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HENRY O. HOUGHTON, ESQ., M. A.
OF RIVERSIDE.

My DEar Mr. HoveBTON:

Shakespeare's Sonnets were dedicated by their pub-
lisher 10 a sort of editor of them, because he was their
“onlie begetter.””  The editor of this edition of Shake

eare's Complete Works dedicates it to the publisher

lor much the same reason. For if you are nol its only
begetier, it was at least undertaken and has been com-
{f:t:d o carry out a plan in the design of whick you
a considerable share. For that reason, tvo, your
colaborer has placed upon its title-page the name of
the great Press established by you and directed in a
spirst which seems to have been caught from those em-
snent prinlers and scholars, the Aldr.  There is, more-
over, a certain appropriateness in the name borne by
this edition. It seems fit and of good omen that what
was played to the general public at the Bankside in
Old England should be printed for the general public
at Riverside in the New. There is yet one more reason
why your name should appear upon this page: it is

0 ac edge here my longfelt personal interest in
your labors and the interest which you have shown in
those of Yours most truly,

R. G W.
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PREFACE.

——

TH1s edition of the works of Shakespeare has been prepared
with a single eye to the wants of his readers. Its purpose is
not to furnish material for critical study either of the Eliza~
bethan dramatists or of the English language. It seeks rather
to enable the reader of general intelligence to understand, and
therefore to enjoy, what Shakespeare wrote as nearly as pos-
gsible in the very way in which he would have understood and
enjoyed it if he had lived in London in the reign of James I.
That done, as well as the editor was able to do it under the lim-
iting conditions of his work, he has regarded his task as ended.
Editors of poets and dramatists at the best are always neces-
sary evils; commentators at the best are rarely better than un-
necessary nuisances. They are so in this present case when’
they presume to do all the reader’s thinking and appreciation
for him, and thus deprive him of the highest pleasures and rich-
est benefits that come of reading Shakespeare; and chiefly
when in doing this they grope and fumble for a profound moral
purpose in these plays; which is really to insist upon such a
purpose in the Italian novelli and English chronicles, which,
always with the least possible trouble to himself, Shakespeare
put into an actable shape.

Nor has it been deemed desirable to label Shakespeare’s style,
and pigeon-hole it for reference by pointing out that this is
metaphor, that simile, and the others synechdoche, hendiadys,
litotes, zeugma, and the like. In an edition prepared as a text-
book of literature for schools all this is in place and in keeping;
but in one intended merely to be read and enjoyed, it seems
more than out of place and out of keeping. I have never been
able to divine how such rhetorical labelling helped any one to a
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PREFACE. xv

the use of the word with this meaning in Shakespeare’s day and
afterwards, see these examples : —
“ The knight with his fair piece
At length the lady spied.”
Constance of Cleveland. Roxburghe Ballads.

This piece, however, was rather a light one ; but see the reply
of the chaste and noble Countess of Salisbury to the matrimo-
nial suit of Edward, the Black Prince : —

“ Nor by Ambitious Lures will I be bought

In my chaste breast to harbour such a thought,

As to be worthy to be made a Bride,

A Piece unfit for Princely Edward’s side.”

DraYTON, English Heroicall Epistles.
The word, indeed, was used for a young woman, with special
reference to the sexual relation, but without color either of good
or ill, and was applied alike to the chaste and the unchaste.
The following passages from others of Shakespeare’s plays are
examples in point : —
“ Their transformations
‘Were never for a piece of beauty rarer
. Nor in a way so chaste.”
The Winter’s Tale, Act 1V. Sc. 4, line 31.
Here the sense is, not “were never for a piece of beauty,” etc.,
but “ were never for a piece — of beauty rarer nor,” etc. That,
in the following passage from the same play, the word has
this same' meaning, and not that of a piece of statuary work,
which it has before in the same scene, would be plain without
the confirming evidence of the fourth line (Act V. Sec. 3, line
38):— '
“ Leontes. O royal piece,

There s magic in thy majesty, which has

My evils conjur’d to remembrance and

From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,

Standing like stone with thee.”

In Henry the Eighth, the word occurs in the samc sense (Act
V. Se. 5, line 27) : —
“ All princely graces
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is
With all the virtues,” ete. ;

the “ mighty piece ” being a new-born female child held in the
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arms of its godmother. The following may be presented with-
out remark: —

“ He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece.”
Troilus and Cressida, Act IV. Sc. 1, line 61.

“ When as a lion’s whelp shall, to hintself unknown, without seeking
find and be embraced by a piece of tender air,” etc.
Cymbeline, Act V. Sc. 4.

“ When nature framed this piece [Marina] she meant thee a good turn:
therefore say what a paragon she is,” etc. Pericles, Act IV. Sc. 2.

“ Thou [Marina] art a piece of virtue;
I doubt not thy training hath been noble.”
Idem.

It need hardly be said that the coexistence of the same word,
chiefly in the sense, literal or metaphorical, of a part, a fragment,
a sample, is not at all to the purpose in the consideration of
this question.

In As You Like It, Act V. Sc. 3, after reading heretofore
with the folio,

“ Celia. But is all of this for your father * .
Ros. No, some of it is for my childes father,”

I now read,
““ No, some of it i8 for my fatker’s child.”

The reasons for this change concern, first, the sense of the pas-
sage, and, next, the authority of the old copy. Further con-
sideration has left me no doubt that Shakespeare would not have
made Rosalind say “my child’s father.” Not at all for the
squeamish reasons which have been urged against the folio read-
ing ; for that implies nothing wrong in Rosalind, and it is purity,
or verily prudery itself, compared with many other things that
she and Celia do say. In Shakespeare’s day women of soundest
and truest chastity were not afraid or ashamed to say that they
expected and hoped to be made mothers by the men they loved.
Bee what Perdita, daintiest, sweetest, shyest, of the opening buds
in Shakespeare’s flower-bed of fair women, says directly to her
lover (Act IV. Sc. 4):—
“ No, like a bank for love to lie and play on;

Not like a corse ; or if, not to be buried,
But quick and in mine arms,”
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PREFACE. xxi

on previous occasions, “ wen,” * ribs,” ¢ keech,” and ¢ tallow,”
and here he calls him “ suet,” of which chewet is a mere irregu-
lar phonetic spelling; sust having been pronounced shuet, as
sugar was (and is) pronounced shugar, as suitor was pronounced
and sometimes printed shooter, and as sirrak was pronounced
shirrah. So we have chirrah for sirrah in Love’s Labour’s
Lost (Act V. Sc. 1), a8 here chewet for sewet or suet.* The
word was in use in Shakespeare’s day ; but perhaps was not so
common as the other kindred terms which the Prince uses to
express Falstaff’s greasy rotundity.

The folio of 1623 represents Queen Katherine (King Henry
the Eighth, Act IV. Sc. 2) as saying of Wolsey that he was

“ one that, by suggestion,
Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair-play ;”

and this reading has been given in most recent editions. But
here the sense of the context, and what is of hardly less impor-
tance, that of the passage in Holinshed which Shakespeare was
adapting to his dramatic purpose (and such passages in tale,
play, or chronicle are the best and surest guides to the true text,
when it is doubtful ; much better than any ductus literarum or
acute eritical conjecture), both show that « tied ” is a mere mis-
print of tithed. * This cardinal was of a great stomach, for he
computed himself equal with princes and by crafty suggestions
got into his hands innumerable treasure ; he forced little on sim-
onie.” This suggestion is not my own, but Sir Thomas Han-
mer’s, who made the change nearly one hundred and fifty years
ago. It has, however, of late been generally disregarded ; erro-
neously, I am sure.

In King Richard the Second (Act III. Sc. 4) the Queen,
after listening for some while to the Gardener’s censure of her
husband’s life, breaks forth, according to the folio, thus : —

“ 0, I am prest to death through want of speaking.”

¢ The combination A had both ita French sound (sh)and that of &. Sce my Mem-
orandums of English Pronunciation in the Elizabethan Era, which preceded Mr. Alex-
ander Rllis’s elabovate work on the same subject, in which they are reprinted in a some-
what abbrevisted form. They have generally the advantage of being rupported by Mr.
Ellis. A conspicuous exception is 74, as to which Mr. Ellis recms to admit that T have
established its ¢ pronunciation only in the name of the page In Lore's Labour ‘s Lost
{ Moth, properly Mote), an ption quite inadmissible, indeed impossible. I hope to
find time and oecasion to set forth the hundreds of examples which I had collected il-
lustrative of this point, of which it seemed to me necessary to cite only as many as
would make it clear.
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PREFACE. xxiii

here for the reader to refer to the text of the play), Helen
comes in to her mother, and the stage direction in the folio
is, ““ Enter Helen and two Gentlemen.” Now these two gen-
tlemen, who have brought news of the departure of Bertram
to the wars, are also designated in the folio prefixes to their
speeches as “ French K.” and “ French G.” Afterwards, in
Scene 6, which takes place at the camp before Florence, we
have, “ Enter Count Rossillion and the Frenchmen as at first,”
and the Frenchmen here are called in the prefixes “ Captain
E.” and “ Captain G.” Tt seems quite unnecessary to discuss
or even to mention all the suppositions of which these prefixes
have been the occasion, or the dispositions which have hereto-
fore been made of the personages and the speeches. I shall re-
mark only upon one notable misapprehension, — that the First
Lord (1 Lord ") in the opening of Act III., quoted above, is
one of the two Frenchmen. This is quitc inconsistent with the
conditions of the scene and with the speeches. The French-
men are manifestly envoys ; and they would not, could not, de-
clare to the Duke, then and there, that his quarrel seemed holy.
Indeed, one of them immediately says that he has no right to
express any such opinion. This First Lord is — very plainly, it
would seem — a Florentine, and one of the Duke’s attendants.
Hence he is not called French E. or French G., but simply
“First Lord;” a common designation of persons of his sort.
He echoes the sentiments of his master. Then the envoys speak.
They afterwards leavo the camp, where they learned Bertram’s
intention, and go to Rousillon. They join the French contin-
gent. of the Florentine army, which one of them says is likely to
be large; and when they afterwards appear as soldiers they are
given their military titles and designated as Captains. There
are but two French lords or gentlemen in all the play. The
letters E. and G. are probably the first letters of the names of
the actors who played these minor parts. The “1 Lord” of
the opening of Act IIL. is merely an unimportant member
of the Duke’s suite. This regulation seems to be indicated by
the incidents and the action of the scenes in question, and it
removes all difficulty.

The only captive of Falstaff's prowess (2 Henry the Fourth,
Act IV. Sc. 3) has been hitherto represented in all modern
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PREFACE. xxV

tempted emendation and with little or no remark, is the follow-
ing in AU’s Well that Ends Well (Act IV. Sc. 2) : —

“ Diana. 1 see that men make ropes in such a scarre
That we "Il forsake ourselves. Give me that ring.”

It seems to me that hope of restoration of this passage need not
yet be' quite abandoned, because not only the immediate con-
text, but the whole scene, points so unmistakably to what Diana
may be expected to say. Thus far, however, there has been no
approach to its rectification, nor to an acceptable explanation of
it; and it is better simply to say so and pass on. Otherwise it
might be remarked that perhaps *scarre” is merely scare,
which was so pronounced, and not infrequently so witten, and
that the word may not impossibly be here used in the sense of
extremity ; although Shakespeare generally uses it in the very
clear sense of frighten.

In The Winter's Tale (Act IV. Sc. 3), the Clown, speaking
of Autolycus, says he is “an admirable conceited fellow,” and
asks, * Has he any unbraided wares ?”’ The generally accepted
explanation of the strange word unbraided is that it means
honest, that may be trusted. It is certain that draid did mean
deceitful, unsound. But is it natural that the Clown should ask
particularly after sound wares, and use this word ? I think not.
Moreover, braid has many senses. In addition to that already
given, and to the common one, “weave, plait,” Bailey (1726)
gives “trim, finical,” and “ pulled out, drawn,” and for braided,
« faded, lost its colour.” And in Robert Greene's Radagon in
Dianam (1590) this word occurs in these lines : —

“ Dian rose with all her maids
Blushing thus at loves braids ; ”

where I confess that I cannot find its meaning. Mr. Dyce says,
“ craft, deceits; ” but Love on this occasion had been guilty of
no craft or deceit, and therefore it is not surprising that he
(Mr. Dyce) adds “perhaps upbraidings.” But how wide the
difference between craft and upbraiding! In a case of such
perplexity, it would be well, perhaps, simply to confess ignoranca ;
but it seems probable that the dramatist made the Clown blun-
der among all these senses of the word, by asking for either em-
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PREFACE. xxx1

“ presents me with

A brace of horses; two such steeds might well
Be by a pair of kings back’d in a field

That their crown’s titles tried.”

