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T O

M4 L L E N

OF

PRIOR-PAREK

NEAR BATH

MADAM,

DDRESSES of this Nature

have been long the cuftomary

Tribute of Letters to fuperior

Merit: And tho’ Flattery

may have thrown them into Difrepute,
yet this concludes no more againft the
Continuance of honeft Praife, than Hy-
Voui L A 2 pocrify
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PREFACE.

my Knowledge ; and, when that Proje& fail’d,
for employing a number of my Conjectures in
his Edition againft my exprefs Defire not to have
that Honour done unto me.

Mr. Theobald was naturally turned to Induftry
and Labour. What he read he could tranfcribe :
but, as what he thought, if ever he did think, he
could but ill exprefs, fo heread on; and, by that
means got a raCter of Learning, without
rifquing, to every Obferver, the Imputation of
wanting a better Talent. By a punctilious Col-
lation of the old Books, he correCted what was
manifeftly wrong in the /atter Editions, by what
was manifeftly right in the earfier. And this is
his real Merit ; and the whole of it. For where
the Phrafe was very obfolete or licentious in the
common Books, or only flightly corrupted in the
other, he wanted fufficient Knowledge of the Pro-
grefs and various Stages of the Engli/b Tongue,
as well as Acquaintance with the Peculiarity
of Shakefpear’s Language to underftand what
was right; nor had he either common Judg-
ment to fee, or critical Sagacity to amend, what
was manifeftly faulty. Hence he generally ex-
erts his conje€tural Talent in the wrong Place:
He tampers with what is found in the com-
mon Books ; and, in the o/d ones, omitsall Notice
of Variations the Senfe of which he did not un-
derftand.

How the Oxford Editor came to think him-
felf qualified for this Office, from which his whole
Courfe of Life had been fo remote, is ftill more
difficult to conceive. For whatever Parts he
might have either of Genius or Erudition, he

was
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PREFACE
rife to a deluge of the worft fort of cfitical Jar-
gon; I mean that which looks moft like fenfe,
But the kind of criticifm here required is fuch as
judgeth our Author by thofe only Laws and
Principles on which he wrote, NATURE, and
CoMMON-SENSE.

Our Obfervations, therefore, being thus ex-

tenfive, will, I prefume, enable the Reader to
form a right judgment of this favourite Poet,
without drawing out his Character, as was once
intended, in a continued difcourfe.

Thefe, fuch as they are, were amongft my

younger amufements, when, many years ago, I
ufed to turn over thefe fort of Writers to unbend:

myfelf from more ferious applications: And what,
certainly, the Public, at this time of day, had ne-
ver been troubled with, but for the condut of the
two laft Editors, and the perfuafions of dear
Mr. Por E; whofe memery and name,

Jemper acerbum,
Semper bonoratum ( fic Di voluiftis ) babebo.

He was defirous I fhould give a new Edition
of this Poet, as he thought it might contribute
to put a ftop to a prevailing folly of altering the
Text of cclebrated Authors without Talents or

Judgment. And he was willing that Abss Edition-

thould be melted down into mine, as it would, he
faid, afford him (fo great is the modefty of an
ingenuous temper ) a fit opportunity of con-
fcﬁing his Miftakes *. In memory of our

& See his Letters to me.

a2 Friend-

x1X
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PREFACE

hardly think there ever appeared, in any learned
Language, fo execrable a heap of nonfenfe,
under the name of Commentaries, as hath been
lately given us on a certain fatiric Poet, of the
Jaft Age, by his Editor and Coadjator.

I am fenfible how unjuftly the very beft cla/i-
cal Critics have been treated. It is faid, that
our great Philofopher fpoke with much con-
tempt of the two fineft Scholars of this Age,
Dr, Bentley and Bifhop Hare, for fquabbling,
as he exprefled it, about an old Play-book ;
meaning, I fuppofe, Terence’s Comedies, But
this Story is unworthy of him ; tho’ well enough
fuiting the fanatic turn of the wild Writer that
relates it ; fuch cenfures are amongft the follies
of men immoderately given over to one Science,
and ignorantly undervaluing all the reft. Thofe
Jearned Critics might, and perhaps did, laugh
in their turn, (tho’ ftill, fure, with the fame
indecency and indifcretion) at that incomparable
Man, for wearing out a long Life in poring
through a Telefcope. Indeed, the weaknefles of
Such are to be mentioned with reverence. But
who can bear, without indignation, the fathion-
able cant of every -trifling Writer, whofe infi-
pidity paffes, with himfelf, for politenefs, for
pretending to be fhocked, forfooth, with the
rude and favage air of valgar Critics ; meanin
fuch as Muretus, Scaliger, Cafaubon, Salmafius,
Spanbeim, Bentley. When, had it not been
for the deathlefs Jabours of fuch as thefe,

the
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PREFACE

the weftern World, at the revival of Let-
ters, had foon faln back again into a ftate
of ignorance and barbarity as deplorable as
that from which Providence had juft re-
deemed it.

To conclude with an obfervation of a fine
Writer and great Philofopher of our own ;
which I would gladly bind, tho’ with all honour,
as a PhylaGery, on the Brow of every awful
Grammarian, to teach him at once, the Up,
and Limits of hisart: WoORDs ARE THE
MoNEY OF FooLs, AND THE CouN-
TERSs oF WIsE MEN,
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Mr. Pors’s PREFACE,

weep ; and yet upon refletion find the paffion fo juft,
that we thou'd ll:cP?urpriz’d if we had not wept, Jand
wept at that very moment.

How aftorifhing is it again, that the Paffions di-
rectly oppofite to thefe, Laughter and Spleen, are no
lefs at his command! that he is not more a mafter of
the Great than of the Ridiculous in human nature ; of
our nobleft tendernefles, than of our vaineft foibles ;
of our ftrongeft emotions, than of our idleft fen-
facions!

Nor does he only excel in the Paffions: In the cool-
nefs of Refletion and Reafoning he is full as admira-
ble. His Sentiments are not only in general the moft
pertinent and judicious upon every fubjeét; but by a
talent very peculiar, fomething between Penetration
and Felicity, he hits upon that particular point on
which thctgcnt of each argument turns, or the force
of each motive depends.  This is perfectly amazing,
from a Man of no education or experiencefin thofe
great and publick fcenes of life which are ufually the
fubje& of Exs thoughts: So that he feems to have
known the world by Intuition, to have look’d thro®
human nature at one glance, and to be the only Au-
thor that gives ground for a very new opinion, That
the Philofopher and even the Man of the world, may
be Born, as well as the Poet.

It muft be own’d that with all thefe great excel-
lencies, he has almoft as great defects ; and that as he
has certainly written better, fo he has perhaps written
worfe, than any other. But I think I can in fome
meafure account for thefe defelts, from feveral caufes
and accidents ; without which it is hard to imagine
that fo large and fo enlighten’d a mind could ever
have been fufceptible of them. That all thefe Con-
tingencies fhould unite to his difadvantage feems to
me almoft as fingularly unlucky, as that fo many va-

rious

xxX1



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



My.Pore’s PREFACE. xxxvii

bable, as that becaufe Bex Fobnfon had much the“”
more learning, it was faid on the one hand that Shake- .
Jpear had none at all; and becaufe Shakefpear had much v
the moft wit and fancy, it was retorted on the other,
that Jobnfon wanted both. Becaufe Sbakefpear bor-n/
rowed nothing, it was faid that Ben Fobnfon borrowed v
every thing. Becaufe Jobnfon did not write extem-- -
pore, he was reproached with being a year about
every piece; and becaufe Shake/pear wrote with eafe
and rapidity, they cry’d, he never once made a blot,
Nay the fpirit of oppofition ran fo high, that what-
ever thofe of the one fide objefted to the other, was
talen at the rebound, and turned jnto Praifes ; as in~'
judicioully, as their antagonifts before had made them
Objections. :

Poets are always afraid of Envy; but fure they
have,as much reafon to be afraid of Admiration. They
are the Scylla and Charybdis of Authors; thofe who
efcape one, often fall by the other. Pefimum genus
inimicorum Laudantes, fays Tacitus : and Virgil defires
to wear a charm againft thofe who praife a Poet with.
out rule or reafon,

—— 8% wltra placitum laudirst, baccare fromtem
Cingito, ne Vati noceat

But however this contention might be carried on by
the Partizans on either fide, I cannot help thinki
thefe two great Poets were good friends, and lived on
amicable terms and in offices of fociety with each other, -
It is an acknowledged fa&, that Bem Fobnfon was m-
troduced upon the Stage, and his firft works encou-
raged, by Shakefpear. And after his death, that
Author writes To the memory of bis beloved Mr. Wil-
liam Shakefpear, which thows as if the friendthip had
continued thro’ life. I cannot for my own part find
any thing Isvidious or Sparing in thofe verfes, but
wonder Mr. Dryden was gf that opinign. He a;ltt
. 3 m
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of My. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR.

art of the world to love him, as the power of his wit
oblig’d the men of the moft delicate knowledge and
polite learning to admire him,

" His acquaintance with Ben Fobnfon began with a
remarkable piece of humanity and good-nature ;
Mr. Jobnfon, who was at that time altogether un-
known to the world, had offer’d one of his Plays to
the Players, in order to have it aGted ; and the per-
fons into whofe hands it was put, after having turn’d
it carelefly and fupercilioufly over, were juft upon re-
turning it to him with an ill-natur’d anfwer, that it
. would be of no fervice to their Company ; when
Shakefpear luckily caft his eye upon it, and found
fomething fo well in it as to engage him firft to read it
through, and afterwards to recommend Mr, Fobnfon
and his writings to the publick. Fobnfon was certainly
a very good fcholar, and in that had the advantage of
Shakefpear ; tho’ at the fame time I believe it muft
be allow’d, that what Nature gave the latter, was
more than a balance for what Books had given the for-
mer ; and the judgment of a great man upon this oc-
cafion was, I think, very juft and proper. In aconverfa-
tion between Sir Fobn Suckling, Sir William D’ Avenant,
Endymion Porter, Mr. Hales of Eaton, and Ben Jobn-
Jon ; Sir Fobn Suckling, who was a profefs’d admirer
of Shakefpear, had undertaken his defence againft Ben
Fobnfon with fome warmth ; Mr. Hales, who had fat
ftill for fome time, told ’em, That if Myr. Shakefpear
bad not read the Ancients, be bad likewife not folen any
thing from 'em 5 and that if he would produce any one
Topick finely trected by any of them, be would undertake
20 fhew fomething upon the [ame [ubjelt at leaft as well
written by Shakefpear.

The latter part of his life was fpent, as all men of
good fenfe will with theirs may be, in eafe, retire-
ment, and the converfation of his friends. He had
the good fortune to gather an eftate equal to his cg;:-

- ¢ ¢ca y
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Some Accommt of the Life, &c.

or Torowz.  Parickio. m T2 oming of e Shreem,in
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of xtomio to Baffenio great, generous
t‘:‘:ger The whale Efu as I
tie fa& 1o be probable} is extremely fine. But
are two paffages that deferve a parncular notice.
firft is, what Porzia fays in praffe of mercy, and the
cther on the power of mufick. The melancholy of
T2ques, in As yeu Gke i, is as fingular and odd as itis
giverting. Ard if, what Horace fays,

2Ry

Difficile ef proprie communia Ciceve,
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ofo. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR.

tho’ that was what, I fuppofe, he valu’d himfelf leaft
upon, fince his excellencies were all of another kind.
I am very fenfible that he do’s, in this play, depart
too much from that likenefs to truth which ought to
be obferv’d in thefe fort of writings; yet he does it fo
very finely, thatone is eafily drawn in to have more
faix for his fake, than reafon does well allow of. His
Magick has fomething in it very folemn and very
poctical : And that extravagant charatter of Caliban is
mighty well fuftain’d, thews a wonderful invention in
the Author, who-could ftrike out fuch a particular
wild image, and is certainly one of the fineft and moft
uncommon Grotefques that was ever feen. The Ob-
fervation, which I have been inform’d (a) three very
great men concurr’d in making upon this part, was
extremely juft ; 7ba¢ Shakefpear bad not only found
out a mew Charaller in bis Caliban, but bad alfo de-
vis’d and adapted a new manner of Language for that
Charalier.

It is the fame magick that raifes the Fairies in Mid-
Jummer Night's Dream, the Witches in Mackbeth,
and the Ghoft in Hamlet, with thoughts and language
fo proper to the parts they fuftain, and fo peculiar to
the talent of this Writer. But of the two laft of thefe
Plays I fhalk have occafion to take notice, among the
Tragedies of Mr. Shakefpear. If one undertook to
cxamine the greateft part of thefe by thofe rules
whch are eftablith’d by Ariffotle, and taken from the
model of the Grecian Stage, it would be no very hard
task to find a great many faults: But as Sbakefpear
liv’d under a kind of mere light of nature, and had
never been made acquainted with the regularity of
thofe written precepts, fo it would be hard to judge
him by a law he knew nothing of. We are to con-
fider him as a man that liv’d in a ftate of almoft uni-
verfal licenfe and ignorance; there was no eftablith’d

judge

(a) Lerd Faliland, Lord C. J. Vaughan, azd Mr. Selden.

lix
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Lxii

Some Account of the Life, &c.

general compaffion. Tie whole man, with his vices
and virtues, is fincly and exact!s cefaid’d in the fo-
cond fcene of the fourth acz. The cittrefies hkewife of
Queen Corbarime, in tis Fay, ax very i
touch’d ; and tho' the 2t of t3= Poet 2;5
King Henry from any grois imptmagion of mjuftice,
yet one is inclin’d to wizh, tie Queen had mer with
a fortune more worthy of xer tath and virtue
Nor are th= Manners, proper to tae perfons
fented, lois uftly oblerv’d, in thole charatters 3:
from the Romax Hitory ; aad of tis, the fierce-
pefs and impatence of Coiozxr, his courage and
difdain of the commcn peopls, the virtue and phi-
lofophical temper of Bricas, ad the irregular grear-
nefs of mind in V. nicay, are “eautitul proofs. For
the two lait efpecially, you find ’em exa&tly as they
are defarib’d by Péar:z, from wiom certainly Shake-
Spear copy’d ’em. He has indeec follow’d his ongi-
nal pretry ciofe, and taken in feveral Lrde incdents
that might have been fpar’d in 2 Piay. But, as I
hinted before, his defign feems nictt commonly rather
to defcribe thofe great men in the feveral fortunes
and accidenss of their lives, than to tzke any fingle
great atticn, and form his work fimply upon that.
However, there are fome of his pieces, where the Fa-
ble is fcundzc upon one action only. Such are more
efpecially, R:m:s and Fuizt, Hrm'ze, and Otoel’s. The
delign = K:mes and Fuier, is plainly the puni‘hment
of trexr vwe, Jamilies, for the unreafonable feuds and
arizigfiniz: toat had been 10 long kept up between
’em, anc eccaficn’d the efufion of 1o much blood.
In the munagement of this ftory, he has fhewn fome-
thing wonderfully ternder and paffionate in the love-
pat, ard very pitiful in the diftrels. Haalet is
founced cn much the fame Tale with the EXx&ra of
Sepbocles.  In each of 'em a young Prince is engaged
0 rever 2o e death of his fathcu:':g their mothers are
equally
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I carnot leave Hamlet, without taking notice
:c‘:v bd:ﬁ:ﬁh dxﬁmguxwlihm - thischc
S iftinguifh idelf
Mr. Bettertew’s fine performance :mat part.
who tho® he had no other good qualities,
great many, muft have made his way into
of all men of letters, by this only excellency.
man is better acquainted with Sbetzpear’s manner
ard indeed he has ftudy’d him fo

and is fo much a mafter of him, that whatever
his he performs, he does it as if it had
on purpofe for him, and that the Author
conceiv’d it as he playsit. I muft own a
obligation to him, for the moft confiderable

relating to this life, which I have h
mitted to the publick ; his veneration for
mory of Shakefpear having engaged him to’ make a
journey into Warwickfbire, on purpofe to gather
what remains he could, of 2 name for which he
fo great a vencration.
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TO THE

MEeMoR ¥ of my beloved the AuTHOR,

Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR,

And what he hath left us.

T O draw no envy (Shakefpear) om thy Name,
Am 1 thus ample to thy Book, and Fame:
While I confefs thy writings to be fuch,
As neitber Man, nor Mufe can praife 100 much.
*Tis true, and all mens fuffrage. But thefe wayes
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praife :
For feclieft 1gnorance on thefe may light,
Which, when it founds at beft, but ecchoes right
Or biind AffeCtion, which doth ne’er advance
9be truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance ,
Or crafty Malice might pretend this praife,
And think to ruine, where it feem’d 10 raife.
Thefe are, as fome infamous Baud, or Whore,
Should praife a Matron. What could burt ber more ?
Bt thow art proof againft them, and indeed
Above b ill fortune of them, or the need.
1 therefore will begin, Soul of the Age!
The ife ! delight ) the wonder of our Stage !
My Shakefpear 7ife ; 1 will not lodge thee by
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont je
A kittle further, to make thee a room :
Tbox art a Monument without @ Tomb,
And art alive fiill, while tby Book doth lfve,
And we bave wits toread, and praife to give.
Tbat I not mix thee fo, my brain excufes ;
I meean with great, but difproportion’d Mufes
_ For if Ithought my judgment were of yeors,
I fbesld commit thee furely with thy Peers,

d2 Axd
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Of Shakefpear’s mind and manners brightly fbimes
In bis well tmed and true filed lines :

In each of which be Jeems to fhake a Lance,

As brandif’d at the eyes of Ignorance.

Sweet Swan of Avon! what a fight it were

To fee thee in our water yet appear,

And make thofe flights upon the Banks ¢f Thames,
That [o did take Eg liza, and owr James! .

But ﬁay, I fee thee in the Hemifphere

Advancd, and made a Conftellation tbere !

Shine forth, thou Starre of Poets, and with rage,
Or influence, cbide, or cbear the drooping Stage
Wbich, fince thy flight from bence, bath mourn’d Itke mgbt,
And dq@axr: day, but for thy Vblume': hght.

Ben. Jounson.
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OF THE

Several Editions of Shakefpear’s Plays,
whether feparate or together, made
ufe of, and collated for this Edition
by Mr. Pope and Mr. Warburtom.

R, William Shakefpear’s Comedies, Hiftories
and Tragedies, puthth’d according to the
Original Copies. the firft Edition in Folio, 1623.

The fecond Impreffion in Fclio, of 1532.

The Third Impreffion in Folio, of 1664.

A Midfummer Night's drcame. As it hath been
fundry Times publikely acted, by the Right Honour-
able the Lord Chambcrlaine his Servants. Written
by William Shakefpeare. Imprinted at Londom for
Thomas Fifber, and are to be foulde at his Shoppe at
the Signe of the White Hart in Fleetftrecte, 1600.
(RQuarto.)

Tbe fame. Printed by Fames Roberts, 1600.
(RQuarto.)

A moft pleafaunt and excellent conceited Comedie
of Syr Jobn Falfaffe, and the merry Wives of
Windfor. [Entermixed with fundrie variable and
pleafing humors of Syr Hugh the Welch I(Jn':ﬁht,



T A BL E

Juftice Shallow, and his wife Coufin M. Slnder.
With the fwaggering Vaine of Auncient Pjffoll, and
Corporall Nym. By William Shakefpeare. As it hath -
bene divers times aéted by the right Honourable my
Lord Chamberlain’s Servants : both before her Ma-
jeftie, and elfewhere. London : Printed by 7. C. for
Artbur Fobnfon, and are to be fold at his Shop in
Powles Churchyard at she Signe of the Flower de
Leufe and the Crowne, 1602. (Quarto.)

A moft pleafant and excellent conceited Comedy
of Sir Fobn Falfiaffe, and the Merry Wives of Wind-
Jor, with the fwaggering Vain of Ancient Piffo/ and.
Corporal Nym. printed for Arthur Fobnfon,. 1619,
Quarto,

The Merry Wives of Windfor. With the Hu-
mours of Sir fobn Falflaffe ; as alfo the fwaggering
Vaine of Ancient Pjfoll, and Corporal Nym. Written
by Ailliam Shakefpeare, newly correCted.  London :
Printed by 7. H. for R. Meighen, and are to be fold
- at his Shop, next to the Middle Temple Gate, and
in St. Dusflan’s Churchyard in Fleetftreet, 10630.
(RQuarto.) : .

Much adoe about Notbing. As it hath been fundrie
times publickly acted by the right honourable the
Lord Chamberlaine his Servants. Written by #il-
liam Shakefpeare. London: Printed by V. S. for
Andrew Wife and William Afpley, 1600. (Quarto.)

The excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Venice,
with the extream Cruelty of Shylock the Few to-
ward the faid Merchant, in cutting a juft Pound of
his Flefh, and the obtaining of Portia by the choice
of three Caskets. Printed by F. Roberts, 1600, -
Quarto.

Another Edition of the fame, printed by ¥. R.
for Tho. Heyes, in the fame Year (the 36th of his

Age.) '
& d 4 The
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The excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Vemice,
With the extream Cruclty of Shy/wck the Jew ; and
the obtaining of Portia by the Choice of three Cas-
kets As it hath been fundry tmes publikely afbed
by the King's Majettiss Servants at the Globe,
Written by M. Shakepzare. Newly
augmented, and amsnded. Lendon: primted
R. 2%ung for Fcbrn Sm::bweicke, and are to be
at his Shop in St. Dumians Churchyard in Fleet-frest, -
under the Dyall, 1637. (Luarse.) -

A pleatant conceited Comedy called Loves
bour ly}, as it was prefented before her Hi
this latt Chividmais, newly corrected and augmensed
by Nuiom Sitakefpeir.  \mprnted at Londes by
W. W for Cwbert Burley, 1398.

Loves Libcar’s 153 A wiie and pleafant Co-
medie ; as it was acted by his Majefhes Servants
at the Rick-Friors and the Glde. Written by
Wi'icm Sbakejgcare. Lerdcrn : Pnnted by #. §. for
Fobn Swmetlwicke, and are to be fcld ar his Shop
St. Dunyjenes Churchyard under the Diall, 1631
(Luarta.)

A pieatant conceited Hitory caled TZe Taming
of a Sbrew, as it hath been fuadry times aGted by
the Right Hcnourable the Earl of Pembroke his
Servants. Printed at Leadin by 7. S. for Nich,
Ling, 1607. There is fcarce a line of this the
fame with the prefent Play, yet the Plot and Sce-
rary fcarce diifer at all fromie. [ fhou’d think it
not written by Sictgpear ; but there are fome
Speeches (in one or two Scenes only ) the fame:
And we have tiiere the conclufion of the Play, which
is manifcitiv wanting in all the fubfequent Editions,
as well as the latter part of the laft A&, A
better, and clear of that impertinent Prolixity whi
is in the common Editions. a
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T A B L E

The Tragedy of Otbello, the Moor of Venice. As
it hath been divers times acted at the Glode, and at
the Black Fryars, by his Majefty’s Servants. Writ-
ten by Will. Shakefpear. Publithed by Tho. Walkely,
Quarto, (foon after his Death, as appears by the
Preface.)

The Tragaedy of Otbello, the Moore of Vemice.
As it hath becne diverfc times acted at the Glode, and
at the Black-Friers, by his Majefties Servants. Writ-
ten by Willicm Shakefpeare.  Lendom, Printed by
N. O. for Themas Welkley, and are to be fold at his
Shop, at the Eagle and Child in Brittan’s. Burffe,
1622. (Quarta.) 4

The Tragedy of Orbello, the Moore of Venmice.
As it hath been diverfe times ated at the Glode, and
at the Black-Friers, by his Majefties Servants. Writ-
ten by William Shakefpeare.  London, printed by
A M. for Richard Hawkins, and are to be fold
at his Shoppe in Chancery-Lane, neere Serjeants-
Inne, 1630. (Quarto.)



It feemed not amifs to introduce the following Obéer-
vations with one general Criticifm on our Author’s
Dramatick Works, by dividing them into four
Clafies, and fo giving an eftimate of cach Play
reduced to its proper Clafs,

COMEDIES.

Crass L
z Tempefp. Vol 1.
2 Merry Wives of Windfor. Vol, 1.
3 Meafure for Meafure. Vol. 1.
4 Merchant of Venice, Vol. 2.
5 Twelfth-Night. Vol. 3.

Crass II

1 Midfummer-Night’s Dream. Vol. 1.
2 Much Ado about Nothing. Vol. 2.
3 As you like it. Vol. 2.

4 Alls well that ends well. Vol. 3.

5 Winter’s Tale. Vol. 3.

Crass III

1 Two Gentlemen of Verona. Vol. 1.
2 Love’s Labour’s Loff. Vol. 2.

Crass IV,

1 Taming of the Shrew. Vol. 2,
2 Comedy of Errors. Vol. 3.

TRAGE-



TRAGEDIES.
Crass L
1 Henry IV. Part 1 Vol. 4.
2 Henry IV. Part 2. Vol. 4.
3 King Lear. Vol. 6.
4 Macbeth. Vol 6.
5 Julius Cefar. Vol. 7.
6 Hamlet. Vol. 8.
7 Othello. Vol. 8.

N Crass IIL
.1 King John. Vol. 3.
2 Henry V. Vol 4.
3 Richard [I1. Vol. 5.
4 Henry VIII. Vol 3.
5 Timon of Athens. Vol. 6.
6 Anthony and Cleopatra. Vol. 7.
7 Cymbeline. Vol. 7.

Crass IIL

1 Richard II. Vol. 4.

2 Corolanus. Vol. 6.

3 Troilus and Creflida. Vol. 7.
4 Romeo and Juliet. Vol. 8.

Crass IV,
S Henry VI. Part 1. Vol. 4.
Henry

VI. Part 2. Vol s.

3 Henry VI. Part 3. Vol. 5.
4. Titus Andronicus. Vol. 6.

The Comedies and Tragedies in the laft Clafs are
ertainly not of Shake/pear. The moft that can be
aid of them is, that he has, here and there, corrected
he dialogue; and now and then added a Scene. It
nay be juft worth while to obferve, in this place, that
he whole firlt A& of Fletcher’s Two Noble Kinfmen
ras wrote by Sbakefpear, but in his worft manner.

eik3 .
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Dramatis Perfone.

L Yo v > N

Rupd>

AI.ONSO, King of Naples. .-
Scbaftian, Ais Brother.

Profpero, the rightful Duke of Milan.

Anthonio, bis Brother, the ufurping Duke of Milan,
Ferdinand, Sen to the King of Naples.

Gonzalo, ax boreft c!d Counfellor of Naples.
}}dna'n iy } Lords.

Francifco,

Caliban, a Salvage, and deformed Slave.

Trinculo, a Fefer.

Stephano, a diuiken Butler.

Maper of a Ship,” Boatfica’n, and Marinérs,
Miranda, Daughtcr to Profpero,

Ariel, an aicry Spirit.

Nympbs,

ris,
Cercs, 2
. Juno, S Spirits, empley'd i the Mafque,
Reapers,

O:her Spirits, attending on Profpero.

S C E N E, {2 uninbadited Wland.

THE



*THE

T E M P E S T.

ACTI SCENEL
On a Ship at Sea.

A tempefruous noife of thunder and lightning beard 3
Enter a Ship-mafter, and a Boatfwain,

MAaAsTER,

Oatfwain.
Boatf. Here, Mafter : what cheer ?
Maft. Good, fpeak to th’ mariners : fall

to’t yarely, or we runour felves a-ground ;

beftir, beftir. [Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Boatf. Hey, my hearts ; cheerly, my hearts ; yare,
are ; takein the top-fail ; tend to th® mafter’s whiftle ;
low, ’till thou burft thy wind, if room enough.

Enter

1 The Tempefi.] Thele two firft Plays, the Tempef and the
Midfummer-night's Dream, are the nobleft Efforts of that fublime
and amazing Imagination, peculiar to Shake/pear, which foars
above the Bounds of Nature withéut forfaking Senfe: or, more
perly, carries Nature along with him beyond her eftablithed
imits, Fletcher feems particularly to have admired thefe two
B2 Plays,
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Re-enter Boatfiwain.

Boatf. Down with the top-matft : yare, lower, lower;
bring her to try with main-courfe. A plague upon this
howling !

A cry within. Re-enter Sebaftian, Anthonio, and
Gonzalo.,

they are louder than the weather, or our office. Yet
again? what do you here? fhall we give o’er, and
drown ? have you a mind to fink ?

Seb. A pox o’ your throat, you bawling, blaf-
phemous, uncharitable dog.

Boatf. Work you then.

Am. Hang, cur, hang; you whorefon, infolent,
noifemaker ; we are lefs afraid to be drown’d than
thou art.

Gonz. I'll warrant him from drowning, tho’ the
thip were no ftronger than a nut-fhell, and as leaky as
an unftanch’d wench.

Boatf. Lay her a-hold, a-hold; fet her two courfes
off to fea again, lay her off.

Enter Mariners wet.

Mar. All loft! to prayers! to prayers! all loft! [ Exe.
Boatf. What, muft our mouths be cold ?
Gonz. The King and Prince at pray’rs! let us affift
’em.
For our cafe is as theirs. \
Seb. 1I’'m out of patience. [kards,
. Ant. We're meerly cheated of our lives by drun-
This wide-chopt rafcal —’Would, thou might’t lye

drowning, .
The wathing of ten tides !
Gonz. He’ll be hang’d yet, )
Though every drop of water fwear againtt it,
And gape at wid’K tolggxt him. p
3




The TEMPEST.

A confufed noife within.] Mercy on us!
We fplit, we fplit! Farewel, my Wife and Children!
Brother, farcwel ! we fplit, we fplit, we fplit |

Ant. Let’s all fink with the King, [ Exit.
Seb. Let’s take leave of him. [ Exit

Gonz. Now would I give a thoufand furlongs of
fea for an acre of barren ground, * long heath, brown
furze, any thing ; the wills above be done, but I
would fain dic a dry death! [Exit.

S CENE IL

Changes to a Part of the Inchanted Ifland near the
Cell of Profpero.

Enter Profpero and Miranda.
Mira. ? IF by your art (my deareft father).you

have

Put the wild Waters in this roar, allay them :
The sky, it feems, would pour down ftinking pitch,
But that the fea, mounting to th’ welkin’s cheek,
Dathes the fire out. O! 1 have fuffer’d
‘With thofe that I faw fuffer : a brave veffel
(Who had, no doubt, fome noble crcatures in her)
Dafh’d all to pieces. O the cry did knock
Againft my very heart : poor fouls, they perifh’d!
Had I been any God of Pow’r, I would
Have funk the fea within the earth ; or ere
It fhould the good fhip fo have fwallow’d, and
The fraighting fouls within her.
C o2 long beatb, ] This is the common name for the erics
baccifera ; which the Oxferd Editor not underftanding, conjec-
tared that Shakefpear wrote, — Ling, Heat) : But, unluckily,
Heath and Ling are but two words for the fame plant.

3 If by your Art, &c.] Nothing was ever better contrived to-
inform the Audience of the Story than this Scene. lt is a con-

verfation that could not have happened before, and could not but
happen now.

Pro.
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Pro. Be colle&ed ;
No more amazement 3 tell your piteous heart,
There’s no harm done,
Mira. O wo the day!
Pro. No harm.
1 have done nothing but in care of thee,
(Of thee my dear one, thee my daughter) who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am; nor that I am more better
Than Profpero, matter of a full-poar cell,
And thy no greater father. ;
Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.
Pro. *Tis time, .
I thould inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, = -
And pluck my magick garment from me: fo!
- [Lays down bis mantle.
Lye there my Art. Wipe thou thine eyes, have
comfort.
The direful fpectacle of the wreck, which touch’d
4 The very virtue of compaffion in thee,
I have with fuch provifion in mine art
So fafely order’d, that there’s no foul loft,
No, not fo much perdition as an hair,
Betid to any creature in the veffel down 3
Which thou heard’ft cry, which thou faw’ft fink : fit
For thou muft now know farther.
Mira. You have often
Begun to tell me what I am, but ftopt,

Tbe very Vir n in thee,] We muft not think
tll:t the :eg er::: :{;: :’:{e‘nﬂd:d to thew 3he degree of her come
paffion, but the £ind. Compaffion for other’s Misfortunes ofteneft
arifes from a fenfe or apprehenfion of the like. And then it is
Sympatby, not Virtse. Tho' the want of it may be efteemed wicions
" as arifing from a degeneracy of Nature, which cannot happen but

by our own fault.eilow the Compa/fion of Miranda, who never

ventured to Sea, not being of thiskind, Sbedefpear with great pro-
priety calls it the weryVirtue, i.¢. the real pure Virtue of Com-

pﬂion. B 4 And

N
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And left me to a bootlefs inquifition ;
Concluding, Stay; not yet.—

Pro. The hour’s now come.
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ;
Obey, and be attentive. Canft thou remember
A time, before we came unto this cell 2
1 do not think, thou canft ; for then thou waft not
Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can.

Pro. By what? by any other houfe, or perfon?
Of any thing the image tell me, that
Hath kept in thy remembrance.

Mira. *Tis far off 5
And rather like a dream, than an affurance
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not
Four, or five, women onc€, that tended me ?
- Pro. Thou hadft, and more, AJiranda : buthowis it,
That this lives in thy mind? what feeft thou elfe
In the dark back-ward and abyfme of time ?
If thou remember’ft aught, ere thou cam’ft here ;
How thou cam’ft here, thou may’ft.

Mira. But that I do not.

Pro. *Tis twelve years fince, Miranda ; twelve

years fince,

Thy father was the Duke of Vs, and
A Prince of Pow'r.

Mira. Sir, are not you mv father?

Pro. Thy mother was a pucce of virtue, and
She faid, thou waft my dzughter; and thy father
Was Duke of Mileiz, and his only heir
A Princefs, r.o worfe itiu’d.

Mira. O the heav’ns!
What foul play had we, that wc came from thence ?
Or blefled was’t, we did ?

