.

When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 1!
And coffing drovwnes the P ayfors Saw :

And Birds [it brooding in the Snow,

e4nd Marrians Nofe 'gr.:l@.r red andraw :

When roasted Crabi bifie in the bowle,
Then nightly ﬁn‘g.rrbfﬂ#iﬂgo#ik? '

Tu-whit towho ; nd b

eAmerrynote, h
- While greafie Tone doth keele the pot.

Brag. The words of Mercurie, =
Are harh after thie fongs of Apolls ;

Tama Vetary , I have vow'd to Jequenetta to hold the You that way ; we this way. - g I I
_ IR | Exennt omugs,
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