: Act ITL. Sc. 1.

Will any one who hath ears to hear, except such as would be
ncedlessly lengthened by Apollo, believe that William Shake-
speare wrote those lines? Moreover, there is in these scenes, as
in the rest of the play, an almost entire absence of the confused
construction and the wresting of words even to perversion which
are as proper to Shakespeare as his fancy or his humour. The
play is cleanly constructed in its sentences and intelligibly writ-
ten from beginning to end. In brief, its style lacks altogether
both Shakespeare’s transcendent beauties and his striking faults
of detail. In afew passages it has the air of an imitation of
Shakespeare, as Giulio Romano might imitate Raphael ; and as
in one case, 8o in the other, it is barely possible that the great
master’s pencil may have touched the canvas here and there,
and left upon it a stroke of light or a flush of beauty. In addi-
tion to these considerations there is another fact, minute in its
nature, but not therefore of small importance in the determina-
tion of such a question as that before us. There are in these
scenes fifteen words which are never used by Shakespeare in
his authentic plays : precipitance, visitating, martialist, flurted,
sib = akin, operance, tmportment, dividual — separate, op-
posed, limiter, prewarn, brided — married, globy = round and
protuberant, port = ear, calkins (of a horseshoe), jadery. It
is nothing against our acceptance of a word in one of Shake-
speare’s plays that he has not used it elsewhere ; for a single use
merely implies a single need ; but that in writing eight scenes
of one play he should have used fifteen words which are not
found in all his other plays together is to me quite incredible.
For the reasons which have been here set forth I cannot agree
with those who would receive any part of The Two Noble
Kinsmen within the Shakespearean canon.

It will be seen from the foregoing pages that if a full discussion
of every critical question, every amended reading, and every
gloss, whether proposed by the present editor, or adopted from
others, were undertaken, the number of these volumes would
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THE LIFE OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

Or the personal life of the author of these plays and poems
we know very little, but quite as much as we could reasonably
expect to know of a man who was of very humble birth, of no
political or social importance, who was neither a soldier nor a
churchman, and who lived three hundred years ago.

The name Shakespeare is an old one, it having been discov-
ered in a document dated A. . 1278, a time when surnames
were rare.* The number of those who bore this name seems to
have been always comparatively small; nor have they been
widely distributed. They are most frequently heard of in War-
wickshire; but even there they did not form a family with a
coherence and a settled place of abode. They were yeomen, and
not yeomen of substance and established position, but little above
the peasantry ; small farmers mostly, although some of them were
small traders. In the reign of Edward VI. (. . 1547-1553),
one of these Shakespeares, named Richard, was a tenant farmer,
with a cottage and a little land, in the very small and obscure vil-

of Snitterfield, Warwickshire. He had two sons, Henry
and John, the former of whom lived his life in Snitterfield.
The latter went to the neighboring borough-town, Stratford-on-
Avon, and set himself up in the glover’s trade: and in the year
1552 he was living there in a hired house in Henley Street.
Like most other persons in his condition of life at that time, he
turned his hand to getting an honest penny in any way, and
dealt in wool and in corn. He became a thriving and a rising
man, and was chosen to fill various town offices, until in 1561
he was made one of the Chamberlains of the borough, and at
last, in 1568, High Bailiff.

Stratford-on-Avon was at this time a very dirty little place,
with a few hundred inhabitants; let us hope that among the

® It seems to me more than doubtful that the name is of martial origin, meaning
shake spear. I suspect that it was a trisyllable, pronounced shak-es-per or shak-es-pwr,
and that it became first shazper, and then shake-speare through the tendency to perver-
slon d simple ing which is in regand to surnames.
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THE LIFE OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. xliii

nose, a long upper lip, and a full, oval face. He grew portly as
.he approached middle age. The Stratford bust was colored
after nature: the face was fair, the hair auburn, the eyes hazel

or warm gray.
This is the sum of our knowledge of the life of h’m who, in

his way of seeing, of thinking, and of writing, surpassed all

other men.






SHAKESPEARE'S WORKS

IN THE ORDER IN WHICH THEY WERE PROBABLY WRITTEN

—_——

THE first known mention of Shakespeare by name as a writer of plays
is found in Francis Meres’s Palladis Tamia, published at London in 1598.
Meres was a school-master, of a mildly critical turn of mind. He lauds
Shakespeare highly, and mentions the titles of twelve of his plays, includ-
ing a Love’s Labours Won (as to which, =ee the Introduction to Al 's Well,
etc.), Venus and Adonis, Lucrece, and his * sugred Sonnets among his pri-
vate friends.” Eighteen of the plays (including The Contention, ete., and
The True Tragedy, etc., as to which see the Introduction to the becoml and
Third Parts of King Henry V1I.) were published daring the life of Shake-
speare, and one after his death (Othello, in 1622), in quarto. A collected
edition of the plays (omitting Pericles) was prepared for the press by
Shakespeare’s fellow-players and theatrical partners, John Heminge and
Henry Condell, and published in folio in 1623. The London Stationer’s
Register (in which titles were recorded by intending publishers, to secure
copyright) contains the first mention of eleven plays. Three are first heard
of in private diaries, and two in books of the period. During the seven-
teenth century three other folio editions of the collected plays and sundry
quarto editions of single plays were published ; bat only the folio of 1623
and the preceding quartos have any authority.

Probable year of Year of publication
writing. or first mention.

| The Contention of the two Houses of

York and Lancaster] ®* . .
[The True Tragedy quxchard Duke [ 13879 1592

of York] . . . . .
Love's Labour 'sLost . . . ., . 1588-9 1598
The Comedy of Errors. . . . . 1589 1594
The Two Gentlemen of Verona . . 1589-90 1598
Titas Andronicus . . . . . . . 1591 1594(7),1598
[Love's Labours Won] . . . . . 1592—4 1598
Sonnets . . « « « . 1590-1605 1598-1609
King Henry VI Pnrt I e e
King Henry VI, Part IL . . . . g 1590-2 1623
King Henry VL., Part III.
Venus and Adonis . . . . . . 1591-2 1593

© Titles in italic letter and between brackets are those of plays afterwards rewritten.



xlvi SHAKESPEARE'S WORKS.

[Romeo and Juliet] . . . . .
King Richard IIL. . . . . .
A Midsummer-Night's Dream .
Lucrece . . o« .. .
King Richard IL e e
Venice .
Romeo and Juliet . . . . .
King John . . . ..
King Henry IV, Part I
King Henry IV, Part II. . .
[The Merry Wivea of Windsor]
[Troilus and Cressida)
As You Like It . . ..
Much Ado about l\olhmg ..
King Henry V. . . . o e
Twelfth Night . . . . .
Hamlet . . . . . . ..
Julius Cmsar . . . . .

.

The Taming of the Shrew ..

The Pheenix and Turtle . . .
The Merry Wives of Windsor .
All’s Well that Ends Well .

Measure for Measure . .
Othello . . . . . . . . .
King Lear . . . « e e e
A Lover’s Complaint . ..

Macheth . . . e
Antony and Cleopatra e
Pericles . . . . e e e s
Timon of Athens . . . . .

Troilas and Cressida . . . .
Coriolanus . . . . . . . .
Cymbeline . . . . . . . .
The Tempest . . . . . . .
The Winter's Tale . . . . .
Kiog Henry VIIL . . . .

1591-2
1592-3
1592 (1) and 1601 (1)
1593
1594-5
1594

1596
1596-7
1596-7
1597

1598
1598-9
1598-9
1599

1599
1599-1600
1600-1
1600-1
16014
1601 (2)
1603

1604

1604
1604-11 (2)
1605

1605 (?)
1605-9
1607
1608-9
1608

1608
1609-10
1609-10
1610-11
1611
1612-13

1597
1597
1598
1594
1597
1598
1597
1598
1597
1598 (1), 1600
1601
1602 (1)
1600
1600
1600
1601
1602
1601
1623
1601
1623
1623
1604
1604 (72), 1681
1607
1609
1610
1608
1609
1623
1609
1623
1623
1611
1611
1604 (11), 1613



THE TEMPEST.

——

INTRODUCTION.

THis play is in Shakespeare’s maturest style. It was written be-
tween 1603 and 1611. The farther limit is fixed by the fact that
Gonzalo’s description of his ideal commonwealth (Act II. Sc. 1)
is taken almost word for word from Florio’s translation of Mon-
taigne’s Essays, which was published in 1603. It was Shakespeare’s
habit thus to appropriate to himself any thought or any personage
that he found in his reading, and which seemed to him good stuff to
work into his plays. The passage in question here follows: —

¢ It is a nation, would I answer Plato, that hath no kind of traf-
fike, no knowledge of letters, no intelligence of numbers, no name
of magistrate, nor of politike superiority ; no use of service, of riches,
or of poverty ; no contracts, no successions, no dividends, no occu-
pation, but idle ; no respect of kinred, but common ; no aparrell
but natural, no manuring of lands, no use of wine, corn, or mettle.
The very words that import lying, falsehood, treason, dissimulation,
covetousness, envie, detraction, and pardon, were never heard of
amongst them.”’

A comparison of this passage with Gonzalo’s speeches (pp- 21, 22)
will make it plain to any reader that the latter are a mere dramatic
modification of the former. The hither limit of the period during
which the play must have been written is fixed by the fact of its per-
formance before King James 1., at Whitehall, on the 1st November,
1611. It was probably written about 1610, and it is one of Shake-
speare’s most carefully constructed and highly finished dramas.
That it was founded on some Italian story there is no reasonable
doubt ; but no old tale or play resembling it has yet been discovered.
Its scene of action is purely imaginary ; its costume that of Italy in
Elizabeth’s reign. It was first published in the folio of 1623, where
the text is found in remarkable purity; but, as in the case of other
plays in that volume, we have there probably a text abridged for
stage purposes. The suddenness of the action in some scenes favors
this conclusion. If there were a quarto copy of The Tempest, it would
probably add quite as much to this play as the second quarto of Ham-
let does to the text of that tragedy printed in the folio.



DRAMATIS PERSONE.

Avoxso, King of Naples.

SEBASTIAN, his brother.

Prosrexo, the right Duke of Milan.

ANTON10, his brother, the usurping
Duke of Milan.

FERDINAND, son to the King of Na-
ples.

f‘}uxz,\w’ an honest old Counsellor.

DRIAN,

Fraxcisco, ; Lords.

CALIBAX, a savage and deformed
Slave.

TRINCULO, a Jester.

STEPHANO, a drunken Butler.

Master of a Ship.
Boatsicain.
Mariners.

MIRANDA, daughter to Progpero.

ARIEL, an airy Spird.

Iris,

CERES,

Juxo,

Nymphs,

Reapers,
Other Spirits attending om Pros-

pero.

presented by Spirits.

8czxz: A ship at sea ; an uninhabited island.



THE TEMPEST.

ACT I

ScENE 1. On a ship at sea: a tempestuous noise of thunder and light-
ning heard.
Enter a 8hip-Master and a Boatswain.

Mast. Boatswain!

Boats. Here, master : what cheer?

Mast. Good, speak to th’ mariners: fall to’t, yarely, or we
run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. (Erit.
Enter Maripers.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly, my hearts! yare,
yare! Take in the topsail. Tend to th’ master’s whistle. Blow,
till thou burst thy wind, if room enough !

Enter ALONSO, BEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, FXRDINAND, GONZALO, and others.

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s the master?
Play the men.

Boats. 1 pray now, keep below. 10

Ant. Where is the master, boson ?

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour : keep your
cabins : you do assist the storm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.

Boats. When the sea is. Hence! What cares these roarers
for the name of king? To cabin: silence! trouble us not.