Pro. Both, both, my girl :
By foul play {as thou fay’ft} were we heav’d thence s
Bue blefledly help’d hither.

ALra,
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Mira. O, my heart bleeds :
To think o’th’ teene that I have turn’d you to,
‘Which is from my remembrance. Pleafe you, farther.
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d #nthonio-—
I pray thee, mark me; (that a brother fhould
Be fo perfidious !) he whom next thy felf
Of all the world I lov’d, and to him put
The manage of my ftate ; (as, at that time,
Through all the fignories it was the firft;
" And Profpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed
In dignity ; and for the liberal arts,
‘Without a parallel ; thofe being all my ftudy :)
‘The government I caft upon my brother,
And to my ftate grew ftranger ; being tranfported,
And rapt in fecret ftudies. Thy falfe uncle——
(Doft thou attend me ?)
. Mira. Sir, moft heedfully.
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant fuits,
How to deny them ; whom t’advance, and whom
s To trafh for over-topping ; new-created
‘The creatures, that were mine ; I fay, or chang’d *em,
Or elfe new form’d ’em ; having both the key
Of officer and office, fet all hearts i’th’ ftate
To what tune pleas’d his ear; that now he was
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk,  [not.
And fuckt my verdure out on’t.—— Thou attend’ft
Mira. Good Sir, I do.
Pro. 1 pray thee, mark me then,
I thus negleting worldly ends, all dedicated
‘To clofenefs, and the bettering of my mind,
‘With that which, but by being fo retired,
O’er-priz’d all popular rate, in my falfe brother

- § Y0 trafp] fignifies to cut away the trath or fuperfinities ;
as, to top, fignifies, to cut off the top. The Oxford Editor alters
it to plab, not confidering that 70 pla/b fignifies to bind and com-
plicate branches her, and fo is only ufed to fignify the dreffing

and pleating of an Hedge.
Awak’d
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T'o give him annual tribute, do him hom
Subje his coronet to his crown ; and bep
The Dukedom, yet unbow’d, (alas, poor Milan!)
"To moft ignoble ftooping.

Mira. O the heav’ns!

Pro. Mark his condition, and th* event ; then tell me,
If this might be a Brother?

Mira. 1 fhould fin,
To think but nobly of my grand-mother 3
7 Good wombs have bore bad fons.

Pro. Now the condition :
This King of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearks my brother’s fuit ;
Which was, that heé in lieu o’th’ premifes,
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,
Should prefently extirpate me and mine
Out of the Dukedom ; and confer fair Afilan,
‘With all the honours, on my brother. Whereon
A treacherpus army levy’d, one mid-night
Fated to th’ purgofe, did Antbonio open
The gates of Milan; and, i’th® dead of darknefs,
"The minifters for the purpofe husry’d thencg
Me, and thy crying felf. '

Mira. Alack, for pity!
I, not remembring how I cry’d out then,
Will cry it o’er again; it is a hint,
That wrings mine eyes to’t.

Pro. Hear a little further,
And then I’ll bring thee to the prefent. bufinefs,
‘Which now’s upon’s ; without the which this ftory
‘Were moft impertinent. '

7 Good wombs bave bore bad fons ] Mr. Theobald would give
thefe words to Profpero, becaufe Miranda, bred upin the defart
Ifland from ber infancy, could not be fuppos’d to be furnifbed with
JSuch an obfervation from life. An idle reafon. Profpero tells us,
he had educated her more carefully than ufual. Would he then
fuffer her to be ignorant of the moft common cafes in human life?
Yet the Oxford Editor follows Mr. Theobald,

Miras,

Ir
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Mira. Why did they not
That hour deftroy us?
Pro. Well demanded, wench;
My tale provokes that queftion.  Dear, they durft not
(So dear the love my people bore me ;) fet
A mark fo bloody on the bufinefs ; but
With colours fairer painted their foul ends.
In few, they hurry’d us aboard a bark ;
BRore us fome leagues to Sea; where they prepar’d
-~ rotten carcafs of a boat, not rigg’d, P
Nor tackl, fail, nor maft; the very rats
I-tincuvely had quit it: there they hoift us
T cry to th’ fea, that roar’d to us; to figh
"Tc ta’ winds, whofe pity, fighing back again,
Did us but loving wrong.
Mira. Alack ! what trouble
Was I then to you?
Pro. O! a cherubim
Thou watt, that did preferve me: Thou didft fmile,
Infufed with a fortitude from heav’n,
* (When I have mock’d the fea with drops full-falt;
Under my burthen groan'd ;) which rais’d in me
An undergoing ftomach, to bear up
Againft what fhould enfue.
Mira. How came we a-fhore ?
Pro. By providence divine.
Some food we had, and fome frefh water, that
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,
Out cof his charity rbeing then appointed
Mafter of this defign} did give us, with
Rich garments, linnens, ftuffs, and neceffaries,
Which fince have fteeded much. So of his gentlenefs,
8 Wken Ibave peck'p t5: fea] i. ¢. honcur'd. Bae thisisa
peor thought. The Oxford Editor reads brack'd, which is il
peorer. I imagine that Shakefpear wrete mock’', i.e. lent the Ses
teis t-iling addition of falt-water: For when ary thing is given or
acded, the effe@ of which isnot felt or perccived, it was in the
language of that time properly called mocking.
Knowing
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Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnith’d me
From my own library, with volumes that
I prize above my Dukedom.
Mira. Would I might
But ever fee that man!
9 Pro. Now, I arife:
Sit ftill, and hear the laft of our fea-forrow.
Here in this ifland we arriv’d, and here
Have I, thy fchool-mafter, made thee more profit
Than other Princes can, that have more time
For vainer hours, and tutors not fo careful.
Mira. Heav’ns thank you for’t! And now, I pray
you, Sir,
(For ftill *tis beating in my mind) your reafon
For raifing this fea-ftorm ¢
Pro. Know thus far forth,
By accident moft ftrange, bountiful fortune
(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies
Brought to this fhore: and, by my prefcience
1 find, my Zenith doth depend upon
A moft aufpicious ftar ; whofe Influence
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes
Will ever after droop.—= Here ceafe more queftions;
Thou art inclin’d to fleep. *Tis a good dulnefs,
And give it way ; I know, thou canft not chufe——
[Miranda fleeps.
Come away, fervant, come; I’m ready now :
Approach, my Ariel. Come,

9 Pro. Now I arife:—] i.c. now I come to the principal
part of my Story, for the fake of which I told the foregoing;
namely this, that I have now my Enemies in my Power; and if
I omit this Opportunity, I fhall never have another to recover
my Dukedom. The word is ufed to uther in a matter of impor-
tance. So Richard 111, when he comes to the murder of his Ne-
phews, fays to Tirrel,

. Rife, and /end an car.

SCENE
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Ari. :Clofe by, my Mafter.

Pro. But are they, Ariel, fafe?

Ari. Not a hair perifh’d : .
On their fuftaining garments not a blemith,
But frether than before.  And as thou badft me,
In troops I have difpers’d them ’bout the ifle :
The King’s fon have I landed by himfelf;
Whom I left cooling of the air with fighs,
In an odd angle of the ifle, and fitting,
His arms in this fad knot. .

Pro. Of the King’s thip
The mariners, fay how thou haft difpos’d,
And all the reft o’th’ fleet?

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the King’s thip; in the deep nook, wheré once
Thou call’dft me up at midnight, to fetch dew
From the ftill-vext * Bermoothes, there {lie’s hid ¢
The mariners all under hatches ftow’d,
Who, with a charm join’d to their fuffered labour;
I’ve left afleep ; and for the reft o’th’ fleet
(Which I difpers’d) they all have met again,
And are ispon thé Mediterranean flote,
Bound ﬁdfyo home for Naples ;
Su%poﬁng, that they faw the King’s fhip wreckt;
And his great perfon perifh.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge -

- 1 Frem the plll-wext Betmoothes,] Theobald fays Bermoothes is
printed by miftake for Bermudas. No. That was the name by
which the Iflands then went, as we may fee by the Voyagers of
that time ; and by ogr Auathor's contem Poets.  Fletcher,
in his Woman pleafed, {ays, The Dewil fould think of pur:bajiaf
that Eggfhell to wifiual out a Witch for the Bermoothes. Smith,
in his account of thefe Iflands p. 172. fays, that sbe Bermudas
were fo fearful to the world, that many call d them the Yle of Dewils.
—P. 174.—10 all Seamen no lefs terrible than an inchanted des
Fari¢s.  And no wonder, for the clime was extremely fubje& to
Storms and Hurricanes ; and the Ifiands were furrounded with
f;}mered Rocks lying fhallowly hid under the Sarface of the

ater. .

. Exattly
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Exa&tly is perform’d ; but there’s more work:
* What is the time o’th’ day ?
Ari. Paft the mid feafon, at leaft two glafies,
Prs. The tme "twixt fix and now
Muft by us both be fpent moft precioufly.
4ri. Is there more toil ; fince thou doft give me
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d,
Which is not yet perform’d me.
Pros. How now? moody?
Whar is”t thou canft cemand ?
Ari. My liberty.
Pro. Beiore the time be out? no more,
Ari. 1 prythee,
Remember, [ have done thee worthy fervice ;
Toid thee no lies, made no miftakings, ferv’d
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou didft promife
To bate me a full year.
Pro. Doft thou forget
From what a torment I did free thee?
Ari. No. [ooze
Pro. Thou doft ; and think’ft it much to tread the
Of the falt deep ;
To run uponeigc fharp Wind of the North ;
To do me bufinefs in the veins o'th’ earth,
When it is bak’d with froft,
Ari. I do not, Sir.
Pro. Thou ly’ft, malignant thing ! haft thou forgot
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy
2 Pro. — What is the time 5°2b' day ?
Ari. Paj the mid feaiin.
Pro. At leaff tws glaffes.
In this reading, both the Queftion and the Anfwer are made
impertinently.  Profpero asks what time of day it was, when be
knew it was two glafles paft the mid feafon: And Ariel replies
indefinitely, that it was paft the mid feafon.
The Queition and Reply fhould be divided thus,
Pro. — What is the time O'th day ?
Ari. Pafl the mid feafon, at leaft, tawe glafes.
Was
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Was grown into a hoop ? haft thou forgot her?
Ari. No, Sir. . [tell me.
Pro. Thou haft: where was fhe born? fpeak ;
Ari. Sir, in Argier. '
Pro. Oh, was. the fo ? I muft
Once in a month recount what thou haft been,
‘Which thou forget’ft. 'This damn’d witch Sycorax,
For mifchiefs manifold and forceries terrible
To enter human hearing, from Argier,
Thou know’ft, was banifh’d : for one thing fhe did,
They would not take her life. Is not this true ?
Ari. Ay, Sir. [child,
Pro. This blue-ey’d hag was hither brought with
And here was left by th’ failors ; thou my flave '
As thou report’ft thy felf, waft then her fervant.
And, for thou waft a fpirit too:delicate
To aét her earthy and abhorr’d commands,
Refufing her grand hefts, ‘the did confine thee,
By help of her more potent minifters,
And in her moft unmitigable rage,
Into a cloven pine ; within which rift -
Imprifon’d, thou did*ft painfully remain
A dozen years, within which fpace fhe dy’d,
And left thee there : where thou didft vent thy groans,
As faft as mill-wheels ftrike. Then was this Ifland
(Save for the fon that fhe did litter here, i
A freckled whelp, hag-born) not honour’d with
A human fhape.
Ari. Yesy Caliban her fon.
Pro. Dull thing, I fay fo: he, that Caliban,
~ Whom now I keep in fervice. Thou beft know’tt,
What torment | did find thee in; thy groans
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breafts
Of ‘ever-angry bears ; it was a torment
To lay upon the damn’d, which.Sycorax
Could not again undo: it was mine art,
When 1 arriv’d and heard thze, that made gape
Vou L C The
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The pine, and let thee out.
Ari. 1 thank thee, matter.
Pro. If thou more murmur'ft, 1 will rend an oak,
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, ’all
Thou’ft howl'd away tweive winters.
Ar:. Pardon, mafter.
T wiil be corrcfpondcnt to command,
And do my fp’riting gently.
Pmdlf fp and after two days
I will difcharge thee.
Ari. That’s my noble mafter :
What fhall I do’ fay what 2 what fhall I do ?
Pro. Go make thy felf like to a nymph o’th’ fea.
Be fubjeét to no fight but mine: invifible
To every eye-ball elfe. Go take this fhape,
And hither come in it: go hence with diligence.
[Exit Ariel
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hatt flept well ;
Awake
Mira. The ftrangenefs of your ftory put
Heavinefs in me.
Pro. Shake it off : come on;
We'll vifit Caliban my flave, who never
Yields us kind anfwer.
Mira. *Tis a villain, Sir,
I do not love to look on
Pro. But, as ’tis,
We cannot mifs him : he does make our fire,
Fetch in our wood, and ferves in offices
That profit us. What ho! flave ! Caliban !
Thou earth, thou! fpeak.
Cal. [wztbm 17T hcrc s wood cnough within.
Pro. Come forth, I fay; there’s other bufinefs
for thee. .
Come, thou Tortoife ! when ? ——

Esnter
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Enter Aricl like 8 Water -Nympb.

Fine apparition! my quaint Asel,
Hark in thine ear.
Ari. My lord, it fhall be done. [Exit.

Pro. Thou poifonousflave, got by the devil himfelf
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth.

S C E N E 1v.

Enter Caliban,

3 Cal. « As wicked dew, ase’er my mother bruth’d
¢¢ With raven’s feather from unwholfom fen,
¢ Drop on you both | a fouth-weft blow on ye,
¢ And blifter you all o’er! [cramps,

p
Pro. For this, be fure, to night thou fhalt have
Side-ftiches that fhall pen thy breath up ; urchins

3 Cal. 4s wicked dew, as fer my mother brufp’d

With raven's featber from unwholfom fen,

Drop o8 you boih.] Shakefpear hath very artificially given
the air of the antique to the language of Ca/bar, in order to
heighten the grotefque of his charafter. As here he ufes avicked
for anwbolfome. So Sir Jobn Maundevil, in his travels p. 334.
Edit. Lond. 1725. at alle tymes brennethe a Veffelle
of Griflalle fulle of Bawme for to geven gode [malle and
odour te the Emperour, and te veyden awey aﬁt WYKKEDER
Eyres and Corrwpcionss. It was a tradition, it feems, that
Lord Falkland, Lord C. J. Vaugban, and Mr. Selden con-
curred in obferving, that Shakefpear had not only found out a
new chara@er in his Calibaxn, but had alfo devifed and adapted a
new manner of language for that charalter.  What they meant
by it, without doubt, was, that Shakefpear gave his language a
certain grotefque air of the Savage and Antique ; which it cer-
tainly has. But Dr. Beatley took this, of & mew language,
literally ; for fpeak.ﬁ of a phrafe in Milton, which he fuppofed
altogether abfurd unmeaning, he fays, Sazan bad nmot the
privilege as Caliban in Shakefpear, 1o afe xepv pbrafe and di&ion
snknowsn to all others—— and again to praltice diflances is
pill a Caliban flile. Note on Milten's paradife loff, 1. 4.v.945.
Bat I know of no fuch Calibaz file in Shakefpear that hath new .
phrafe and di&ion unknown to all others.

Ca2 Shall,
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Shall, for that vaft of night that they may work,
All excrcife on thee: thou fhalt be pinch’d
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more ftinging
"Than bees that made ’em.
Cal. «¢ 1 muit eat my dinner.
¢ This Ifland’s mine by Sycsrax my mother,
«¢ Which thou tak’ft from me. When thou cametft firft,
¢« Thou ftroak’¢ft me, and mad’it much of me ; and
would'ft give me ‘
«« \Water with berries in’t ; and teach me how
¢« To name the bigger light, and how the lefs,
¢t That burnby day and night : and then I lov’d thee,
¢« And fhew’d thee all the qualities o’th’ Ifle,
‘¢ The frefh fprings, brine-pits; barren place, and
fertle.
« Curs’d be I, that I did fo! all the charms
¢ Of Sxcorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you!
¢ For I am all the fubjects that you have,
¢« Who firft was mine own King ; and here you fty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The reft of th’ Ifland.
Pro. Thou motlt lying flave,
Whom Stripes may move, not kindnefs; I have
us’d thee
(Filth as thou art) with humane care, and lodg’d
In mine own cell, ’till thou didft feek to violate
"The honcur of my child.
Cal. Oh ho, oh ho!——-I wou’d, it had been done!
Thou didft prevent me, I had peopled elfe
This Itle with Calibans.
Pia. 4+ Abhorred flave;
Which any print of goodnefs wilt not take,
Being capable of all ill ! I pity’d thee,
Took pains to make thee fpeak, taught thee each hour

4 Aiborred fazes] In the common Fditions this fpeech
was given to Miranda. Mr. Dryden in his alteration of this play

One

r.ghiy tranderzed ic to Profpere.
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One thing or other. 5 When thou couldft not, favage,

Shew thine own meaning, but wouldft gabble like

A thing moft brutith, I endow’d thy purpofes

With words that made them known. But thy vile race

(Tho’ thou didft learn) had that in’t, which good

natures

Could not abide to be with; therefore waft thou

Defervedly confin’d into this rock, ‘

Who hadft deferv’d more than a prifon
Cal. You taught me language, and my profit on’t

Is, I know how to curfe: the red plague rid you,

For learning me your language !

§ When thou D1DsT not, Savage,
K N O W thy own meaning, but avouldff gabble lite
A thing moft brutifh, 1 endow'd thy purpofes
With awords to make them known.] e benefit which
Profpero here upbraids Caliban with having beftowed, was teach-
ing him language. He fhews the greatnefs of this benefic by
marking the inconvenience Caliban lay under for want of it.
What was the inconvenience? This, that he did not know his
own meaning. But fure a Brute, to which he is compared, doth
know its own meaning, that is, knows what it would be at. This,
indeed, it cannot da, it cannot Seww its meaning to others. And
this certainly is what Profpero would fay,
Whbhen thou cov L Ds T mot, Savage,
SHEW thy own meaning,
The following words makes it evident,
e but awonldft gabble like
A fbl'lg moﬂ 57‘!{!%.——— i
And when once [ /hew] was corrupted to [#nomv] the tranfcribers
would of courfe change [coxldf] into [dsdfi] to make it agree
with the other falfe reading. There is indeed a Senfe in which
Know thy own meaning—— may be well applied to a brute. For
it may fignify the not having any reflex knowledge of the opera-
tions of its own mind, which; it would feem, a Brute hath not.
Tho' this, I fay, may be applied to a brute, and confequently
to Caliban, and tho' to remedy this brutality be a nobler bene-
fit than even the teaching language; yet fuch a fenfe wonld be
impertinent and abfurd in this place, where only the bencfit of
langaage is talked of by an and learned Speaker. Befides,
Prefpere exprefly fays, that Calibam had purpefes; which, in
other words, is that he did dweaw bis etvw meaning.
C3 Pro,
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Pro. Hag-feed, hence!
Fetch us in fewel, and be quick { thou wert” beft)
To anfwer other bufinefs. Shrug’ft thou, malice?
If thou regiect’it, or coft unwilingly
‘What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps;
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar,
That beafts fhall tremble at thy din.

Cal. No, ’pray thee.
I muft obey ; his art is of fuch pow’r,
It would controul my dam’s god Setebas,
And make a vafial of him.

Pri. So, flave, hence! [Exiz Caliban.

S CENE V

Enter Ferdinand ; and Ariel invifible, playing
and finging.
ARIEL’s SONG.

Come unto thefe yellow [ands,
And then take bands :
Curt fied svben you bave, and kift
( The wild waves whift ;)
Foot it featly bere and there,
And, fuweet fprites, the burthen bear.
Burthen, difperfedly.
Hark, bark, bough-waugh : the waich-dogs bark,
Baugh-waugh.
Arni. Hark, bark, I bear
Tbe firain of frutting chanticlere
Cry, Cock-a-doodle-do.

Fer. Where fhould this Mufick be, i’th® air, er
carth ? —

It founds no more : and, fure, it waits upon
Some God o’th’ Ifland. Sitting on a bank,
Weeping againft the King my father’s wreck, This
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Mira. What is’t, a fpirit?
Lord, how it looks about! believe me, Sir,
It carries a brave form. But ts a fpirit.
Pro. No, wench, it eats, and fleeps, and hath
fuch fenfes _
As we have, fuch. This gallant, which thou feeft,
‘Was in the wreck : and, but he’s fomething ftain’d
With grief, (that’s beauty’s canker) thou might’ft
call him
A goodly perfon. He hath loft his fellows,
And ftrays about to find ’em.
Mira. 1 might call him
A thing divine ; for nothing natural
I ever faw {o noble. .

Pro. It goes on, I fee, [Afide.
As my foul promptsit. Spirit, fine fpirit, I’ll free
ee

‘Within two days for this.

Fer. Motft fure, the Goddefs
On whom thefe ayres attend! ® vouchfafe, my pray’r
May know, if you remain upon this Ifland ;

and facilitates its entrance into the mind. But this was, evidently.
infufficient. Therefore, to make the way the eafier, the is fup
pofed to be under the influence of her Father’s charm, which was
to diffolve, as it were, the rigid chains of virtue and obedience.
This is infinuated to the Audience when Profpero, before he be-
gins his ftory, fays to her,
Lend thy band

And pluck this magick garment from me.
The touch communicated the charm, and its efficacy was to lay
her to fleep. ‘This is the reafon that Projpero fo often queftions
her, as he proceeds in his ftory, whether fhe was attentive: being
la‘]:grehenﬁve the charm might operate too quick, even before: he

ended his relation. Without this interpretation his frequent re-

petition will appear extremely cold, and abfurd. For the fame
. reafon, likewife, he fays, in conclufion,

Thox art inclin'd to fleep. *Tis a good dulnefs,

And give it way: I know thou can't not chufe.

L] e vouchfafe 3:7 ray'r

ay dnow, or, Imay knoaw. Extremely poetical ;

and moft exprefiive o; the humility of the Speaker. And
n

25
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Mira. Why f{peaks my father fo ntly ? this
Is the third mam,Pc that I ey'cr faw, thu:%erﬁ,y
That e’er I figh’d for. Pity move my father
To be inclin’d my way!
Fer. O, if a Virgin,
And your Affection not gone forth, I'll make you

The Queen of Naples.

Pro. Soft, Sir: one word more.
They’re both in either’s power : but this fwift bufinefs
I muft uneafic make, left too light winnin
Make the prize light. Sir, one worg more ; 1

charge thee,
That thou attend me : — thou doft here uft
. The name thou ow’ft not, and haft put thy felf

Upon this Ifland, as a fpy, to win it

- From me, the lord on’t.

. Fer, No. as ’m a man. [ple.
Mira. There’s nothing ill can dwell in fuch a tem-
If the ill fpirit have fo farr an houfe,

Good things will ftrive to dwell with’t.
Pro. Follow me
Speak not you for him : he’s a traitor. Come,
I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together ;
Sea-water fhalt thou drink ; thy food fhall be
The freth-brook muflels, wither’d roots, and husks
‘Wherein the acorn cradled.  Follow.
Fer. No,
I will refift fuch entertainment, ’ull
Mine enemy has more power.
[He draws, and is charm’d from moving.
* Mira. O dear father,

Make

2 Mira. O dear father,
Make not too ra/b a tryal of bim ; for
He's gentle, and not fearful.
This feems to be a very odd way of exprefling her fenfe of her
Lover's good qualities. It is certain the beauty of it is not feen
at sk view. Miranda, "till now, had never feen any Mortal

(her
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Make not too rath a tryal of him ; for
He’s gentle, and not fearful.

Pro. What, I fay,
My foot my tutor ? put thy fword up, traitor,
Who mak’ft a thew, but dar’ft not ftrike ; thy con-

fcience

Is fo poffeft with guilt: come from thy ward,
For I can here difarm thee with this fhick,
And make thy weapon drop.

Mira. Befeech you, father.

Pro. Hence : hang not on my garment.

Mira. Sir, have pity ;
T’ll be his furety.

Pro. Silence : one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What,
An advocate for an impoftor? hufh!
Thou think’ft, there are no more fuch fhapes as he,
Having feen but him and Caliban ; foolifh wench!
To th’ moft of men this is a Caliban,
And they to him are angels. '

Mira. My affetions -
Are then moft humble: I have no ambition
To fee a goodlier man.

(her father excepted) but Calibax. She had frequently beheld
him under that Eind of difcipline which her father here threatens
to infli& apon her lover.

Dll manacle thy meck and feer together :

Sea-water fbalt thou drink, thy feed fball be

The frefl-brook muffles, wither'd roots and busks

Wherein the acorn cradled.

The perwerfity of Caliban’s nature, and the Cowardlinefs ofit,
made punifhment neceflary, and eafy to be inflited: Finding
therefore Ferdinand threatened with the like treatment, out ot
tendernefs both to her Father and Lover fhe crics He's gentle,
not like the favage Caliban, and fo deferves not punithment;
this fhe gathered from his precceding converfation with her — axd
not fearful, like that coward, and {o is not to be eafily managed.
This fhe colleted from his drawing his fword, and tanding oa
his defence.

Pre.
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Pro. Come on, obey ;
Thy nerves are in'their infancy again,
And have no vigour in them.
Fer. So they are:
3 My fpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.
My father’s lofs, the weaknefs which I feel,
The wreck of all my friends, and this man’s threats,
To whom I am fubdu’d, were but light to me
Might I but through my prifon once a day
Behold this maid : all comers elfe o’th’ earth
Let liberty make ufe of ; fpace enough
Have I, in fuch a prifon,
Pro. It works : come on.
(Thou haft done well, fine Ariel:) follow me.
Hark, what thou elfe fhalt do me. [To Ariel.
Mira. Be of comfort, -
My father’s of a better nature, Sir, . A
Than he appears by fpeech: this is unwonted,
‘Which now came from him.
Pro. Thou fhalt be as free
As mountain winds ; but then exaétly do
All points of my command.
Ari. To th’ fyllable.
Pro. Come, follow : fpeak not for him. [ ZExeunt.

ACTIIL. SCENEL

- Another part of the [/Iand.-

Enter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Gonzalo,
Adrian, Francifco, and otbhers.

GoNxzaLlLo.
B ESEECH you, Sir, be merry: you have caufe
(So have we all) of joy! for our efcape
irits, in a dream, are all bound xp.] Alluding to
a c?:m?ll;l’o/n) ';e:;atiz:n in drea:: w‘h:na\_vc ﬂr: 1,]but Wid:nf to-

tal impuiffance in our endeavours, to run, ftrike, . I
: S
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Is much beyond our lofs ; + our ftint of woe
Is common ; every day, fome failor’s wife,
The mafters of fome merchant, and the
Have juft our theam of woe: but for the miracle,
(I mean our prefervation) few in millions
Can fpeak like us: then wifely, good Sir, weigh
Our forrow with our comfort.
Alon. Pr’ythee, peace. $
[Seb. He receives comfort kike cold porridge.
Ant. The ¢ *vifer will not give o’er fo.
Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his wit,
by and by it will ftrike.
Gon. Sir, ———
Seb. One: — Tell,
Gon. When every grief is entertain’d, that’s offet’d ;
comes to the entertainer
Seb. A dollor.
Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have fpokes
truer than you propos’d.
Seb. You have taken it wifclier than I meant you
fhould.
Gon. Therefore, my lord,
Ant. Fie, what a ipend-thrift is he of his tongue?
Alon. 1 pr’ythee, fpare.——
Gon. Well, I have done: but yet —
Seb. He will be talking.

——oxr R1ST of wee) Lint of avor, can fignify oaly
pr:gnoﬁic of woe: which is not the fenfe required. %\'Pe fhoukd
read sT 1IN T, i. e. proportion, allozment.

5 All this that follows after the words Priytéee, peaze. ——=
the words, ¥ca cram theje «iords, &c. feems to have been inter-
pelated, (perhaps by the Players) the verfes there beginnivg
again ; and all that is between in profe, not only being very im-
pertinent fiuff, but moft improper and ill-plac’d drollery, in the
mouths of enbappy fhipwreckt people. There is more of the fame
fort interfperfed in the remaining part of the Scene.  Mr. Papt.

6 The visitor avill nat give o'er fo.] This ¥ifitor is a Com-
forter or Advifer. We mni read then,

‘v isee, i. e. the Advifer.

Ant,
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Axt. Which of them, he, or Adnau, for a good
wager, firft begins to crow ?

Seb. The old cock.

Ant. The cockrel.

Seb. Done : the wager? -

Ant. A laughter.

Seb. A match.

Adr. Though this ifland feem to be defart —
Seb. Ha, ha, ha,— So, you’re paid.

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almoft inacceffible—
Seb. Yet,—

Adr. Yet—

nt. He could not mifs’t.

Adr. Tt muft needs be of fubtle, tender, and deli-

cate temperance.
Ant. Temperance was a : delicate wench.
Seb. Ay, and a fubtle, as he moft learnedly de-
liver’d.

Adr. The air breathes upon us here moft fweetly.
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones.

Ant. Or, as ’twere perfum’d by a fen.

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life.
Ant. True, fave means to live.

Seb. Of that there’s none or little.

Gon} How lufh and lufty the grafs looks ? how

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny.
Seb. With an eye of green in’t.
nt. He miffes not much.
Seb. No: he does but miftake the truth totally.
Gon. But the rarity of it is, which is indeed almoft
beyond credit ——
Seb. 7 As many voucht rarities are.
Gon. That our garments being (as they were)
drench’d in the fea, hold notwithftanding their freth-
7 As many woucht rarities are.] A Satire on the extravagaat

accounts that Voyagers then tald of the new difcovered worx'fef
8
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nefs and gloffes; being rather new dy’d, than ftain’d
with falt water.

Ant. If but one of his pockets could fpeak, would
it not fay, he lies ?

Seb. Ay, or very falfely pocket up his report.

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as freth as
when we put them on firft in Africk, at the mar-
riage of the King’s fair daughter Claribel to the King
of Tunis.

Seb. *Twas a fweet marriage, and we profper well
in our return.

Adr. Tunis was never grac’d before with fuch 2
paragon to their Qucen, .

Gon. Not fince widow Dido’s time.

<nt. Widow, a pox o’ that : how came that wi-
dow in ? widow Dido?

Seb. What if he had faid, widower Zneas too ?
Good lord, how you take it !

. Adr. Widow Dido, faid you ? you make me ftudy
of that : fhe was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, Sir, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage ?

Gon. 1 affure you, Carthage.

nt. His word is more than the miraculous h

Seb. He hath rais’d the wall, and houfes too. -

nt. What impofiible matter will he make eafy next?

Seb. I think, he will carry this iland home in his
pocket, and give it his fon for an apple.

Ant. And fowing the kernels of it in the fea, bnng
forth more iflands.

Gon. Ay.

Ant. Why, in good time. :

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feem
now as frefh, as when we were at 7unis at the mar-
riage of your daughter, who is now Queen.

Ant. And the rareft that e’er came there.

Seb. Bate, I befcech you, widow Dido.

Ant.
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‘Than we bring men to comfort them:
The fault’s your own.
Alon. So 1s the deareft 0> th’ lofs.
Gon. My lord Sebafian,
The truth, you fpeak, doth lack fome gentlenefs,
And time to fpeak it in: you rub the fore, -
When you fhould bring the plaifter.
Seb. Very well.
Ant. And moft chirurgeonly.
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good Sir,
When you are cloudy.
Seb. Foul weather?
Ant. Very foul.
Gon. Had I the plantation of this ifle, my lord—
Ant. He’d fow’t with nettle-feed.
Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon. And were the King on’t, what would I do?
Seb. Scape being drunk, for want of wine.
* Gon. I’ th’ commonwealth; I would by contraries
<« Execute all things : for no kind of traffick
¢ Would I admit ; no name of magiftrate ;
¢ Letters thould not be known; wealth, poverty,
¢ And ufe of fervice, none ; contra&, fucceflion, .
¢¢ Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none
¢ No ufe of metal, corn, or wine, or oyl ;
¢¢ No occupation, all men idle, all,
¢ And women too ; but innocent and pure :
¢ No Sov’rcigntl.
Seb. And yet he would be King on’t.
Ant. * The latter end of his commonwealth forgets
the beginning.
“ Gon. Al% things in common, nature fhould produce,
¢ Without fweat or endeavour. Treafon, felony,

8 The latter ead of bis commonavealth forgets the beginning.s
All this Dialogue is a fine Satire on the Uropean Treatifes of Go-
vernment, the impraticable inconfiilent Schemes therein re-

sommended
« Sword,
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t¢ Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,
¢ Would I not have; but nature fhould bring forth,
¢« Of its own kind, ? all-foyzon, all abundance

¢« To feed my innocent People.

Seb. No marrying *mong his fubjeéts ?

Ant. None, man; all idle; whores and knaves,

Gon. 1 would with fuch perfection govern, Sir,

T’ excel the golden age. .

Seb. Save his Majefty |

nt. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And, do you mark me, Sir ?

Alon. Pr’ythee, no more; thou doft talk nothing
to me.

Gon. 1 do well believe your Highnefs ; and did it
to minifter occafion to thefe gentlemen, who are of
fuch fenfible and nimble lungs, that they always ufe to
laugh at nothing.

Ant. *T'was you we laugh’d at.

Gon. Who, 1n this kind of merry fooling, am no-
thing to you: fo you may continue, and laugh at no-
thing till.

Ant. What a blow was there given?

Seb. An it had not fallen flac-long,.

Gon. Youare gentlemen of brave metal ; you would
life the moon out of her fphere, if fhe would continue
in it five weeks without ing. '

Enter Ariel, playing folemn Mufick.

Seb. We would fo, and then go a bat-fowling,

Ant. Nay, my good lord, be not angry.

Gon. No, 1 warrant you, I will not adventure my
difcretion fo weakly: will you laugh me afleep, for I
am very heavy?

dnt. Go, fleep, and hear us,

9 — all foyzon, all abundance.] foyzon fignifies the greag
Mlenty of any thing.