Gon. Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboard.

Boats. None that I more love than myself. You are a coun-
sellor; if you can command these elements to silence, and work
the peace of the present, we will not hand a rope more; use your
authority : if you cannot, give thanks you have liv'd so long. and
make yourself ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour,
if it so hap. Cheerly, good hearts! Out of our way, I'say. [Erir.

Gon. 1 have great comfort from this fellow : methinks he hath
no drowning mark upon him ; his complexion is perfect gallows.
Stand fast, good Fate, to his hangmp; make the rope of his des-
tiny our cable, for our own doth little advantage. If he be not
born to be hang’d, our case is miserable. [Ezeunt

Re-enter Boatawain.
Boats. Down with the topmast! yare! lower, lower! Bring

8 Yarely = quickly.
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her to: try wi’ th’ main-course. [A4 cry within.] A plague upon

this howling! they are louder than the weather or our office.
Enter 88BASTIAN, ANTON10, and GONZALO.

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give o’er and drown ?

Have you a mind to sink ?

Seb. A pox o’ your throat, you bawling, blasphemous, inchar-
itable dog !

Boats. Work you, then.

Ant. Hang, cur! hang, you whoreson, insolent noisemaker !
We are less afraid to be drown’d than thou art.

Gon. I'll warrant him for drowning; though the ship were
no stronger than a nutshell and as leaky as an unstanched
wench. 41

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! set her two courses! Off to
sea again! lay her off.

Enter Mariners wet.

Mariners. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all lost!

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ?

Gon. The king and prince at prayers! let 's assist them,
For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I’m out of patience.

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunkards:
This wide-chapp’d rascal — would thou mightst lie drowning
The washing of ten tides!

Gon. He’ll be hang'd yet, 50
Though every drop of water swear against it
And gape at wid’st to glut him.

[4 confused noise within : ** Mercy on us'!” —
“ We split, we split ! " — * Farewell, my wife and children!” —
¢ Farewell, brother ! ” —* We split, we split, we split! "]

Ant. Let s all sink wi' th’ king.

Seb. Let s take leave of him. (Ezeunt Ant. and Seb.

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea for an
acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze, any thing. The
wills above be done! but I would fain die a dry death. 6o

| Exeunt.

SceNe II.  The island. Before PROSPERO'S cell.

Enter PROSPERO and MIRANDA.

Mir. If by your art, my dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch,
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s check,
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered
With those that I saw suffer : a brave vessel,

3 for drowning — from, or against, drowning.
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‘Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her,
Dash’d all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish’'d.
Had I been any god of power, I would 10
Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere
It should the good ship so have swallow’d and
The fraughting souls within her.
Pros. Be collected :
No more amazement. Tell your piteous heart
There s no harm done.
Mir, O, woe the day !
Pros. No harm.
I 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 Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 20
And thy no greater father.
Mir. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.
Pros. "T is time
I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand,
And pluck my magic garment from me. So: [Lays down his mantle.
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort.
The direful spectacle of the wrack, which touch’d
The very virtue of compassion in thee,
I have with such provision in mine art
So safely order’d that there is no soul —
No, not so much perdition as an hair 30
Betid to any creature in the vessel
Which thou heard’st cry, which thou saw’st sink. Sit down ;
For thou must now know farther.
Mir. You have often
Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp’d
And left me to a bootless inquisition,
Concluding, “ Stay : not yet.”
Pros. The hour ’s now come,
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear;
Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember
A time before we came unto this cell ?

I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not 40
Out three years old.
Mir. Certainly, sir, I can.

Pros. By what? by any other house or person?
Of any thing the image tell me that
Hath kept with thy remembrance. .
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Mir. T is far off
And rather like a dream than an assurance
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not
Four or five women once that tended me ?
Pros. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But how is it
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else
In the dark backward and abysm of time ? 50
If thou remember’st aught ere thou cam’st here,
How thou cam’st here thou may’st.
Mir. But that I do not.
Pros. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year since,
Thy father was the Duke of Milan and
A prince of power.
Mir. Sir, are not you my father ?
Pros. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father
Was Duke of Milan; and thou his only heir
And princess no worse issued.
Mir. O the heavens!
‘What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? 60
Or blessed was 't we did ?
Pros. Both, both, my girl :
By foul play, as thou say’st, were we heav'd thence,
But blessedly holp hither.
Mir. O, my heart bleeds
To think o’ th’ teen that I have turn’d you to,
Which is from my remembrance! Please you. farther.
Pros. My brother and thy uncle, call’d Antonio—
I pray thee, mark me — that a brother should
Be s0 perfidious ! — he whom next thyself
Of all the world I lov’d, and to him put
The manage of my state; as at that time 70
Through all the signories it was the first,
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed
In dignity, and for the liberal arts
Without a parallel ; those being all my study,
The government I cast upon my brother
And to my state grew stranger, being transported
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle —
Dost thou attend me ?
Mir. Sir, most heedfully.
Pros. Being once perfected how to grant suits,
How to deny them, who t' advance and who 8a
To trash for overtopping, new created
@ jolp=helped, old form, common in 8.’s plays.

64 trem —anxiety, trouble.
81 trash, bunting slang for check.
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The creatures that were mine, I say, or chang’d ’em,
Or else new form’d ’em ; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts i’ th’ state
To what tune pleas’d his ear; that now he was
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk,
And suck’d my verdure out on’t. Thou attend’st not.
Mir. O, good sir, I do.
Pros. I pray thee, mark me.
I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated
To closeness and the bettering of my mind
With that which, but by being so retir’d,
O’er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother
Awak'd an evil nature ; and my trust,
Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood, in its contrary as great
As my trust was; which had indeed no limit,
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded,
Not only with what my revenue yielded,
But what my power might else exact, like one
Who having unto truth, by telling of it,
Made such a sinner of his memory,
To credit his own lie, he did believe
He was indeed the duke ; out o’ th’ substitution,
And executing th’ outward face of royalty,
‘With all prerogative : hence his ambition growing —
Dost thou hear ?
Mir. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.
Pros. To have no screen between this part he play’d
And kim he play’d it for, he needs will be
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man ! — my library
Was dukedom large enough : of temporal royalties
He thinks me now incapable ; confederates —
So dry he was for sway — wi’ th’ King of Naples
To give him annual tribute, do him homage,
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend
The dukedom yet unbow’d — alas, poor Milan! —
To most ignoble stooping.
Mir. O the heavens!
Pros. Mark his condition and th’ event; then tell me
If this might be a brother.
Mir. : I should sin
To think but nobly of my grandmother :
Good wombs have borne bad sons.
Pros. Now the condition.
This King of Naples, being an enemy

100

110

120

¥ sans bownd — without bound. This French word was commonly used in S.’s time.
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To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit ;
Which was, that he, in lieu o’ th’ premises,
Of homage and I know not how mach tribute,
Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan
With all the honours on my brother : whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to th’ purpose did Antonio open
The gates of Milan, and, i’ th’ dead of darkness,
The ministers for the purpose hurri’d thence
Me and thy crying self.

Mir. Alack, for pity !
I, not remembering how I cri’d out then,
Will cry it o’er again: it is a hint
That wrings mine eyes tot.

Pros. Hear a little further,
And then I''ll brmg thee to the present business
Which now ’s upon ’s ; without the which this story
Were most impertinent.

Mir. Wherefore did they not
That hour destroy us?
Pros. Well demanded, wench :

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not,
So dear the love my people bore me, nor set

A mark so bloody on the business, but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark,

Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepar’d
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d,

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats
Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us,

To cry to th’ sea that roar’d to us, to sigh

To th’ winds whose pity, sighing back again,

Did us but loving wrong.

Mir. Alack, what trouble
Was I then to you!
Pros. O, a cherubin

Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didst smile,
Infused with a fortitude from heaven,

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt,
Under my burthen groan’d ; which rais’d in me

An undergoing stomach, to bear up

Against what should ensue.

18 jn liew = in conrlderation, payment.

139 wench = girl, simply.

153 cherubin = the old form of cherub: from Ital. cherubino.
BT undergoing stomach = sustaining courage.

[AcT L

130

140

150




Scewx IL] THE TEMPEST. Y

Mir. How came we ashore ?
Pros. By Providence divine.
Some food we had and some fresh water that 160
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,
Out of his charity, being then appointed
Master of this design, did give us, with
Rich garments, linens, stuffs and necessaries,
Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gentlenéss,
Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnish’d me
From mine own library with volumes that

I prize above my dukedom.

Mir. Would I might
But ever see that man!

Pros. Now I arise: [ Puts on Ais robe.
Sit still, and hear the last of our seasorrow. 170

Here in this island we arriv’d ; and here
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit
Than other princess can that have more time
For vainer hours and tutors not so careful.

Mir. Heavens thank you for’t! And now, I pray you, sir,
For still ’t is beating in my mind, your reason
For raising this sea-storm ?

Pros. Know thus far forth.
By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune,
Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies
Brought to this shore; and by my prescience 180
I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star, whose influence
If now I court not but omit, my fortunes
Will ever after droop. Here cease more questions :
Thou art inclin’d to sleep; ’tis a good dulness,
And give it way: I know thou canst not choose.  [Miranda sleeps.
Come away, servant, come. I am ready now.
Approach, my Ariel, come.

Enter ARIrL.

Ari. All hail, great master! grave sir, hail! I come
To answer thy best pleasure; be’t to fly, 190
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride
On the curl’d clouds, to thy strong bidding task
Ariel and all his quality.

Pros. Hast thou, spirit,
Perform’d to point the tempest that I bade thee ?

Ari. To every article.
I boarded the king’s ship; now on the beak,
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,
I flam’d amazement : sometime I ’1d divide,
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And burn in many places; on the topmast,
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinetly, 200
Then meet and join. Jove’s lightnings, the precursors
O’ th’ dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And sight-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks
Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune
Seem’d to besiege and make his bold waves tremble,
Yea, his dread trident shake.

Pros. My brave spirit !
Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil
Would not infect his reason ?

Ari. Not a soul
Baut felt a fever of the mad and play’d
Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners 210

Plung’d in the foaming brine and quit the vessel,
Then all afire with me: the king’s son, Ferdinand,
With hair up-staring, — then like reeds, not hair, —
Was the first man that leap’d ; cried, « Hell is empty,
And all the devils are here.”
Pros. Why, that ’s my spirit!
But was not this nigh shore ?
Ari. Close by, my master.
Pros. But are they, Ariel, safe ?
Ari. Not a hair perish’d;
On their sustaining garments not a blemish,
But fresher than before: and, as thou bad’st me,
In troops I have dispers’d them 'bout the isle. 220
The king’s son have I landed by himself ;
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs
In an odd angle of the isle and sitting,
His arms in this sad knot.
Pros. Of the king’s ship
The mariners say how thou hast dispos’d
And all the rest o’ th’ fleet.
Are. Safely in harbour
Is the king’s ship; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
From the still-vex’d Bermoothes, there she ’s hid :
The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 230
Who, with a charm join'd to their suffer’d labour, .
I have left asleep : and for the rest o’ th’ fleet
Which I dispers’d, they all have met again
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,
7 coil — confusion, disturbance.

9 Bermoothes — Bermudas ; » having the sound of 00, and th that of ¢ or d.
34 flote —— wave, from the French flot.
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Bound sadly home for Naples,
Supposing that they saw the king’s ship wrack’d
And his great person perish.
Pros. Ariel, thy charge
Exactly is perform’d: but there ’s more work.
What is the time o’ th’ day ?
Ari. Past the mid season.
Pros. At least two glasses. The time "twixt six and now
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 241
Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me pains,
Let me remember thee what thou hast promis’d,
Which is not yet perform’d me.

Pros. How now ? moody ?
‘What is ’t thou canst demand ?

Ari My Liberty.

Pros. Before the time be out? no more !

Ari. I prithee,

Remember I have done thee worthy service
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings, serv’d
Without or grudge or grumblings: thou didst promise
To bate me a full year.
Pros. Dost thou forget 250
From what a torment I did free thee ?
Ari. No:.
Pros. Thou dost, and think’st it much to tread the ooze
Of the salt deep,
To run upon the sharp wind of the north,
To do me business in the veins o’ th’ earth
When it is bak’d with frost.
Ari. I do not, sir.
Pros. Thon liest, malignant thing! Hast thou forgot
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her ?
Ari. No, sir.
Pros. Thou hast. Where was she born ? speak ; tell me.
Ari. Sir, in Argier.
Pros. O, was she so? T must 261
Once in a month recount what thou hast been,
Which thou forget’st. This damn'd witch Sycorax,
For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible
To enter human hearing, from Argier,
Thou know’st, was banish’d ; for one thing she did
They would not take her life. Is not this true?
Ari. Ay, sir.
Pros. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with child
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave, 270
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As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servant ;

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands,

Refusing her grand hests, she did confine thee,

By help of her more potent ministers

And in her most unmitigable rage,

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift

Imprison’d thou didst painfully remain

A dozen years; within which space she died

And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy groans 280
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this island —
Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp hag-born — not honour’d with

A human shape.

Ari. Yes, Caliban her son.

Pros. Dull thing, I say so; he, that Caliban,
‘Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know’st
‘What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts
Of ever angry bears: it was a torment
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 290
Could not again undo: it was mine art,

When I arrived and heard thee, that made gape
The pine and let thee out.

Are. I thank thee, master.

Pros. If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till
Thou hast how!’d away twelve winters.

Ari. Pardon, master ;
I will be correspondent to command
And do my spiriting gently.
Pros. Do 80, and after two days
I will discharge thee.
Ari. That ’s my noble master !
What shall I do? say what; what shall I do? 300

Pros. Go make thyself like a nymph o’ th’ sea: be subject
To no sight but thine and mine, invisible
To every eyeball else. Go take this shape
And hither come in 't: go, hence with diligence! [ Ezis Aried
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ;
Awake!
Mir. The strangeness of your story put
Heaviness in me.
Pros. Shake it off. Come on;
We 1l visit Caliban my slave, who never
Yields us kind answer.
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Mir. *T is a villain, sir,
I do not love to look on.
Pros. But, as ’t is, 310

‘We cannot miss him : he does make our fire,
Fetch in our wood, and serves in offices
That profit us. What, ho! slave! Caliban !
Thou earth, thou! speak.
Cal. [Within.] There ’s wood enough within.
Pros. Come forth, I say ! there 's other business for thee :
Come, thou tortoise ! when?
Re-enter Ariny like a water-nymph.
Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel,
Hark in thine ear.

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. (Ezit.
Pros. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! 320

Enter CALIBAN.

Cal. As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye
And blister you all o’er!

Pros. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have cramps,
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work,
All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch’d
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging
Than bees that made ’em.

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 330
This island ’s mine, by Sycorax my mother,
‘Which thou tak’st from me. When thou cam’st first,
Thou strokedst me and madest much of me, wouldst give me
Water with berries in ’t, and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less,
That burn by day and night: and then I lov’d thee
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ th’ isle,
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and fertile :
Curs’d be I that did so! All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 340
For I am all the subjects that you have,
Which first was mine own king : and here you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The rest o’ th’ island.

Pros. Thou most lying slave,
Whom stripes may move, not kindness ! I have us’d thee,

313 miss Aim = be without him.
88 wrehins — hedgehogs ; hence, an ill-thtured sort of fairy.
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Filth as thou art, with human care, and lodg’d thee
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate
The honour of my child.

Cal. O ho, O ho! would 't had been done!,

Thou didst prevent me; I had peopled else 350
This isle with Calibans.
Pros. Abhorred slave,

‘Which any print of goodness wilt not take,
Being capable of allill! T pitied thee,
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour
One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage,
Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like
A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes
With words that made them known. But thy vile race,
Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which good natures
Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou 360
Deservedly confin’d into this rock,
‘Who hadst deserv’d more than a prison.
Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit on’t
Is, I know how to curse. The red plague rid you
For learning me your language !
Pros. Hag-seed, hence!
Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou 'rt best,
To answer other business. Shrug’st thou, malice ?
If thou neglect'st or dost unwillingly
What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps,
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar 370
That beasts shall tremble at thy din.
Cal. No, pray thee.
[Aside.] T must obey : his art is of such power,
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos,
And make a vassal of him.

Pros. So, slave; hence! [ Exit Caliban
Re-enter ARIEL, invisible, playing and singing ; FERDINAND following.
ARIEL'S song.

Come unto these yellow sands,
And then take hands :
Courtsied when you have and kiss’d
The wild waves whist,
Foot it featly here and there ;
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 380
Hark, hark!
[Burthen, dispersedly, within.] ~ Bow-wow.
The watch-dogs bark :
[Burthen. etc.] Bow-wow.

319 gches, a dirsyllable, pronounced with ch soft.
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Ari. Hark, hark! I hear
The strain of strutting chanticleer
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow.

Fer. Where should this music be? i’ th’ air or th’ earth ?
It sounds no more : and, sure, it waits upon
Some god o’ th’ island. Sitting on a bank,
Weeping again the king my father’s wrack,
This music crept by me up(()ln the waters, 30¢
Allaying both their and my passion
\Vitl’lnintsg sweet air: ft.‘lllg;lce I hzve follow’d it,
Or it hath drawn me rather. But 't is gone.

No, it begins again. Anm sins

Full fadom five thy father lies;

Of his bones are coral made;
Thosee are pearls that were his eyes:

Nothing of him that doth fade
Bat doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange. 400
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell :

Burthen. Ding-dong.
Ari. Bark! now I hear them,— ding-dong, bell.

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown’d father.
This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes. I hear it now above me.

Pros. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance
And say what thou seest yond.

Mir. What is’t ? a spirit ?

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir,
It carries a brave form. But ’tis a spirit.

Pros. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps and hath such senses
As we have, such. This gallant which thou seest 411
‘Was in the wrack ; and, but he ’s something stain’d
With grief that’s beauty’s canker, thou mightst call him
A goodly person: he hath lost his fellows
And strays about to find ’em.

Mir. I might call him
A thing divine ; for nothing natural
I ever saw 8o noble.

Pros. [Aside.] Tt goes on, I see,

As my soul prompts it. Spirit, fine spirit ! I’ll free thee
Within two days for this.

Fer. Most sure, the goddess
On whom these airs attend! Vouchsafe my prayer 420
May know if you remain upon this island ;

And that you will some good instruction give

8 otres = owns,
8 gdvance = lift up.
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How I may bear me here: my prime request,
‘Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder!
If you be maid or no?
Mir. No wonder, sir;
Bat certainly a maid.
Fer. My language ! heavens!
I am the best of them that speak this speech
Were I but where 't is spoken.
Pros. How? the best?
What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ?
Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 430
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me ;
And that he does I weep : myself am Naples,
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld
The king my father wrack’d.
Mir. Alack, for mercy !
Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the Duke of Milan
And his brave son being twain.
Pros. Aside.] The Duke of Milan
And his more braver daughter could control thee,
If now ’t were fit to do’t. At the first sight
They have chang’d eyes. Delicate Ariel,
1’11 set thee free for this. [Zo Fer.] A word, good sir; 440
I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a word.
Mir. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This
Is the third man that e’er I saw, the first
That e’er I sigh’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.
Pros. Soft, sir! one word more.
[Aside.] They are both in either’s pow'’r; but this swift busi-
ness
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning
Make the prize light. [To Fer.] One word more; I charge
thee 450
That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp
The name thou ow’st not; and hast put thyself
Upon this island as a spy, to win it
From me, the lord on’t.
Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mir. There’s nothing ill can dwell in such a temple:
If the ill spirit have so fair a house,
Good things will strive to dwell with ’t.
40 4 single thing = o vimple, weak thing.




Scewe I1.] THE TEMPEST. 7

Pros. Follow me.
Speak not you for him ; he’s a traitor. Come ;
I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together :
Sea-water shalt thou drink ; thy food shall be 460
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d roots and husks
‘Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow.

Fer. No;
I will resist such entertainment till )
Mine enemy has more power. { Draws, and is charmed from moving.

Mir. O dear father,
Make not too rash a trial of him, for
He ’s gentle and not fearful.
Pros. What? I say,
My foot my tutor? Put thy sword up, traitor;
‘Who mak’st a show but dar’st not strike, thy conscience
Is so possess’d with guilt : come from thy ward,

For I can here disarm thee with this stick 470
And make thy weapon drop.

Mir. Beseech you, father.

Pros. Hence! hang not on my garments.

Mir. Sir, have pity ;
I"ll be his surety.

Pros. Silence ! one word more

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What!
An advocate for an impostor! hush!
Thou think’st there is no more such shapes as he,
Having seen but him and Caliban : foolish wench !
To the most of men this is a Caliban
And they to him are angels.

Mir. My affections
Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 480
To see a goodlier man.

Pros. Come on ; obey :
Thy nerves are in their infancy again
And have no vigour in them.

Fer. So they are;
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.
My father’s loss, the weakness which I feel,
The wrack of all my friends, nor this man's threats,
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me,
Might I but through my prison once a day
Behold this maid : all corners else o’ th’ earth
Let liberty make use of ; space enough 490
Have I in such a prison.

48 gentle and not fearful: that is, of gentle birth, a gentleman, and therefore not
cowardly. N
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Pros. [Aside.] It works. [To Fer.] Come on.
Thou hast done well, fine Ariel! [Zo Fer.] Follow me.
[To Ari.] Hark what thou else shalt do me.
Mir. Be of comfort ;
My father’s of a better nature, sir,
Than he appears by speech: this is unwonted
‘Which now came from him.
Pros. [To Ari.] Thou shalt be as free
As mountain winds: but then exactly do

All points of my command.
Ari To the syllable.

Pros. [To Mir. and Fer.] Come, follow. Speak not for
him. [Ereunt

ACT II.
SceNE 1. Another part of the island.
Enter ALONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, GONEALO, ADRIAN, FRANCISCO, and others.

Gon. Beseech you, sir, be merry ; you have cause,
So have we all, of joy; for our escape
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe
Is common; every day some sailor’s wife,
The masters of some merchant and the merchant
Have just our theme of woe ; but for the miracle,
I mean our preservation, few in millions
Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh
Our sorrow with our comfort.
Alon. Prithee, peace.
Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 10
Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so.
Seb. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit; by and
by it will strike.
Gon. Sir, —
Seb. One: tell.
Gon. When every grief is entertain’d that’s offer’d,
Comes to the entertainer —
Seb. A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have spoken truer
than you purpos’d. 20
Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant you should.

Gon. Therefore, my lord, —

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue !
Alon. 1 prithee, spare.

Gon. Well, I have done : but yet, —

Seb. He will be talking.

11 pisitor probably means a visiting almoner.
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Ant. Which, of he or Adrian, for a good wager, first begins
to crow?

Seb. The old cock.

Ant. The cock’rel. 30

Seb. Done. The wager ?

Ant. A laughter.

Seb. A match!

Adr. Though this mland seem to be desert, —

Seb. Ha, ha, ha! ou ’re paid.

Adr. Uninhabitable a.m{ almost inaccessible, —

Seb. Yet, —

Adr. Yet, —

Ant. He could not miss ’t.

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender and delicate tem-
perance. 41

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.

Seb. Ay, and a subtle; as he most learnedly deliver’d.

Adr. The air brea.thes upon us here most sweetly.

Seb. As if it had lungs and rotten ones.

Ant. Or as’t were perfum’d by a fen.

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life.

Ant. True; save means to live.

Seb. Of that there ’s none, or little.

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks! how green! ¢o

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny.

Seb. With an eye of green in’t.

Ant. He misses not much.

Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth totally.

Gon. But the rarity of it is, — which is mdeed almost
beyond credit, —

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are.

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, drench’d in
the sea, hold notwnhstandmg their freshness and glosses, bemg
rather new-dy’d than stain’d with salt water.

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

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

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as fresh as when we
put them on first in Afric, at the marriage of the king’s fair
daughter Claribel to the King of Tunis.

Seb. 'T was a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in our
return.

Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with such a paragon to
their queen. 70

Gon. Not since widow D:do s time.

Ant. Widow! a pox o’ that! How came that widow in?
widow Dido!
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Seb. What if he had said * widow Afneas” too? Good
Lord, how you take it!