D a. Alon:
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Alon. What all fo foon afleep ? I with, mine
‘Would with themfelves fhut up my thoughts : I z:.
They are inclin’d to do fo.
Seb. Pleafe you, Sir,
Do not omit the heavy offer of it :
It feldom vifits forrow ; when it doth,
It is a comforter.
Ant. We two, my lord,
Will guard your perfon, while you take your reft,
And watch your fafety.
Alon. Thank you : wond’rous heavy ——
[ Al fleep but Seb. and Ant.
Seb. What a ftrange drowfinefs poffeffes them?
Ant. 1t is the quality o’ th’ climate.
Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eye-lids fink ? 1 find not
Myfelf difpos’d to fleep.
Ant. Nor I, my fpirits are nimble:
They fell together all as by confent,
They dropt as by a thunder-ftroke. What might,
Worthy Sebaftian — O, what might — no more.
And yet, methinks, I fee it in thy face,
What thou fhould’ft be : th’ occafion fpeaks thee, and
My ftrong imagination fecs a crown
Dropping upon thy head.
Seb. What, art thou waking ?
Ant. Do you not hear me fpeak ?
Seb. 1do; and, furcly,c1 b Beak
It is a fleepy language ; and thou fpeak®
Out of :g)('lctnpg,u what is it thoudidft fay?
This is a ftrange repofe, to be afleep
‘With eyes wide open : ftanding, fpeaking, moving ;
And yet {o faft afleep.
Ant. Noble Sebaftian.
Thou let’ft thy fortune fleep: di¢ rather: wink’ft,
‘Whilft thou art waking,

sd‘
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Seb. Thou doft fnore diftinétly; " -
There’s meaning in thy fhores.

Ant. 1am more ferious than my cuftom. You
Mutt be fo too, if heed me ; * which to do,
Trebles thee o’er.

Seb. Well; I am ftanding water.

Ant, Tll tcach you how to flow.

Seb. Do fo: to ebb
Hereditary floth inftructs me.

Ant. O

If you but knew, how you the purpofe chenﬂx
‘Whilft thus you mock 1t ; how, in ftripping it,
You more invett it: cbbmg men, »
Moft often do fo near the bottom run, - -
By their own fear or floth.

Sed. Pry’thee, fayon;
The fetting of thme eye and cheek proclaim
A matter from thee; and 2 birth, mdeed.
Which throes thee much to yield.

Apt, Thus, Sir:
Although this lord of weak mmcmbrmoe, this,
(Who fhall be of as little memory,
When he is earth’d ;) hath here almoft perfuadcd
(For he’s a fpirit of perfuafion, only
Profefles to perfuade) the King, hxs fon’s aljve :
*Tis as impoffible that he’s undrown’d,
As he, that flceps here, fwims. . *

1 — awhich to do, Trebles thee o'er.] i. e. follow my advice,

and it will advance thy fortune to the height. So Fletcber in his
noble Gentleman,

I sow fee your Father's bononrs
Tteblmg upon you ——
And agzin in his Maid of the Mill,
How did you bear ber lofs ? '
With thy grief trebled.

Yet the Oxford Editor alters it to, Trexbles thee not.

D 3 sebo
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Seb. 1 have no hope,
That he’s undrown’d.

Ant. O, out of that no hope,

‘What great hope haveyou ? no hope, that way, is
Another way fo high an hope, that even

* Ambition cannot pierce 2 wink beyond,

But doubt difcovery there. Will you grant, with me,
That Ferdinand is drown’d ?

Seb. He’s gone,

Ant. Then tell me
‘Who’s the next heir of Naples ?

Seb. Claribel.

Ant. She that is Queen of Tunis; the that dwells
Ten leagues beyond man’s life ; fhe that from Naples
Can have norote 3, unlefs the fun were poft,

(The man i’th"moon’s too flow) ’till new-born chins
Be roagh and razorable ; fhe, from whom

We were fea-fwallow’d ; tho’ fome, caft again,
May by that deftiny perform an aét,

‘Whereof, what’s pat is prologue ; what to come,

Is yours and my aifcharge

Ses. What ftuff is this? how fay you ?

*Tis true, my brother's daughter’s Queen of Tans,
So is fhe heir of Naples ; *twixt which regions
There is fome fpace.

Ast. A fpace, whofe ev’ry cubit
Seems to cry out, how fhall that Cleribel
Meafure us back to Neples 2 Keep in Tuiis,

2 Amiition carnot pierce a wwink beyond,

But doubt lifeovery there—) The mcaning is, that embitis
would be fo afficéted with the pierfing profpe@. thie it ‘would
doubt whether the difeovery, it there made of fi-.re greatnefs,
was a real reprefentation, or enlr, what Shaks p-ir, in another
viace, calls @ Dream of Adwvantage. The O:* . Editor change
doubt to drop, ard 1o makes nontenfc of thc w :vic Sentence;
pierce a wwink figaifiec to fee or difers - and to drop &ifeavery
signifies not 10 fee.  So that the Ser: :::»..: is, If you fee further
into this mat:er you will not fee at .....

3 No advices by letter. Mr, Pope.

And
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This ancient 5 Moral, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our courfe. For all the reit,
They’ll take fuggeftion, as a cat laps milk ;
They’ll tell the clock to any bufinefs, that,
We fay, befits the hour.
Seb. Thy cafe, dear friend,
Shall be my precedent : as thou got'lt Milan,
I’ll come by Neples. Draw thy fword ; one ftroke
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay’t;
And I the King fhall love thee.
it Draw together:
And when I rear my hand, do you the like
To fall it on Genzalo.
Seb. O, but pne word
Ezter Anel, with Mufick and Song.
Ari. My mafter through his art forefecs the danger,
That you his friend, arein ; and fends me forth
(For elfe his projet dies) ¢ to keep them living,
[Sings in Gonzalo’s Ear.

While you bere do fucaiing he,

Opcr-ey’d confpireey

- Iis time doth take:

If of life you keep a care,

Shake off flunber aid leware:
Awake! awake!

5 Ttis ancient m o RS E L, this Sir Prudence, &c.] But why

=orfel ? How ures this characrife the gerion fpoken of ? We
muit read, This ancient MO R A L.
i. e. this man of old fathioned honefty, fur fuch is his Chara&ter.
— An anciezt moralis almolt proverbial, in the mouths of licen-
tioys peogle, to fignify, morals toe sewere, 2nd ot fit for the times.
This way of freaking is familiar with oar Author. Rem. & Fal.
And wly my Lady Wiidom ? hold your torgue, good Prudence.

6 —t9 keep tiem liwing.] i. e. Alonzo and Antonis 5 for it was
on their lives that his proje&t depended. Yet the Oxford Editer
alters them, to'yod, ticaufein the verfe before, it is faid — you bis
Sriend ; as if, becaufe Ariel was fent forth to fave bis friend, be
could not have another purpofe in fending him, wiz. to jfawe bis

$rojedt too.
-Ant.
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/Ant. Then let us both be fudden.

Gon. Now, good angels preferve the King!

[They wake,

Alon. Why, how now, ho? awake? why are you

drawn?
Wherefore this ghaftly looking?

Gon. What’s the matter?

Seb. While we ftood here fecuring your repofe,
Ev’n now we heard a hollow burft of {)clloweigg?fe
Like bulls, or rather lions; did ’t not wake you?

It ftrook mine ear moft terribly.

Alon. 1 heard nothing,.

Ant. O, twas a din to fright a monfter’s ear ;
To make an carthc}_uake: fure, it was the roar
Of a whole herd of lions.

Alon. Heard you this? bewd a b

Gon. Upon my honaur, Sir, I a humming,
And that ﬁtrange one too, which did awake me,.

I fhak’d you, Sir, and cry’d; as mine eyes open’d,
I faw their weapons drawn: there was a noife,
That’s verity. ’Tis beft we ftand on guard;

Or that we quit this place: let’s draw our weapons.

Alon. Lead off this ground, and let’s make further

fearch '
For my poor fon. '

Gon.. Heav’ns keep him from thefe beafts!
For he is, fure, i'th’ ifland.

Alon. Lead away.

. of¥ri. Profpero my lord fhall know what I have done.
So, King, go fafely on to feck thy fon.
. , [ Exeunt.

SCENE

41
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I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take
too much for him: he fhall pay for him, that hath
him, and that foundly.

Cal. Thou doft me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt
anon, I know it, by thy trembling : now Profper works
upon thee

Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth; here
is that which will give language to you, Cat; open
your mouth: this will fhake your fhaking, I can tell
you, and that foundly: you cannot tell who’s your
friend ; open your chaps again.

97rin. I fhould know that'voice : it thould be ——
but he is drown’d ; and thefe are devils; O! defend
me——

Ste. Four legs and two voices; a moft dclicate
montfter! ¢ his forward voice now is to fpeak well of
<« his friend ; his backward voice is to fpatter foul
s¢ {peeches,"and to detract.” If all the wine in my
bottle will recover him, I will help his ague : come:
Amen ! 1 will pour fome in thy other mouth,

Trin. Stepbano,

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? mercy! mercy!
this is a devil, and no monfter: I will leave him; I
have ro long fpoon.

Trin. Stephano! if thou beeft Stephano, touch me,
and fpeak to me; for I am Trinculo; be not afraid,
thy good friend Trimculo.

Ste. If thou beeft Trinculo, come forth, I'll pull thee
by the leffer legs: if any be Trinculo’s legs, thefe are
they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed : how cam’ft
thou to be the fiege of this * moon-calf ? can he vent
Trinculo’s.

Trin. I took him to be kill’d with a thunder-ftroke:
but art thou not drown’d, Stepbano ? 1 hope now,
thou art not drown’d : is the ftorm over-blown ? I hid

t Moen-calf ?] Tt was imagined that the Moon had an ill in-
flaence on the infant’s underffanding. Hence Idiots were called
Meon-calaes.

me
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man i’ th’ moon ?——a moft peor credulous monfter:
-well drawn, montter, in good footh. '

Cal. I'll thew thee every fertile inch o’th’ Ifle, and
I will kifs thy foot: I prythee, be my god.

Trin. By this light, a moft perfidious and drunken
monfter; when his god’s afleep, he’ll rob his bottle.

Cal. Pl kifs thy foot. I’ll fwear my felf thy fubject.

Ste. Come on then ; down, and fwear.

Trin. I fhall laugh my felf to death at this puppy-
headed monfter : a moft {fcurvy montter ! I could find
in my heart to beat him

Ste. Come, Kkifs.

Trin.——But that the poor monfter’sin drink : an
abominable monfter !

Cal. ¢« I’ll fhew thee the beft fprings; I’ll pluck

<¢ thee berries,
¢ I’ll fith for thee, and get thee wood enough.
< A plague upon the tyrant that I ferve !
¢¢ I’ll bear him no more fticks, but follow thee,
¢ Thou wond’rous man.”

Trix. A moft ridiculous moniter, to make a wonder
of a poor drunkard.

Cal. « I prythee, let me bring thee where crabs

¢“ grow ;
< And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ;
¢ Shew thee a jay’s neft, and inftruét thee how
¢ To fnare the nimble marmazet ; I’ll bring thee
¢¢ To cluft’ring filberds, and fometimes I’ll get thee
¢ 3 Young Shamois from the rock. Wilt thou go
¢ with me?”

Ste. 1 prythee now, lead the way without any more
talking. Zrinculo, the King and all our company elfe
being drown’d, we will inherit here.  Here, bear my
bottle ; fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again.

3 Young Scamsis from the rocd.] We thould read SuaMo1s,
é. e. young Kids, '

\ Cal.
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Cal. [Sings drunkenly.] Farewel, mafier ; farewi,

farewel.
Trin. A howling monftet ; a drunken monfter;
Cal. No more Pl make for fifb,
Nor fetch in firing at requiring,
Nor ferape trencher, nor wafb difb;
Ban’ Ban’, Cacalyban
Has a new mafler, get a new man.
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom,; hey-
day, freedom! ,
Ste. O brave montter, lead the way. [ Exeumt.

ACT IIL. SCENE L
Before Profpero’s Cell.

Efter Ferdinand, bearing a log.
FErRDINAND,

THERE be fome fports are painful, but their
, labour

Delight in them fets off : fome kinds of bafenefs
Are nobly undergone, and moft-poor matters

Point to rich ends. This my mean task wou’d be
As heavy to me, as ’tis odious: but

The mll{-cfs, which I ferve, quickens what's dead,
And makes my labours pleafures: O, fhe is

Ten times more gentle, than her father’s crabbed ;
And he’s compos’d of harfhnefs. T muft move
Some thoufands of thefe logs, and pile them up,
Upon a fore Injunétion. My fweet Miftrefs

‘Weeps when fhe fees me work, and fays, fuch bafenefs
Had ne’er like executer; 1 forgct ;

But thefe fweet thoughts do ev’n refrefh my labour,
Moft bufie-lefs, when I do it. .

Enter

‘
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Enter Miranda 5 and Profpero, at a difiance unfeen.

Mira. Alas, now, pray you,
Work not fo hard ; I would the lightning had
Burnt up thofe logs, that thou’rt enjoin’d to pile:
Pray, fet it down and reft you ; when this burns,
*Twill w&&for having wearied you : my father
Is hard at ftudy ; pray now, reft your felf ;
He’s fafe for thefe three hours,

Fer. O moft dear miftrefs,
The fun will fet before I fhall difcharge
What I muft ftrive to do.

Mira. If you'll fit down,

I’ll bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that;
P’ll carry’t to the pile,

Fer. No, precious creature,

I’ad rather crack my finews, break my back,
Than you fhould fuch dithonour undergo,
While I fit lazy by. '

Mira. It would become me, )
As well as it does you; and I fhould do it
'With much more eafe; for my good will is to it,
And yours it is againft.

Pro. Poor worm! thou art infected ;
This vifitation fhews it.

Mira. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble miftrefs; ’tis freth morning with me,
When you are by at night. I do befeech you,
(Chiefly that I might fet it in my prayers)
‘What is your name ?

Mira. Miranda. O my father,
I've broke your heft to fay fo.

Fer. Admir’d Miranda!
Indeed, the top of admiration; worth
What’s deareft to the world! full many a lady
Pve ey’d with beft regard, and many a time
Th’ harmony of their tongues hath into bondage

Vou L E Brought
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Brought my too diligent ear; for feveral virtues
Have I lik’d feveral women, never any

With fo tull foul, but fome defect in her

Did quarrel with the nobleft grace fhe ow'd,
And put it to the foil. But you, O you,

So perfet, and fo peerlefs, are created

Of every creature’s beft.

Mira. 1 do not know
One of my fex ; no woman's face remember,
Save from my glafs mine own ; nor have I feen
More that I may call men, than you, good friend,
And my dear father; how features are abroad,

I’m skillefs of ; but, by my modefty,
(The jewel in my dower) I would not with
Any companion in the world but you;
Nor can imagjnation form a fhape,
Befides your felf, to like of. But I prattle
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts
I therein do forget.
Fer. I am, in my condition,
A Prince, Miranda; 1 do think, a King;
(I would, not fo!) and would no more endure
This wooden flavery, than I would fuffer
The flefh-flie blow my mouth. Hear my foul fpeak;
The very inftant that I faw you, did
My heart fly to your fervice, there refides
To make me flave to it, and for your fake
Am I this patient log-man.

Mira. Do you love me?

Fer. O heav’n, O earth, bear witnefs to this found,
And crown what I profefs with kind event,
If I fpeak true; if hollowly, invert
‘What beft is boaded me, to mifchief! I,
Beyond alllimit of what elfe i’th’ world,
Do love, prize, honour you.

Mira. I am a fool,

To weep at what I’m glad of.

Pn.
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Pro. Fair encounter
Of two moft rare affeCtions! heav’ns rain grace,
On that which breeds between ’em |
Fer. Wherefore weep you ? :
Mira. At mine unworthinefs, that dare not offer,
‘What I defire to give; and much lefs take,
‘What I fhall die to want : but this is trifling ;
And all the more it feeks to hide it felf,
The bigger bulk it thews. Hence, bafhful cunning ;
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence.
I am your wife, if you will marry me;
If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow
You may deny me; but I’ll be your fervant,
‘Whether you will or no.
Fer. My miftrefs, deareft,
And I thus humble ever.
Mira. My husband then ?
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing
As bondage €’er of freedom ; here’s my hand.
Mira. And mine, with my heart in’t; and now
farewel,
Till half an hour hence.
Fer. A thoufand, thoufand. [Exeunt.
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be,
Who are furpriz’d withal ; but my rejoicing
At nothing can be more. I’ll to my book
For yet, ere fupper-time, muft I perform
Much bufinefs appertaining. [Exit,

SCENE IL

Changes to anctber part of the lfland.
Enter Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo,

Ste. Tell not me; when the butt is out, we will
drink water, not a drop before; therefore bear up,
and board ’em, fervant-monfter ; drink to me.

E 2 Trin.

tw?
o)
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Cal. 1thank my noblelord. Wilt thou be pleas’d
to hearken once again to the fuit I made to thee?

Ste. Marry, will [ ; kneel and repeat it; I will
ftand, and fo fthall Trinculo.

Enter Ariel invifible.

Cal. As I told thee before, I am fubje to a tyrant,
a forcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of the
and

Ari. Thou lieft.

Cal. Thou lieft, thou jefting monkey, thou;
I would, my valiant mafter would deftroy thee:
1 do not lie.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale,
by this hand, I will fupplant fome of your teeth. '

Trin. Why, I faid nothing.

Ste. Mum then, and no more ; proceed.

Cal. 1 fay, by forcery he got this ifle 5
From me he got it. If thy greatnefs will
Revenge it on him, (for, I know, thou dar'ft,
But this thing dares not. )

Ste. That’s moft certain.

Cal. Thou fhalt be lord of it, and I’ll ferve thee.

Ste, How now fhall this be compaft ? canft thou
bring me to the party ?

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord, I'll yield him thee afleep,
Where thou may’ft knock a nail into his head.

Ari. Thou lieft, thou canft not.

Cal. What a py’d ninny’s this? thou fcurvy patch!
I do befeech thy greatnefs, give him blows,
And take his bottle from him ; when that’s gone,
He fhall drink nought but brine, for I’ll not fhew him
Where the quick frefhes are.

“Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt
the moniter one word further, and, by this hand, I’ll
tt;m my mercy out of doors, and. make a ftock-fith
of thee.

E 3 Trin.
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Trin. Why, what did I? 1did nothing; T’ go
further off.

Ste. Didft thou not fay, hely’d ?

Ari. Thou lieft.

Ste. Do 1 fo? take you that. [Beats bim.
As you like this, give me the lie another time.

Trin. 1 did not give thee the lie; out o’ your wits,
and hearing too ¢ A pox o’ your bottle! this can fack
and drinking do. A murrain on your monfter, and the
devil take your fingers ! : '

Cal. Ha, ha, ha.

Ste. Now, forward with your tale; pr’ythee, ftand
further off.

Cal. Beat him enough ; after a little time
I’ll beat him tvo.

Ste. Stand further. Come, proceed.

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a cuftom with him
I'th’ afternoonto fleep ; there thou may’ft brain him,
Having firft feiz’d his books: or with a log
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a ftake,

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember,
Firft to poflefs his books ; for without them
He’s but a fot, as I am ; nor hath not

One fpirit to command. They all do hate him,
As rootedly as I.  Burn but his books ;

He has brave utenfils, (for fo he calls them,)
‘Which when he has an houfe, he’ll deck withal.
And that moft deeply to confider, is

The beauty of his daughter ; he himfelf

Calls her a non-pareil : I ne’er faw woman,

But only Sycorex my dam, and fhe:

But fhe as far furpafles Sycorax,

As greateft does the leaft.

Ste. Is it fo brave a Lafs?

Cal. Ay, lord ; fhe will become thy bed, I warrant,
And bring thee forth brave brood,

. ' Ste.
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Ste. Monfter, I will kill this man: his daughter and
1 will be King and Queen, fave our Graces : and 77in-
culo and thy felf fhall be Vice-Roys. Doft thou like
the plot, Trinculo?
Trin. Excellent,
Ste. Give me thy hand ; I am forry, I beat thee: but,
while thou liv’ft, keep a good tongue in thy head.
Cal. Within this ha.lf hour will he be afleep ;
Wilt thou deftroy him then ?
Ste. Ay, on my honour.
Ari. This will I tell my mafter.
Cal. Thou mak’ft me merry ; Iam full of pleafure;
Let us be jocund. Will you troul the catch,
You taught me but while-ere ?
Ste. At thy requeft, monfter, I will do reafon, any
reafon: come on, fl‘rmmla, let us fing. [Sings.
Haut em, and skout 'em; and skout *em, and fiyut
em 5 thought is free.
Cal. That’s not the tune,
(Ariel plays the Tt une on a Tabor and Pipe.
Ste. What is thisfame ?
Jrin. This is the tune of our catch plaid by the
pi&ure of no-body.
Ste. If thou be’ft a man, fhew thy felf in the hkc-
nefs ; if thou be’ft a devil, take’t as thou Lift. .
Trin. O, forgive me my fins ! '
Ste. He that dies, pays all debts: I defie thee. Mer-
cy upon us! o
Csl. Art thou afraid ? ‘ :
Ste. No, monfter, not I.- ;. B
Cal. Be not afraud 3 the ifle is. fyll of noifes, [not
Sounds, and fweet au-s, that gjve. delight, and hurt
Sometimes a thoufand twangjng inftryments
Will hum about mine ears, and fometimes voices ;
That, if I then had wak’d after long flecp,
Will make me fleep again ; and then i dreaming,
The clouds, methought, would open, -and thew lx{c:;s
i cady
E 4
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Ready to drop upon me ; that when I wak’d,
I cry’d to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where
I fhall have my mufick for rothing.

Ca!. When Projpers is deftroy’d.

Ste. That fhall be by ard by : I remember the ftory.

9rir. The found is going away ; let’s follow it, and
after do our work.

Ste. Lead, moniter; we’ll follow. 1 would I could
fee this taborer. He lays it on.

Trin. Wilt come? Pll follow Stepbans. [ Esxemat.

S CE N E IIL

Changes to amother Fart of the lfiand.

Enter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Ganzalo, Adgan,
Frandifco, &Sc.

Gen. BY’R lakin, I can go no further, Sk,
My old bones ake: here’s a maze trod,
indeed,
‘Through forth-rights and meanders ! by your patiencs,
I needs muft reft me.
Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee,
‘Who am my felf attach’d with wearinefs,
To th’ dulling of my fpirits: fit down and reft.
Ev’n here I will put off my hope, and keep it
No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’d,
Whom thus we ftray to find, and the fea mocks
Our fruftrate fearch on land. Well, let him go.
n. 1 am right glad that he’s fo out of hope,
Do not, for one repulfe, forego the purpofe
That you refolv’d Ceffect.
Seb. The next advantage
Will we take throughly.
Ant. Let it be to night ;
For, now they are opprefs’d with travel, they Wil
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4 Pro. Praife, in departing, e -

Fran. They vanifh’d ftrangely.

Seb. No matter, fince - . .
They’ve left their viands behind ; for we have ftomachs,
Wilt pleafe you tafte of what is here? :

Alon. Not 1. ' , '[h)ys,

Gon. Faith, Sir, you need not fear. When we were
‘Who would believe, that there were mountaineers,
Dew-lapt like bulls, whofc throats had hanging at

’em
Wallets of flefh, or that there were fuch men,
‘Whofe heads ftood in their breafts ? which now we find,
s Each putter out on five for one will bring us
Good warrant of. '

Alon. 1 will ftand to, and -feed, ~
Although my laft ; no matter, fince I feel
The beft is paft. Brother, my lord the Duke,
Stand to, and do as we.

SCENE 1V.

Thunder and lightuing. Enter Aricl like a barpy, claps
bis wings upon the table, and with a queint. device
the banquet vanifbes.

Ari. You are three men of fin, whom deftiny
(That hath to inftrument this lower world, !

4 Pro. Praife ix departing.] ‘This is a farcafm. They were
raifing the mufic and attendance of this vifionary Entertainment:
Eut their commendations were too hafty, for the Banquet was pre-
fently fnatched from them : fo that the mufic wasonly a prefude
to a Mockery. Profpero therefore fays, Stay your praifcs “till you
bawe ended your entertainment. -
Praife in departing.

The phrafe alludes to the cuitom of Guefls praifing their enter-
tainment when they rife from the Banquet.

Each putter out on five for one—] A Satire on the Vovagers
of sthat tim,:: who had j{fﬁ £fcmercd anew World ; and, as was
natural, gave very extravagant accounts of the wonders of if.
Their Ventures in thefe expeditions are alluded to in the title,
given them, of putters out on five for ome.

And
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Their feveral kinds have done; my high charms work,
And thefe, mine enemies, are all knit up
In their diftrattions: they are in my power ;
And in thefe fits I leave them, whilft I vifit
Young Ferdinand, (whom they fuppofe is drown’d,)
And his and my lov’d darling. .
[ Exit Profpero from above.
Gon. I'th’ name of fomething holy, Sir, why ftand
you
In this ftrange ftare?
Alon. O, it is monftrous ! monftrous!
«¢ Methoughts, the billows fpoke, and told me of it ;
¢¢ The winds did fing it to me; and the thunder,
¢¢ That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc’d
«¢ The Name of Profper: it did bafe my M‘Jaﬁ
Therefore my fon i’ th’ ooze is bedded ;
I’ll feek him deeper than e’er plummet founded,
And with him there lye mudded. [Exi.
Seb. But one fiend at a time,

I’ll fight their legions o’er.

Ant. T’ll be thy fecond. [Exexnt.
Gon. All three of them are defperate 5 < their great
guilt,

¢ 1 ike poifon giv’n to work a great time after,
<« 'Now ’gins to bite the fpirits. I do befeech you,
That are of fuppler joints, follow them fwiftly; -
And hinder them from what this ccftafie
May now provoke them to.
Adri. Follow, I pray you.
[Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE 1L

Profpero’s Cell.
Enter Profpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda.

ProspEero.

I F 1 have too aufterely punifh’d you,
Your compenfation makes amends; for I
Have giv’n you here a (4) thread of mine own life
Or that for which I live; whom once again
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations -
Were but my tryals of thy love, and thou
Haft ftrangely ftood the teft. Here, afore heaven,
I ratify this my rich gift : O Ferdinand,
Do not fmile at me, that I boaft her off ;
For thou fhalt find, fhe will outftrip all praife,
And make it halt behind her.

Fer. 1 .believe it,
Agiintt an oracle. -

Pro. Then as my gift, and thine own acquifition
Worthily purchas’d, take my Daughter. But
¢ If thou doft break her 3 virgin-knot, before
¢ All fantimonious ceremonies may
¢ With full and holy Rite be minifter’d,
¢ No fweet afperfions fhall the heav’ns let fall
¢¢ To make this contraét grow : but barren hate,
¢ Sour-ey’d difdain, and difcord fhall beftrew
¢¢ The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly,
¢¢ That you fhall hate it both: therefare take heed,
As Hymen’s lamps fhall light you.

~—— wirgin-knot,~—] Alluding to the Latix phrafe of

Zo:zuun /bl-w’fzc. ] g w

((a) et b ¢@doeen M, 7“05‘[1.— ""c 'bifl-]
Fer.
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Fer. As I hope
For quict days, fair iffue, and long life,
With fuch love as ’tis now ; the murkieft den,
The moft opportune , the ftro ft fuggefti
Our worfer gpe:ius canF:bﬁzll never nnilt o
Mine honour into luft ; to take away
The edge of that day’s celebration,
When | fhall think or Phebus’ fteeds are founder’d,
Or night kept chain’d below.

Pro. Fairly fpoke.
Sit then, and talk with her, fhe is thine own.
What, Ariel ; my induftrious fervant, Arie/e—e—

SCENE IIL
Enter Anel,

Ari. What would my potent mafter? here I am.
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your Iaft
fervice
Did worthily perform ; and I muft ufe you
In fuch another trick ; go, 4 bring the rabble,
O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place ¢
Incite them to quick motion, for I muft
Beftow upon the eyes of this young couple
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promife,
And they expect it from me.
Ari. Prefently ?
Pro. Ay, with a twink.
Ari. Before you can fay, Come, and go,
And breathe twice ; and cry, fo, fo 3
Each one, tripping on his toe,
Will be here with mop and mow.
Do you love me, mafter? no ?
Pro. Dcarly, my delicate Aricl; do not approach,
*Till thou doft hear me call.
Ari. Well, I conceive, [Exis.

4 bring the rabble,] i. e. of fpirits,

Pro.
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Pro. Look, thou be true ; do not give dalliance
‘Too much the rein ; the ftrongeft oaths are ftraw
To th’ fire i’th’ blood : be more abftemious,

Or elfe, good-night, your vow!

Fer. 1 warrant you, Sir;
The white, cold, virgin-fhow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of my liver.

Pro. Well. '

Now come, my Arie!; $ bring a corollary,

Rather than want a fpirit ; appear, and pertly——

No tongue ; all eyes ; be filent. [0 Ferdinand.
[Soft Mufick.

SCENE IIL

A MAS QUE. Enter Itis:

Iris. Ceres, moft bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheat, rye, barley, fetches, oats, and peafe; -

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibling theep,

And flat meads thatch’d with ftover, them to keep;

Thy banks with pionied, and tulip’d brims,

Which fpungy April at thy heft betrims,

To make cold nymphs chafte crowns; and thy (s) brown
oves,

‘Whofe fhadow the difmiffed batchelor loves,

Being lafs-lorn ; thy ¢ pale-clipt vineyard,

And thy fea-marge fteril, and rocky-hard,

Where

§ e bring a corollary,] Corollarium fignifies what we
aall fupernumerary, or, what is more than juft fufficient. The
word E here a fingular propriety and elegance. For corol/laria
were, among(t the Romans, the little gifts given to the p::rle
when Plays were exhibited to them at their public feftivals ;
and corolle crowns givea to thofe AQors who p more than
ordinary.

6 ~—Tby POLE-CLIPT winegard,

And thy faa-marge fleril, and rocky-bard.] Gildex who has
made what he calls a Glofary on Shake/pear, fays -—-P!Il-dlr-
. clipe

. [ (@) = brown groves, Oxford Edit.— vulg. éroom greves.]
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Cutting the clouds towards Papbos; and her fon
Dove-drawn with her ; here thought they to have done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,
Whofe vows are, that no bed-right fhall be paid
*Till Hymen’s torch be lighted ; but in vain
Mars’s hot minion is return’d again;
Her wafpifh-headed fon has broke his arrows ;
Swears, he will fhoot no more, but play with fparrows,
And be a boy right-out. :

Cer. High Queen of ftate;
Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gate.

[Juno defecends, and enters.

Fun. How does my bounteous fifter? go with me
To blefs this twain, that they may profp’rous be, ~
And honour’d in their iffue.

Jun. Hemour, riches, marriage-bleffing,

" Long continuance and encreafing,
Hourly joys be Bl upon you !

Juno fiags ker bleffings om you:

Cer. Earth's increafe, and foyfon-plenty,
Barns and garners never empty,
Vines, with clufiring bunches growing;
Plants, with goodly burtben bowing,
Spring come to you, at the fartheft,
In the very end of barveft !

Scarcity and want fball fbun you 3
Ceres’ bleffing [o is on. you.

Fer. 7 This is a moft majeftick vifion, and
Harmonious charming Lays: may I be bold

To think thefe fpirits ?
Pro;

7 Tbis is a mofi majeflick vifion, and
Harmonious cuarmMiNGLy.] What was intended to
be here commended was, t. The vifion of the Goddeffes. 2. Their
. The wifion is commended in thefe Words, This is a moft

fe wifien, -But for the fomgs,~——we are put off with this
c oL {' a i‘ P nonfenfe



www.libtool.com.cn



$ CENE 1V
Enter certain reapers, properly babited; they join with
the nympbs in a graccful dance y towards the end
swbereof, Profpero farts fuddenly, and [peaks; after
whicd, to a /IF::ange, bollow and confufed noife, they
vansfb beavily.
Pro. I had forgot that foul confpiracy
Of the beaft Caliban, and his confed’rates,
Againft my life; the minute of their plot
Is almoft come. Well done, avoid ; no more.
Fer. This is moft ftrange; your father's in fome
paffion
That works him ftrongly.
Mir. Never ’till this day .
Saw I him touch’d with anger fo diftemper’d.
Pro. You look, my fon, in a mov’d fort,
As if you were difmay’d ; be chearful, Sir:
Our revels now are ended : ¢ ® thefe our actors,
¢ As 1 foretold you, were all fpirits, and Are
o A

Thefe our Aors,
As 1 foretold you, awere all fpirits, and
Are melted into Air, into thin Air;
And like the bafelefs Fabric of TuR1R Vistox,
Tbe clond-capt Tovvers, the gorgeons Palaces,
The folemn Temples, the great Globe it felf,
Yea all which it inherit, fpall diffolve
And like this unfubfiantial Pageant faded,
Leave not a Rack bebind——] In this reading, all fublunary
ings, on account of their fleeting exiftence, are compared to
* the mask of ,f%i':iu, which, at the beck of Profper, vanithed fud-
denly away. But then there is a wretched tautology in the lines,
And like the bafelefs Fabric &c.
And like this unfubflantial Pageant &c.
Not to mention the aukward expreflion of [tbeir Fifer], which
Mr. Tbeobald, upon what Authority I know not, hath changed
into [rdis Pifien). 1 fuppofe to make the expreffion a little more
matural. I would read, .
And like the bafelefi Fabric of Tu’ A1n Visions.
Fa2

He
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€ 9 Leave not a rack behind! we are fuch ftuff

¢ As dreams are made on, and our little life

¢ Is rounded with a fleep.”——* Sir, I am vext
Bear with my weaknefs, my old brain is troubled :
Be not difturb’d with my infirmity ;

If thou be pleas’d, retire into my cell,

And there repofe: a turn or two I’ll walk,

To ftill my beating miad,

Fer, Mira. We with your peace.