Adr. “ Widow Dido” said you ? you make me study of that :
she was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage ?

Gon. I assure you, Carthage.

Seb. His word is more than the miraculous harp; he hath
rais’d the wall and houses too.

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy next?

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his pocket and
give it his son for an apple.

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring forth
more islands.

Gon. Ay.

Ant. Why, in good time. 89

Gon. Sir, we were talking that our garments seem now as
fresh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage of your daughter,
who is now queen.

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

Seb. Bate, I beseech you. widow Dido.

Ant. O, widow Dido! ay, widow Dido.

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day I wore
it? I mean, in a sort.

Ant. That sort was well fish'd for.

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter’s marriage ?

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears against 100
The stomach of my sense. Would I had never
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence,
My son is lost and, in my rate, she too,
Who is so far from Italy remov’d
I ne’er again shall see her. O thou mine heir
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish
Hath made his meal on thee?

Fran. Sir, he may live :
I saw him beat the surges under him,
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water,
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 110
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head
‘Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar’d
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow'd,
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt
He came alive to land.

81 miraculous harp —Amphion's, at the sound of which the walls of Thebes arces.
183 yny rate = my judgment.
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Alon. No, no, he’s gone.
Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loes,
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter,
But rather lose her to an African;
‘Where she at least is banish’d from your eye, 120
‘Who hath cause to wet the grief on’t.
Alon. Prithee, peace.
Seb. Youn were kneel’d to and importun’d otherwise
By all of us, and the fair soul herself
Weigh’d between loathness and obedience, at
‘Which end o’ th’ beam she ’ld bow. We have lost your son,
I fear, forever : Milan and Naples have
More widows in them of this business’ making
Than we bnng men to comfort them :
The fault’s your own.
Alon. So is the dear’st o’ th’ loss.
Gon. My lord Sebastian, 130
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness
And time to speak it in: you rub the sore,
When you should bring the plaster.
Seb. Very well.
Ant. And most chirurgeonly.
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir,
When you are cloudy.
Seb. Foul weather ?
Ant. Very foul.
Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, —
Ant. He 'Id sow ’t with nettle-seed.

Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon. And were the king on’t, what would I do?
Seb. ’'Scape being drunk for want of wine. 140

Gon. T th’ commonwealth I would by contraries
Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ;
Letters should not be known ; riches, poverty,
And use of service, none ; contract, succession,
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none ;
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil ;
No occupation ; all men idle, all ;
And women too, but innocent and pure ;
No sovereignty ; —
Yet he would be king on’t.
Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the begm-
nmg' 123 importun’d is to be accented on the second syllable.
: aly ’ld = she would, er:ntnctfd.‘

1 = the
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Gon. All things in common nature should produce

Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony,
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,
Would I not have; but nature should bring forth,
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance,

To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying "mong his subjects ?

Ant. None, man ; all idle ; whores and knaves. 160

Gon. 1 would with such perfection govern, sir,

To excel the golden age.

Seb. God save his majesty !

Ant. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And, — do you mark me, sir?

Alon. Prithee, no more : thou dost talk nothing to me.

Gon. 1 do well believe your highness ; and did it to minister
occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such sensible and nim-
ble lungs that they always use to laugh at nothing.

Ant. ’T was you we laugh'd at.

Gon. Who in this kind of merry fooling am nothing to you:
8o you may continue and laugh at nothing still. 170

Ant. What a blow was there given!

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long.

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would lift the
moon out of her sphere, if she would continue in it five weeks
without changing.

Enter AR(EL, invisible, playing solemn music.

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

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

Gon. No, I warrant you ; I will not adventure my discretion
so weakly. 'Will you laugh me asleep, for I am very heavy ?

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. (Al sleep exeept Alon., Seb., and Ant.

Alon. What, all so soon asleep! I wish mine eyes 181
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts: I find
They are inclin’d to do so.

Seb. Please you, sir,

Do not omit the heavy offer of it:
It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth.
It is a comforter.

Ant. We two, my lord,

Will guard your person while you take your rest,
And watch your safety.

Alon. Thank you. Wondrous heavy.

[Alonso slecps. Exis Aried

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them !

Ant. Tt is the quality o’ th’ climate.

157 foison — abundance, plenty, a mere mouth-filling repetition.
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Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eyelids sink ? I find not
Myself dispos’d to sleep.

Ant. Nor I; my spirits are nimble.

They fell together all, as by consent ;

Theg dropp’d, as by a thunderstroke. What might,
Worthy Sebastian? O, what might ?— No more : —
And yet methinks I see it in thy face,

‘What thou shouldst be : the occasion speaks thee, and
My strong imagination sees a crown

Dropping upon thy head.

Seg. g y ‘What, art thou waking ?

Ant. Do you not hear me speak ?

Seb. I do; and surely
It is a sleepy language, and thou speak’st

‘Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say ?
This is a strange repose, to be asleep

With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving,
And yet so fast asleep.

Ant. Noble Sebastian,

Thou let’st thy fortune sleep — die, rather ; wink’st
‘Whiles thou art waking.

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly 3
There 's meaning in thy snores.

Ant. 1 am more serious than my custom : you
Must be so too, if heed me; which to do
Trebles thee o’er.

Seb. Well, I am standing water.

Ant. 1’1l teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do so: to ebb
Hereditary sloth instructs me.

Ant. o,

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish
‘Whiles thus you mock it! how, in stripping it,
You more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed, .
Most often do so near the bottom run

By their own fear or sloth.

Seb. Prithee, say on :
The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim
A matter from thee, and a birth indeed
‘Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir:
Although this lord of weak remembrance, — this,
Who shall be of as little memory
‘When he is earth’d,— hath here almost persuaded
(For he ’s & spirit of persuasion, only

23
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Ant. True.
And look how well my garments sit upon me ;
Much feater than before: my brother’s servants
Were then my fellows ; now they are my men.
Seb. But, for your conscience ?
Ant. Ay, sir; where lies that ? if ’t were a kibe,
"T would put me to my slipper : but I feel not
This deity in my bosom: twenty consciences,
That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candi'd be they
And melt ere they molest! Here lies your brother, 270
No better than the earth he lies upon,
If he were that which now he’s like, that ’s dead ;
‘Whom I, with this obedient steel, three inches of it,
Can lay to bed for ever; whiles you, doing thus,
To the perpetual wink for aye might put
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest,
They 'l take suggestion as a cat laps milk ;
They "1l tell the clock to any business that
‘We say befits the hour.
Seb. Thy case, dear friend, 280
Shall be my precedent; as thou got’st Milan,
I’ll come by Naples. Draw thy sword: one stroke
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payest ;
And I the king shall love thee.
Ant. Draw together ;
And when I rear my hand, do you the like,
To fall it on Gonzalo.
Seb. O, but one word. [ They talk apart.
Re-enter ARIEL, invisidle. :
Ari. My master through his art foresees the danger
That you, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth —
For else his project dies — to keep them living.
[Sings in Gonzalo's ear.
‘While you here do snoring lie, 290
Open-ey’d conspiracy
His time doth take.
If of lifyon keep a care,

Shake off slumber, and beware :
Awake, awake !

Ant. Then let us both be sudden.

Gon. Now, good angels
* Preserve the king. [ They wake.
Alon. Why, bow now ? ho, awake! Why are you drawn ?
Wherefore this ghastly looking ?

28 feater = more neatly.
268 kide —an indurated chilblain.
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at all, and another storm brewing; I hear it sing i’ th’ wind;
yond same black cloud, yond huge one, looks like a foul bom-
bard that would shed his liquor. If it should thunder as it did
before, I know not where to hide my head : yond same cloud
cannot choose but fall by pailfuls. What have we here ? a man
or a fish? dead or alive? A fish: he smells like a fish; a very
ancient and fish-like smell; & kind of not-of-the-newest Poor-
John. A strange fish! Were I in England now, as once 1 was,
and had but this fish painted, not & holiday fool there but would
give a piece of silver: there would this monster make a man;
any strange beast there makes a man: when they will not give
a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a
dead Indian. Legg'd like & man! and his fins like arms!
Warm o’ my troth! I do now let loose my opinion ; hold it no
longer : this is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered
by a thunderbolt. [ Thunder.] Alas, the storm is come again !
my best way is to creep under his gaberdine ; there is no other
shelter hereabout : misery acquaints a man with strange bed-
fellows. I will here shroud till the dregs of the storm be past.

Enter 8repuANo, singing : a bottle in Ais hand.

Ste. 1 shall no more to sea, to sea,

Here shall I die ashore — 39
This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral: well,
here ’s my comfort. [ Drinks.
[Sings.]
The master, the swabber, the boatswain and I,
‘The gunner and his mate
Lov’d Moll, Meg and Marian and Margery,
But none of us cared for Kate ;
For she had a tongue with a tang,
Would cry to a aailor, Go hang !
She lov’d not the savour of tar nor of pitch,
Yet a tailor might scratch her where’er she did itch:
‘I'hen to sea, boys, and let her go hang! 50
This is & scurvy tune too: but here s my comfort. [ Drinks.

Cal. Do not torment me : Oh !

Ste. What ’s the matter? Have we devils here? Do you
put tricks upon ’s with savages and men of Ind, ha? I have
not scap’d drowning to be afeard now of your four legs; for it
hath been said, As proper a man as ever went on four legs can-
not make him give ground; and it shall be said so again while
Stephano breathes at ’s nostrils.

Cal. The spirit torments me; Oh! 59

Ste. This is some monster of the isle with four legs, who hath
got, as I take it, an ague. Wliere the devil should he learn our

® dombard=a largedrinking vessel made of leather.
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That ’s & brave god and bears celestial liquor.
I will kneel to him.

Ste. How didst thou ’scape? How cam’st thou hither?
swear by this bottle how thou cam’st hither. I escap’d upon a
butt of sack which the sailors heav’d o’erboard, by this bott.le,
which I made of the bark of a tree with mine own hands since

I was cast ashore. 1t
Cal. 1’ll swear upon that bottle to be thy true subject; for
the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here; swear then how thou escap’dst.

Trin. Swum ashore, man, like a duck: I can swim like a
duck, I'll be sworn.

Ste. Here, kiss the book. Though thou canst swim like a
duck, thou art made like a goose.

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this? 119

Ste. The whole butt, man: my cellar is in a rock by the sea-
side where my wine is hid. How now, moon-calf! how does
thine ague ?

Cal. Hast thou not dropp’d from heaven ?

Ste. Out o’ th’ moon, I do assure thee: I was the man i’ th’
moon when time was.

Cal. 1 have seen thee in her and I do adore thee:

My mistress show'd me thee and thy dog and thy bush.

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: I will furnish it
anon with new contents: swear. 129

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow monster I
afeard of him! A very weak monster! The man i’ th’ moon!
A most poor credulous monster! Well drawn, monster, in good
sooth !

Cal. I'll show thee every fertile inch o’ th’ island ;

And I will kiss thy foot: I prithee, be my god.

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken monster!
when ’s god ’s asleep, he ’ll rob his bottle.

Cal. 1’ll kiss thy foot; I’ll swear myself thy subject.

Ste. Come on then; down, and swear.

Trin. 1 shall laugh myself to death at this puppy-headed
monster. A most scurvy monster! I could find in my heart to
beat him, —

Ste. Come, kiss.

Trin. But that the poor monster 's in drink: an abominable
monster !

Cal. 1’1l show thee the best springs; I'll pluck thee berries;
Il fish for thee and get thee wood enough.

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve !
I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee,
Thou wondrous man. 150
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Trin. A most ridiculous monster, to make a wonder of a poor
drunkard !

Cal. 1 prithee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ;

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ;

Show thee & jay’s nest and instruct thee how

To snare the nimble marmoset ; 1’ll bring thee

To clustering filberts and sometimes I’ll get thee
Young scamels from the rock. Wilt thou go with me?

Ste. I prithee now, lead the way without any more talking.
Trinculo, the king and all our company else being drown’d, we
will inherit here : here! bear my bottle : fellow Trinculo, we "1l
fill him by and by again.

Cal. [Sings drunkenly.]

Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell!

Trin. A howling monster ; a drunken monster !

Cal. No more dams 1]l make for fish;
Nor fetch in firing
At requiring:
Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish:

’Baun, ’Ban, Cacaliban

Has a new master: get a new man. 170
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, hey-day, free-
dom!

Ste. O brave monster! Lead the way. [ Exeunt.

ACT IIL

SceNe 1. Before PRoSPERO’S cell.

Enter FERDINAND, bearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and their labour
Delight in them sets off : some kinds of baseness
Are nobly undergone and most poor matters
Point to rich ends. This my mean task
Would be as heavy to me as odious, but
The mistress which I serve quickens what ’s dead
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is
Ten times more gentle than her father 's crabbed ;
And he ’s composed of harshness. I must remove
Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 1o
Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress
Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness
Had never like executor. I forget:

158 ccamels. What these were has not vet been dircovered.
18 trenchering. So the old text. Caliban is drunk, and his tongue is entangled with
the fag-ends of firing and requiring.
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But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours,
Most busy lest, when I do it.
Enter MIRaANDA , and PROSPERO ¢ a distance, unseen.

Mir. Alas, now, pray you,
Work not so hard: I would the lightning had
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin’d to pile!
Pray, set it down and rest you: when this burns,
"T will weep for having wearied you. My father
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself ;
He ’s safe for these three hours.

Fer. O most dear mistress,
The sun will set before I shall discharge
What I must strive to do.

Mir. If youll sit down,
I’ll bear your logs the while: pray, give me that;
I'll carry it to the pile.

Fer. No, precious creature ;
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back,
Than you should such dishonour undergo,
While I sit lazy by.

Mir. . It would become me
As well as it does you: and I should do it
‘With much more ease; for my good will is to it,

And yours it is against.

Pros. Poor worm, thou art infected !
This visitation shows it.

Mir. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble mistress; 'tis fresh morning with me
When you are by at night. I do beseech you —
Chiefly that I mlght; set it in my prayers —

What is your name ?

Mir. Miranda. — O my father,
I have broke your hest to say so!
Fer. Admir’d Miranda !

Indeed the top of admiration! worth

What 's dearest to the world! Full many a lady
I have ey'd with best regard, and many a time
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues
Have I lik’d several women ; never any

With so full soul, but some defect in her

Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d

And put it to the foil: but you, O you,

81

18 Most busy lest ; corrupt: possibly, most busiest ; that is, his thoughts of Miranda were

most busy when he was working to obtain her.
81 Aest — behest, command.
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So perfect and so peerless, are created
Of every creature’s best !
Mir. I do not know
One of my sex ; no woman’s face remember,
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 0
More that I may call men than you, good friend,
And my dear father: how features are abroad,
I am skilless of ; but, by my modesty,
The jewel in my dower, 1 would not wish
Any companion in the world but you,
Nor can imagination form a shape,
Besides yourself, 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 ; I do think, 3 king; 6o
I would, not so ! —and would no more endure
This wooden slavery than to suffer
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul speak :
The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service : there resides,
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake
Am I this patient log-man.
Mir. Do you love me ?
Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound
And crown what I profess with kind event
If T speak true! if hollowly, invert 70
What best is boded me to mischief! I
Beyond all limit of what else i’ th’ world
Do love, prize, honour you.

Mir. I am a fool
To weep at what I am glad of.
Pros. Fair encounter

Of two most rare affections! Heavens rain grace

On that which breeds between ’em !
Fer. ‘Wherefore weep you?
Mir. At mine unworthiness that dare not offer

What I desire to give, and much less take

What I shall die to want. Bat this is trifling :

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 8a

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning!

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence !

I am your wife, if you will marry me;

If not, Il die your maid: to be your fellow

You may deny me ; but I’ll be your servant,

Whether you will or no.



Scewx IL] THE TEMPEST. 83

Fer. My mistress, dearest ;
And I thus hamble ever.
Mir. My husband, then ?

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing
As bondage e’er of freedom : here ’s my hand.
Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t: and now farewell go
Till balf an hour hence.
Fer. A thousand thousand !
[ Ezeunt Fer.and Mir. severally
Pros. So glad of this as they I cannot be,
‘Who are surpris’d withal ; but my rejoicing
At nothing can be more. I'’ll to my book,
For yet ere supper-time must I perform
Much business appertaining. [Exit.

Scexk II. Another part of the island.
Enter CALIBAN, STRPHANO, 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. Servant-
monster, drink to me.

Trin. Servant-monster! the folly of this island ! They say
there’s but five upon this isle: we are three of them ; if th’
other two be brain’d like us, the state totters.

Ste. Drink, servant-monstet, when I bid thee: thy eyes are
almost set in thy head.

Trin. Where should they be set else? he were a brave mon-
ster indeed, if they were set in his tail.

Ste. My man-monster hath drown’d his tongue in sack : for
my part, the sea cannot drown me; I swam, ere I could recover
the shore, five and thirty leagues off and on. By this light, thou
shalt be my lieutenant, monster, or my standard.

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list; he ’s no standard.

Ste. 'We'll not run, Monsieur Monster.

Trin. Nor go neither ; but you’ll lie like dogs and yet say
nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou be’st a good
moon-calf. 20

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe.

I’ not serve him; he ’s not valiant.

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I am in case to
justle a constable. Why, thou debosh’d fish, thou, was there
ever man a coward that hath drunk so much sack as I to-day?
'Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half a fish and half a
monster ?

5 no de { to the ensign or ancient (a corruption of ensign),
dn officer next bvlow t.he lieatenant.
% debosh’d = dohu;hed
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Cal. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my lord ?

Trin. “Lord ” quoth he! That a monster should be such a
natural ! kY

Cal. Lo, lo, again! bite him to death, I prithee.

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head : if you prove
a mutineer, — the next tree! The poor monster’s my subject
and he shall not suffer indignity.

Cal. 1 thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d to hearken
once again to the suit I made to thee?

Ste. Marry, will I: kneel and repeat it ; I will stand, and so
shall Trinculo.

Enter ARIEL, invisible.

Cal. AsT told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant, a sor
cerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of the island. 40

Ari. Thou liest.

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou :

I would my valiant master would destroy thee !
I do not lie.

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

Trin. Why, I said nothing.

Ste. Mum, then, and no more. Proceed.

Cul. 1 say, by sorcery he got this isle ;

From me he got it. If thy greatness will
Revenge it on him, — for I know thou dar’st, 50
But this thing dare not, —

Ste. That's most certain.

Cul. Thou shalt be lord of it and I'’ll serve thee.

Ste. How now shall this be compass’d? Canst thou bring
me to the party?

Cul. Yea, yea, my lord: I'll yield him thee asleep,

Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head.

Ari. Thou liest ; thou canst not.

Cal. What a pied ninny 's this! Thou scurvy patch !
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows
And take his bottle from him: when that ’s gone
He shall drink nought but brine; for I’ll not show him
Where the quick freshes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt the mon-
ster one word further, and, by this hand, I'll turn my mercy
out o’ doors and make a stock-fish of thee.

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing. I’ll go farther
off.
Ste. Didst thou not say he lied ?

Ari. Thou liest. 70
8 pied ninny: Trinculo is the Court Fool, and wears a motley, or pied, dress.
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Ste. Do Iso? take thou that. [ Beats T'rin.]
As you like this, give me the lie another hme

Trin. I did not give the lie. Out 0o’ your wits and hearing
too? A pox o’ your bottle! this can sack and drinking do. A
murrain on your monster, and the devil take your fingers !

Cal. Ha, ha, ha!

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Prithee, stand farther
off.

Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time
I'll beat him too. )

Ste. Stand farther. Come, proceed. 8

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’t is a custom with him,

T’ th’ afternoon to sleep : there thou mayst brain him,
Having first seiz’d his books, or with a log

Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake,

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember

First to possess his books ; for without them

He ’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not

One spirit to command : they all do hate him

As rootedly as I. Burn but his books.

He has brave utensils, — for so he calls them, — 90
‘Which, when he has a house, he ’ll deck withal.

And that most deeply to consider is

The beauty of his daughter ; he himself

Calls her a nonpareil : I never saw a woman,

But only Sycorax my dam and she ;

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax

As great’st does least.

Ste. Is it 8o brave a lass ?

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

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man: his daughter and I wnll
be king and queen, — save our graces ! —and Trinculo and thy-
self shall be viceroys. Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo ?

Trin. Excellent.

Ste. Give me thy hand : I am sorry I beat thee; but, while
thou liv’st, keep a good tongue in thy head.

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep :

‘Wilt thou destroy him then ?

Ste. Ay, on mine honour.

Ari. This will I tell my master.

Cal. Thou mak’st me merry ; I am full of pleasure :

Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch 110
You taught me but while-ere ?

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any reason.

Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. (Sings
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No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’d

Whom thus we stray to find, and the sea mocks

Our frustrate seareh on land. Well, let him go. 10

Ant. [Aside to Seb.] I am right glad that he’s so out of
hope.

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose

That you resolv’d t’ effect.

Seb. [Asids to Ant.] The next advantage

Will we take throughly.

Ant. [Aside to Seb.] Let it be to-night ;

For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they

Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance

As when they are fresh.

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] 1 say, to-night: no more.

[ Solemn and strange music
Alon. What harmony is this? My good friends, hark !
Gon. Marvellous sweet musie !

Enter Prosesno above, incisible. Enter several strange Shapes, bnngmﬁ in a danquet;
they dance abous it with gentle of ; and, ng the , ele., 10 eat,
they depart.

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What were these ? 20
Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe

That there are unicorns, that in Arabia

There is one tree, the phenix’ throne, one pheenix

At this hour reigning there.

Ant. 1’1l believe both ;

And what does else want credit, come to me,

And I'’ll be sworn 't is true : travellers ne’er did lie,

Though fools at home condemn ’em.

Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe me ?

If I should say, I saw such islanders —

For, certes, these are people of the island — 30

‘Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note,

Their manners are more gentle-kind than of

Our human generation you shall find

Many, nay, almost any.

Pros. [Aside.] Honest lord,

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present

Are worse than devils.

Alon. I cannot too much muse

Such shapes, such gesture and such sound, expressing,

Although they want the use of tongue, a kind

Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pros. [A4side.] Praise in departing.
® Praise in departing : an adage agains. uver-hasty lusions in one’s own favor.
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They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me :

Lingering perdition, worse than any death

Can be at once, shall step by step attend

You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you from —
‘Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 80
Upon your heads — is nothing but heart-sorrow

And a clear life ensuing.

He vamishes in thunder; them, to soft music, enter the Shapes again, and dance, with
mocks and mows, and carrying oul the table.

Pros. Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou
Perform’d, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring:
Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life
And observation strange, my meaner ministers
Their several kinds have done. My high charms work
And these mine enemies are all knit up
In their distractions; they now are in my power; 9%
And in these fits I leave them, while I visit
Young Ferdinand, whom they suppose is drown’d,
And his and mine lov'd darling. [ Exit above,
Gon. I’ the name of something holy, sir, why stand you
In this strange stare?
Alon. O, it is monstrous, monstrous !
Methought the billows spoke and told me of it;
The winds did sing it to me, and the thunder,
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc’d
The name of Prosper: it did bass my trespass.

Therefore my son i’ the ooze is bedded, and 100
I'll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded
And with him there lie mudded. |Exit.
Seb. But one fiend at a time,
I’ fight their legions o’er.
Ant. I’ll be thy second. [Ezeunt Seb. and Ant.

Gon. All three of them are desperate: their great guilt,
Like poison given to work a great time after,
Now ’gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly
And hinder them from what this ecstasy
May now provoke them to.
Adr. Follow, I pray you. (Ereunt

84 derouring : ro nmined 2 use of the word that the passage may be corrupt.
93 whom tAsy suppose is drown'd: a careless disregard of grammar.
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Did worthily perform ; and I must use you
In such another trick. Go bring the rabble,
O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place:
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 40
Some vanity of mine art : it is my promise,
And they expect it from me.
Ari. Presently ?
Pros. Ay, with a twink.
Ari. Before you can say “come” and “go,”
And breathe twice and cry  so, so0,”
Each one, tripping on his toe,
Will be here with mop and mow.
Do you love me, master? no?
Pros. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach
Till thou dost hear me call
Ari. Well, I conceive. (Ezit.
Pros. Look thou be true; do not give dalliance st
Too much the rein: the strongest oaths are straw
To the fire i’ th’ blood: be more abstemious,
Or else, good night your vow !
Fer. I warrant you, sir ;
The white cold virgin snow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of my liver.
Pros. Well.
Now come, my Ariel! bring a corollary,
Rather than want a spirit: appear, and pertly !