[Exe. Fer. and Mir.

Pro.

reflets its light upon the oppofite Clouds ; and as it gives a vaft

force to the Similitude, which infinuates that human glory is as

certainly fucceeded by Mifery, as thefe gaudy Appearances by a

dark cloudy Night. It is obfervable, that the time at which Pro-
Jpero ufes this Similitude of Air Viflons, is the Evening.

9 Leave not a Rack bebind!--] The Oxford Editor not knowing
what Mariners call the Rac# of a Cloud, namely the Veftige of
it, after it has been broken and driven by the wind, alters it to
Track.

1

—ea Sir, Iam wext,
Bear with my weaknefs, my old brain is troubled:]

. Profpere here difcovers a great emotion of anger on his fudden
recolle&ion of Caliban’s plot. ‘This appears from the admirable
reflexion he makes on the infignificancy of human things. For
thinking men are never under greater depreffion of mind than
when they moralize in this manner: and yet, if we turn to the
occafion of his diforder, it does not appear, as firft view, to bea
thing capable of moving one in Profpero’s circumftances. The
Plot of a contemptible Savage and two drunken Sailors, all of
whom he had abfolutely in his power. There was then no a
prehenfion of danger. ﬂut if we look more nearly into the cafe,
we fhall have reafon to admire our Author’s wonderful knowledge
of nature. There was fomething in it with which great min
are moft deeply affected, and that is the Seafe of Ingratitude. He
recalled to mind the Obligations this Caliban lay under for the
inftructions he had given him, and the conveniencies of life he
bad taught him to ufe. But thefe reflexions on Caliban’s Ingra-
titude would naturally recal to mind his brother’s: And then thefe
two working together were very capable of producing all the dif-
arder of paffion here reprefented.— That thefe two, who had
received, at his hands, the two beft Gifts mortals are capable of,
when rightly employed, Regal power and the Ujz of reafon ; that
thefe, in return, fhould confpire againft the life of .the Donor,
would furely affli a generous mind to its utmoft bearing.

F3
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Prs. Come with a thought ;——1 thank you :——

Ariel, come.

Profero comes forward from the Cell ; enter Ariel 20 bis.
Ari. Thy thoughss I cleave to; whats thy pleafure?
Prs. Sgins,

We muftr;:;—parc to meet with Caliban.

Ari. Ay, my commancer; when I prefented Ceres,

I thought 1 have told thee of ir; but I fear’d,

Leit I might anger thee.

Pro. Say again, where didft thou leave thefe varlets?
ri. 1 told you, Sir, they were red hot with drinking;

So full of valour, that tlﬁcyy fmote the air

For breathing in their faces; beat the ground

For kifling of their feet; yet always bending

Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor,

At which, like unbackt colts, they prickt their ears,

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their nofes,

As they fmclt mufick ; fo I charm’d their ears,

That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d through

Tooth’d briars, tharp furzes, pricking gofs and thoms,

Which enter’d their frail fhins : at lait [ left them

I’ th’ filthy mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancing up to th’ chins, that the foul lake

O’er-flunk their feet.

Pro. This was weil done, my bird ;

Thy fhape invifible retain thou ftill;

* The trumpery in my houfe, go bring it hither,

For ftale to catch thefe thieves.

Ari. 1go, 1go. [ Exit.
Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whofe nature
Nurture can never ftick ; on whom my pains,
2 Toe tru=pers in my boufe. go bring it Lither
For flale to catch thefs Thieves—] If it be asked what pe-
cefity there was for this apparatus, I anfwer that it was the
fuperftitious fancy of the people, in our Author’s time, that
Witches, Conjurars, &¢. had no power over thofe againft whom

they would employ their Charms, ti!l they had got them at this
sdvantage, committing fome fin or other, as here of theft.

Humancly
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Goes upright with his carriage: how’s the day?
Ari. On the fixth hour, at which time, my lord,
You faid, our work fhould ceafe.
Pro. 1 did fay fo,
When firft I rais’d the tempeft ; fay, my fpiri
How fares the King and ’s followers ? v
Ari. Confin’d
In the fame fafhion as you gave in charge;
Juft as you left them, all y%?xr prifoners, Sir,
In the Lime-Grove which weather-fends your cell.
They cannot budge, ’till your releafe. The King,
His brother, and yours, abide all three diftratted ;
And the remainder mourning over them,
Brim-full of forrow and difmay ; but, chiefly,
Him that you term’d the good old lord Gonzale.
His tears run down his beard, like winter drops
From eaves of reeds; your charm fo ftrongly works
’em,
That if you now beheld them, your affections
V/ould become tender.
Pro. Do’ft thou think fo, fpirit?
Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human.
Pro. And mine fhall.
Haft thou, which art but air, a touch, a fecling
Of their afftictions, and fhall not myfelf,
One of their kind, that relifh all as fharply,
Paffion as they, be kindlier mov’d than thou art ?
Tho’ with their high wrongs I am ftruck to th’ quick,
Yet, with my nobler reafon, ’gainft my fury
Do I take part ; the rarer action is
In wirtue than in vengeance; they being penitent,
The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend
Not a frown further ; go, releafe them, Ariel;

~——Time is ufvally reprefented as an old man almoff wora out,
and bending under his load. He is here painted as in great vi-
gour, and walking upright, to denote that things went pro{pe-
touily om.

My
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¢ And ’twixt the green fea and the azur’d vaule
¢ Set roaring war ; to the dread ratling thunder
# Have I giv'n fire, and rifted Fove’s ftout oak -
¢ With his own bolt : the ftrong-bas’d promontory
¢ Have I made fhake, and by the fpurs pluckt up
¢ The pine and cedar: graves at my command
¢ Have open’d, and let forth their fleepers, wak’d
¢ By my fo potent art.” ¢ But this rough magick
I here abjure ; and when I have requir'd
Some

As a further proof that Shakefpear wrote it thus, we may obferve,
that he borrowed this fpeech from Medea's in Ovid : .
Stantia comcutio canta freta, nubila pelb ;
Nabilague induco : wentos abigoque wocoque :
Vipereafque rumpo werbis & carmine fauces:
Vivaque faxa fua cosvulfaque robora ierra,
Et filvas moveo : jubesque tremefcere Montes,
Et mugire folum MANESQUE EXIRE SEPULCRIS,
WNow manefgue exire fepulcris is jullly exprefled as we have re-
formed the lines,
Grawves, at my command,
.Hawe apen’d, and let forth their flecpers, wakd
By my fo petent art
‘The third line of his original containing an atchievement little in
ufe amongft modern Inchanters he has with judgment omitted it
in zis imitation.

But this rough magick

I bere abjure. And awben I have required

Some heavenly mufick, abich ex'n zow I do,

(To work mine end upon their Serfes, that

This airy charm 18 ?or ;) I'/l break my flaff, Sc.—] If
the prefent reading be genuine, then, by [airy cbarm] is meant
the beavenly mufick two lines before. But this admitted, the con-
fequence will be, 1. A wretched taurology; He had faid — Soms
beavvenly mufick to avork mine end ; and then immediately adds this
airy charm of mufic is for working mine end. 2. As unpardon-
ablea defe ; for, according to this fenfe and reading, we are not
informed what this end was, by not being told the Staze of their
Senfes. We muft needs then by [airy charm] underftand tbe fire
and cracks of fulpburons rearing, as it is called in the 3d Scene of
A& 1. and thunder and lightxing in the 4th Scene of A& III.
which had in the higheft degree terrified the perfons concerned.
‘That this was the airy charm is farther evident from thefe words,
in the following Scene, Tbe cbarm diffolves apace, and as, &i.‘
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How thou haft met us here, who three hours fince
Were wreckt upon this thore ; where I have loft
(How fharp the point of this remembrance is!)
My dear fon Ferdinand.

Pro. I’m woe for’t, Sir.

Alon. Irreparable is the lofs, and Patience
Says, it is paft her cure.

Pro. 1 rather think,

You have not fought her help ; of whofe foft grace,
For the like lofs, I have her {fov’reign aid,
And reft myfelf content.

Alon. You the like lofs ?

Pro. As great to me, as'late; and, fupportable
To make the dear lofs, have I means much weaker
Than you may call to comfort you ; for I
Have loft my daughter.

Alon. A daughter 2 ‘

O heav’ns! that they were living both in Napls,

The King and Queen there! that they were, I with,
Myfelf were mudded in that oozy bed,

‘Where my fon lies. When did youlofe your daughter ?-

Pro. In this laft tempeft. I perceive, thefc lords
At this encounter do fo much admire,

That they devour their reafon; and fcarce think,

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words

Are natural breath : but howfoe’er you have

Been juftled from your fenfes, know for certain,

That I am Profp’ro, and that very Duke

Which was thruft forth of Milan; who moft ftrangely

Upon this fhore, where you were wreckt, was landed

To be the Jord on’t. No more yet of this;

For *ds a chronicle of day by day,

Not a relation for a breakfaft, nor

Befitting this firft meeting. Welcome, Sir;

This cell’s my court ; here have I few attendants,

And l;i:lbjcf:é’ts none abroad ; pray you, look in;.

My Dukedom fince you’ve given me again, .
yV oL L G e I will
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I will requite you with as good a thing;
At leaft, bring forth a wonder to content ye,
As much as me my Dukedom.

SCENZE 1V

Opens to the Entrance of the Cell.

Here Profpero difcovers Ferdinand and Miranda pleying
at Cbefs.

Mira. S WEET lord, you play me falfe.
Fer. No, my dear love,
I would not for the world. -
Mira. * Yes, for a {core of kingdoms you th
wrangle,
And I would call it fair play.
Alon. 1f this prove
A viiion of the ifland, one dear fon
Shall I twice lofe.
§eb. A moft high miracle !
Fer. Though the feas threaten, they are merciful :
I’ve curs’d them without caufe.
Alon. Now all the bleflings [Ferd. kneels.
Of a glad Father compafs thee about!
Anfe, and fay how thou cam’ft here.
Mira. O! wonder!
How many goodly creatures are there here ?
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world,
That has fuch people in’t!
Pro. >Tis new to thee.
Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou waft at
lay ? .
Your clg’ftyacquaintancc cannot be three hours :
Is the the goddefs that hath fever’d us,

1 ¥¢1, for a Score of Kingdoms) i. e. If the fubje@ or bet were
Kingdonw: Score here mot fignifying the number raventy, but

& Csunt. -
And
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SCENE V.

Enter Aniel, with the Mafier and Boatfwain amazedly
Sollowing.

O look, Sir, look, Sir, here are more of us!
I prophety’d, if a gallows were on land,
This fellow could not drown. Now, blafphemy,
That {wear’ft grace o’erboard, not an oath on fhore?
Haft thou no mouth by land ? what is the news ?
Boatf. The beft news is, that we have fafely found
Our King and company ; the next, our fhip,
Which but three glafles fince we gave out l!:)lit,
Is tight and yare, and bravely rigg’d, as when
We firft put out to fea. '
Ari. Siry all this fervice
Have I done fince I went.
Pro. My trickicy fpirit!
Aln. Thefe are not natural events; they
From ftrange to ftranger. Say, how came you hither?
Beatf. 1f 1 did think, Sir, I were well awake,
I’d ftrive to tell you. We were dead a-fleep,
And, how we know not, all clapt under
Where but ev’n now with ftrange and fev’ral noifes
Of roaring, fhricking, howling, jingling chains,
And more diverfity of founds, all horrible,
We were awak’d; ftraightway at liberty :
* Where we, in all her trim, frefhly beheld
Our royal, good and gallant thip; our mafter
Cap’ring to eye her; on a trice, fo pleafe you,
Ev’n in a dream, were we divided from them,
And were brought moping hither.
Ari, Was’t well done?

2 Wkere ace in all cur Trim. frefbly bebeld
Our rovul, gaod and gullunt Ship ; ] The Trim is to be
underliond of the Ship, and not of the Crew, fo that we fhould
seud Ler trim. Dr. Tbirlly.
Pro,
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Pro. Bravely, my diligence, thou fhalt be free,
Alon. This is as ftrange a maze as €’er men trod,
And there is in this bufinefs more than nature
Was ever condu&t of ; fome oracle
Mutt reify our knowledge.
Pro. Sir, my Liege,
Do not infeft your mind with beating on
The ftrangenefs of this bufinefs ; at pickt leifure
(W hich fhall be fhortly) 3 fingle I’ll refolve you,
‘Which to you fhall feem probable, of every
Thefe happen’d accidents; till when be chearful,
And thinE of each thing well. Come hither, fpirit ;
Set Caliban and his companions free :
Untie the fpell. How fares my gracious Sir ?
There are yet miffling of your company
Some few odd lads, that you remember not.

SCENE VL

Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin-
culo, 1n their flolen Apparel.

- Ste. Every man fhift for all the reft, and let no man
take care for himfelf; for all is but fortune ; Coragio,
bully-montter, Coragio !

Trin. If thefe be true fpies, which I wear in my head,
here’s a goodly fight.

Cal. O Setebos, thefe be brave fpirits, indeed !
‘How fine my mafter is! I am afraid,
He will chaftife me,

Seb. Ha, ha;
‘What things are thefe, my lord Amthonio!
‘Will money buy ’em?

Ant. Very like ; one of them
Is a plain fith, and no doubt marketable.

3 ngle Il refolve gou.) Becanfe the confpiracy, againft
him, of his Brother Sebaftian m}l his own Brother Antb-:o, would
make part of the relation.

Gi3 Pro,
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Pro. Mark but the badges of thefe men, my lowds,
Then fay, if they be true: this mif-thap’d knave,
His mother was a witch, and one fo ftrong
That could controul the moon, make flows and ebbs,
And deal in her command without her power,

Thefe three have robb’d me ; and this demy-devil
(For he’s a baftard one) had plotted with them
To take my life ; two of thefe fellows you

Mutft know and own; this thing of darknefs I
Acknowledge mine.

Cal. 1 fhall be pincht to death.

Alon. Is not this Stepbano, my drunken butler ?

Seb. He’s drunk now: where had he wine ?

Alon. l:.And Trinculo is recling ripe ; where fhould

they
Find this grand ’lixir, that hath gilded *em?
How cam’ft thou in this pickle ?

4 And Trinculo is recling ripe ; awbere foould they
Find this grand L1 QU O &, that bath gilded *em.) Shoke
Jpear, to be fure, wrote — grand * L1x1 &, alluding to the graad
Elixir of the alchymiits, which they pretend would reftare youth,
and confer immortality. This, as they faid, being a preparation
of Gold, they called Aurum potabile ; which Shakefpear alluded
10 in the word gilded; as he does again in Axtbony and Clespatra.
Hoaw much art thou unlike Mark Anthony ?
Yet coming from bim, that great med’cine bath,
With bis Tin&, gilded thee.
But the joke here is to infinuate that, notwithftanding all the
boatts of the Chymilts, Sack was the only reforer of youth, .and
beftower of immortality. So Bew Fobnfon in his BExvery man sut
of bis bumour ——Canarie the very Elixar and fpirit of wine —
This feems to have been the Cant name for Sack, of whijch the
Englifb were, at that time, immoderately fond. Rawdelf in his
Fealous Lovers, fpeaking of it, fays, —— A Pottle of Elixar at
the Pegafus brawely caroufed. So again in Fletcher's Monfewr
Thomas, A& 111,
—— Old rew erend Sack, wbich, for ought that I can read yet,
Was that Philofopber's flone the wife Kfug Prolomeus
Did all bis wonders by.
The r‘hrafe too of being gilded was a trite one on this occafion.
Fletcher in his Chances— Duke. [s foe not drunk too ? Whore. 4
Lirsele gilded o'er, Sir; Old Sack, Old Sack, Boys!

Trin.
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The TEMPEST.

Pro. Sir, I invite your highnefs, and your train,
To my poor cell; where you fhall take your reft
For this one night, which (part of it) I'll wafte
With fuch difcourfe, as, I not doubt, fhall make it
Go quick away; the ftory of my life,

And the particular accidents gone by,

Since I came to this ifle : and in the morn

I’ll bring you to your fhip; and fo to Naples ;
‘Where I have hope to fee the nuptials

Of thefe our dear beloved folemniz’d;

And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Every third thought fhall be my grave.

Alon. 1 long
To hear the ftory of your life, which muft
Take the ear ftrangely.

Pro. Il deliver all;

And promife you calm feas, aufpicious gales,

And fail fo expeditious, that fhall catch

Your royal fleet far off: My Ariel, chick,

That is thy charge : Then to the elements

Be free, and fare thou well! Pleafe you, draw near.
[Exeuns omanes.

EPI




EPILOGUE,

Spoken by Profpero.

OW my charms are all o’ er-throws,
And what firength I bave’s mine own ;
Which is moft faint : and mow, tis true,
I muft be bere confin’d by you,
Or fent to Naples. Let me not,
Since I bave my Dukedom got,
And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell
In this bare ifland by your [pell :
But releafe me from my bands,
With the belp of your good bands.
Gentle breath of yours my fails -
Mupt fill, or elfe my project fails,
Which was to pleafe. For now I want
Spirits £ enforce, art to enchant
& And my ending is defpair,
Unlefs I be reliev’d by prayer ;
Which pierces fo, that it affaults
Mercy itfelf, and frees all faults.
As you from crimes would pardon’d be,
Let your indulgence fet me free!
© Gnlii 1 b rliesd by porper ]
This alludes to the old Stories told of the defpair of Necromancers

in their lat moments ; and of the efficacy of the prayers of their
friends for them.






DREAM




Dramatis Perfonz.

THESEUS, Duke of Athens.

Egeus, an Athenian Lord.

Lyfander, in love with Hermia.
metrius, 7 love with Hermia.

Philoftrate, Mafler of the Sports to the Dubke.

Quince, tbe Carpenter.

Snug, the Foiner.

Bottom, tbe Weaver.

Flute, the Bellows-mender.

Snowt, the Tinker.

Starveling, tbe Tailor.

Hippolita, Princefs of the Amazons, betroth’d 1
hefeus.

Hermia, {Daugbter to Egeus, in love with Lyfander.

Helena, in love with Demetrius.

Attendants.

Obceron, King of the Fairies.

Titania,” Queen of the Fasries.

Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, @ Fairy.

Peafebloffom,

Fati Fairies.

Muftard-feed,
Pyramus,

* Thisbe,

Wall,

Moonthine,

Lyon.

Charafiers in the Interlude perform’d
&y the Clowns.

Otber Fuiries attending on the King and Queen.

SCENE, Athens; and a Wood not far from it.

A MID-
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A Midfutismer-Night's Dream. 97
Or on Diand’s altar to proteft,
For aye, aufterity and fingle life.

Dem. Relent, fweet Hermia 5 and, Lyfander, yield
Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lyf. You have her father’s love, Demetrius ;

Let me have Hermia’s ; do you marty him,

Ege. Scornful Lyfander! true, he hath my love ;
And what is mine, my love fhall render him.

And fhe is mine, and all my right of her
I do eftate unto Demetrius.

Lyf. 1am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he,
As well pofleft: my love is more than his ;
My fortune’s every way as fairly rank’d,

If not with vantage, as Demetrius:

And, which is more than all thefe boafts can be,
I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia,

‘Why fhould not I then profecute my right ?
Demetrius (I'll avouch it to his head)

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helenay

And won her foul ; and fhe, fweet lady, doats,
Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry,

Upon this fpotted and inconftant man,

The. 1 muft confefs, that I have heard fo much,
And with Demetrius thought t’have fpoke thereof ;
But, being over-full of felf-affairs,

My mind did lofeit. But, Demetrius, come ;

And come, Egeus; you fhall go with me ;

I have fome private {chooling for you both.

For you, fair Hermia, look, you arm your felf

To fit your fancies to your father’s will ;

Or elfe the law of Atbens yields you up

(Which by no means we may extenuate)

To death, or to a vow of fingle life,

$ Come, my Hippolita ; what cheer, my love?
Demetrius,

" 6 Come, my Hippolita ; avkat cheer, my lowe ?] Hippolita had

not faid one fingle word all this while, Had a modern poet had
Vou. I, H . ' the
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Demetrius, and Egeus, go along;

I muft employ you in fome bufinefs

Againft our nuptials, and confer with you

Of fomething nearly that concerns your felves.
Ege. With duty and defire we follow you.

[Exexnt.
S C E N E 1L

Moanent Lyfander and Hermia.
Lyf. How now, my love ? why is your cheek fo

ale ?
How chl:nce, the rofes there do fade fo faft ? ,
Her. Belike, for want of rain; which I could well
7 Beteem them from the tempeft of mine eyes.
Ly[. Hermia, for aught that ever I could read,
Could ever hear by tale or hiftory,

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth

But, cither it was different in blood ~e—————

Her. O crofs! too high, to be enthrall’d to
low! — (a)

Lyf. Orelfe mifgraffed, in refpect of years —
Her. O fpight! too old, to be engag’d to young!
Lyf. Or elfe it ftood upon the choice of friends—
Her. O hell! to chufe love by another’s eye!
Lyf. Or if there were a fympathy in choice,

War, death, or ficknefs did lay fiege to it ;

Making it momentary as a found,

Swift as a fhadow, fhort as any dream,

the teaching of her, we fhould have found her the bufieflt amongh
them; and, without doubt, the Lovers might have ex| '

more equitable deciion. But Shakejpear knew better what be
was about ; and obferved decorum.

7 Beteem, or pour dozvn upon them. Mr. Pepe.
[(a) == to lox, Mr. Theobald, — Vulg. to love.]

3 lBﬁcf
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«¢ 8 Brief as the lightning in the 9 collied night,
¢ That (in a fpleen) unfolds both heav’n and earth ;
¢ And erec a2 man hath power to fay, Behold!
«¢ The jaws of darknefs do devour it up;
So quick bright things come to confufion, ———
Her. If then true lovers have been ever croft,
It ftands as an edi€t in deftiny :
Then, let us teach our tryal patience:
Becaufe it is a cuftomary crefs,
As due to love, as thothts and dreams, and fighs;
Withes and tears, rlPoor ancy’s followers!
Lyf. A good perfuafion; therefore hear me, Hermid,
I have a widow-aunt, a dowager . ‘
Of great revenue, and the hath no child;
From Atbess is her houfe remov’d feven leagues,
And fhe refpects me as her only fon.
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;
And to that place the fharp Atbemian law
Cannot purfue us. *If thou lov’ft me then, Steal
te

8 Brief as the light'ning in the collied Night, .

9bat, in a Spleen, unfolds both Heavem and Earth,

And ere a man bath power to fay, bebold!

Tbe jaaws of darknefs do dewonr it up.] Tho’ the word Spleen
be here employed odly enough, yet I believe it right. Sbakefpear
always hurried on by the grandeur and multitude of his Ideas
aflumes, every now and then, an uncommon licence in the ufe of
his words. Particularly in complex moral modes it is ufual with
him to employ one, only to exprefs a very few ideas of that num-
ber of which it is compofed. Thus wanting here to exprefs the
ideas — of a fudden, or ——ix a trice, he ufes the word Spleen
which, partially confidered, fignifying a hafty fudden fit is enough
for him, and he never troubles himfelf about the farther or fuller
fignification of the word. Here, he ufes the word Spleex for a
fudden bafly fit ; {0 juft the contrary, in the Tawo Gentlemen of Ve-
rona, he ufes fudden for fpleenatic——fudden quips. And it muft
be owned this fort of converfion adds a force to the dition.

9 Celiied or black. Mr. Pope.
1 Lyf. —— If thou lo/'f sme, then
Steal forth thy father's boufe &c.
Her. My good Lyfander,

H: I fiear

99



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



A Mid/z')mmer—M:gﬁt’s Dream. 103 .

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight :

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night,

Purfue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence.

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

To have ’c.lns fight thither, and back again. [ Exie.
is

S CEN E 1V

Changes to a Cottage.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and
Starveling,

uin. Y S all our company here?

2 I Bot. You vlv?crc beft to call them generally
man by man, according to the fcrip.

uin. Here is the fcrowl of every man’s name,
which is thought fit, through all #hens, to play in
our interlude before the Duke and Dutchefs, on his
wedding-day at night.

Bot. Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the pla
treats on; then read the names of the ators; and lg
* go on to a point.

Quin. Marry, our play is the moft lamentable
comedy, and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.

Bot. A very good piece of work, I affure you, and
a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your
actors by the fcrowl. Mafters, fpread yourfelves,

Quin. Anfwer, as I call you. Nick Bottem, the
weaver.

Bot. Ready: name what part I am for, and proceed.

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are fct down for Pyramus.

Bot. Whatis Pyramus, a lover, or a tyrant?

Quin. A lover, that kills himfelf moft gallantly for
love.

2 Grow os 10% point,] read Go on &c.
H 4 Bot,
]
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Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair at
all, and then you will play bare-fac’d. But, mafters,
here are your parts ; and I am to intreat you, requeft
you, and defire you, to con them by to-morrow night ;
and meet me in the palace-wood, a mile without the
town, by moon-light, there we will rehearfe ; for if we
meet in the city, we fhall be dog’d with company, and
our devices known. In the mean time I will draw a
bill of properties, fuch as our play wants. = I pray you,
fail me not.

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more
obfcenely and courageoufly. ‘Take pains, be perfedt,
adieu.

Quin. + At the Duke’s oak we meet.

Bot. Enough; hold, or cut bow-frings, sse—e

[Exesxnt.

ACT IILL. SCENE I ***
A W OO0 D.

Enter a Fairy at one Door, and Puck (or Robin-good-
fellow) at anotber.

Puck.
OW now, {pirit, whither wander you ?
Fai. Over ijﬂ, over dale,
Through bufh, through briar,

4 At the Duke's Oak awe meet ——hold, or cut bowftrings,] This
proverbial phrafe came originally from the Camp. When a Ren-
dezvous was appeinted, the militia Soldiers would frequently
make excufe for not keeping word that their bowfirings avere
broke, i. e. their arms unferviceable. Hence when one would
give another abfolute afflurance of meeting him, he would fa
verbially —— bold or cut boww-firings i.e. whether the bow-
firing held or broke. For cat is ufed as a ceuter, like the verb
JSrets.  As when we fay, the firing frets — the filk frets, for the
paflive, it is cut or fretted.

Over




A Midfummer-Night's Dream.
Over park, over pale, -
Through flood, through fire,
I do wander every where,
Swifter than the moon’s fphere ;
And I ferve the Fairy Queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green 3
The cowflips tall her penfioners be,
In their gold coats fpots you fee,
Thofe be rubies, Fairy-favours :
In thofe freckles live their favours:
I muft go feck f(ime dew-drops here,
And a pearl in every cowllip’s ear.
Farewl;la:lgthou lob of fpirits, I’ll bepgone,
Our Queen and all her elves come here anon,

Puck. The King doth keep his revels here to night,
Take heed, the Queen come not within his fight.
For Oberon is paffing fell and wrath,

Becaufe that fhe, as her attendant, hath

A lovely boy, ftol’n from an Indian King :
She never had fo fweet a changeling ;

And jealous Oberon would have the child
Knight of his train, to trace the forefts wild ;
But fhe per-force with-holds the loved boy,
Crowns him with flow’rs, and makes him all her joy.
And now they never meet in grove, or green,
By fountain clear, or fpangled ftar-light fheen,
But they do * fquare, that all their elves for fear
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai. Or I miftake your fhape and making quite,
Or elfe you are that threwd, and knavifh fprite,
Call’d Robin-goodfellow. Are you not he,

That fright the maidens of the villageree,

Skim milk, and fometimes labour in the quern,
And bootlefs make the breathlefs hufwife chern :
And fometime make the drink to bear no barm,
Mif-lead night-wand’rers, laughing at their harm?.

3 i e. quarrel or jar, Mr. Pops.

; ¥ Thofe
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To am’rous Pbhillida. 'Why art thou here,
Come from the fartheft fteep of India ?
But that, forfooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskin’d miftrefs and your warrior love,
To 7hefeus muft be wedded; and you come
To give their bed joy and profperity.
0b. How can’ft thou thus for fthame, Titania,
Glapce at my credit with Hippolita ;
Knowing, I know thy love to Thefeus ? [night
* Didt thou not lead him glimmering, through the
From * Periguné, whom he ravithed ;
And make him with fair &gl break his faith,
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ?
Queen. Thele are the forgeries of jealoufie :
3 And never [ince 4 that middle fummer’s fpring
Met we on hill, in dale, foreft, or mead, .
By paved fountain, or by rufhy brook,
Or on the beached margent of the fea,

® Didf} thon not lcad bim through the glimmering night] We
- fhould read, :
-Didft thou not lead him glimmering, through the night
The meaning is, She conduéted him in the appearance of fire
through the dark night.
3 Perigenia, Vid. Plut. vit. Thefei. Mr. Pope.
3 And never fince that middle fummer's fpring, &c.] There are
not many paflages in Shakefpear of which one can be certain he
has borrowed from the Ancients ; but this is one of the few that,
I think, will admit of no difpute. Our Author’s admirable de-
fcription of the miferies of the Country being plainly an imitation
of that which Owvid draws, as confequent on the grief of Ceres,
for the lofs of her daughter.
Nefeit adbuc ubi fit : terras tamen increpat ommes :
Ingratafgue wocat, nec frugum munere dignas.
Ergyillic feva vertentia glebas
Fregit aratra manu pariligue irata celonos
Ruricolafque boves letho dedit : arwagque juffit
Fallere depofitam vitiataque femina fecit.
Fertilitas terre latum vulgata per orbem
Sparfa jacet. Primis fegetes moriuntur in herbis.
Et modo fol nimixs, nimius modo corripit imber :
Sideraque ventique nocent.
4 Tue middle fummer's fpring.] We fhould read TuaT. For
it appears to have fome years fince the quarrel firit began.

Vour. L To
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Fetch me that flow’r ; the herb I thew’d thee once;

The juice of it, on fleeping eye-lids laid, '

Will make or man, or woman, madly doat

Upon the next live creature that it fees.

Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again,

Ere the Leviathan can {wim a league.
Puck. I’ll put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes. [ Exis.
0Ob, Having once this juice, J

I’ll watch Tiiania when fhe is afleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes :

The next thing which fhe waking looks upon,

(Be it on lyon, bear, or wolf, or bull,

On medling monkey, or on bufie ape)

She fhall purfue it with the foul of love :

And ere I take this charm from off her fight,

(As I can take it with another herb)

I’ll make her render up her page to me.

But who comes here ? I am invifible ;

And I will over-hear their conference.

S C E N E 1L
Enter Demetrius, Helena following bim.

Dem. 1 love thee not, therefore purfue me not.
Where is [yfander, and fair Hermia 2
The one I’ll flay ; the other (a) flayeth me.
Thou told’ft me, they were ftoll’n 1nto this wood ;
And here am I, and ¢ wood within this wood ;
Becaule I cannot meet my Hersiia.
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more,
Liel. Youdraw me, you hard-hearted adamant,
But yet you draw not iron ; for my heart
Is true as fteel.  Leave you your pow’r to draw,
And I fhall have no pow’r to follow you.

6 Wozad, or mad, wild, raving. ) Mr. Pge. .
[ (a) Slas, fusesk. Dr. Thirlly.—Vulg. flay, flayeth.)
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A

Dem. 1 will not ftay thy queftions; let me gos
Or if thou follow me, do not believe,
But I fhall do thee mifchief in the wood.
Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,
You do me mifchief, Fie, Demetrius,
Your wrongs do fet a fcandal on my fex:
‘We cannot fight for love, as men may do;
‘We fhou'd be woo’d, and were not made to woo.
I follow thee, and make a heav’n of hell ;
To die upon the hand, I love fo well, [ Exexnt,

S CENE 1IV.
0b. Fare thee well, nymph; ere he doth leave this

ove,
Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love.
Haft thou the Aow’r there ? welcome, wanderer,

Enter Puck,

Puck. Ay, thereit is.

0b. I pray thee, "give it me 3
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
\Vhere ox-lip and the nodding violet grows,
O’er-canopy’d with lufcious woodbine,
‘With fweet musk-rofcs, and with eglantine.
There fleeps Titania, fome time of the night,
Lull’d in ,tﬁcfe flow’rs with dances and delight g
And there the fnake throws her enammel’d skin,
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in:
And with the juice of this I’ll ftreak her eyes,
And make her full of hateful fantafies.
Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grove 3
A fweet Athenian lady is in love ‘
‘With a difdainful youth ; anoint his eyes 3
But do it, when the next thing he efpies
May be the lady. Thou fhalt know the Man,
By the 4tbenian garments he hath on,

Effedt
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Effe&t it with fome care, that he may prove
More fond of her, than fhe upon her love;
And, look, you meet me ere the firft cock crow.
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your fervant fhall do fo.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Enter Queen of Fairses, with ber train.

Queen. Come, now a roundel, and a Fairy fong :
? Then, for the third part of the midnight, hence;
Some to kill cankers in the musk-rofe buds, :
Some war with rear-mice for their leathern wings,
To make my fmall elves coats ; and fome keep back
‘The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders
At * our queint fports. Sing me now afleep :
‘Then to your Offices, and let me reft.

Fairies fing,

You fpotted fnakes with double tongue,
Thorny bedgebogs, be mot feen s
Newts and blind worms, do no wrong 3
Come not near our fairy Queen.
Philomel, with melody,
Sing in your fweet lu 3 :
Lu%a, Iilla, j?:;lab_y ;”7314, lulla, lullaby :
Never barm, nor [pell, nor charm,
Come our lovely lady nigh ;
8o good night with lullaby.

9 Then, for the third part of A MINUTER, bence;] We
fhould read rsbird part of Tre miNieuT. The common
rudmt is nonfenfe. Poflibly Skake/pear might have ufed the
Frescho word Minsit.

8 —enr queint sr1n1Ts.—) Wefhouldread sporTs.

14 2 Fairy.

11§
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Night and fiilence! who is here?
Weads of A:eens he doth wear;
T.us is he, my maiter tad,
Defpifed the Aroeman maid,

Ana here the maiden fleeping found
On the dank and dirty ground.
Pretry foul! the durdt not lye

Near to this lack-lov= xill-curtefie.
Churl, thy eyes I throw
Alld)e‘;g:qrthischmm daoth owe :
‘When thou wak’it, let love forbid
Sleep hus fcat on thy eye-iid ;

So awake, when [ am gone:

For 1 muit now to O%eron. [ Exit.
S CENE VI
Enter Demetrius asd Helena running.

Hel. Stay, tho’ thou kill me, {~xeet Demetrius ¢
Dem. 1 charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me
thus.
Hel O, wilt thou darkling l:ltvc me 111, do not fo.
Dem. Stay, on thy peril; i alone will go.
pert [£xi¢ Demetrius,
Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chace ;
The more my prayer, the leffer is my grace.
Happy is Hermia, wherefoe’er fhe lies ;
For ihe hath bleffed, and attractive, eyes.
How came her eyes o bright ? not with falt tears;
If fo, my eyes are oftner wafh’d than hers :

and do not pervert the fenfe of an ambiguous word to a meaning
quite fore:gn to che difcourfe. Befid-s, fays he,

. Leve takes the meaning in lowe's innocence.

5. ¢. The innocence of your love may teach you to difcover the
innocence of mine. Thefe are the fentiments, which were quite
loft in this aukward tranfpofition.

No,
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Snug. You never can bring in a wall. What fay
you, Bottom 2

_Bot. Some man or other muft prefent Wall; and
let him have fome plafter, or fome lome, or fome
rough-caft about him, to fignify wall : Or let him hold
his fingers thus ; and through the cranny fhall Pyra-
mus and Thisby whisper.

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit
down every mother’s fon, and rehearfe your parts.
Pyramus, you begin; when you have fpoken your
fpeech, enter into that brake ; and fo every one ac-
cording to his cue.

§ C E N E IL

Enter Puck bebind.
Puck. What hempen home-fpuns have we fwagger-

ing here.
So near the cradle of the fairy Queen ?
‘What, a play tow’rd? I'll be an auditor
An Ator too, perhaps, if I fee caufe.
Quin. Speak, Pyramus; Tbisby, ftand forth.
Pyr. Thishy, the flower of odious favours fweet.
Quin. Odours, odours.
Pyr. Odours, favours fweet.
So doth thy breath, my deareft Thisly, dear 3
But hark, a voice! ftay thou but here a whit ;
And, by and by, I'will to thee appear, [Exit Pyr.
Puck. Aftranger Pyramus than ’er plaid here! [ 4fide,
T%i/. Muft I fpeak now?
ﬁuin. Ay, marry, muft you ; for you muft under-
» he goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and
_is to come again,
Tbif. Moftradiant Pyramus, mott lilly-white of hue,
Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bryer,
Moft brisky Fuvenile, and eke moft lovely Few,
As true as trueft horfe, that yet would never tire,
Tl mect thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb. .
Luis,

129
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T he Oufel cock, fo black of hue,
With orange-tawny bill,

The throftle with his note fo true,
The wren with little 3‘:‘1‘ ,
Queen. W hat angel wakes me from my flow’ry bed ?

(W aking.

Bot. The finch, the fparrow, and the lark, [Sings.
The plain-fong cuckow gray,

Whofe note full many a man doth mark,

And dares not anfwer, nay. 4
For, indeed, who would fet his Wit to fo foolith a
bird ? who would give a bird the lye, tho’ he cry
cuckow never fo ? :

Queen. 1 pray thee, gentle mortal, fing again ;
Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note,

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape;
And thy fair virtue’s force (perforce) doth move me,
On the firft view to fay, to fwear, I love thee,

Bot. Methinks, miftrefs, you fhould bave little
reafon for that : and yet, to fay the truth, reafon and
love keep little company together now-a-days. The
more the pity, that fome honeft neighbours will not
make them friends. Nay, I can * gleck upon oc-
cafion. .

Queen. Thon art as wife, as thou art beautiful.

Bot. Not fo neither: but if I had wit enough to
get out of this wood, I have enough to ferve mine
own turn.

Queen. Out of this wood do not defire to go,
Thou fhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am a fpirit of no common rate;; :
The fummer ftill doth tend upon my ftate,
And 1 do love thee ; therefore, go with me,
I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee ;

1 Joke or foof. Mr. Pope, :
vo L. .lo N ) K A.lﬂ
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Good mafter Peafebisffom, 1 thall defire of you mote
acquaintance ‘too. Your name, { befeech you, Sir.

Muf. Mufardfeed.

Bot. Good matter Mifardfeed, Y know your (3) pa-
renthge well : that fame cowardly giant-fke Ox-beef
hath devour'd many a gertlenm of your houfe. I
promife you, your Xindred hath made thy eyes water
cre now. [ defire more of your acquaintance, good
malter Mafardfeed.

theegt. Come, wait tipon hitn, lead *him to my bower.

The ‘tnoon, methiriks, looks with a wdtry eye ;
And when the weeps, Wweep eviry litde flower,

Lantenting finve erfforced chattity !
Tie up my love's tohgue, bring him filendly. { Exeunt,

$§ € E N E 1V,
Enter King of Fairies.

0b. 1 wonder, if Titdnia be awak*d :
Then what it was that next came in her eye,
Which fhe ‘wiuft doat oh'in extremity.

‘ Enter Puck,

Herc comes' my ‘meflenger ! how how, ‘rivad fprite,
‘What ‘night-rule now ‘about this hduiited grove?

Puck, My miiftrefs with a'monftéris in‘love,
. Near tv'her clofe and corfeérated bover,
While the was in her dull and fleeping hour,
A crew bf patches, rude mechanicals,
That work for bread upon Atbensan {talls,
Were met together to rehearde a play,
Intended for gteat THefous’ ‘nuptial Jay.
The Thallow!ft ‘thick-skin‘of that batren fort,
\Who 'Pyratis preféiited, in theirfport

‘{1{@) —=darentige. Oxford Edit.— Vulg.parience well ]
K 2 Forfook
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Forfook his fcene, and entzr’d in a brake ;
‘When I did him at this acvantage take,
An Afs’s noie I fixed on his head;
Anon, his Thiscy mult be aniwered,
And forth my minnock comes : when they him fpy,
As wila geefe, that the ceeping fowler eye,
Or ruffet-pated chougi:s, r.any in fort,
Rifing and caving at the gun’s report,
Sever themfclves, and macly fweep the sky 3
So at his fight, away his feilows fly ;
And, at our ftamp, here o’er and o’er one falls;
Fe murder cries, arnd help from .drkens calls.
Their fenfe thus weak, loit with their fears thus ftrong,
Made fenfuicfs thiz.gs begin to do them w
For briars and thoras at t i apparel fnatch,
Some, ficeves; fomic, hats; from yielders all things
catch.

I led them on in this ciftracted fear,
Ard left fwect Pyramus tranilated there:
‘When in that moment {fo it came to pafs)
Titania wak'd, znd firutway lov’d an afs.

0b. This falls out better, than I could devife.
But haft thou yct latch’d the dthenian’s eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. 1 took him flecping ; that is finifh’d too;
And the Athenian woman by his fide,
That when he wakes, of force fhe muft be ey’d.

§ C E N E V.

Enter Demetrius and Hermia.

Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Atbenian.

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man.

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you fo?
Lay breath {o bitter cn your batter toe.

Lier. Now I but chide, but I fhould ufe thee worfe ;
For thou, I fear, haft given me caufe to curfe: i



www.libtool.com.cn



134 A Midfummer-Night's Drean,

Dem. And if I could, what fhould I get thercfare?
Her. A privilege never to fec me more ;

And frgm thy hated prefence part I fo:

See me no more, whether he’s dead or no. [ Exit,
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vﬁn‘

Here, therefore, for a whiie I will remain:

So forrow’s heavinefs doth heavier grow,

For debt, that bankrupt fleep doth forrow owe ;

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay,

If for his Tender here I make fome ftay. [Lies down.
Ob. What haft thou done? thou haft miftaken quite,

And laid thy love-juice on fome true love’s fight:

Of thy mifprifion muft perforce enfue

Some true love turn’d, and not a falfe turn’d true.
Puck. T}l:cn fate o’er-rules, that, one man holding

troth,

‘A mi'lion fail, confounding oath on oath.
Ob. About tae wood go fwifter than the wind,

And Helena of Athens, fee, thou find. ;

All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of cheer;

‘With fighs of love, that coft the frefh blood dear ;

By fomnc illuficn, fee, thou bring her here;

I’li charm his eyes, againft fhe doth appear.
Pyck. 1go, I go; look, how I go;

Swifter than arrow from the Tarsar’s bow. [Exi.
Ob. Flower of this purple dye,

Hit with Cupid’s archery,

Sitk in apFlc of his eye!

‘When his love he doth efpy,

Let her fhine as glorioully

As the Venus of the sky.

‘When thou wak’ft, if the be by,

Beg of her for remedy.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is bere at hand,



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 137

My heart to her but, as guett-wife, fojourn’d ;
And now to Helen it is home return’d,
There ever to remain.
Lyf. It is not fo.
Dem. Difparage not the faith, thou doft not know,
Left to thy peril thou abide it dear.
Look, where thy love comes, yonder is thy dear.

$-C E N E VI
Enter Hermia,

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his fun&ion takes,
The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes :
‘Whetein it doth impair the feeing fenfe,
It pays the hearing double recompence.
Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander, found ;
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy found.
But why unkindly didft thou leave me o ?
Ly/. Why thould he ftay, whom love doth prefstogo?
Her. W hat love could prefs Lyfander from my fide?
Lyf. Lyfander’s love, that would not let him *bide,
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night,
Than all yon fiery O’s and eyes of light.
‘Why feek’ft thou me? could not this make thee know,
T he hate, I bear thee, made me leave thee fo ?
Her. You fpeak not, as you think ; it cannot be.
Hel. Lo, fhe is one of this confed’racy ;
Now, I perceive, they have conjoin’d all three,
To fathion this falfe fport in fpight of me.
Injurious. Hermia, moft ungrateful maid,
Have you confpir’d, have you with thefe contriv’d
To bait me with this foul derifion?
Is all the counfel that we two have fhar'd,
The fifters vows, the hours that we have fpent,
‘When we have chid the hafty-footed time !
For parting us; O! and is all forgot ?
All {chool-days friendfhip, childhgod innocence ? -
' &
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We, Herm:a, like two artificial gods,
Creatcd with our needles both one flower,
Both cn one fampler, fitting on one cuthion 3
Both warbling of one fong, both in one key 5
As if cur hands, our fides, voices, and minds
Had been incorp’rite.  So we grew together,
Like to a double cherry, feeming parted,
But yet an union in partition ; .
Two lovely berries molded on one ftem,
So with two fceming bodies, but one heart ;
Two of the firlt, (a) like coats in heraldry,
Due but to one, and crowned with one creft.
And will you rend our ancient Jove afunder,
To join witih men in fcoring your poor friend 2
It is not fricndly, ’tis not maidenly ;
Our fex, "as weil as I, may chide you for it 3
Though I alone do feel the injury.
Her. 1 am amazed at your paffionate words :
I fcom you' not ; it feems, that you fcorn me.
Hel. Have you not fet Lyfander, as in fcorn,
To follow me, and praile my eyes and face ?
And made your other love, Demetrius,
(Who, even but now, did fpurn me with his foot)
To cail me goddeis, nymph, divine, and rare,
Precious, celeflial? wherefore fpeaks he this
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lyfander
Deny your love, fo rich within his foul, :
And tender me, forfooth, aficétion;
But by your fetting on, by your confert?
What though I be not fo in grace as you,
So’hung upon with Jove, fo fortunate;
But mifcrable moft, to love vnlov’d?
This you thould pity, rather than defpife.
Her. I underftand not what you mean by this.
Hel. Ay, do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks,

[(a) —— like. M. Filis, Efquire, —— Vulg. Jife ]

Mzks
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1 have no gift at all in fhrewithnefs ;
I am a right maid, for my cowardice :
Let her not ftrike me. You, perhaps, may think,
Becaufe fhe’s fomething lower than myfelf,
That I can match her.
Her. Lower! hark, again.
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me;
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 4
Did ever keep your counfels, never wrong’d you;
Save that, in love unto Demetrius,
I told him of your ftealth unto this wood :
He follow’d you, for love I follow'd him,
But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay, to kill me too ;
And now, fo you will let me quiet go,
To Athens will I bear my folly back,
And follow you no further. Let me go.
You fee, how fimple and how fond I am.
Her. Why, get you gone: who is’t that hinders
ou?
Hel. A foolith heart, that I leave here behind.
Her. What, with Lyfander?
Hel. With Demetrius.
Ly/. Be not afraid, fhe fhall not harm thee, Helena.
Dem. No, Sir, fhe fhall not, though you take her part.
Hel. ©, when fhe’s angry, the is keen and threwd ;
She was a vixen, when fhe went to fchool;
And though fhe be but little, fhe is fierce. £
Her. Little, again? nothing but low, and little?
Why will you futter her to flout me thus;
Let me come to her.
Ly/. Get you gone, you dwarf,
You Minimus, of hind’ring knot-grafs made ;
You bead, you acorn..
Dem. You are too officious,
In her behalf that fcorns your fervices.
Let her alone, fpeak not of Hekia,

Take

\
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When I come where he calls me, then he’s gone.
The villain is much lighter-heel’d, than I:
I follow’d faft; but fafter he did fly;
That fall’h am I in dark uneven way,
And here will reft me, Come, thou gentle day:

[ Lyes down.

For if but once thou thew me thy gray lighe,
I’ll find Demetrius, and revenge this fpight.

Enter Puck and Demetrius.

Puck. Ho, ho, ho, coward, why com’ft thou not ?
Dem. Abide me, if thou dar’ft : for well I wot,
Thou runn’ft before me, fhifting every place;
And dar’ft not ftand, nor.look me in the face. - -
Where art thou? .
Puck. Come thou hither, [ am here.:
Dem. Nay, then thou mock’ft me; thou fhalt buy
this dear, .
If ever I thy face by day-light fee. - -
Now, go thy way ; faintnefs conftraineth me
To meafure out my length on this cold bed.
By day’s approach look to be vificed. [ Lyes dosen,
§ C:E N E X,
Enter Helena.
Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night,

Abate thy hours ; fhine, comforts, from the Eaft
That 1 may back to Atbens by day-light,

From thefe, that my poor company deteft;
And fleep, that fometimes {huts up Er‘:ow’s eye,
Steal me a while fromn mine own company.  [Skeps,

Puck. Yet but three? come one more,
Two of both kinds make up four.
Here fhe comes, curft and fad:
«LCupid is a knavith lad,
Thus to make poor females mad.
Yor L L Entet
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ACT IV. SCENE I
Continued, The W O O D.

Enter Queen of Fuiries; Bottom; Fairies astending,
and the King bebind them.

Quzew

COME, fit thee down upon this flow’ry bed,
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And ftick musk-rofes in thy fleek, fmooth’d head j
And Kkifs thy fair large eafs, my gentle joy.

Bot. Where’s Peafedloffom ?

Peafe. Ready. )

_ Bot. Scrarch my head, Peafébloffom. Where’s mon<
fieur Cobweb £

Cob. Ready.

Bot. Monficur Cobweb; good mohfieur, get your
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red- hipt humble-
bee on the top of a thiftle; and; good monfieyr; bring
me the honey-bag. Do not fret your felf too much in
the ation, monfieur; and, good monficur, have a
care, the honey-bag break not ; I fhould be loth to
have you over-flown with a honecy-bag, fignior.
‘Where’s monfieur Muflardfeed ?

Muf. Ready.

Bot. Give me thy * neafe, monfieur Muftardjeed s
pray you, leave your curtefie, good monfieur.

Muft. What’s your will ?

Bot. Nothing, gaod monfieur, but to help Cavalers
Cobweb to fcratch. I muft to the barber’s, monfieur;
for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy about the face.
And I am fuch a tender afs, if my hair doth but tickle
me, 1 muft fcracch,

1 Neafe (Yorkfire) for fit. idr. Pope.
La Queen.
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s The thrice three Mufes mourning for the death

Of learning, lase deceas’d in beggary.

That is fome fatyr, keen and critical 3

Not forting with a nuptial ceremony.

A tedious brief fcene of young Pyramus,

nd bis love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth.

3 Merry and tragical? tedious and brief ?

That i3 hot Ice, a wondrous ftrange Shew.

How fhall we find the concord of this difcord ?
Pbhilop. A play there is, my lord, fome t¢n words

long 5 ' *

‘Which is as brief, as I have known a play ;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play

There is not one wotd apt, one player fitted,

And tragical, my noble lord, itis:

For Pyramaus therein doth kill himfelf.

Which, when I faw rchears’d, I muft confefs,

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears

The paffion of loud laughter never fhed.
Thef. What are they, that do play it? :
Pbilop. Hard-handed men, that work in 4thess here,

‘Which never labour’d in their minds *till now ;

2 The thrice three Mufes, &c] This feems to be intended as
a compliment to Spencer, who wrote a poemn called The zears of
the Mufes. He feems to have paid his friend anather, in the
Jecond A2, where be makes the queen of fairies fay to the king,
But I know
When thox baf floll'n ancay from fairy land,
Axd, in the fbape of Corin, fate all day
Playing on pipes of cors, and werfing love
7o am’rons Phillida, ——— intimating that the paftorals
of that poet were fo fweet, that it was a fuperior being under
the difguife of a mortal who compofed them.
3 Merry and tragical ? tedions and brief ?
That is bot Ice, AND weondrons firange snow.] The non-
fenfe of the laft line fhould be corr thus,
That is, hot k¢, & wwondrens firange suzw !

And
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Thef. Pyramus draws near the wall : filence !
Enter Pyramus,
Pyr. O grim-look’d night! O night with hue fo
black !

O night which ever art, when day is not!
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack,

I fear my Tbisbe’s promife is forgot.
And thou, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall,

That ftands between her father’s ground and mine ;
Thou wall, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall, [eyne.

Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine
Thantl;.f, |c:ourtcou:; wall ; Fove fhield thee well for

is |

But what fee I ? no Thisbe do I fee.
O wicked wall, through whom I fee no blifs ;

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiving me !

Thef. The wall, methinks, being fenfible, fhould
curfe again.
Pyr. No, in truth, Sir, he fhould not. Deceiving
me, is Thisbe’s cue; fhe is to enter, and I am to fpy
her through the wall. You fhall fee, it will fall pat
as I told you. Yonder fhe comes.

. Enxter Thisbe.

Tbif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans,

For parting my fair. Pyramus and me.
My chetry lips have often kifs’d thy ftones:

Thy ftones with lime and hair knit up in thee,

Pyr. 1 fee a voice ; now will I to the chink ;

To fpy, an I can hear my T&isbe’s face.
Thisbe |

T5if. My love! thou art, my love, I think.

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s grace,
And like Limander am I trufty ftill.

Thif. And I like Helen, till the fates me kill.

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Pracrus was fo true.

Tbif. As Shafalus to Procrus, 1 to you.

M2 Pyr,

163
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Pyr. O kifs me through the hole of this vile wl
7bif. 1 Kifs the wall’s hole, not your lips at all
Pyr. Wilt thou at Nimmy’s tomb meet me ftraigh
way ? .
7bif. Tide life, tide death, I come without des.

Well. Thus have 1 Wall my part difcharged fo:
And, being done, thus #6ll away doth go.  [£ak.

Thef. + Now is the Mural down between the tw
neighbours.

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are fo wi-
ful to rcar without warning,

Hip. This is the fillieft ftuff that ’er I heard,

Tbef. The beft in this kind are but fhadows; !
the wortt are no worfe, if imagination amend them.

Hip. It muft be your imagination then, and nx
theirs.

The/. If weimagine no worfe of them than they of
themfelves, they may pafs for excellent men. Her
come two noble beafts in a man and a lion.

Enter Lion and Moonthine,

Lien. You, ladies, you, whofc gentle hearts do fear
The {malleft monftrous moufe that creeps on flaor,
May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here,
When Lion rough in wildgt rage doth roar,
Then know that I, one Saug the joiner, am
No Lion fell, nor elfe no Lion’s dam :
For if I fhould as Lion come in ftrife
Into this place, *twere pity of my life.
Thef. A very gentle beaft, and of a good conftience.
lfDem. The very beft at a beaft, my lord, that ¢'a
aw.

4 Thef. Now is the mural dowx betaceen the tawe meiphbonrs.
Dem. No remedy, my lord, acben exalls are fo avilful 1o a3AR
avithot warring.) Shakefpear could never write this nonfesfei
we fhould read to RE AR <withwt warning. i.¢. Jti> 00
worder that walls thould be fuddenly down, when they were 8
fudcerly up; — rear’d aithout awvarning. ) |
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Tongue, lofe thy light : moon, take thy flight;
Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies.
Dem. Nodie, but an ace, for him ; for heis but one.

Ly/. Lefs than an ace, man; for heisdead ; he is

nothing. :

167

The/. With the help ofa Surgean he might yet reco-

ver, and prove an afs.

Hip. How chance the Moonfbine is gone, before Thishe ..

comes back and finds her lover ?
Enter Thisbe.
Thef. She will find him by ftar-light.
Here the comes ; and her paffion ends the Play.

Hip. Methinks, fhe fhould not ufé a long one for -

fuch a Pyramms : 1hope; fhe will be brief.

Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which Pyra- -

mus, which Thisbe, is the better.

©+ [eyes.
- Lyf. She hath fpy’d him already with thofe fvz,ect :

“Dem. And thus the () moans, videhicet, mesn
Tbef. Afleep, my love? - :
What dead, my dove? :
ool oo Quire dumb
Speak, . ite dumb ?
ﬁ’:i dead ? a tomb
Muft cover thy-fweet eyes.
Thefe lilly brows,
:i:his cherry nofe,
hefe yellow cowflip checks,
Are gone, are gone:
Lovers, make moan! leck
His eyes were green as S\
(o) ﬁ&gm three, ‘
Come, come to me,
With hands.as pale as milk 3
Lave them in gore,

~ [(a). ~moans— Ms. Thesbald.=~ Vulg. meas;.)
M4
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Since you have fhore

\Vith thears his thread of filk.

Tongue, not a word :

Come, trufty fword ;

Come, blade, my breaft imbrue :

And farewel, friends,

Thus Thisbe ends ;

Adieu, adieu, adieu. [ Dies.
Thef. Mcsnfbine and Lion are left to bury the dead.
Dem. Ay, and Wall too.

Bot. No, I afiure you, the wall is down that parted
their fathers. Wil it pleafe you to fee the epilogme,
or to hear aber.g.r,omasllcJ dance, between twa of our
company ? - I o

Thef. No epilogue, y you ; our
needs ‘x{o excufe. Never cxilt.xafé ;yfor when tyl’nc h}’z
are all dead, there need none to be blam’d. .
if he, that writit, had play’d Pyramus, and hung
himfelf in Thisbe’s gartler it would have been a fine tra-
gedy @ and foitis, truly, and verynotably difcharg’d.
But come, your bergomask ; let your Epilogue

alone.
[Here a dance of clowns.
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve,
Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almoft Fairy time.
I fear, we fhall out-fleep the coming morn,
As much as we this night have over-watch’d.
This palpable grofs Play hath well beguil’d
The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends, to bed.
A fortnight hold we this folemnity,
In nightly revel and new jollity. [ Exennt,

SCENE
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Enter King and Queen of Fairics, with their train.

Ob. Through this houfe give glimmering light,
By the dead and drowﬁcgﬁn:,gllm & g
Every elf, and fairy fprite,
Hop as light as bird from brier ;
And this ditty after me
Sing, and dance it trippingly.
Queen. Firft rehearfe this fong by roat,
To each word a warbling note. -
Hand in hand, with fairy grace,
Will we fing and blefs this place.

The S O N G.

Now until the break of day,

Tbrough this boufe each Fairy firay.

To the beft bride-bed will we,

Which by us fball bleffed be :

And the ifJue, there create,

Ever fball be fortunate

S0 fball all the couples three

Ever true in loving be:

And the blots of nature’s band

Shall not in their iffue fand ;

Never mole, bair-lip, nor fcar,

Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are

Defpifed in nativity,

Shall upon their children be.

With this feld-dew confecrate,

Every Fairy take bis gate,

And each feveral chamber blefs,

Through this palace, with fweet peace.

Ever fball it [fafely reft,

And the owner of 1t blef.

Trip away, make no fiay ;

Meet me all by break of day.
Puck
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But fince thou lov’ft, love ftill, and thrive therein g
Ev’n as I would, when I to love begin,

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? fweet Valentinme, adieu ;
Think on thy Protbeus, when thou, haply, feeft
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel :

‘Wifh me partaker in thy happinefs,

When thou doft meet good hap ; and in thy danger,
_If ever danger do environ thee,

.Commend thy Grievance to my holy prayer;

For I will be thy bead’s-man, Valentine.

Val. And on alove-book pray for my fuccefs.

Pro. Upon fome book I love, I’ll pray for thee,

Val. That’s on fome fhailow ftory of deep love,
How young Leander crofs’d the Hellefpont.

Pro. That’s a deep ftory of a deeper love ;

For he was more than over fhoes in love.

Val. *Tis true; for you are over boots in love,
And yet you never fwom the Helle/pont.

Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots,

Val. No, I will not ; for it boots thee not.

Pro. What?

Val. To be in love, where fcarn is bought with

groans ;

. Coy looks, with heart-fore fighs ; one fading moment’s
. mirth,
. With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights,

If haply won, perhaps, an haplefs gain :

If loft, why then a grievous labour won ;

However, but a folly bought with wit ;

Or clfe a wit by folly vanquithed. :

Pro. So, by your circumftance, you call me fool.

Val. So, by your circumftance, 1 fear, you’ll prove.

Pro. Tis love you cavil at; I am not love.

Val. Love is your mafter; for he mafters you.
And he that is fo yoaked by a fool,

Methinks, fhould not be chronicled for wife.
" Pro. ¢ Yet writers fay, as in the fivecteft bud Tiu
- [
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¢ The enting canker dwells; fo casing loye

¢ Inhabits in the fmeft wits of all. _

Val. ¢ And writers fay, 3s the moft forward bud

¢ Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow 3

¢ Even fo by love the young and tepder wit

¢ Is turn’d to folly, blafting in the bud;

¢ Lofing his verdure even in the prime,

s And all the fair effects of future hopes.

But wherefore wafte I time to counfel thee,

That gz 2 vetary to fond defire ?

Once more, adiey: my father at the road .

Expects my coming, there to fee ms thipp'd.
Pre. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.
Fl. Sweet Protbexs, no: now let us take our leave,

At Milgn, let me hear from thee by letters

OF thy fuccefs in Jove; and what news elfe

Betideth here in abfence of thy friend :

And ] Jikewife will vific thee with mipe.

Pro. All happinefs bechance to thee in Milan?
Y4l As much tp you at home; and fo, farewel!

: (Ewit,
Aro. He after hopour hunts, 1 afier loves -

He Jeaves his friepds to dignify them more ;
1 leave myfelf, my friends, and all for love.
Thou, Fulig, thou halt metamorphos’d me 3
Made me neglet my fiudies, lofe my time,
‘War with good counfel, fet the world at nought;
Mage wit with mufing weak, hears fick with cthought,

*$ CE NE I]L
Enter Speed.
Speed. Sir Protheus, fave you ; faw you my mafter?

#ro. But now he parted hence, t* imbark for Mdilas.
Specd.

3 ‘This whole Scene, like many others in thefe plays {fome of
which 1 believe were written by Shakefpear, and others interpo-
VYoul. N lated
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Ful. WIi ye be gone? -
Luc. That you may ruminate. [E.nt
Ful. And yet I would, I had o’er-look’d the letter.

It were a fhamc to call her back again,

And pray her to a fault, for which I chid her.

What fool is fhe, that knows I am a maid,

And would not force the letter to my view ? ?

Since maids, in modefty, fay s, to that

Which they would have the proﬂ‘rer conftrue, A4y.

Fie, fie; how wayward is this foolith love,

That, fike 2 tefty babe, will fcratch the nurfe,

And prefently, all humbled, kifs the rod ?

How churlifhly I chid Lucetta hence,

When willingly I would have had her here!

How angerly I taught my brow to frown,

When inward joy enforc’d my heart to fmile

My penance is to call Lucetta back,

And ask remiffion for my fally paﬁ

What ho! Lucetta!

Rc-exter Lucetta.

Luc. What would your ladythip?

Ful. Is’t near dinner-time? -

Luc. 1 would it were
That ycu might kill your ftomach on your mcat,
And not u your maid,

Jul. What is’t that you

Took up fo gingerly? -

" Luec. Nothing.

Jul. Why didft thou ftoop then ?

Luc. To take a paper up, that I let fall.

7u!. And is that paper nothing ?

Luc. Nothing concerning me.

Ful. Then let it Iye for thofe that it concemns.

Luc. Madam, it will not lye, where it concerns;
Unlcfs it have a falfe interpretcr.

ju/ Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhime.

Luc,
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» Luc. That I might fing it, madam, to a tune:
Give me a note; your ladyfhip can fet.

Ful. As little by fuch toys as may be poffible :
Bett: fing it to the tune of Light o® love.

Luc. It is too heavy for fo light a tune.

Jul. Heavy? belike, it hath fome burthen then.

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you fing it.

Ful. And why not you? '

Luc. T cannot reach fo high.

Ful. Let’s fee your fong:

How now, minion?
. - Luc. Keep tune there fill, fo you will fing it out:
*And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune,

J#l. You do not?

Euc. No, madam, ’tis too fharp.

JFul. You, minion, are too fawcy.

. Luc. Nay, now you are too flat.
And mar the concord with too harfh a defcant :
There wanteth but a mean, to fill your fong.

Ful. The mean is drown’d with your unruly bafe,

Lyuc. * Indeed, I bid the bale for Protbeus.

Ful. THis babble fhall not henceforth trouble me, .
Here is a coil with proteftation! [Tears it.
Go, get you gone; and let the papers lye:

You would be fingering them, to anger me.
L. She makes it ftrange, but fhe would be beft
*  pleas’d o o '
To be fo anger’d with anather letter. [Exit,
.* 4 Indeed I bid the bafe for Protheus.] The fpeaker here turns
the allufion (which her miltrefs employed) from the ba/e in mufick
o a country exercife Bid-tbe Bafe: In which fome purfue, and
others are made prifoners. So that Lucesta would intend, by this,
to fay, indeed I take pains to make you a Captive to Pretheas’s
paflion.——He ufes the fame allufion in his Venus and Adonis,
9o bid the wiads a bafe be mow prepares.
and in his Cymbalize he mentions the game,

Lads more like
: _ To run the country Bafe.

Ny ik

-
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Speed. Ever fince you lov’d her.

Val. 1 have lov'd her, ever fince I faw her;
And ftill I fee her beautiful.

Speed. If you love her, you cannot fec her.

Val. Why?

Speed. Becaufe love is blind. O, that you had mine
eyes, or your own cyes had the lights they were wont
to have, when you chid at Sir Protbexs for going un-
garterd !

Val. What thould I fee then?

Speed. Your own prefent folly, and her px do
formity : For he, being in love, could not fee to garter
his hofe ; and you, being in love, cannot fee to put oa
your hofe.

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love: for laft
moming you could not fee to wipe my fhoes.

Speed. True, Sir, I was in love with my bed ; I
thank you, you fwing’d me for my love, which makes
me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclufion, 1 ftand affected to her.

a.}'.peed. I'would you were fet, fo your affection would
ceafe.

Val. laft night fhe injoin’d me to write fome lines
to one fhe loves.

Speed. And have you?

Val. 1 have.

Speed. Are they not lamely writ?

¥al. No, boy, but as well as I can do them :

.Peace, here fhe comes.

Enter Silvia,

Speed. Oh excellent motion! Oh exceeding puppet !
Now will he interpret to her.
Val. Madam and miiftrefs, a thoufand good morrows.
Speed. Oh'! give ye good ev’n ; here’s a million ef
manncrs. '
Sil. Sir Valentine and fervant, to you two thoufand.
Speed.
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© Speed. He fhould give herintereft; and fhe gives
it him. :
Val. Asyouinjoin’d me, I have writ your letter,
Unto the fecret, namelefs, friend of yours ;
‘Which I was much unwilling to proceed in,
But for my duty to your ladythip. .
Sil. 1 thank you, gentle fervant; ’tis very clerkly
done. ‘ :
Fal. Now truft me, madam, it came hardly off: -
For being ignorant to whom it goes, :
1 writ.at random, very doubtfully. [pains ?
Sil. Perchance, you think too much of fo much
. Val. No, madam, fo it fteed you, I will write,
Pleafe you command, a thoufand times as much.
And yet ——
Sil. A pretty period; well, I guefs the fequel ;
And yet I will not name it; and yet I care not;
And yet take this again, and yet I thank yéu ;
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.
Speed. And yet you will; and yet, another yet.
e - [Adhde.
Val. What means your ladyfhip? do you not li[ke it?
Sil. Yes, yes, the lines are very quaintly writ ;
But fince unwillingly, take them again ;
Nay, take them.,
" Val. Madam, they are for you.- -
Sil. Ay, ay ; you writ them, Sir, at my requeft;
But I will none of them; they are for you :
I would have had them writ more moviagly.
Val. Pleafe you, I'll write your ladyfhip another.
~ 8il. And when it’s writ, for my fake'read it over;
- And if it pleafe you, fo; if not, why' fo.
_Val. 1f it pleafe me, madam, what then?
- " 8il. Why:if it pleafe you, take it for your labour 3
And fo good morrow, fervant. [Exit.
Speed. O jeft unfeen, infcrutable, invifible,
As a nofe on a.man’s face, . or .2 weathercock on a
. fteeple! . My
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And tho’ my felf have been an idle truant,
Omitting the fweet benefit of time,
To cloath mine age with angel-like perfeGtion 3
Yet hath Sir Protbeus, for that’s his name,
Made ufe and fair advantaﬁs of his days;
His years but young, but his experience old 3
His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe 3
And, in a word, (for far behind his worth
Come all the praifes, that I now beftow ;)
He is compleat in feature and in mind,
‘With all good grace to grace a gentleman.
Duke. Befhrew me, Sir, but if he makes this good,
He is as worthy for an emprefs’ love,
As meet to be an Emperor’s counfellor.
‘Well, Sir, this gentleman is come to me,
With commendations from great potentates ;
And here he means to fpend his time a while.
I think, ’tis no unwelcome news to you.
Val. Should I have wifh’d a thing, it had been he.
Dyke. Welcome him then according to his worth:
Silvia, 1 {peak to you; and you, Sir Tburio 3
For Valentine, 1 need not cite him to it :
I’ll fend him hither to you prefently. [ Exit Duke.
Val. This is the gentleman, I told your ladyfhip,
Had come along with me, but that his miftrefs
Did hold his eyes lockt in her cryftal looks.
§il. Belike, that now fhe hath enfranchis’d them
Upon fome other pawn for fealty.
Val. Nay, fure, 1 think, the holds them pris’nersftill.
§il. Nay, then he fhould be blind ; and, being blind,
Hc;;v’c%:‘l’% hclﬁf his way to feek out you :_
al. Y, lady, love hath twen ir o .
Thu. They fay, that love hath nz;;:xreyeze:"
Val. To fee fuch lovers, Thurio, as your felf:
Upon a homely object love can wink.