No tongue ! all eyes! be silent. [ St mune
Enter Ins.
» Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 60

Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ;
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep,
And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to keep ;
Thy banks with pioned and lilied brims,
‘Which spongy April at thy hest betrims,
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy broom-groves,
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves,
Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipp’d vineyard ;
And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard,
Where thou thyself dost air; —the queen o’ th’ sky, 70
Whose watery arch and messenger am I,
Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign grace,
@ Presemtly = immediately.
8 corollary — supplement.
& stover — coarse grass, fodder. thatch,
4 pioned and lilied brims: the folio, * pioned and twilled,” in which twilled mighs

mean ri and pioned dug : but pionies and lilies are required to make crowns.
L4 pbﬁ‘d. that is, with poles clipped or surrounded by vines.
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Here on this grass-plot, in this very place,
To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain :
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain.
Enter Caaxs.

Cer. Hail, many-colour’d messenger, that ne’er
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter;
Who with thy saffron wings upon my flowers
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers,
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 80
My bosky acres and my unshrubb’d down,
Rich scarf to my proud earth; why hath thy queen
Summon’d me hither, to this short-grass'd green?

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate;
And some donation freely to estate
On the blest lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow,
If Venus or her son, as thou dost know,
Do now attend the queen? Since they did plot
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got,

Her and her blind boy’s scandal'd company 9%
I have forsworn.
Iris. Of her society

Be not afraid : I met her deity

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos and her son
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to have done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,

Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid

Till Hymen’s torch be lighted : but in vain;

Mars’s hot minion is return’d again ;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, .
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows 100
And be a boy right out.
Cer. High’st queen of state,
Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gait.
Enter Juxo.

Juno. How does my bounteous sister? Go with me
T bless this twain, that they may prosperous be
And honour’d in their issue. [ They sing.

Juno. Honour, riches, marriage blessing,
Long continuance. and increasing,
Hourly joys be still upon you !
Juno sings her blessings on you.
Cer.  Earth’s increase, foison plenty, 110
Barns and garners never empty,
Vines with clustering bunches growing,
Plants with goodly burthen bowing ;
93 Aer deity — her: used as ‘‘ her majesty."
¥ Paphos = a town in Cyprus whers Venus was worshipped.
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Spring come to you at the farthest
In the very end of harvest!
Scarcity aod want shall shun you;
Ceres’ blessing so is on you.

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and

Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold

To think these spirits ? ’

Pros. Spirits, which by mine art 120

I have from their confines call’d to enact

My present fancies.

Fer. Let me live here ever;

So rare a wonder’d father and a wise

Makes this place Paradise.

(Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Iris on employment.
Pros. Sweet, now, silence!

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ;

There’s something else to do : hush, and be mute,

Or else our spell is marr’d.

Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the winding brooks

With your sedg’d crowns and ever-harmless looks,

Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 130

Answer your summons ; Juno does command :

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contract of true love ; be not too late.

Enter certain Nymphs.

You sunburnt sicklemen, of August weary,

Come hither from the furrow and be merry

Make holiday; your rye-straw hats put on

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one

In country footing.

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with the Ni az;nplu in a graceful dance;
towards the end whereof PROSPERO starts suddenly, and spe after which, to a strange,
Aollewo, and confused noise, they heavily vanish.

Pros. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy

Of the beast Caliban and his confederates 140

Against my life : the minute of their plot

Is almost come. [To the Spirits.] Well done! avoid; no

more !
Fer. This is strange : your father ’s in some passion

That works him strongly.

Mir. Never till this day
Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper'd.

Pros. You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort,
As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir.

133 So rare a wonder'd father and a wise. Loosely written for, So rarely wonderful

uld wise & father.
138 winding brooks. The folio windring, and possibly we should read wand'ring.
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Ari. I go, I go. (Bxis.
Pros. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains,
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 190
And as with age his body uglier grows,
So his mind cankers. I will plague them all,
Even to roaring.
Re-enter AR, loaden with glittering apparel, etc.
Come, hang them on this line.
ProsPERO @nd ARIEL remain, invisidle. Enier CaLiDaAN, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO, all icet.
Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may not
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell.
Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a harmless fairy,
has done little better than play’d the Jack with us.
T'rin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss; at which my nose

is in great indignation.
Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If I should take
a displeasure against you, look you, — 201

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster.
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still.
Be patient, for the prize I ’ll bring thee to
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak softly.
All ’s hush’d as midnight yet.
Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool, —
Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonourin that, monster,
but an infinite loss.
Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting : yet this is your
harmless fairy, monster. 211
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o’er ears for my
labour.
Cal. Prithee, my king, be quiet. See’st thou here,
This is the mouth o’ th’ cell : no noise, and enter.
Do that good mischief which may make this island
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,
For aye thy footlicker.
Ste. Give me thy hand. I do begin to have bloody thoughts.
Trin. O king Stephano! O peer! O worthy Stephano!
look what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 221
Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash.
Trin. O, ho, monster! we know what belongs to a frippery.
O king Stephano!
Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand, I’ll have that
wn.
goTrin. Thy grace shall have it.
Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you mean

18 frippery = a shop for the sale of old finery.
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To dote thus on such luggage ? Let 't alone

And do the murther first : if he awake, 230
From toe to crown he’ll fill our skins with pinches,

Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, is not this my
jerkin? Now is the jerkin under the line: now, jerkin, you
are like to lose your hair and prove a bald jerkin.

Trin. Do, do: we steal by line and level an’t like your

grace.

Ste. I thank thee for that jest; here’s a garment for ’t: wit
shall not go unrewarded while I am king of this country. ¢ Steal
by line and level ” is an excellent pass of pate; there’s another
garment for ’t. 241

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon your fingers, and
away with the rest.

Cal. I will have none on ’t: we shall lose our time,

And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes
With foreheads villanous low.

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers: help to bear this away
where my hogshead of wine is, orI Il turn you out of my king-
dom: go to, carry this.

Trin. And this. 250

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in shape of dogs and hownds, and huss
them about, PROSPERO and ARIKL setting them om.

Pros. Hey, Mountain, hey!

Ari. Silver! there it goes, Silver !

Pros. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there! hark ! hark!

(Cal., Ste., and Trin. are driven ous.

Go charge my goblins that they grind their joints
With dry convulsions, shorten up their sinews
With aged cramps, and more pinch-spotted make them
Than pard or cat o’ mountain.

Ari. Hark, they roar!
Pros. Let them be hunted soundly. At this hour
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 260

Shortly shall all my labours end. and thou
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little
Follow, and do me service. [ Ezeunt.

24 under the line : a punning allusion to the equinoctial line, the heat under which
was suppored to caure the loss of hair.
3 pass of pate = invention of the brain.
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ACT V.

SceNE 1. Before PROSPERO’S cell.
Enter PROSPERO 5 Ais magic robes, and ARIxL.

Pros. Now does my project gather to a head :
My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time
Goes upright with his carrisge. How ’s the day?

Ari. On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord,
You said our work should cease.

Pros. I did say so,
When first I rais’d the tempest. Say, my spirit,
How fares the king and ’s followers ?

Ari. Confin’d together
In the same fashion as you gave in charge,
Just as you left them ; all prisoners, sir,
In the linegrove which weather-fends your cell ;
They cannot budge till your release. The king,
His brother and yours, abide all three distracted,
And the remainder mourning over them,
Brimful of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly
Him that you term’d, sir, * The good old lord, Gonzalo; ”
His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops
From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly works 'em
That if you now beheld them, your affections
‘Would become tender.

Pros. Dost thou think so, spirit ?

Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human.

Pros. And mine shall.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself,
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art?
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick,
Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury
Do I take part: the rarer action is
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent,
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend
Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel :
My charms I’ll break, their senses I’ll restore,
And they shall be themselves.

Ari. I'll fetch them, sir.

And ye that on the sands with printless foot

3 carriage = load, burthen, that which is carried.
30 line-grorve — linden grove.
% kindiier — more like one of their kind.

47
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20

[Exit

Pros. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and groves,
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Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter:
Thy brother was a furtherer in the act.
Thou art pinch’d for ’t now, Sebastian. Flesh and blood,
You, brother mine, that entertain’d ambition,
Expell'd remorse and nature ; whom, with Sebastian,
‘Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,
Would here have kill'd your king ; I do forgive thee,
Unnatural though thou art. Their unde i
Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 8o
'Will shortly fill the reasonable shore
That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them
That yet looks on me, or would know me : Ariel,
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell :
I will discase me, and myself present
As T was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit ;
Thou shalt ere long be free.
AR sings and Aelps to attire him.

Where the bee sucks, there suck I:
In a cowslip’s bell I lic;
There I couch when owls do cry. 90
On the bat’s back I do fly
After summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.

Pros. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel! I shall miss thee;
Bat yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so.
To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art:
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep
Under the hatches ; the master and the boatswain
Being awake, enforce them to this place, 100
And presently, I prithee.
Ari. I drink the air before me, and return
Or ere your pulse twice beat. (Exzu.
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder and amazement
Inhabits here : some heavenly power guide us
Out of this fearful country!
* Pros. Behold, sir king,
The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero :
For more assurance that a living prince
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ;

And to thee and thy company I bid 110
A hearty welcome.
Alon. ‘Whether thou be’st he or no,

 After summer., Theobald changed ‘‘ summer » to sunset. and has been followed
by many editors.
“'Mﬂ:dthoyma‘entmt,tmm&hly: the proper meaning of the word.
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Pros. As greaf to me as late ; and, supportable
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker
Than you may call to comfort you, for I
Have lost my daughter.
Alon. A daughter?
O heavens, that they were hvmg both in Naples,
The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish 150
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed
Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter ?
Pros. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords
At this encounter do so much admire
That they devour their reason and scarce think
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words
Are natural breath: bat, howsoe’er you have
Been justled from your senses, know for certain
That I am Prospero and that very duke
Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most strangely 160
Upon this shore, where you were wrack’d, was landed,
To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this ;
For ’tis a chronicle of day by day,
Not a relation for a breakfast nor
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ;
This cell ’s my court : here have I few attendants
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in.
My dukedom since you have given me again,
I will requite you with as good a thing ;
At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 170
As much as me my dukedom.
Here Prospero discovers ¥ERDINAND and MIRANDA playing at chess.
Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false.
Fer. No, my dear’st love,
I would not for the world.
Mir. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle,

And I would call it fair play.
Alon. If this prove
A vision of the Island, one dear son
Shall I twice lose.
Seb. A most high miracle !
Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful ;
I have curs’d them without cause. [Kneels
Alon. Now all the blessings
Of a glad father compass thee about ! 180
Arise, and say how thou cam’st here.
Mir. O, wonder !

Here Prospere discovers, etc. ; that In. he exposes or reveals them to sight, probably
by drawing & curtain at the beck of his cell.
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That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on shore ?
Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news ? 220

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found
Our king and company ; the next, our ship —
‘Which, but three glasses since, we gave out $plit —
Is tight and yare and bravely rigg’d as when
We first put out to sea.

Ari. [Aside to Pros.] Sir, all this service
Have I done since I went.

m. g.h.mlo to Ari.] My tricksy spirit !
ese are not natural events; they strengthen

From st:ra.nge to stranger. Say, how came you hither?

Boats. If 1 did think, sir, I were well awake,
I'ld strive to tell yon. We were dead of sleep, 230
And — how we know not — all clapp’d under hatches;
‘Where but even now with strange and several noises
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains,
And more diversity of sounds, all horrible,
We were awak’d ; straightway, at liberty;
‘Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld
Our royal, good and gallant ship, our master
Capering to eye her: on a trice, so please you,
Even in a dream, were we divided from them

And were brought moping hither.
Ari. [Aside to Pros. Was 't well done ? 240
Pros. [Aside to Ari.] Bravely, my diligence.