SCENE
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S CENE VI
Val. Now tell me, how do all from whence yu

came?

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them mud
commenced.

¥al. And how do yours ?

Pro. 1 left them ail in health. [love?

Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives your
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you?
] know, you joy not in a love-difcourfe.
Val. Ay, Protkeus, but that life is alter’d now?
1 have done e for contemning love ;
Whofe high imperious thoughts have punith’d me
With bitter fafts, with penitential groans ;
With nightly tears, and daily heart-fore fighs.
For, in revenge of my contempt of love,
Love hath chac’d fleep from my enthralled eyes,
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s forrow.
O gentle Protheus, love's a mighty lord 3
And hath fo humbled me, as, I confefs,
There is no wo to his corretion ;
Nor to his fervice, no fuch joy on earth,
Now no difcourfe, except it be of love;
Now can I break my faft, dine, fup, and flecp
Upon the very paked name of love.
Pro. Enough : I read your fortune in your eye.
Was this the idol, that you worfhip fo?
Val. Even fhe; and is fhe not a heav’nly faint ?

Pro. No; but fhe is an earthl n.
Val. Call her divine, Y P

Pro. 1 will not fiatter her.
Val. O, flatter me; for love delights in praife.

Pro. When | was fick, you gave me bitter pills ;
And I muft minifter the liic to you. Fils

Val. Then fpeak the truth by her; if not divine,
Yet let her be a principality,
Sov'reign
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I muft unto the road, to difembark
Some neceflaries that I needs muft ufe 5
And then I’ll prefently attend you.

Val. Will you make hafte ?

Pro. 1 will. [Exit Val.
Ev'n as one heat another heat expels,
Or as one nail by ftrength drives out another ;
So the remembrance of my former love
Is by a newer objet quite forgotten.
* Is it mine Eye, or Valentino’s Praife,
Her true perfeétion, or my falfe tranfgreflion,
That makes me, reafonlefs, to reafon thus?
She’s fair; and fo is Fwlia, that I love ;
That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ;
Which, like a waxen image ’gaintt a fire,
Bears no impreffion of the thing it was.
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold 3
And that I love him not, as I was wont.
O! but I love his lady too, too, much ;
And that’s the reafon, I love him fo little.
How fhall I doat on her with more advice,
That thus without advice begin to love her ?
>Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,
And that has dazled fo my reafon’s light :

2 Is it mine T HEN, or Valentino’s Praife,] Here Prothes:
queftions with himfelf, whether it is his own praife, or Vales-
tine’s, that makes him fall in love with Va/lentine’s miftrefs. Bat
not to infilt on the abfurdity of falling in love through his own
praifes, hc had nct indeed praifed her any farther than giving
his opinion of her in three words, when his friend as it of
him. In all the old editions, we find the line printed thus,

Is it mine, or Valentino's praife ?

A word is wanting. ‘The line was originally thus,

Is it mine E Y B, or Valentino's praife ?
Protheus had jult feen Valentine’s miftrefs, whom her lover had
been lavithly praifing. His encomiums therefore heightening
Protheus’s idea of her at the interview, it was the lefs wonder he
fhould be uncertain which had made the ftrongeft impreflion,
Valentine’s praifes, or his own view of her, Bu

t
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Laun. Ay, and whatIdotoo? look thee, I’ll but
lean, and my ftaff underftands me.

Speed. It ftands under thee indeed.

Laun. Why, ftand-under, and underftand, is all one,

Speed. But tell me true, will’t be a match ?

Laun. Ask my dog: if he fay, ay, it will ; if he
fay, no, it will; if he thake his tail, and fay nothing,
it will.

Speed. The conclufion is then, that it will.

Laun. Thou fhalt never get fuch a fecret from me,
but by a parable.

Speed. *Tis well, that I get it fo; but Larnce, how
fay’ft theu, that my mafter is become a notable lover ?

Laun. 1 never knew him otherwife.

Speed. Than how ?

Laun. A notable Lubber, as thou reporteft him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whorfon afs, thou miftak’ft me.

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant thy
mafter.

Speed. 1 tell thee, my mafter is become a hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not tho® he bum
himfelf in love: If thou wilt go with me to the ale-
houfe, fo; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not
worth the name of a Chbriffian.

Speed. Why?

Laun. Becaufe thou haft not fo much charity in
thee, as to go to the ale-houfe with a Chrifisam : wilt
thou go?

Speed. At thy fervice. [ Exexnt.

SCENE IX.

Enter Protheus folus.

Pro. To leave my Fulia, fhall I be forfworn;
To love fair Silvia, fhall I be forfworn ;
To wrong my friend, I fhall be much forfworn:
And ev’n that pow’r, which gave me firft my oath,
Provokes me to this threcfold perjury.
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For undertaking fo unftaid a journey ?
I fear me, it will make me fcandaliz’d.
Luc. If you think fo, then ftay at home, and gonot.
Ful. Nay, that I will not.
Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.
If Protbeus like your journey, when you come,
No matter who’s difpleas’d, when you are gone:
I fear me, he will fcarce be pleas’d withal,
Ful. That is the leat, Lucetta, of my fear :
A thoufand oaths, an ocean of his tears,
And inftances as infinite of love,
Warrant me welcome to my Protbeus.
Luc. All thefe are fervants to deceitful men.
Ful. Bafe men, that ufe them to fo bafe effe@!
But truer ftars did govern Prothexs® birth g
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles 3
His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate ;
His tears, pure meffengers fent from his heart ;
His heart as far from fraud, as heav’n from earth.
Luc. hlx)xl:y heav’n he prove fo, when you come w0
im !

Ful. Now, as thou lov'ft me, do him not that wrong,
To bear a hard opinion of his truth ;
Only deferve my love, by loving him ;
And prefently go with me to my chamber,
To take a note, of what I ftand in need of,
To furnifh me upon my longing journey,
All that is mine 1 leave at thy difpofe,
My goods, my lands, my reputation ;
Only, in lieu thereof, difpatch me hence:
Come, anfwer not; but do it prefently :
1 am impatient of my tarriance. [ Exeunt.

ACT
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Bu, fearing left my jealous aim might err, E
And fo unworthily difgrace the man,

( A rathnefs that I ever yet have fhunn’d ;)

1 gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find

That which thy fcif hatt now difclos’d to me.

And that thou may’ft perceive my fear of this,
Knowing that tencer yeuth is foon fuggefted,

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower,

The key whercof myfelf have ever kept 5

And thence the cannot be convey’d away.

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean
How he her chamber-window will afcend, |
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ;

For which the youthful lover now is gone,
And this way comes he with it prefently :
Where, if it pleafe you, you may intercept him.
But, good my lord, do 1t fo cunningly,

That my difcov’ry be not aimed at;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend,
Hath made me publifher of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he fhall never know
That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adicu, my lord: Sir Valentine is coming.

[ Exit Pro.
S C E N E 1IL

Enter Valentine,

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away fo faft ?

Val. Pleafe it your Grace, there is 2 meffenger
That ftays to bear my letters to my friends,
And I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import ?

Val. The tenour of them doth but fignifie
My health, and happy being at your court.

Duke. Nay then, no matter ; ftay withmea while;
I am to break with thee of fome affairs,

That
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Dumb jewels often in their filent kind,

More than quick words, do move 2 woman’s mind.
Duke. But fhe did {com a prefent, that I fent her.
Val. A woman fometimes icorns what beft contents

her H

Send her another ; never give her d’er;

For fcorn at firft makes after-love the more.

If fhe do frown, ’tis not in hate of you,

But rather to beget more love in you:

If fhe do chide, ’tis not to have you gone 3

For why, the fools are mad if left alone.

Take no repulfe, whatever fhe doth fay 3

For, get you gone, fhe doth not mean away:

Flatter, and praife, commend, extol their graces 5

Tho’ ne’er fo black, fay, they have angels® faces,

That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is no man,

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

Duke. But fhe, I mean, is promis’d by her friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth,

And kept feverely from refort of men,

That no man hath accefs by day to her.

Val. Why then I would refort to her by night.
Duke. Ay, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept fafe,

That no man hath recourfe to her by night.

Val. What lets, but one may enter at her Window ?
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground,

And built {o fhelving, that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life.

Val. \Why then a ladder quaintly made of cords,

To caft up, with a pair of anchoring hooks,

Would ferve to fcale another Hero’s tower ;

So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood,

Advife me where I may have fuch a ladder.

Val. When would you ufe it ? pray, Sir, tell me that.
Duke. This very night ; for love is like a child,
That longs for ev’ry thing that he can come by. .
- - . y‘ A
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Is privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours,

‘Which, all too much, I have beftow’d on thee.

But if thou linger in my tcrritories,

Longer than fwifteft expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court,

By heav’n, my wrath fhall far exceed the love,

I ever bore my daughter or thy felf :

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excufe,

But as thou lov’ft thy life, make fpeed from hence.

[Exit.

SCENE IIL

Val. And why not death, rather than living torment ?
¢ To die, is to be banifh’d from my felf :
¢ And Silvia is my felf ; banifh’d from her,
¢ Is felf from felf: a deadly banifhment!
¢ What light is light, if Silvia be not feen ?
¢ What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by?
¢ Unlefs it be to think, that fhe is by ;
¢ And feed upon the fhadow of perfeétion.
¢ Except I be by Sifvia in the night,
¢ There is no mufick in the nightingale 3
¢ Unlefs I look on Sifvia in the day,
¢ There is no day for me to look upon :
She is my effence, and I leave to be,
If 1 be not by her fair influence
Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept alive.
I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom ;
Tarry I here, I but attend on death :
But fiy I hence, I fly away from life.

Enter Protheus and Launce.

Pio. Run, boy, run, run, and fcek him out.
Laun. So-ho! fo-ho!

Pro. What feeft thou ?
Laun. Him we go to find ¢

-y

‘There's



www.libtool.com.cn



216 The Two Gentlemen of Verona.

As if but now they waxed pale for wo.
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up,
Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-thedding tears,
Could penetrate her uncompaffionate Sire ;
But Valentine, if he be ta’en, muit die.
Befides, her interceffion chaf’d him fo,
‘When fhe for thy repeal was fuppliant,
That to clofe prifon he commanded her,
‘With many bitter threats of ’biding there.
Val, No more ; unlefs the next word that thou
fpeak’ft,
Have fome malignant power upon my life :
If fo, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, ~
As ending anthem of my endlefs dolour. ‘
Pro. Ceafe to lament for that thou canft not help,
And ftudy help for that which thou lament’ft.
Time is the nurfe and breeder of all good :
Here if thou ftay, thou canft not fee thy love;
Befides, thy ftaying will abridge thy life.
Hope is a lover’s ftaff ; walk hence with that 3
And manage it againft defpairing thoughts.
Thy letters may be here, tho’ thou art hence,
‘Which, being writ to me, fhall be deliver’d
Ev’n in the milk-white bofom of thy love.
The time now ferves not to expoftulate ;
Come, I'll convey thee through the city-gate 3
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs :
As thou lov’ft Sikvia, tho’ not for thyfelf,
Regard thy danger, and along with me.

_Val. 1 pray thee, Launce, an’ if thoufeeft my boy,
Bid him make hafte, and meet me at the north-gate.
Pro. Go, Sirrah, find him out: come, Valentine.

Val. O my dear Sifvia! haplels Valentine !
[ Exeunt Valcntine arnd Protheus,

SCENE
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Speed. Well, your old vice ftill; miftake the word:
what news then in your paper ?

Laun. The blackeft news that ever thou heard'ft.

Speed. Why, man, how black ?

Laun. Why, as black as ink.

Specd. Let me read them.

Laun. Fie on thee, jolt-head, thou can'ft not read.

Speed. Thou lyeft, I can.

Laun. Iwill try thee ; tell me this, who begot thee ?

Speed. Marry, the fon of my grand-father.

Laun. O illiterate loiterer, it was the fon of thy
grand-mother ; this proves, that thou canft not read.
Speed. Come, fool, come, try me in thy paper.

Laun. There, and $ St. Nicholas be thy !

Speed. Imprimis, fhe can milk.

Laun. Ay, that the can.

Speed. Item, fhe brews good ale.

Laun. And thereof comes the proverb, Blefing of
Your beart, you brew good ale.

Speed. Item, the can fowe.

Laun. That’s as much as to fay, Can fbe fo?

Speed. Item, fhe can knit.

Laun. What necd a man care for a ftock with a wench,
when fhe can knit him a ftock!

Speed. Item, fhe can wath and {cour.

Laun. A fpecial virtue, for then fhe need not to be
wafth’d and fcour’d.

Speed. Item, fhe can fpin.

Laun. Then may I fet the world on wheels, when
fhe can fpin for her living.

Speed. Item, {he hath many namelefs virtues.

Laun. That’s as much as to fay, Baftard Virtues;
that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have
no names.

§ St. Nicholas be thy fpeed.] St. Nicholas prefided over
Scholars, wlio were therefoie called $¢. Nicholas's Clerks. chcg.
by a quibble between Nicholas and Old Nick, Highway-men, ia
thie Erjt pa:t of Hensy the fourth, are called Nicholas’s Clerds.

Speed.
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Speed. Here follow her vices.

Laun. Clofe at the heels of her virtues.

Speed. Item, fhe is not to be kift tafting, in refpe®t
of her breath.

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended witha break-
faft : read on.

Speed. Iiem, fhe hath a fweet mouth.

Laun. That makes amends for her four breath.

Speed. ltem, fhe doth talk in her fleep.

Laun. 1t’s no matter for that, fo fhe fleep not in
her talk.

Speed. Item, fheis flow in words.

Laun. O villain! that fet down among her vices !
to be flow in words is 2 woman’s only virtue: I pray
thee, out with’t, and place it for her chief virtue.

Speed. Item, fhe is proud.

Laun: Out with that too :" it was Eve’s legacy, and
cannot be ta’en from her.

Speed. Item, fhe hath no teeth.

Laun. I care not for that neither, becaufe I love
crufts.

Speed. Item, fheis curft.

Laun. Well, the beft is, fhe hath no teeth to bite,

Speed. Item. fhe will often praife her liquar. -

Laun. If her liquor be good, fhe fhall ; if fhe will
not, I will; for [%ood things thould be praifed.

Speed. Item, fhe is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue fhe cannot, for that’s writ
down, fhe’s flow of ; of her purfe fhe fhall not, for
that I’ll keep fhut ; now of another thing fhe may,
and that cannot I help. Well, proceed,

Speed. Item, the hath more hairs than wit, and
more faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults.

Laun, ¢ Stop here ; I’ll have her ; the was mine,
¢¢ and not mine, twice or thrice in that article, Re-
$¢ hearfe that once more.

Speed. Item, the hath more hair than wit,

219
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Laun. More hair than wit, it may be ; I’ll prove
it: the cover of the falt hides the falt, and therefore
it is more than the falt ; the hair, that covers the wit,
is more than the wit ; for the greater hides the lefs.
What’s next ? )

Speed. And more faults than hairs,

Laun. That’s monftrous : oh, that that were out!

Speed. And more wealth than faults,

Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gracious:
well, I’ll have her ; and if it be a match, as nothing is
impoffible——

Speed. What then ?

Laun. Why then will I tell thee, that thy mafter
ftays for thee at the north-gate.

Speed. For me?

Laun. For thee ? ay; who art thou ? he hath ftaid
for a better man than thee.

Speed. And muft I go to him ? :

Laun. Thou muft run to him, for thou haft ftaid fo
Jong, that going will fcarce ferve the tumn,

Speed. Why didft not tell me fooner? pox on your
love-letters! be fuinerd

Laun. Now will he wing’d for reading my
letter: an unmannerly flave, that will thruft himfelf
into fecrets.—— I'll after, to rejoice in the boy’s cor-
re€tion, [ Exexnt.

S CENE V.

Enter Duke and Thurio.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that the will love
you.

Now Valentine is banith’d from her fight.

Thu. Since his exile fhe hath defpis’d me moft,
Forfworn my company, and rail’d at me,
That I am defperate of obtaining her,

Duke, This weak imprefs of love is as a figure

Trenched
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S O N G.

Who is Siva? =rat is fbe,
Tbat 6! cur juwains commend ber 2
Hch, foir, ond wife is fbe;
Tbe beav’n fuch grace did lend ber,
Ttat fbe might admired be.
Is fbe kird, as foe is fair ?
{'; beauty lives with kindnefs.
Love doth to ber eyes repair,
To belp bim of bis blindmefs :
And, being belp’d, inbabits there.
Then to Silvia let us fing,
Tbat Silvia is excelling ;
She excels each mortal thing
Upon the dull earth dwelling:
To ber let us garlands bring.

Hoft. How now ? are you fadder than you were
before ? how do you, man? the mufick likes you not.

Ful. You miftake ; the mufician likes me not.

Hoft. Why, my pretty youth ?

Ful. He plays falfe, fath)e’r.

Hoft. How, out of tune on the ftrings?
. Jwl. Notfo; but yet o falfe, that he grieves my
very heart-ftrings. |

Hoft. "You have a quick ear.

Ful. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me have
a flow heart,

Hope. 1 perceive, you delight not in mufick.

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars fo.

Hoft. Hark, what fine change is in the mufick.

Jul. Ay ;, that change is the fpight. :
h'Ho/;. You would have them always play but on¢
thing ?

.. J%. 1'would alwayshgveoncplayhumtbil%&'
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To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode -
And, for the ways are dangerous to pafs,
Upon whote ach and honows T repole

-Upon whofe faith and honour

U?gnot my father's anger, Eglamour ;

But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief;

And on the juftice of my flying hence ;

To keep me from a moft unholy match,
‘Which heav’n 2and fortune ftill reward with plagues.
I do defire thee, even from a heart

As full of forrows as the fea of fands,

To bear me company, and go with me:-

If not, to hide what I have faid to thee,

‘That I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances ;
Which, fince, I know, they virtuoufly are plac’d,
I give confent to go alorg with you;

Recking as little what betideth me,
As much I with all good befortune you.
‘When will you go?
- 8il. This evening coming.
Egl. Where fhall I meet you?
Sil. At friar Patrick’s cell ;
‘Where I intend holy confeffion.
Egl. 1 will not fail your ladyfhip:
Good morrow, gentle lady.
Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. [ Exexxs.

s C E N E VL

Enter Launce with bis Dog.

¢ When a man’s fervant fhall play the cur with him,
¢ look you, it goes hard: one that I brought up of a
¢ puppey, one that | fav’d from drowning, when three
¢ or tour of his blind brothers and fifters went to it ! I
¢ have.taught him, even as one would fay precifely,
¢ thus] would teach adog. I went to deliver him, as
¢ a pre-
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‘When all our pageants of delight were plaid,
Our youth got me to play the woman’s pare,
And I was trim’d in Madam fulia’s gown ;
‘Which ferved me as fit, by all mens judgments,
As if the garment had been made for me;
Therefore, I know, fhe is about my heighe.
And at that time I made her weep a-good,
For 1 did play a lamentable part.
Madam, ’twas Ariadve, paflioning
For Thefeus’ perjury and unjuft flight;
Which I fo lively aéted with my tears,
That my poor miftrefs, moved therewithal,
Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead,
If I in thought felt not her very forrow!

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth.
Alas, poor lady! defolate and left!
I weep myfelf, to think upon thy words.
Here, youth, there is my purfe ; I give thee this
For thy fweet miftrefs’ fake, becaufe thou lov’ft her.

Farcwel. [Exit Siivia.
Ful. And fhe fhall thank you for'’t, if e’er you
know her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful,
1 hope, my matfter’s fuit will be but cold ;
Since fhe refpeéts my miftrefs® love fo much,
Alas! how love can trifle with itfelf!

Here is her picture ; let me fee; I think,

If I had fuch a tire, this face of mine

Were full as lovely as is this of hers :

And gct the painter flatter’d her a little,

Unlefs I flatter with myfelf too much.

. Her hair is auburn, mine is perfeét yellow.

If that be all the diff"rence in his love,

I’ll get me fuch a colour'd periwig.

Her eyes are grty as glafs, and fo are mine;
Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine is hi
What fhould it be, that he refpeéts in her,

But
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S C E N E 1L

Changes to an Apartment in the Duke's Palace,

Enter Thurio, Protheus, and Julia.
Tbu. C 1R Protheus, what fays Sikvia to my fui?
+) Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than fhe was,
And yet fhe takes exceptions at your perfon.
The. Whar, that my leg is too long?
Pro. No; that it is too little.
* qhx. I’ll wear a boot to make it fomewhat rounder.
- Pro. But love will not be fpurr’d to what it loaths;~
Thu. What fays fhe to my face?
Pre. She fays, it is a fair one.
Tbu. Nay, then the wanton lies; my face is black,
Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old faying is,
¢« Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies® eyes.”
Ful. *Tis true, fuch pearls as put out ladies® eyes:
For I had rather wink, than look on them.  [4fde.
9bu. How likes the my difcourfe?
Pro. 1ll, when you talk of war.
Thu. But well, when I difcourfe of love and peace?
§ul. But better, indeed, when you hald your peace.
Thu. What fays fhe to my valour?
Pro. Oh, Sir, fhe makes no doubt of that.
Fal. She needs not, when fhe knows it cowardice.
Thu. What fays fhe to my birth?
Pro. That you are well deriv’d.
Ful. True; from a gentleman to a fool,
Thu. Confiders fhe my poffeffions?
Pro. Oh, ay, and pities them.
Thu Wherefore ?
" Ful. That fuch an afs fhould own them.
Pro. That they are out by leafe,
Fu!l. Here comes the Duke,

Enter




www.libtool.com.cn



242

To: To: G:seren o Verona

T 2 oosimc SO —oTaees, ThaT s ooe,

Biv: ex—"2 T 4% 21 Irick o= soerT.
"2 O Coe. I o V.
1 T2z, Viact B Tx oo, B wa wich !
3 T DTS Tmow-IuET. 2 i KT-TAES;
Bx Mo oo s iear flew 1

\

Go o 3= fer S v el of e =g,
T mo~ pnc: foiv 2. Sxsad,
Tie taciw 2 el e ook Timpe.
1 Daz. Cme, | o2t ormg vou ooy capean'’s cave
Feaxr zr; ot e & booo—shle smd,
As Wl ax 13 G worman awiefly.
$i. O Valemisee ' tis | enlixe tor tee.  [£zav.
£ CENE IV
Tie Ou-iws Covr in 22¢ Foreft
. Exter Vinnvine,
Va. O W &k Goch brez3 a habiz in 2 man!
Txis thad»v detart, unfrequented woods,
I better Lronk than flourithing peopled towns,
Here can [ fit alone, unicen of any,
Ard w the nightingaic’s complaining notes
Tune my ciftreffes, and recerd my woes,
O thou, that doft inhabit in my breaft,
Leave rot the manfion fo long temantlefs 3
L.ft, growing ruinous, the building fall,
And leave no memory of what it was.
Repair me with thy prefence, Sivias
‘T hou gentle nymph, cherith thy forlorn fwain.
What hallo’ing, and what ftir, is this to day ?
Thefe are my matcs, thar make their wills their law,
Have fome unhappy paffenger in chafe.
They love me well, yet I have much to do
T'o keep them from uncivil outrages.
Withdraw thee, Valentine: who’s this comes here?

Eme

a
-8
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What is in Sikia’s face, but I may fpy

More frefh in F«/i2’s with a conftant eye 2
#¢!. Come, come, a hand from cither:

Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe ;

*Twere pity, tv0 fuch friends fhould long be foes.
Prs. Bear witness, heav’n, [ have my wifh for ever.
F«l. And I mine.

S CENE V.
Ei:ter Out-laws, with Duke and Thurio.

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize!

Val. F or%car, for%ear, it IEILZI; lord the Duke,
Your Grac= is weicome to 2 man di ’d,

L'k banifh’d Valeatine.

Duke. Sir Valesiine?

Tbu. Yonder is Silvia: and Silvia’s mine.

Val. Thurio, give back; or elfe embrace thy death:
Come not within the meafure of my wrath.

Do not name Si/via thine; if once again,——
M:len fhall not behold thee.  Here fhe ftands,
Take bur poffzion of her with a touch;

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love,——

Tbu. Sir Valeutine, 1 care not for her, I.

I hold him but 2 fool, that will endanger
His budy for a girl that loves him not.
I claim her not ; and thercfore fhe is thine.

Drte. The more degenerate and bafe art thou,
To make fuch means for her as thou haft done,
And leave her on fuch flight conditions,

Now, by the honour of my anceftry,
I do applaud thy fpiric, Valentine,
And think thee worthy of an emprefs® love
Know then, I here forget all former griefs
Cancdl all grudgz, repeal thee home again,
Plead a new ftaie in thy unrival’d ment,
To which I thus fubfcribe : Sir Valentire,
Thou
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Dramatis Perfonz.

§ I R John Falftaff.

Fenton, a young Gentleman cf [mall Fortune, in Love
with Mrs. Anne Page, ‘

Shallow, & Country Fuftice. :

Slender, Coufin to Shallow, a foolifb Country Squire.

ﬂ]l:l[: gz%g, } two Gentlemen, dwelling a¢ Windfor.

§ir Hugh Evans, a Welch Parfon.

Dr. Caius, @ French Doétor. T

Hoft of the Garter, g merry talking Fellow,

Bardolph,

Piftol, § Sharpers attending on Falftaff,

Nym,

Robin, Page to Falftaff.

William Page, a Boy, Som to Mr. Page,

Simple, Servant to Slender.

Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius.

3

Ms. Page, Wife to M. Page. i

Mrs. Ford, Wife to Mr. Ford.

Mys. Anne Page, Daugbter to Mr. Page, in Lnewb
Fenton.

Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Caius, -

Servants to Page, Ford, &e.

SCENE, Windfor: and the Parts adjacent.



www.libtool.com.cn



252

The Merry Wives of Windfor.

born, mafter parfon, who writes himfelf Armigers in
any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation ; Armsigero.

Shal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time thefe
three hundred years.

Slen. All his fucceffors, gone before him, have don’t;
and all his anceftors, that come after him, may ; ‘they
may give the dozen white luces in their Coat.

Shal. Itis an old Coat.

Eva. The dozen white lowfes do become an old
coat well ; it agrees well, paffant ; itis a familiar beaft
to man, and fignifies love,

Shal. The luce is the freth-fith, the falt-fith is an
old Coat.

Slen. 1 may quarter, coz.

Shal. You may by marrying.

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Eva. Yes, per-lady ; if he has a quarter of your
coat, there is but three skirts for your felf, in my fim-
ple conjectures ; but that is all one : if Sir Fobn Falfaff
have committed difparagements upon you, I am of
the Church, and would be glad to do my benevo-
lence, to make atonements and compromifes between

ou.

Shal. The Council fhall hear it ; it is a riot.

Ewva. It is not meet, the Council hear of a riot 3 there
is no fear of Got in a riot : the Council, look you, fhall
defire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ;
take your viza-ments in that.

Shal. Ha! o’ my life, if I were young again, the
fword fhould end .

Ewa. Tt is petter that friends is the fword, and end
it 3 and there is alfo another device in my prain, which,
peradventure, prings good difcretions with it : there
1s /lmme Page, which is daughter to mafter George Page,
which is pretty virginity.

Slen.
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peradventures, fhall tell you another tale, if matters
grow to your likings. .

Page. 1am glad to fee your worfhips well, T thank
you for my venifon, mafter Shallow.

Shal. Mafter Page, I am glad to fee you ; much
good do it your good heart: I with’d your venifn
better ; it was ill kill’d. How dothgpod miftrefs Page?
and I thank you always with my hcart, la; with my
heart.

Page. Sir, I thank you.

Shal. Sir, I thank you; by yea, and no, T do.

Page. 1 am glad to fee you, good mafter Slender.

Slen. How do’s your fallow greyhound, Sir? I
heard fay, he was out-run on Cotjale. '

Page. 1t could not be judg’d, Sir.

Slen. You’ll not confefs, you’ll not confefs.

Shal. That he will not; ’tis your fault, ’tis your
fault ; ’tis a good dog.

Page. A cur, Sir.

Shal. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog; an
there be more faid? he is good and fair. Is Sir Febs
Falfiaff here?

Page. Sir, he is within; and I would, I could doa
good office between you.

Ewa. Itis fpoke, as a chriftians ought to fpeak.

Shal. He hath wrong’d me, mafter Page.

Page. Sir, he doth in fome fort confefs it.

Shal. If it be confefs’d, it is not redrefs’d ; is not
that fo, mafter Page? he hath wrong’d me ; indeed,
he hath; at a word, he hath; believe me, Roberz
Shallow Efquire faith, he is wrong’d.

Page, Here comes Sir Fobn.

SCENEL
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S CE N E I

Enter Sir John Falftaff, Bardolph, Nym and Piftol.

Fal. Now, mafter Shallow, you’ll complain of me
to the Counal ?

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill’d my
deer, and broke open my lodge.

Fal. But not kifs’d your keeper’s daughter.

Shal, Tut, a pin; this fhall Eﬁ anfwer’d.

Fal. 1 will aniwer it ftrait : I have done all this.
That is now anfwer’d.

Shal. The Council fhall know this.

Fal. *Twere better for you, if *twere not known
in Council ; you’ll be laugh’d at.

Eva. Pauca verba, Sic Jobn, good worts. :

Fal. Good worts ? good cabbage. Slnder, I broke
your head ; what matter have you againft me ?

Slen. Marry, Sir, I have matter in my head againft
you, and againft your cony-catching-rafcals Bardolpb,
Nym, and Piftol.

Bar. You Banbury checfe !

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Pift. How now, Mepboficpbilus ?

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Nym. Slice, I fay ; pauca, pauca : flice, that’s my
humour.

Slen. Where’s Simple, my man? can you tell, coufin ?

Ewa. Peace : I pray you: now let us underftand ;
there is three umpires in this matter, as I underftand ;
that is, mafter Page ; fidelicet, mafter Page ; and there
is my felf; fidelicet, my felf; and the three party is,
lattly and finally, mine Hoft of the Garter.

Pag. We three to hear it, and end it between
s, F I will make a prief of

4. ts ill make a prief of it in my
note-book,e:zig:g will afterwards orI;: upon the caufe
with as great difcreetly as we can. ;

Fal,
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Fal. Piftol.
.Pift. He hears with ears.

Eva. The tevil and his tam ! what phrafe is this,
he hears with ear? why, it is affetations.

Fal. Pifl, did you pick mafter Skender’s purfe?

Slen. Ay, by thefe gloves, did he ; (or I would I
might never come in mine own great chamber again
clfe,) of feven groats in mill-fixpences, and two Edward
fhovel-boards, that coft me two fhilling and two pence
a-piece of Yead Miller, by thefe gloves.

Fal. Is this true, Piftol ?

Eva. No; it is falfe, if it is a pick-purfe.

Pift. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner |—— Sir Fobn,

and mafter mine.
1 Combat challenge of this * latten bilboe :
‘Word of denial in thy Laéra’s here;
Word of denial ; froth and fcum, thou ly’ft,

Slen. By thefe gloves, then ’twas he.

Nym. Be advis’d, Sir, and pafs good humours: I
will fay marry trap with you, if you run the bafe hu-
mour on me ; that is the very note of it.

Slen. By this hat then, he in the red face had it;
for tho’ I cannot remember what I did when you made
me drunk, yet I am not altogether an afs.

Fal. What fay you, *+ Scarlet and Fobn?

Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I fay, the gentleman
had drunk himfelf out of his five fentences.

Ewva. It is his five fenfes : fie, what the Ignorance
is!

Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they fay, ca-
fhier’d ; and fo conclufions paft the car-eires.

3 — latin bilboe : ] Vulg. old Quarto, 1619, Zestem, which
is right. Latten is tinned plates beaten out very thin.

4 Scarlet and John ?] The names of two of Rebin Heed's
companions ; but the humour confiftsin the allufion to Bardelpb’s
red face; concerning which fee the fecond part of Hesry the

th

fourth,
Slex,
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6 | keep but three men and a boy yet, ’till my mo-
ther be dead ; but what though, yet I live like a poor
gentleman born.

Anne. 1 may not go in without your worfhip ; they
will not fit, ’uil you come. !

Slen. I'faith, I’ll eat nothing ; Ithank you as much |
as though 1 did.

Anne. 1 pray you, Sir, walk in.

Slen. I had ratner walk here, I thank you: I bruis'd
my fhin th’other cay with playing at fword and dag-
ger with a mater of fence, three veneys for a difh of |
ftew’d prunes; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the
fmell ot hot meat fince. Why do your dogs bark fo?
be there bears 1’th’ town?

Anne. 1 think, there are, Sir; I heard them talk'd
of.

Slen. | love the fport well, but I fhall as foon quar-
rel at it as any man in England. You are afraid, if
you fee the bear loofe, are you not ?

Anne. Ay, mdeed, Sir.

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me now; I have
feen Sackerfon loofe twenty times, and have taken him
by the chain ; but I warrant you, the women have
fo cry’d and fhriek’d at it, that it paft : but women,
indeed, cannot abide ’em, they are very ill-favour'd
rough things.

Enter Mr. Page.

Page. Come, gentle Mr, Slender, come ; we ftay
for you.

Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir.

Page. By cock and pye, you fhall not chufe, Sir;

come ; come,

6 I keep tut three men and & boy yet, &c.] As grats
foc! as :he poet has made S/eader, it appears, by his boatting of
his =vealth, his breeding, and his courage, that he knew how
win a woman. This is a fine inftance of Shake/prar’s knowledge

of nature.
Sies.
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Hop. Difcard, bully Hercules, cathiery let them

wag; trot, trot.

Fel. 1 fit at ten pounds a week.

Hopt. Thou’rt an Empcror, Cefar, Keifar and Phe
=zar. Iwill entertain Bardolph, he thall draw, he fhal
tap; faid I well, bully Helfor ?

Fal. Do fo, good mine hoft. .
~ Hoft. 1 have {poke, let him follow ; let me fee thee
froth, and live: I am at a word ; follew.

[Exit Hoft.

Fal. Bard.ipk, follow him ; atapfteris a good trade;
an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a wither’d ferving:
man, a {refh tapfter; go, adieu.

Bard. Itis a life that 1 have defir'd : I will thrive.

S [Exit Bard.

Igji O bafe Hungarian wight, wilt thou the fpigot
wield ?

Nym. He was gotten in drink, is not the humeur
conceited ? 7 His mind is not heroick, and there’s the
humour of it.

Fal, 1 am glad, T am fo quit of this tinderbox;
his thefts were too open ; his filching was like an un-
skilful finger, he kept not time.

&]V}-m. ‘The good iumour is to fteal at 2 minute’s
reft.
_ Pift. Convey, the Wife it call: #eal? foh; a fico
Yor the phrafe!

Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almoft out at heecls,

Piff. Why then, let kibes enfue,

Ih'{al. There is no remedy : I muft conycatch, I muft
ift.

Pif. Young ravens muft have food.

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ?

Pift. 1ken the wight, he is of fubftance good.

7 His mind is not beroick, and tkers': the bumonr of it.] Added
T-om the old Quario of 1619,

Fa.
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Fal. O fhe did fo courfe o’er my exteriors with fuch
a greedy intention, thar the appetite of her cl; dd
feem to fcorch me up like a buming-glafs. Here’s
another letter to her; the bears the to0;
the is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. * I will
be Cheater to them both, and they fhall be Exchegaers
to me ; they fhall be my Eaff and #ep-Indies, and 1
will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letter to
miftrefs Page; and thou this to miftrefs Ford : we will
thrive, lads, we will thrive.
Pift. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become,
And by my fide wear ftecl? then, Lacifer take all!
. I'will run no bafe humour ; here, take the hu-
mour-letter, 1 will keep the haviour of reputation.
Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you thefe letters i »
Sail like my pinnace to thefe golden fhores. [7o Robin.
Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanith like hail-ftones, go;
Trudge, plod away o’th’ hoof, feck fthelter, pack !
8 Falfaff will learn the humour of the age,
French thrift, you rogues ; my felf, and skirted page.
[Exeunt Falftaff and Boy.

2 I awill be Cheater to them both, and they foall be Exchequers
#o me;] ‘The fame j. ke is intended here, as in the fecond part
of Henry the fourth, A& 2. I awill bar ne bemeff man
my houfa, nor no Cheater. By which is meant E/fcbeatenrs,
an officer in the exchequer, in nogoud repute with the commoa

people.

3 Falftaff anill learn the bumour of the age,

French thrift, you rogues ; my felf, and skirted page.} Sa

Beauriont and Fleteher, in The borefi man's fortane,
‘tis the comfort, that
NI fortune bas undone me inte the fafbion :
For noaw, in this age, mofft men do begin
To heep but one buy, that kept many men,

SCENE
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S CENZE KXl
Ctanz:s t9 Dr. Caius’'s Heoufe.

Erter Mifrefs Quickly, Simple, axd John Rugby.
Quic. HAT, 7bn Rughy! 1 thee, goto
~ thccafcxz.e:xt, anﬁfeeifyoucan&?
“mafter, mafter Do&or Caius, coming ; if he do, 1’fairh,
and find any body in the houfe, here will be old abe-
fing of God’s patience, and the King’s Exglifh.

Rug. I'll go watch. [ Exzz Rughy.

Quic. Go, and we’ll have a poffet for’t foon at nighe,
in faith, at the latter end of a fea-coal fire. An ho
neft, willing, kind fellow, as ever fervant fhall come
in houfe withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell-zale, nor
no breed-bate ; his worft fault is, that he is givenw

ray’r ; he is fomething peevith that way ; but mo
Eody but has his fault ; but let that pafs. Peter Sin-
pl, you fay, your name is.

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quic. And mafter Skender’s your mafter ?

Sim. Ay, forfooth,

Quic. Does he not wear a great round beard, bke 2
glover’s paring-knife ?

Sim. No, forfooth ; he hath but a little wee-face,
with alittle yellow beard, a Cain-colour’d beard.

Quic. A foftly-fprighted man, is he not ;

Sim. Ay, forfooth ; but he is as tall 2 man of hs
hands, as any is between this and his head ; he hath
fought with a warrener.

LQuic. How fay you? oh, I fhould remember him;
does he not hold up his head, as it were ? and ftrutin
his gate?

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he.

Quic. Well, heav’n fend Anne Page no worfe for-
tunc! Tell mafter parfon Evans, I’ll do what I

= can
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Qmag Ay-me, he’ll find the young man there, and
be mad.

Caius. O Disble, Diable ! vat is in my clofet? vi-
laine, Larron! Rugby, my rapier.

[Pualls Simple out of the clofes.

Quic. Good matfter, be content.

Caius. Wherefore fhall I be content-a ?

Quic. The young man is an honeft man.

Caius. What fhall de honeft man do in my clafet?
dere is no honeft man, dat fhall come in my dofet.

Quic. 1 befeech you, be not fo flegmatick ; hear the
truth of it.  He came of an errand to me from parfon
Hugb.

(glaiu:. Vell.

Sim. Ay, forfooth, to defire her to———

Quic. Peace, I pray you.

Caius. Peace-a your tongue, fpeak-a your tale.

Sim. To defire this honeft gentlewoman your maid,
to fpeak a good word to miftrefs Aumne Page for my
ma.ll{cr in the way of marriage.

Quic. This isall, indeed-la; but I’ll never put my
finger in the fire, and need not. .

Caius. Sir Hughfend-a-you? Rughy, baillez me fome
paper ; tarry you a little-a-while.

Quic. 1 am glad, he is fo quiet ; if he had been
thoroughly moved, you fhould have heard him fo loud,
and fo melancholy : but notwithftanding, man, I’ll do
for your mafter what good I can; and the very ya
and the no is, the French Dofor my mafter, (I may
call him my matfter, look you, for I keep his houfe,
and I wafh, wring, brew, bake, fcour, 5 drefs meat
and make the beds, and do all my felf.)
hmfim. >Tis a great charge to come under one body’s

d.

s drefs mncat, and [d.ink] make the beds, &c.] Del

drink.
e
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Mrs. Page. Whiy, look, where he comes, and my
good man too; he’s as far from jealoufie, as I am from
giving him caufe ; and that, I hope, is an unmeafure.
able diftance.

Mrs. Ford. You are thé happier woman.

Mrs, Page. Let’s confult together againft this grea-
fie Knight. Come hither. - [They retire.

S CENE I
Enter Ford with Piftol, Page with Nym,

Ford. Well, I hope, it be not fo.”

Pift. Hope is a curtal-dog in fome affairs,
Sir Jobn affeéts thy wife. - )

Ford. Why, Sir, my wife is not young. .

Pift. He wooes both high and low, both rich and

poor, : :
Both young and old, one with another, Ford;
He loves thy gally-mawfry, Ford, perpend.

Ford. Love my wife?

Pif. With liver burning hot : prevent, or go thou,
kike Sir Af#eon, he, with Ring-wood at thy heels—O,
odious is the name.

" Ford. What name, Sir? ‘

Pig. The horn, 1 fay : farewel, :
Take heed, have open eye ; for thieves do foot by

night.
Take heed ere fummer comes, or cuckoo-birds af«
fright.
Away, Sir corporal Nym.
Believe it, Page, he fpeaks fenfe.
. ’ [ Exit Piftol,

Ford. 1 will be patient ; I will find out this.

Nym. And this is true: I like not the humour
of lying; he hath wrong’d me in fome humours:
I thould have borne the humour’d letter to her ; but

T2 I have

275
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41 have a fword, and it fhall bite my neceffity.
He loves your wife ; there’s the fhort and the |
My name is Corporal Nym; 1 fgca.k, and I avouch;
>tis true : my name is Nym, and Falfaff loves your
Wife. Adieu; I love not the humour of bread and
cheefe : adieu. [ Exit Nym.

Page. The humour of it, quoth a’! here’s a fellow,
frights humour out of its wits.

Ford. 1 will feek out Falftaff.

Page. 1 never heard fuch a drawling, affe@ing rogue.

Ford. If 1 do find it: well.

Page. 5 I will not believe fuch a Cataian, tho’ the
prieft o’ th’ town commended him for a true man.

Ford. *Twas a good fenfible fellow: well.

I bave a favord, and it fall bite upox my meceffity. He lrts
yusr wife; &c.f] This abfurd paflage n?:)' be poinﬁ’imo fenfe.
I bawve a favord, and it fall bite——upon my meceffity, be lwons
your avife, &c. Having faid his favord fould bite, he
fhort, as was fitting: For he meant that it fhould dize apox ¢
bigh-way. And then turns to the fubje@ of his conference, and
fwears, by bis meceffty, that Faljiaff loved his wife.

s 1 avill not belicwe fuch a Cataian,] Mr. Téecbald has bet
a pleafant note, as ufual. This is & piece of fatire that did wt
awant its force at the time of this play's appearing ; the® the “E

om avhich it is grounded is become ebfolete. And then tells a
ftory of Martin Frobifber attempting the north-weft paflage,
bringing home a black ftone, as he thought, rich in gold-ore:
that it proved not fo, and that therefore Cataians and Frebifbers
became by-words for vain boafters.—— The whole is an idle
dream. All the myftery of the term Cataias, for a liar, is on!
this. China was anciently called Caraia or Catbhay, by the
adventurers that travelled thither; fuch as M. Paxle, and our
Mandeville, who told fuch incredible wonders of this new dif
covered empire, (in which they have not been outdone even by
the Fefuits themfelves, who followed thom) that a notorices
liar was ufually called a Caraian.

SCENEG
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Ford. 1like it never the better for that. Does be
lye at the Garter?

Paze. Ay, marry, does he. If he fhould intend his
voyage towards my wife, I would tum her look to
him ; and what he gets more of her than fharp words,
let it lye on my head.

Ford. 1 do not mifdoubt my wife, but I would be
Joth to turn them together; a man may be too con-
fident; I would have nothing lye on my head ; Ican
not be thus fatisfy’d.

Page. Look, where my ranting Hoft of the Garter
comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or monyin
his puife, when he Jooks fo memly. How now,
mine Hoft?

§ C E N E VI

Enter Hoft and Shallow,

Hoft. How now, bully Rack ? thou’rt 2 gentleman;
cavalerio-juftice, I fay.

Shal. I follow, mine Hoft, I follow. Good even,
and twenty, good mafter Page. Mafter Page, wil
you go with us? we have fport in hand.

e f{'qﬂ. Tell him, cavaliero-juftice ; tell him, bully

(1.4

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir
Hugb the Welch prieft, and Casus the Fremeh do&or.

Ford. Good mine Hoft o’th’ Garter, a word with

ou.
y Hoft. What fay*ft thou, bully Rock?

Sbal. Will you go with us to behold it? my mm{
Hoft hath had the meafuring of their weapons, and,
think, he hath appointed them contrary phaces; for,
believe me, I hear, the parfon is no jeftes. i
will tell you what our fport fhall be.

Hoft. Haft thou no fuit againft my Knight, my
gueft-cavalier ? S

, ‘ Ford.
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§ C E N E IX.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. .Sir Fobn, there’s one mafter * Brook below
would fain fpeak with you, and be acquainted with
you; and hath fent your werfhip a morning’s draught
of fack. '

Fal. Brook, is his name?

Bard. Ay, Sir.

Fal. Call him in; [Exit Bardolph.] fuch Brodks are
welcome to me, that o’erflow with fuch liquor. Ah!
ah! miftrefs Ford and miftrefs Page, have I encompafs’d
you? go to, via!

Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford difgwis’d.

Ford. Blefs you, Sir.
Fal. And you, Sir; would you fpeak with me?

Ford. I make bold to prefs with fo little preparation

upon you.
Fal. You’re welcome ; what’s your will? give us
leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph.

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have fpent much;

my name is Brook.
Fal. Good matter Brook, I defire more acquaintance

of you.

Fy'ord. Good Sir Fobn, I fue for yours ; not to charge
you; for I muft let you underftand, I think myfelf in
better plight for a lender than you are, the which hath
fomething embolden’d me to this unfeafon’d intrufion;
for they fay, if mony go before, all ways do lye open.

Fal. Mony is a good foldier, Sir, and will on.

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of mony here trou-

3 Edition of 1619, in all the {ucceeding editions this name ot
Broek (I can’t tell why) is alter’d to Broom : whereas it is manifeft
from this conceit upon the name that it fhould be Breek. :

Mr. Pvpei:l
CcS
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Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat: by gar, I
love you ; and [ fhall procure *3 you de good guett ;
de Earl, de Knight, de Lords, gc Gentlemen, my
patients.

Hof, For the which I will be thy adverfary toward.
Znne Page : faid I well ? ‘

Caius. By gar, tis good ; vell faid.

" Hof. Let us wag then.

Caius. Come at my heels, Fack Rughy.

[Exesunt.

ACT III. SCENE L
Frogmore, near Windfor.
Ener Evans and Simple.

Evanxs,

Pray you now, good mafter Slender’s fervingman,
and friend Simple by your name, which way have

you look’d for mafter Caius, that calls hi
Doéior of Phyfick?

Simp. Marry, Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward,
every way, old #indfer way, and every way but the
town way.

Eva. I moft fchemeatly defire you, you will alfo
look that way.

Simp. 1 will, Sir.

Ewva. *Plefs my foul, how full of chollars I am, and
trempling of mind ! I fhall be glad, it he nave de-
ceiv’d me ;3 how melanchollies I am! I will knoz ais
urinals about his knave’s coftard, when I have good
opportunitics for the orke: *Plefs my foul!

. [Siigs, being afraid,

U3 By
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cry aim. The clock gives me my cue, and my
furance bids me fearch ; there I fhall find Falfaff: |
fhall be rather praifed for this, than mocked ; forits
as pofitive as the earth is firm, that Falffaff is ther:
I will go.

S CE N E VL

T bim, Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoft, Evan
and Caius.

Shal. Page, &5¢c. Well met, Mr. Ford.

- Ford, Truft me, a good knot : I have good chesr
at home, and, I pray you, all go with me.

Shal. I muft excufe mylelf, Mr. Ford.

Slen. And fo muft I, Sir; we have appointed to
dine with Mrs. Amne, and I would not break with ber
for more mony than I’ll fpcak of.

Shal. We have linger’d about a match between 4
Page and my coufin Slender, and this day we fhal
thave our anfwer.

Slen. 1 hope I have your good will, father Page.

Page. You have, Mr. Sknder 5 1 ftand wholly for
yom;’ ; but my wife, mafter Doctor is for you, alto-

ther. :
geCaia;. Ay, by gar, and de maid is love-a-me: my
nurfh-a-Quickly tell me fo mufh,

Hoft. What fay you to young Mr. Fenton ? he
pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, 3 he writes
verfes, he fpeaks holy-day, he fmells April and May;
he will carry’t, he will carry’t ; ’tis in his buttons, he
will carry’t.

3 He writes werfes, he fpeaks holy-day, ] 4. e. in a high-
flown, faftian ftile. It was called a boly-day fite, from the od
‘cwltom of atting their Farces of the myfleries and meralitici,

which were turgid and bombaft, on holy days. So in Muck aft
absut mothing, I cannot avoo in feftival terms. And agzin

in the Merckant of Venice, — thou fpend’l fuch high-day wit
i praifing bim,

Paze.
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Mrs. Ford. Marry, as1told you before, Fsbs o
Robert, be ready here hard-by in the brew-houfe, i
when I fuddenly call qnyo:,kccoﬁfath. and withos
an or ftzggcrmg basket on
ﬂzguﬁc‘:'sk; that dane, orudge with it in allhaﬂ;a,w;
carry it among the whitlters in Dascbes-Mead, ai
there empty it in the muddy ditch clofc by the T2ems
fide.

Mrs. Page. You will doit?

Mrs. Ford. 1ha’ told them over and over; they
lack no direction. Be gone, and come when ym
are call’d.

" Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin,

Enter Robin.

Mrs. Ford. ¢ How now, my Eyas-musket, whx
news with you?

Rob. My mafter Sir Fobn is come in at your back-
door, miftrefs Ford, and requefts your company.

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you bem
true to us?

Rob. Ay, I'll be fworn ; my mafter knows not of
your being here, and hath threaten’d to put me into
everlafting liberty, if I tell youof it; for he fwears,
he’il turn me away.

Mrs. Page. Thouit a gcod boy ; this fecrefy of
thine fhall be a tailor to thee, and fhall make thee
a new doublet and hofe.  I’ll go hide me.

How now, my Eyas-musket,] Ejas is a young unfledg'd
ba:rk. I fuppofe fromy‘tshe Italian Niafo, which origﬁ.n, figai-
fied any young bird taken frem the ncit urfledg'd, '
young hawk. The Freach, from hence, took their miais, and
ufed itin both thofe fignifications ; to which they added a third,
metaphorically a filly fellow; un gar¢om fort miais, sz smiais.
——Musket fignifics a jparrow bawé, or the fmalleft fpecies of
hawks. This too is from the [talian Mufchette, a fmtli hawk,
as appears from the original fignification of the word, namely,
@ troublefome flinging fly. So that the humour of calling
little page an Eyas-musket is very intelligible.

Mrs. Ferd.
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Ford. Buck ? I would, I could, wath my felf of the
buck : buck, buck, buck ? ay, buck : 1 warrant you,
buck, and of the feafon too, it fhall appear. [ Exent
Servants with the basket.] Gentlemen, I have dream'd
to night, I’ll tell you my dream: here, here, herebe
my keys; afcend my chambers, fearch, feek, find out
P’ll warrant, we’ll unkennel the fox. Let me flop
this way firft. ¢ So, now uncape.

Page. Good matfter Ford, be contented : you wrang
your felf too much.

Ford. True, mafter Page. Up, gentlemen, yu
fhall fee fport anon ; follow me, gentlemen.

Eva. This is ferry fantaftical humours and je:-
loufies. . :

Caius. By gar, ’tis no the fathion of Framce; it is
not jealous in France—

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen, fee the iffue of
his fearch. [ Exexat,

s C E N E XL

Manent Mifirefs Page and Miftre(s Ford.

tthrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency i

is ?

Mrs. Ford. T know not which pleafes me better,
that my husband is deceiv’d, or Sir Fobs,

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your
husband ask’d who was in the basket !

Mrs, Ford. 1 am half afraid he will have need of

wathing ; fo throwing him into the water will do him
a benefit.

6 So mow uncape.] So the Folio of 1623 reads, ad
rightly. Itisaterm in Fox-hunting, which fignities to dig out
the Fox when earth’d. And here is as much as to fay, take out
the foul linnen under which the adulterer lies hid. The Oxferd

Editor reads ancouple, out of pure love to an emendation,

Mrs. Page.
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Shal. She’s coming ; to her, coz. O, boy, thm
hadft a father! _

Slen. 1 had a father, Mrs. 4mme; my uncle cantel
you good jefts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. A
the jeft, how my father ftole two geefe out of a pe,
good uncle.

Shal. Miftrefs Anne, my coufin loves you.

Slen. Ay, that I do, aswell as I love any womm
in Gloucefter/bire. '

Shal. He will maintain you like a tlewoman.

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under
the degree of a Squire,

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds
jointure,

Anmne. Good matter Shallow, let him woo for
himfelf.

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for
that. Good comfort ; fhe calls you, coz : I’ll leave

ou.
y Anne. Now, mafter Slender.

Slen. Now, good miftrefs Anne.

Anne. What is your ;vill ? X

Slen. My will ? od’s heart-lings, that’s a N
indeed, 1 nye’cr made my Will n%:’ I thank ?at:’ynjfti
am not fuch a fickly creature, { give heav’n praife.

Anne. | mean, Mr. Slender, what would you with
me?

Slen. Truly, for my own part, I would lttle or
nothing with you ; your father and my uncle have
made motions ; if it be my luck, fo ; if not, happy
man be his dole! they can tell you how things go,
better than I can; you may ask your father; here
he comes.

SCENE
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Quic. Well, fhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would
yern your heart to fee it. Her husband goes this mon-
ing a birding ; fhe defires you once more to come tohes
between eight and nine. I muft carry her word quickly;
the’ll make_you amends, | warrant you.

Fai. Well, I will vifit her; tell her fo, and bid her
think what a man is : let her confider his frailty, and
then judge of my merit. .

" Quic. T will tell her.
"Fal. Do fo. Between nine and ten, fay’ft thou?

Quic. Eight and nine, Sir. ,

Fal. Well, be gone ; I will not mifs her.

Quic. Peace be with you, Sir. [ Exit.

Fal. 1 marvel, I hear not of mafter Brook ; he fent
me word to.ftay within : I like his mony well. Oh,
here he comes. :

S CE N E XVIL

Enter Ford.

Ford. Blefs you, Sir.

Fal. Now, matfter Brook, you come to know what
hath pafs’d between me and Ford’s wife.

Ford. That, indeed, Sir 7obn, is my bufinefs.

Fal. Mafter Brook, 1 will not lie to you; I wasat
her houfe the hour fhe appointed me.

Ford. And you fped, Sir?

Fal. Very ill-favour’dly, mafter Brook.

Ford. How, Sir, did fhe change her determination ?

Fal. No, mafter Brook ; but the peaking cornuto her
husband, mafter Brook, dwelling in a continul larum of

jealoufie, comes me in the inftant of our encounter ;

after we had embrac’d, kifs’d, protefted, and as it
were, fpoke the prologue of our comedy; and at his
heels a rabble of his companions, thither provok’d and

inftigated by his diftemper, and, forfooth, to fearch his
houfe for his wife’s love.

Ford.
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The Merry Wives of Windfor,

Eva. *Oman, art thou lunacies? haft thou no un-
derftandings for thy cafes, and the numbers of the
genders ? thou art .as foolith chriftian creatures, as [
would defire. .

Mrs. Page. Pry’thee, hold thy peace. “

Eva. Shew me now, William, lgxenc declenfions of
your pronouns.

Will. Forfooth, I have forgot.

Eva. 1t is, qus, gu,i«od if you forget your guies,
your gues and your quo you muft be prccches go
your ways and play, go.

L Mrs. Page. He is a better {cholar, than I thought
e was.
- Eva. He is a good {prag memory. Farewel, Mrs,

Pa e.
Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. Getyou home,

boy. Come, we ftay too long. [Exeuns,
s ¢ E N E IL
Changes to Ford’s Houfe.

Enter Falitaff and Mprs. Ford.

Fal, M Iftrefs Ford, our forrow hath eaten 1 up my
fufferance ; , fce, you are obfequious in
your love, and I profe efs requital to a haxr’eﬁ.-eadth;
not only, miftrefs Ford, in the fimple office of love,
but in all the accouftrement, comp ent, and cere-
mony of it. But are you fure of your husband now ?
Mrs. Ford. He’s a birding, fweet Sir “Fobn.
Mrs. Page. [within.] What hoa, goffip Ford! what

‘hoa!
Mrs, Ford. Step into the chamber Sir Fobn.

[Exit Falftaff; _

Enter Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Page. How now, fwect heart, who's at home

befides your felf ?
Yor. L Y Mrs, Ford,
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S C EN E IL

Enter Falltaff,

Fal. No, I'll come no more i'th® basket : may I
not go out, ere he come ?

Mrs. Page. Alas! alas! three, of mafter Ford's bro-
thers watch the door with piftols, that none fhould
iffue out, otherwife you migﬁt flip away ere he came:
but what make you here ? .

Fal. What fhall I do? I’ll creep up into the chim-

mMrs. Ford. There they always ufe to difcharge their
sirding-pieces ; creep into the kill-hole,

Fal. Where is it? . :

Mrs. Ford. He will feek there, on my word : nei-
ther prefs, coffer, cheft, trunk, well, vault, but he hath
mn abftract for the remembrance of fuch places, and
goes to them by his note; there is no hiding you in
the houfe. B '

Fal. I’ll go out then.

Mirs. Ford. If you go out in your own femblance,
you die, Sir Fobm, unlefs you go out difguis’d. How
might we difguife him ?

Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, Iknow not ; thereisno
woman’s gown big enough for him ; .otherwife, he
might put on 2 hat, a mufier, and a kerchief, and fo
}2. Good heart, devife fomething ; any extremity,
rather than mifchief. - : ‘

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the far woman of
Brainford, has a gown above.

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will ferve him ; the’s
1s big as he is, and there’s her thram hat, and her
muffler too. Run up, Sir Jobs.

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, fweet Sir Fobn ; miftrefs Page
and | will look fome linnen for your head.

Y 2 Mrs. Page.

32
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S CENE 1V

Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius and Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, mafter Page, have
you any way then to unfool me again? fit down the’
basket, villain ; fomebody call my wife: youth in a
basket! oh, you panderly rafcals! there’s a knot, a
gang, a L‘pack, a confpiracy, againft me: now fhall
the devil be tham’d. What! wife, I fay; come,
come forth, behold what honeft cloaths you fend forth.
to bleaching.

Page. * Why, this pafles, mafter Ford,—~——you are’
not to go loofe any longer, you muft be pinnion’d.

4 Eva. Why, this is lunaticks ; this is mad as a mad
og. .
Enter Mrs. Ford.

Shal. Indeed, mafter Ford, this is not well, indeed.

Ford. So fay 1 too, Sir. Come hither, miftrefs Ford
miftrefs Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wife, the
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus-
band ! I fufpeét without caufe, miftrefs, do I ?

Mrs. Ford. Heav’n be my witnefs, you do, if you
fufpect me in any dithonetty.

Fard. Well faid, brazen-face ; hold it out: come
forth, Sirrah. { Pulls the cloaths out of the baskes.

» Why, tbis paffes, Mr. Ferd.] No phrafe occurs more fre-
uently in Shakefpear than this—it paft,—— and——it paffes.
1: is ufed oa all occafions treated in the familiar way, and always
conveys the idea of excefs : So that i# pafes fignifies it furpafes
all meafure, imagination, or expreffion.  And chis is the fenfe of
the phrafe wherever it is ufed. Eng/i#mes hate long fpeeches,
which hath made our tongue abound with half fentences, N
what is more, with half words. IT Takzs is another phrafe of
the fame kind, which modern ufe has rendered very intelligible,
et in it felf it is as ambiguous as js p:(‘n. The whole fentence
geing—-it takes or captivates the judgment, the fangy, the In-
tereft, the paffions, (¢, '

Y3 Page,
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Page This paffes
Mrs. Ford. Are you not atham®d? let the doas
alone.
Ford. 1 fhall find -you anon.
Eva. °Tis unrcafonable ; will you take up yur
wife’s cloaths ? come away. ﬁ

Ford. Empty the basket, I fay.

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why —

Ford. Mafter Page, as I ama man, there wasar
convey’d out of my houfe yefterday in this basks;
why may not he be there again? in my houfe I am fix
he 1s; my intelligence is true, my jealoufie is reaicer
able ; pluck me out all the linnen.

Mrs. Fer-d. If you find a man there, he fhall dics
flea’s death, '

Page. Here’s no man.

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, mafter Ferd;
this wrongs you.

Eva. Mafter Ford, you muft pray, and not follow
the imaginations of your own heart ; this is jealoufis.

Ford. Well, he’s not here I feek for.

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain

Ford. Help to fearch my houfe this onc time; #1
find not what I feek, fhew no colour for my exme-
mity ; let me for ever be your table fport ; et them
fay of me, as jealous as Ford, that fearcheth a hollow
wall-nut for his wife’s leman. Satisfie me once mare,
once more fearch with me. ‘

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, miftrefs Page ! come you,
and the old woman down; my husband will come into
the chamber.

Ford. Old woman! what old woman’s that ?

Mrs. Ferd. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Bres-

Jord.

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quesn ;
have I not forbid her my houfe ? fhe comes of errands,
doces fhe ? we are imple men, we do not know what's

brough
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Sometime a keeper here in #indjor foreft,
Doth all the winter-ime at ftill of midmighe
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cartle;
And makes milch-kine yicld blood, and fhakes a
In a moft hideous and ul manner.
You’ve heard of fuch a fpirit; and well you know,
The fuperftitious idle-headed EU
Receiv’d, and did deliver to our age,
This tale of Herne the hunter for a2 oruth.
Page. Why, yet there want not many, ¢hat do fr
In deep of night to walk by this Herze’s ock ;
But what of this ?
Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device,
That Falffaff at that oak fhall meet with us.
We'll fend him word to meet us in the ficld,
Difguifed like Herne, with huge homns on his bead.
Page. Well, let it not be doubted, but he’ll come.
And in this thape when you have brought him thithr,
What fhall be done with him? what is your plot?
Mis. Pa e,h That likewife we have th upon,
thus:
Nan Page, (my daughter) and my little fon,
£ind three or four more of their growth, we’li drefs
Like wurchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white,
'With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads,
And rattles in their hands ; upon a fudden,
As Falftaff, the, and I, are newly met,
Let them from forth a faw-pit ruth at once
3 With fome diffufed fong: upon their fighe,
We two, in great amazednefs, will fly;
Then let them all encircle him about,
4 And fairy-like too, pinch the unclean knight;
With foe diffule : iffaled fou, A g
Ihi?kn o\u/i;:x”o wild guﬁ;‘engs ::;ﬁ:i th’eﬁbﬁgsmffan:t{z.zﬁrg
as thofe whofe fubje& is fairy-land.

4 And fairy-like 1o pinch the ureleax Kuight ;] TheGranmar
requires us to read,

And fairy-like T0O, pinch the snclean Kmight. And
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Hsf. Hue and cry, villain, go! aflift me, Kni
I amn undone; fly, run, hue aﬁ ery! Villain, Ilgha:
uhidone ! [ Exit,
Fal. 1 would, all the world might be cozen’d, for E
Bave been cozened and beaten too. I it thould come
to the ear of the Court, how I have been transformed,
and how my transformation hath been wath’d and
- cudgel’d, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by
drop, and liquor fithermens boots with me. I war-
rant, they would whip me with their fine wits, *till I
were as creft-faln as a dry’d pear. I never profper’d
fince I forfwore myfelf at Primero. Well, if my wind
were but long enough to fay my prayers, I would re-

pent. ——
S ¢ E N E X
Enter Mifirefs Quickly.

Now, whence come you ?

Quic. From the two parties, forfooth.

Fal. The devil take onbztﬁmy, and his dam the
other, and fo they fhall be beftow’d. I have fuf-
fer’d more for their fakes, more than the villainous
i of man’s difpofition is able to bear.

Quic. And have not they fuffer’d? yes, I warrant,
fpecioufly one of them ; miftrefs Ford, good heart, is
beaten black and blue, that you cannot fee a white
fpot about her.

Fal. What tell’ft thou me of black.and blue ? I was
beaten myfelf into all the colours of the rainbow; and
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brain-
ford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, coun-
terfeiting the action of an old woman, deliver’d me,
the knave conftable had fet me i’th’ ftocks, i’th’ com-
mon ftocks, for a witch, _

Quic. Sir, let me fpeak with you in your chamber;
you fhall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to your

content,
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And firm for Do&or Gasus, hath appointed
‘That he fhall likewife fhuffle her away,
(While other fports are tasking of their minds ;)
And at the Deanry, where a Eridt attends,”
ight marry her ; To this her mother’s Plot

She, feemingly obedient, likewife hath
Made promife to the Do&tor.——Now, thus it refts
Her father means fhe {hall be all in white,
And in that drefs when Slender fees his time
‘T'o take her by the hand, and bid her go,
. She fhall go with him.——Her.mother hath intended,
‘The better to devote her to the Doctor, .
‘II_'" or they muft all be mask’d and vizarded)

hat, quaint in green, fhe fhall be loofe enrob’d,
‘With ribbands-pendent, flaring *bout her head ;
~ And when the or {pies his vantage ripe,
To pinch her by the hand, and on that token,
‘The maid hath given confent to go with him.

Hop. th?uch means fhe to deceive? father or mo-

ther

~ Fen. Both, my Hoft, to go along with mey
And here it refts, mou’ll procugre th?%":car
To ftay for me at church, *twixt twelve and one,
And in the lawful name of marrying,
‘To give our hearts united ceremony.

Hoft. Well, husband your device ; I'll to the Vicar.
Bring you the maid, you fhall not lack a prieft.

Fen. So fhall I evermore be bound to thee;
Befide, I’ll make a prefent recompence. [Exeunt.

S C EN E XIL
Re-enter Falftaff and Mifire[s Quickly.

Fal. Pr’ythee, no more pratling; go, I'll hold.
This is the third time ; Thope, good luck lyes in odd
" You. L A numbers ;



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



Tbe Merry Wives of Windfor.

and then another fault in the femblance of a fowl:
think on’t, Jove, a foul fault. When Gods have hot
backs, what fhall poor men do? for me, I am here a
Windfor ftag, and the fatteft, I think, i’th’ foreft. Send
me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who can blame me to pifs
my tallow? who comes here ? my Doe?

Enter Mifirefs Ford and Mifirefs Page.

Mrs. Ford. Sir Jobn ? art thou there, my deer ? my.

male-deer? 5
Fal. My doe with the black fcut? let the sky rqin
tatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green-Skeves 5

il kifing-comfits, and fnow eringoes ; let there'
come a tempeft of provocation, I will fhelter me here,’

Mts. Ford. Miftrefs Pqge is come with me, fweet

Fal, Divide me like a (2) bribe-buck, each a
haunch ; I will keep my fides to myfelf, my thoulders
for the fellow of this walk, and my homns I bequeath
your husbands. Am I a woodman, ha? Speak I like
Herne the hunter? why, now is Cupid 3 child of con-
fcience, he makes reftitution. As I am a true fpirity
welcome! [Noife witbin,

Mrs. Page. Alas! what goife?

Mrs. Ford. Heav'n forgive our fins |

Fal. Wh;t thould this be?

N 552 . e

[The women run out,

Fal. 1 think the devil will not have me damn’d, left

the oil that is in me fhould fet hell on fire; he never
would elfe crofs me thus.

[ (a) bribe-buck, Mr. Theobald, ~— Vulg. brib'd buck.]

Z 3 SCENE
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8len. 1 came yonder at Katon to marry miftres Ane
Page, and fhe’s a great lubberly boy. "If it had not
been i’th church, I would have fwing’d him, or he
thould have fwing’d me. If I did not think it had
been Anne Page, would I might never ftir, and ’tis a
poft-mafter’s boy.

Page. Upon my life, then you took the wrong,

Sten. What need you tell me that? I think fo, when
1 took a boy for a girl: if I had been marry’d to him,
for all he was in woman’s apparel, I would not have
had him,

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell
you, hgw you thould know my daughter by her gar-
ments !

Slen. 1 went to her in white and cry’d mws, and
fhe cry’d budget, as Anne and 1 had appointed ; and
yet it was not Aane, but a poft-mafter’s-boy.

Eva. Jethu! Mafter § » cannot you fee but
marry boys?

Page. O, I am vext at heart.  'What fhall T do?

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry ; 1 knew of
your purpofe, turn’d my daughter into green, and, in-
deed, fhe is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, and
there married.

§ € E N E VIL
Enter Caius.

Caixus. Ver is miftrefs Page ? by gar, I'am cozen’d;
I ha’ marry’d one garfoon, a boy ; one peafant, by
gar; a boy; it is not Ame Pages by gar, 1 am
P Why ? did take her in green ?

‘Mis. Page. ? did you not take her in

Caius. Ay, be gar, and ’tis a boy ; ‘be gar, I'll raife
all Windfor.

Ford. This is ftrange! who hath got the right Aume 2

Pgge. My heart mifgives me ; here comes Mr. Fenton.
. ' Enter
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Dramatis Perfonze.

VINCENTIO, Duke of Vienna.

Angelo, Lord Deputy in t:e Dul:;’: abfence.
An ancient Lord, join’d with Angelo i

Efc-alus’} Deputation.

Claudio, a4 young Gentlemay.

Lucio, a Fantaftick.

Two Gentlemen.

Varrius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke,

Provoft.

Thomas, .

Peter, } two Friars.

A Fufpice.

Elbow, a fimple Confiable.

Froth, a foolifh Gentleman.

Clown, Servant to Myrs. Over-doney -

Abhorfon, an Executioner.

Barnardine, a diffolute Prifoner.

Ifabella, Sifier to Claudio.
Mariana, betrotbed to Angelo.
Juliet, beloved of Claudio.
Francifca, 2 Nun.
Miftrefs Over-done, @ Bawd.
Guards, Officers, and otber Attendants,

SCENE, Vienna.

ME?
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Meafure for Meafure.

I wil, as twcrcaBrotbu'ofy$n-0rdu'
Viﬁtbothpmwcandpcoplc erefore, prythee,
Supplymcthhthchabut, mﬂmhl&n:,
How I may formally in perfon bear,
Like a true Friar. More reafons for this ation
At our more leifure fhall I render you ;
Only, this one : — Lord /ngelo is precife 5

“« wadsataguardwuhmvy,ﬁ:amcmnfeﬁ:
¢¢ That his blood flows, or that his

¢« Is more to bread than ftone : hence thall we fee,
If pow’r change purpofe, what our fecemers be. [Exe.

§$ C E N E VI
A Nunnery.

Enter labella and Francifca.

Ifab. A N D have you Nuns no further privileges?
v A Nun. Are not thefe large cmmghptl =
Ifab. Yes, truly; I fpeak not as defiring more ;
But rather withing a more ftri& reftraint
Upon the fifter-hood, the votarifts of Saint Cb‘t
Lacio. [within.] Hoa ! Peace be in this place!
Ifab. Who's that, which calls ?
Nun. It is a man’s voice : gentle Ifabella,
‘Tum you the key, and know his bufinefs of him ;
You may; I may not; you are yet unfworn :
* When you have vow d you muft not fpeak with men,
But in the prefence of the Priorefs 5
Then, if you fpeak, you muft not thew your face ;
Or, if you thew your face, you muft not ﬁ:eak . He

8 When yox bavve vou’d, you muft not fpeak with mes,
But in the prefence nf the Priorefs;
Then, if yox fpeak, you muft not fheaw your face s
Or, if you foew your face, you muft not fpeak.] 'nm iss
very artful p::g:nnon for the eﬂ'egnthat Ifabels folicitation had
on Angelo in the following Scene, as it fhews the mifchiefs of
beauty



Meafure for Meafure.

He calls again; I pray you, anfwer him. [Exit Franc,
Ifab. Peace and profperity ! who is’t that calls ?

Enter Lucio,
Lucio. Hail, virgin, (if you be) as thofe cheek-rofes

Proclaim you are no lefs ; can you fo ftead me,
As bring me to the fight of Jfabella,
A novice of this place, and the fair fifter
To her unhap;}:ly brother Claudso ?
Ifab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask
The rather, for I now muft make you know
1 am that Jfabella, and his fifter. [you;
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prifon.
Ifab. Wo me! fo;‘zhhat ? JEIf
Lucia. For that, which, if myfelf might be his judge.
He fhould receive his punifhment in tﬁmks 3 28
He hath got his friend with child.
Ifab. Sir, make me not your ftory. [liar fin
Lucio.’Tis true : — I would not (tho’ 9 *tis my fami-
‘With maids to feem the lapwing, and to jeft,
‘Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins fo,
I hold you as a thing en-sky’d, and fainted ;

beanty to be fo great, that the Religions had laid down rules and
regulations to prevent its inordinate influence, which leffens our
furprife at Angelo’s weaknefs,
et 111 amiliar
9 With maids n”f'{l{u the hﬂjf;;:ﬁ;-] The Oxford Editor's
note, on this paffage, is in thefe words, The lapawings fiy with
Jeeming fright and anxiely far from their nefls, to daceive thofe
auvbe feek their young. And do not all other birds do the fame?
But what has this to do with the infidelity of a general lover, to
whom this bird is compared. It is another quality of the lap-
wing, that is here alluded to, wiz. its perpetually flying fo low
and fo near the paffenger, that be thinks he has it, and then is
fuddenly gone again. This made it a proverbial exprefion to
. fignify a lover's falthood : and it feems to be a very old one;
for Chasctr, in his Plowman's Tale, {ays——And lapwings shut
well comith lie,

Yo.. I Bb By
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Meafure for Meafure.

EB. If it pleafe your Honour, I know not well what
they are; but precife villains they are, that I am fure
of ; and void of all profanation in the world, that good
chriftians ought to have.

Efcal. This comes off well ; here’s a wife officer.

Ang. Go to : what quality are they of ? Elbow is
your name ? why doft thou not fpeak, Elbow 2

Clswn. He cannot, Sir; he’s out at elbow.

Zng. What are you, Sir?

Elb. He, Sir? a tapfter, Sir; parcel-bawd; one
that ferves a bad woman ; whofe houfe, Sir, was, as
they fay, pluckt down in the fuburbs ; afd now fhe

rofefles a hot-houfe ; which, I think, is a very ill
oufe too.

Efcal. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife, Sir, whom I deteft before heav’nand
your Honour,

Efeal. How! thy wife ?

Eb. Ay, Sir; whom, I thank heav’n, is an_honeft
woman j =—

Efcal. Doft thou deteft her therefore ?

Elp. 1 fay, Sir, I will deteft my felf alfo, as well as
the, that this houfe, if it be not a bawd’s houfe, it is
pity of her life, for itis a naughty houfe.

Efcal. How doft thou know that, conftable ?

Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife; who, if fhe had
heen a woman cardinally given, might have been ac-
t;:fed in fornication, adultery, and all uncleannefs
there.

Efcal. By the woman’s means ?

El. Ay, Sir, by miftrefs Over-dome’s means, but
as fhe fpit in his face, fo fhe defy’d him.

Clown. Sir, if it pleafe your Honour, this is not fo.

Elb. Proveit before thefe varlets here, thou honour-
able man, prove it

Efeal. Do you hear how he mifplaces ?
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& 3 year; whofe father dy'd at Halowmas. Wast
« ot at Halowmas, matter Froth?

Fr:to. All-boiand eve.

« Crex. Why, very well ; 1 hope here be truths.
¢ He, Sr, ftring, as I fay, :n a lower chair, dir;
¢ *twas in the bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you
¢ have a delight ro fir, have you not?

Frzth. 1 have fo, becaufe it is an open room, and
good for winter. '

¢ Clzen. Why, very well then; I hope here bt
¢ truths.

/ing. This wiil laft out a night in Rauffa,

When nights are longeft there. I’ll take my leave,
And leave you to the hearing of the caufe;
Hoping, you’ll find good caufe to whip them all.

S C E N E IL

Efcal. 1think no lefs. Good morrow to your lord-
thip. [ £x:2 Angelo,

Now, Sir, come on : what was done to Elbew’s wifs,
once more ?

Clown. Once, Sir? there was nothing done to her
once.

Elb. 1 befeech you, Sir, ask him what this man did
to my wife.

Clown. 1 befeech your Honour, ask me.

Efcal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to her?

Clown. 1 befeech you, Sir, look in this gentleman’s
face ; good mafter Froth, look upon his Honour ; *tis
for a good purpofe; doth your Honour mark his face?

Eﬁ:’l; Ay, Sir, very well,

Clown. Nay, I befeech you, mark it well,
Efeal. Well, I do fo.
Cl?own. Doth your Honour fee any harm in hit

e
Efeal, Why, no,
Cloum,
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thee. ‘Thou art to continue now, thou variety thou
art to continue,

Efecal. Where were you bom, friend ?  [Te Froth.

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir.

Efcal. Are you of fourfcore pounds a year ?

Froth. Ycs, and’t pleafe you, Sir.

Efeal. So. What trade are you of, Sir?

[Zo #be Clown,

Clown. A tapfter, a poor widow’s tapfter.

Efcal. Your miftrefs’s name ?

Clown. Mifltrefs Over-done.

Efcal. Hath fhe had any more than ene husband?

Clown. Nine, Sir: Over-done by the laft.

Efcal. Nine? come hither to me, mafter Frasb:
mafter Froth, 1 would not have you r with
tapfters ; They will draw you, mafter Frozb, and you
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear m
more of you.

Frotb, 1 thank your worthip; for mine ewn past, [
never come into any roem in a taphoufe, but I am
drawn in.

Efcal. Well; no more of it, mafter Frozh ; farewel.

[Exit Froth.

S C E N E 1V,

Come you hither to me, mafter tapfter; what’s your
name, mafter tapfter ?

Clown. Pompey.

Efeal. What clfe ?

Clown. Bum, Sir.

Efcal. Troth, and your bum is the greateft thing
about you, fo that, in the beaftlieft fenfe, you are
Pompey the Great.  Pompey, you are partly a bawd,
Pompey 5 howfoever you colour it in being a tapfter;
are you not ? come tell me true, it fhall be the better
for you.

Clowow,
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Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, Wench; he will relent ;
He’s coming : I perceive’t.

Prov. Pray heav’n, fhe win him!

Ifab. * We cannot weigh our brother with yourfelf:
Great men may jeft with Saints; ’tis wit in them ;
But, in the lefs, foul prophanation.

Lucio. Thou’rt right, girl ; more o’ that.

Ifab. That in the captain’s but a cholerick word,
‘Which in the foldier is flat blafphemy.

Lucio. Art avis’d o’ that ? more on’t.

Ang. Why do you put thefe fayings upon me?

_Ifab. Becaufe authority, tho’ it err like others,
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfelf,
That skins the vice o’ th’ top : go to your bofom;
Knock there, and ask your heart, what it doth know
That’s like my brother’s fault ; if it confefs
A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his,
Let it not found a thought upon your to
Againft my brother’s life. Fony et

Ang. She fpeaks, and ’tis fuch fenfe,

9 That my fenfe bleeds with it. Fare you well.

Ifab. Gentle, my lord, turn back.

Ang. 1 will bethink me ; come again to-morrov.

Ijab. Hark, how I’ll bribe you: good my lord,

turn back.

the angels that, fays Shakefpear, they would laugh themklve
out of their immortality, by indulging a paflion which does not de-
ferve that prerogative. The ancients thought, that immoderate
laughter was caufed by the bignef(s of the fpleen.

8 We cannot aveigh our brother with our felf : ] Why coald
fhe not ? She could not weigh her brother with the Duke indeed,
their qualities being fo difproportioned as to aggravate her bro-

ther’s crimes, and extenuate the Duke's. So that it is plain we
thould read

aith your felf.
9 That my fenfe bleeds awith it.] The firk Folio reads breeds.

which tho' it have no meaning, yet Mr. Theobald adopts, amd
difcards a very fenfible word, to make room for it.

Axg.
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Duke. There reft.
Your partner, as I hear, muft die to-morrow,
And I am going with inftrution to him ;
So, grace go with you! enedicite. [ Ext.

Fuliet. Muft die to-morrow! * oh, injurious love,
That refpites me a life, whofe very comfort
Is ftill a dying horror !

Prov. *Tis pity of him. [ Exenst.

S C E N E X.
Changes to the Palace.

Enter Angelo.

Ang,w HEN I would pray and think, I thnk
and pray

To fev’ral fubjets: heav’n hath my empty words,

¢ Whilft my intention, hearing not my tongue,

Anchors on Ifabel. Heav’n’s in my mouth,

Asif I did but only chew its name ;

And in my heart the ftrong and fwelling evil

Of my conception : the ftate, whereon I ftudied,

Is like a good thing, being often read,

7 Grown fear’d and tedious ; yea, my gravity,

‘Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride,

Could I with boot change for an idle plume

‘Which the air beats for vain. Oh place! oh form!

5 ob, injuricus love,] Her execution was refpited oa x-
count of her pregnancy, the eff.Cts of her love: therefore fhe calls
it injurious; not that it brought her to fhame, but thae it bis-
dered her freeing herfclf from it. Is not this all very natwnl?
yet the Oxford Editor changes it to injurions laew.

6 Whil} my intention,] Nothing can be either plainer o
exaéter than this expreflion. But the old blundering Folio having
it, invention, this was enough for Mr. Theobald to prefer antho-
rity to fenfe.

7 Grown FEAR'D and tedious;] We fhould read sear’n:

i.e. old. So Shakefpear ufes, in the fear, to fignify old age.
How




www.libtool.com.cn



392

Meafure for Meafure.

§ ¢C E N E XL

Enter Ifabella.

Ifzb. I am come to know your pleafure.
Ang. That you might know it, would much better
pleafe me,
Than to demand, what ’tis. Your brother cannot live.
Ifab, Ev’n fo ? — Heaven keep your Honour!
~ [Going.
Ang. Yet may he live a while; and, it may be,
As long as you or I ; yet he muft die.
Ifab. Under your fentence ?
Ang. Yea.
Ifab. When, I befeech you? that in his reprieve,
Longer or fhorter, he may be fo fitted,
That his foul ficken not.
Ang. Ha? fie, thefe filthy vices! *twere as good
To pardon him, that hath from nature ftol’n
A man already made, as to remit
Their fawcy {weetnefs, that do coin heav’n’s image
In ftamps that are forbid : ¢ ’tis all as eafie,
Falfely to take away a life true made ;
As to put metal in reftrained means,
T'o make a falfe one.
Ifab. *Tis fet down fo in heav’n, but not in earth.
Ang. Anlc{l fay you fo? then I fhall poze youy
~ quickly.
‘Which had you rather, that the moft juft law
Now took your brother’s life ; or, to redeem him,

9 *tis all as eafie, ] Eafie is here put for light or trifling.
’T:s, fays he, as light or trifling a crime to do fo, as fo, &f¢.
Which the Oxfard Editor not apprehending, has alter’d it tojnf;
for *iis much eafier to conceive what Shakefpear fhould fay, than
what he does fay. So juft before, the poet faid, with his ufual
licence, their fawcy faveetnefs, for fawcy indulgence of the ap-

«tite.  And this, forfooth, muft be changed to fawcy Jeavdnefs,
tho’ the epithet confines us, as it were, to the poet's word.

Give




www.libtool.com.cn



394

Meafure for Meafure.

1fab. True.

Ang. Admit no other way to fave his life.
(As I fubfcribe not that, nor any other,

But in the lofs of queftion,) that you his fifter,
Finding, yourfelf defir’d of fuch a perfon,

Whofe credit with the judge, or own great place,
Could fetch your brother from the manacles

Of the all-holding law ; and that there were
No earthly mean to fave bim, but that either
You muft lay down the treafures of your body
To this fuppos’d, or elfe to let him fuffer ;
What would youy. do.?

Ifab. As much for my poor brother, as myfelf :
That is, were I under the terms of death,

Th’ impreflion of keen whips I’d wear as rubies,
And ftrip myfelf to death, as to a bed
That longing I've been fick for, ere I'd yield
My body up to fhame.
Ang. Then muft your brother die.
Ifab. And ’twere the cheaper way ;
Better it were, a brother dy’d at once ;
Than that a fifter, by redeeming him,
Should die for ever.

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the fentence,
That you have flander’d fo ?

Ifab. Asignominious ranfom, and free
Aref of two houfes; lawful mercy, fure, pardos,
Is nothing kin to foul redemption.

Ang. You feem’d of late to make the law a tyrant,
And rather prov’d the fliding of your brother ‘
A merriment, than a vice.

Ifab. Oh pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out,
To have what we would have, we fpeak not what we

mean :
I fomething do excufe the thing I hate,
For his advantage that 1 dearly love,

g
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I’ll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,
; Say what you can; my falfe o’erweighs your true.
[Exit.

Ifab. To whom fhould I complain? did I tell this, .

Who would believe me? O moft perilous mouths,
That bear in them one and the felf-fame tongue,

t Either of condemnation or approof ; .
Bidding the law make curtfie to their will ;
Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite,
To follow, asit draws. I’ll to my brother.
Tho’ he hath fall’n by J:rompture of the blood,
Yet hath he in him fuch a mind of honour,

That had he twenty heads to tender down

it On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up ;

¢ Before his fifter fhould her body ftoop

‘To fuch abhorr’d pollution.

* ‘Then, Ifabel, live, chafte; and, brother, die ;

. More than our brother is our chattity.

I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s requett ;

~And fit his mind to death, for his foul’s Reft.

[ Exit.

ACTIL SCENE L

The P RIS O N.
Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoft,

DvkeE

SO, then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo 2
Claud. The miferable have no other medicine,
But only Hope : I’ve hope to live, and am prepar’d
to die.

Duke. Be abfolute for death: or death, or lifc,h
Shall

397
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Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll vifit you again.
‘Cladd. Moft holy Sir, I thank you.
Ifab. My Bufinefs is a word, or two, with Claudio.
rov. And very welcome. Look, Signior, here’s
your fifter.
Duke. Provoft, a word with you.
Prov. As many as you pleafe.
Duke. zrl'n:ig them to {peak” where T may be con-
ceal’d,
Yet hear thern, { Exeunt Duke and Provott,

S CE N E 1L

Claud. Now, fifter, what’s the comfort ? .
Ifab. Why, s all comforts are; moft good in
Deed :

Lord Angdlo, having affairs to heav’n,
Intends you for his fwift ambaffador ;
‘Where you fhall be an everlafting leiger.
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed,
“To-morrow you fet 'on.
Claud. Is there no remedy ?
Ifab. None, but fuch remedy, as, to fave a hi
To cleave a heart in twain. :
Claud, But is there any?
Ifab. Yes, brother, you may live :
- ‘There is a devilith mercy in the judge,
If you’ll implore it, that will free your life,
- But fetter you ’till death.
Clawd. Perpetual durance?
:  Ifab. Ay,juft; Pcrpctual durance; a reftraint,
Tho’ all the world’s vaftidity you had,
5 To a determin’d fcope.
Claud. But in what nature ?
:  Ifab. In fuch a one, asyou, confenting to’t,
: 'Would bark your honour from that you bear,

And keave you naked.
VoL I.y Dd Claud,
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If I would yield him my virginity,
Thou might’ft be frecd}; g6
Clasd. Oh, heavens! it cannot be. '
Ifab. Yes, he would (a) give thee for this rank
offence,
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time
That I thould do what I abhor to name,
Or elfe thou dy’ft to-morrow.
Claud. Thou fhalt not do’t.
Ifab. Oh, were it but my life,
I’d throw it down for your deliverance
As frankly as a pin.
Claud. Thanks, deareft Jfabel.
Ifab. Be ready, Cladio, for your death to-morrow,
Claud. Yes. Has he affe@ions in him,
That thus can make him * bite the law by th’ nofe,
When he would force it ? fure, it is no fin;
Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft.
Ifab. Which 1s the leaft?
Claud. If it were damnable, he bt::E fo wife,
‘Why would he for the momentary tri
Be perdurably fin’d ? oh Jfabel!
};':;. What fays my brother?
Claud. Death’s a fearful thing,
Ifab, And fhamed life a .

Now prieflly guards means fan&ity, which is the fenfe required.
Bat )rt‘:tcjzlifardi melmno{hing but rich Jace, which is a fenfe
the paffage will not bear.  Angelo, indeed, as Deputy, might be
called the princely Angelo: but not in this place, where the imme-
diately preceding worﬁs of, Thisensward fainted Deputy, demand
the feuﬁng 1 have here reftored.

8 o= bite the law by 15’ nefe,

When be would force it? ] i.e. inforce it. ‘This is buts
kind of bear-garden phrafe, taken from the cuftom of driving cattle,
and fecting 2 dog upon them to catch them by the nofe, and flop
-¢hem when they go aftray.

a) give thee for this rask effence, Oxf. Edit.ewVulg. givwe's
”‘[l(l JSrom this rank offence.)

Ddz Clasd.
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For fuch a warped {lip of wildernefs
Ne'er iff’d from his blood. Take my defiance,
Die, perith! might my only bending down -
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it thould proceed,
T'll pray a thoufand prayers for thy death ;
No word to fave thee,

Claud. Nay, hear me, Ifabel.

Ifab. Oh, fie, fie, fie!
Thy fin’s not accidental, but a trade;

to thee would prove it felf a bawd ;

*Tis beft, that thou dy’ft quickly.

Claud. Oh hear me, Ifabella.

S CE N E HL
Zo them, Enter Duke and Provoft.

Izluke. Vouchfafe a word, young fifter ; but ons
word.

Ifab. What is your will ?

Duke. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I would
by and by have fome fpeech with you ; the fatisfaction
I would require, is likewife your own benefit.

Ifab. 1 have no fuperfluous leifure; my ftay muft
behn&olm out of other affairs : but I will attend you a
while,

Dake. Son, I have over-heard what hath paft be-
tween you and your Sifter. .4ngelo had never the pur-

~ pole to corrupt her; only he hath made an affay o{?hcn
virtue, to practife his judgment with the difpofition of
,’\ natures, She, having the truth of honour in her, hath
‘rpade him that gracious denial, which he is moft glad
to receive : 1 am Confeffor to ngelo, and I know this
10 be truc ; therefore prepare your felf to death. * Do
not falfifie your refolution with hopes that are fallible ;
to-morrow

2 Do not fatisfie your refolution awith bopes that are {bllillt td
A condemned man, whom his confeflor had brought to bear
Ddj death
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fently to St. Luke’s; there at the moated Grange re-
fides this dejeéted Mariana; at that place call upon
me, and difpatch with #ngels, that it may be quickly.
Ifab. 1 thank you for this comfort : fare you well,
good father. [ Exeunt feverally.

s C E N E 1V.

Changes to the Street.
Re-enter Duke as a Friar, Elbow, Clown, and Officers.

Elb. N AY, if there be no remedy for it, but that

you will needs buy and fell men and women.
like beafts, we fhall have all the world drink brown and
white 3 baftard.

Duke. Oh, heav’ns! what ftuff is here ?

Clown. 4 *Twas never merry world fince of two
ufuries the merrieft was put down, and the worfer al-
low’d by order-of law.*#® a furr’d gown to keep him
warm, and furr’d with fox and lamb-skins too, to
fignifie, that craft, being richer than innocency, ftands
for the facing.

Elb, Come your way, Sir: blefs you, good father
Friar.

Duke. And you, good brother father; what offence
hath this man made you, Sir?

El. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law; and,
Sir, we take him to be a Thief too, Sir; for we have

3 h}ﬂard. . A kind of fweet wine then much in vogue. From
the Jtalian, Baflardo.
4 *Tavas mever merry aworld fince of two ufaries the merrisf
was put down, and the nworfer allew'd by order of law. A furr'd
own, &c.] Here a fatire on ufury turns abruptly to a fatire on the
rfon of the ufurer, without any kind of preparation. We may
affured then, that a line or two, at leaft, have been loft. The
fubje& of which we may eafily difcover, a comparifon between the
two ufurers ; as, before, between the two ufuries. So that for the
fature the paffage fhould be read with afterisks thus s——= 2y order

of law, s s s a furr'd gown, &c.
found

409
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Lscio. How now,; noble Pompey? what, at the
wheels of Cefar? art thou led in triumph? what, is
there none of ¢ Pigmalion’s images, newly made wo-
man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the

et, and extracting it clutch’d ? what reply? ha?
what fay’ft thou to this tune, matter and method ? 7 It’s
not down ’th’ laft reign. Ha? what fay’ft thou, trot?
is the world as it was, man? which is the way ? isit
fad and few words? or how? the trick of it?

Duke. Still thus and thus; ftill worfe ?

Lucio. How doth my dear morfel, thy miftrefs?
procures the ftill ? ha?

Clown. Troth, Sir, fhe hath eaten up all her beef,
and fhe is her felf in the tub.

Lucio. Why, ’tis ; it is the right of it ; it muft
be fo. Ever your freth whore, and your powder’d
bawd ; an unfhunn’d confequence, it muft be fo.- Art

ing to prifon, Pompey ?
gomcgwn.PYes, faxat’l’l? Sir.

Lscio. Why, ’tis not amifs, Pompey : farewel : % go,
fay, 1 fent thee thither for debt, Pompey; or how —

"El. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.

Lucio. Well, then imprifon him; if imprifonment
be the due of a bawd, why, ’ds his Right. Bawd is

" he, doubtlefs, and of antiquity too ; bawd born. Fare-
wel, good Pompey: commend me to the prifon,

6 Pigmalion's images, newly made wwoman,] i. e come out
eured from a falivation.

7 I'T mat orowN'D 7td’ laf a1 ? ] This firange nonfenfe
fhould be thus corretted, IT's mor Down 48’ lafl nE1GN, §.e.
thefe are feverities unknown to the old Duke's time, And this is

to the pyrpofe.

8 Go, Zy, F fent shes thither. For debt Pompey ? or pow? ] It
fhould be pointed thus, Go, fay, I fant thee thither for debt,
Pompey ; or bocu ——, i.e. to hide the ignominy of thy cafe,
fay, I fent thee to prifon for debt, or whatever other pretence
thou fancieft better. The other humourous replies, For ‘being &
bawd. for being a bawd, i, e, the true canfe is the moft honoura.
ble. This is in charater.

Pompey 3

4113
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¢ Run with thefe falie and moft contrarious quefts
¢« Upon thy doings: thoufand *{capes of wat
¢ Make thee the father of thair idle dreams,
¢ And rack thee in their fapcies! welcome; how

agreed ? ,
S C€C E N ¥ iv.
Re-enter Mariana, apd Ifabel.

Ifab. She'll take the enterprize upon her, father,
If you advife it. -

Duke. >Tis not my confent, .
But my intreaty too. :

Ifab. Little have you to fay,
When you depart from him, ‘but foft and low,
% Remember now my brother.
* Mari. ¥ear me not.

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not st all:
He is your husband on a pre-contract ;
To bring you thus togcthcr, *tis no fin;
Sith that the juftice of your title to him
4+ Doth flourith the deceit. Come, let us go;
Our corn’s to reap ; $ for yet our tilth’s to fow.

T [Exennt.

4 Doth flourith the deceit.] A metaphor taken from embroi-

dery, where a coarfe ground is filled up and covered with figarts
of rich materials and elegant workmanfhip.

§ —— for yet our TYTHE's t0 fow.] As before, the blm-
dering Editars had made a prince of the prieflly Angelo, fo here
they have made a priefl of the prince. We fhould read TivTn,
i. e our tiliage is yet to make. The grain, from which we
expect our harveft, is not yet put into the ground.

SCENE
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Ifab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes;
Duks. You fhall not be -admited to his fight.
Ifeb. Unhappy Claudis ! wretched Ifabel !
Injurious world ! moft damned Angelo!
_ Dake. This nor hurts him; nor profits youa jot:
Forbear it thercfore, give your caufe to heav'n :
Mark, what I fay ; which you fhall furely find
By ev’ry fyllable a faithful verity.
‘The Duke comes home to-morrow ; dry your eyes;
One of our convent, and his confeflor,
Gives me this inftance : alfeady he hath carry’d
Notice to Efcalus and Angelo;
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates; ‘
There to give up their pow’r. If you can, pace your
wildom
In that good path that I would wifh it go,
And you fhall have your bofom on this wretchy
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart;
And gen’ral honour,
Ifab. Pm direted by you,
Duske. This letter then to Friar Peter give 3
*Tis That he fent me of the Duke’s return:
Say, by this token, I defire his company
At Mariana’s houfe to night. Her caufe and yours
I’ll perfeét him withal, and he fhall bring you
Before the duke, and to the head of Angelo
Accufe him home, and home. For my poor felf;
I am combined by a facred vow,
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this letter ;
Command thefe fretting waters from your eyes
With a light heart ; truft not my holy Order,
If I pervert your courfe. 'Who’s here 2

s C E N E XL

Enter Lucio.
s Lucio. Good even ;
Friar, where’s the Provoft ?
) Ff2 Dub‘
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Meafuire for Meafure. 439
4 He fays, to vail full purpofe. I

Mari. Be rul’d by him.

Ifab. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure
He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide,

I fhould not think it ftrange 3 for ’tis a phyfick,
‘That’s bitter to fweet end.
* Mari. 1 would, Friar Peter o

Ifab. Oh, peace; the Friar is come. - -

Enter Peter.

Peter. Come, I have found you out a ftaii moft fit,
‘Where you may have fuch vantage on taf ke, "
He fhall not pafs you. Twice have the trumpets

founded : . )
The generous and gravett citizens
Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The Duke is entring : therefore hence, away. [ Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENELIL

A publick Place near the Gty.

Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Efcalus,
Lucio, and Citizens at feveral Doors.

Duxke®

Y very worthy coufin, fairly met; '
Our old and faithful friend, we’re glad to fee

you. ,
Ang. and Efcal. Happy return be to your royal Grace!
Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both:

We’ve made enquiry of you, and we hear

4 He fays, to wail full purpofe.] Mr. Thesdald alters it to
He fays, ¥ availful purpofe; becaufe he has no idea of the common
reading. A bgood reafon | Yet the common reading is right. Ful/
is ufed for bemeficial s and the meaning is, He /cy, it is to bide a
beneficial purpofs, that mufl not be yet revealed,

Ff4 Such
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. Meafure for Meafure.

If any woman, wrong’d by this lewd fellow,
(As I have heard him fwear himfelf, there’s one
‘Whom he begot with child) let her appear,
And he fhall marry her; the nuptial finith’d,
Let him be whipt and hang’d.

Lucio. 1 befeech your highnefs, do not marry me
to a whore: your highnefs faid even now, I made you
a duke; good my lord, do not recompence me, in
making me a cuckold.

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou fhalt marry ker:
Thy flanders I forgive, and therewithal
Remit thy other forfeits ; take him to prifon:

And fee our pleafure herein executed.

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is preffing to
death; whipping and hanging.

Duke. Sland’ring a prince defervesit.

She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look, you reftore,
Joy to you, Mariena : love her, Angelo:

I have confefs’d her, and I know her virtue.
Thanks, good friend Efcalus, for thy much goodnefs:

- There’s-more behind, that is more gratulate.

Thanks, Proveft, for thy care and fecrefie ;

We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place:

Forgive him, Augelo, that brought you home

The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s ;

Th’ offence pardons itfelf. Dear Ifabel,

I have a motion much imports your good,

Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline,

‘What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine:

So bring us to our palace, where we’ll fhow

‘What’s yet behind, that’s meet You all fhould know.
[ Exeunt.

The End of the Firft Volume,
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