Thou shalt be free.
Alon. This is as strange a maze a8 e’er men trod;
And there is in this business more than nature
‘Was ever conduct of : some oracle
Must rectify our knowledge.
Pros. Sir, my liege,
Do not infest your mind with beating on
The strangeness of this business; at pick’d leisure
‘Which shall be shortly, single I 'll resolve you,
‘Which to you shall seem probable, of every
These happen’d accidents; till when, be cheerful 250
And think of each thing "well. [Aside to Ari.] Come hither,
spirit :
Set Caliban and his companions free ;
Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares my gracious sir ?
There are yet missing of your company
Some few odd lads that you remember not.

8 (ricksy—nimble, and dainty.
3 several moises; that is, distinct nolses, one severed from the other.
8 single — alone.



54 THE TEMPEST. [Acr V.

Re-enter ARtmL, driving in CALIBAS, STEPHANO and TRINCTLO, in their stolen apparel.
Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man take
care for himself ; for all is but fortune. Coragio, bully-monster,

coragio !
Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my head, here ’s
a goodly sight. 260

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed !
How fine my master is! I am afraid
He will chastise me.
Seb. Ha, ha!
‘What things are these, my lord Antonio?
Will money buy ’em ?
Ant. Very like ; one of them
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.
Pros. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords,
Then say if they be true. This mis-shapen knave,
His mother was a witch, and one so strong
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 270
And deal in her command without her power.
These three have robb’d me ; and this demi-devil —
For he 's a bastard one — had plotted with them
To take my life. Two of these fellows you
Must know and own ; this thing of darkness I
Acknowledge mine.
Cal. I shall be pinch’d to death.
Alon. Ts not this Stephano, my drunken butler ?
Seb. He is drunk now: where had he wine ?
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : where should they
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded ’em ? 280
How cam'st thou in this pickle ?
Trin. I have been in such a pickle since I saw you last that,
I fear me, will never out of my bones: I shall not fear fly-
blowing.
Seb. Why, how now, Stephano !
Ste. O, touch me not; I am not Stephano, but a eramp.
Pros. You’ld be king o’ the isle, sirrah ?
Ste. I should have been a sore one then.
Alon. This is a strange thing as e’er I look'd on.
[Pointing to Calidan
Pros. He is as disproportion’d in his manners 200
As in his shape. o, sirrah, to my cell ;
Take with you your companions ; as you look
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.
Cal. Ay, that I will; and I’ll be wise hereafter

11 woithout her power. Tiere ‘‘ power® is loosely usod for * right,” rightful power.
W gilded. Klizabethan slang for intoxicated. ’ Po
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And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass
‘Was I, to take this drunkard for a god
And worship this dull fool!
Pros. Go to; away!
Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you fonnd it.
Seb. Or stole it, rather. {Ereuns Cal., Ste., and Trin.
Pros. Sir, I invite your highness and your train 300
To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest
For this one night; which, part of it, 1’ll waste
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it
Go quick away ; the story of my life
And the particular accidents gone by
Since I came to this isle: and in the morn
1’1l bring you to your ship and so to Naples,
Where I have hope to see the nuptial
Of these our dear-belov’d solemnized ;
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 3t0
Every third thought shall be my grave.
Alon. I long
To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.
Pros. I’ll deliver all;
And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales
And sail so expeditious that shall catch
Your royal fleet far off. [Adside to Ari.] My Ariel, chick,
That is thy charge : then to the elements!
Be free, and fare thou well! Please you, draw near. [Ezeunt.

EPILOGUE.
SPOKEN BY PROSPERO.

Now my charms are all o’erthrown,
And what strength I have ’s mine own,
‘Which is most faint: now, ’tis true,

I must be here confin'd by you,

Or sent to Naples. Let me not,

Since I have my dukedom got

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell

In this bare island by your spell ;

9 guptial. 8. always uses this word in the ringular.
99 solemnized. A word of four syllables, accented on the second.
Epilogue. This epilogue was not written by 8., but by some fellow playwright, of
muach inferior powers ; perhaps Ben Jonson.
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Bat release me from my bands

With the help of your good hands : 10
Gentle breath of yonrs my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails,

Which was to please. Now I want

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant,

And my ending is despair,

Unless I be reliev'd by prayer,

‘Which pierces so that it assaults

Mercy itself and frees all faults.

As you from crimes would pardon’d be,

Let your indulgence set me free. 20



THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

——
INTRODUCTION.

WE know nothing of this play before its appearance in the folio,
1623, except that it is mentioned as Shakespeare’s by Francis Meres
in his Palladis Tamia, which was published in 1598, and written,
probably, a year or two before. But Tke Two Gentlemen of Verona
is very surely some years older than the Palladis Tamia. Its struc-
ture, its tone of thought and feeling, and its versification all point to
a very early period in Shakespeare’s play-writing as the time of its
production. In default of any other than internal evidence, we can
only infer that it was among the very first of its author’s individual
works, — that is, of those which he planned and wrote single-handed,
—and that it was produced at some time between 1587 and 1591,
probably nearer the latter than the former year. No play or tale
which could have been the origin of The Two Gentlemen of Verona
has yet been discovered. None the less, however, may we be sure
that we have in it some Italian story which Shakespeare dramatized
or adapted, or some old play which he worked over for the stage of
the Globe Theatre. There is hardly a scene which does not bear
the stamp of this rewriting, except those in which Launce and his
dog and Speed appear. The latter seem to have been of Shake-
speare’s own invention. In the plot he probably yaried very little
from his original ; and it is to such a conformity to some old story
that we must attribute the strange behavior of Silvia, of Valentine,
and of Thurio. Some likeness has been discovered between certain
parts of this play and a tale told about herself by the shepherdess
Felismena, in the Diana of George de Montemajor; but the likeness
is of small significance, — too small to be worth particular mention.
The period of the action is the second quarter of the sixteenth cen-

tury.



DRAMATIS PERSONZE.

Dukk or MiLAN, Father to Silvia.
}::g:::m, the two Gentlemen.
ANToN10, Father to Proteus.
Tuukio, a foolish rivalto Valentine.
EGLAMOUR, dgent for Silvia in her
uca[le.
Hosr, where Julia lodges.
QuTLAWS, with Valentine.

SPRED, a clownish servant to Vales-
tsne.

LAUNCE, the like to Proteus.

PANTHINO, Servant {o Antonio.

JULIA, beloved of Profeus.
S1LVIA, belored of Valentine.
LUCETTA, waiting woman to Julia

Servants, Musicians.

Scaxz: Verona: Milan ; and in a forest on the frontiers of Mantua.



THE
TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

———
ACT I
SceNE 1.  Verona. An open place.
Enter VALRNTINE and PROTRUS.

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus:
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits.
Were 't not affection chains thy tender days
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love,
I rather would entreat thy company
To see the wonders of the world abroad
Than, living dully sluggardiz'd at home,
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.
Bat since thou lov’st, love still and thrive therein,
Even as I would when I to love begin. 10
Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, adieua !
Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel:
‘Wish me partaker in thy happiness
When thou dost meet good hap; and in thy danger,
If ever danger do environ thee,
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers,
For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine.
Val. And on a love-book pray for my success ?
ro. Upon some book I love I 'll pray for thee. 20
TE:& ’s on some shallow story of deep love:
How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont.
Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love;
For he was more than over shoes in love.
Val. 'Tis true; for you are over boots in love,
And yet you never swum the Hellespont.
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 scorn is bought with groans;
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment’s mirth 30

18 deadsman = one who pravs, and tells beads, for another.
2 give me not the boots -= don’t make me your Lug
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With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights :
If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ;

If lost, why then a grievous labour won;
However, but a folly bought with wit,

Or else a wit by folly vanquished.

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

Val. So, by your circumstance, I fear you 'll prove.

Pro. 'T is love you cavil at: T am not Love.

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you:
And he that is so yoked by a fool, 40
Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise.

Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud
The eating canker dwells, so eating love
Inhabits in the finest wits of all.

Val. And writers say, as the most forward bud
TIs eaten by the canker ere it blow,

Even so by love the young and tender wit

Is turn’d to folly, blasting in the bud,

Losing his verdure even in the prime

And all the fair effects of future hopes. [
But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee

That art a votary to fond desire ?

Once more adieu! my father at the road

Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

Val. Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take our leave.
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters
Of thy success in love and what news else
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ;

And I likewise will visit thee with mine. 6o
Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan!
Val. As much to you at home! and so farewell. {Bxic.

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love:

He leaves his friends to dignify them more ;

I leave myself, my friends and all, for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me,

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time,

‘War with good counsel, set the world at nought ;

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought.

Enter 8pERD.

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you! Saw you my master ?
Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan.
Speed. Twenty to one then he is shipp'd already,

And I have play’d the sheep in losing him.

2 shipp'd : ship and sheep were pronounced alike, or nearly enough alike for a quibble.
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Pro. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray,
An if the shepherd be a while away.
Speed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd then and

Lasheep?

Pro. I do.

Speed. Why then, my horns are his horns, whether I wake
or sleep. 8o

Pro. A silly answer and fitting well a sheep.

Speed. This proves me still a sheep.

Pro. True; and thy master a shepherd.

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance.

Pro. It shall go hard but I'll prove it by another.

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the sheep the
shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my master seeks not me :
therefore I am no sheep.

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd ; the shep-
herd for food follows not the sheep: thou for wages followest
thy master ; thy master for wages follows not thee: therefore
thou art a sheep.

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry “ baa.”

Pro. Bat, dost thon hear ? gav’st thou my letter to Julia ?

Speed. Ay, sir: 1, a lost mutton, gave your letter to her, a

. lac’d mutton, and she, a lac’d mutton, gave me, a lost mutton,
nothing for my labour.

Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such store of muttons.

Speed. 1f the ground be overcharg’d, you were best stick
her. 100

Pro. Nay: in that you are astray, 't were best pound you.

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me for carry-
ing your letter.

Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound, — a pinfold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin? fold it over and over,
"T is threefold too little for carrying a letter to your lover.

Pro. Bat what said she ?

Speed. [Nodding.] Ay.

Pro. Nod-ay ? — why, that ’s noddy.

Speed. You mistook, sir; I say, she did nod : and you ask
me if she did nod; and I say, “ Ay.” i

Pro. And that set together is noddy.

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it together, take
it for your pains.

Pro. No, no; you shall have it for bearing the letter.

Speed. Well, T perceive I must be fain to bear with you.

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ?

% lac'd mutton. Bhgg!oramtonwom, but has here a milder sense
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Luc. Lord, Lord ! to see what folly reigns in us!
Jul. How now! what means this passion at his name ?
Luc. Pardon, dear madam: ’t is a passing shame
That I, unworthy body as I am,
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.
Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest? 20
Luc. Then thus: of many good I think him best.
Jul. Your reason?
Luc. 1 have no other but a woman’s reason ;
I think him so because I think him so.
Jul. And wouldst thou have me cast my love on him?
Lue. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away.
Jul. Why he, of all the rest, hath never mov'd me.
Luc. Yet he, of all the rest, I think, best loves ye.
Jul. His little speaking shows his love but small.
Luc. Fire that’s closest kept burns most of all. 30
Jul. They do not love that do not show their love.
Lue. O, they love least that let men know their love.
Jul. 1 would I knew his mind.
Lue. Peruse this paper, madam.
Jul. “To Julia.” Say, from whom?
Luc. That the contents will show.
Jul. Say, say, who gave it thee?
Luc. Sir Valentine’s page ; and sent, I think, from Proteas.
He would have given it you; but I, being in the way,
Did in your name receive it : pardon the fault, I pray. 40
Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker!
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ?
To whisper and conspire against my youth ?
Now, trust me, ’t is an office of great worth
And you an officer fit for the place.
There, take the paper: see it be return’d ;
Or else return no more into my sight.
Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee than hate.
Jul. Will ye be gone ?
Luc. That you may ruminate. [Ezit.
Jul. And yet I would I had o’erlook’d the letter : 50
It were a shame to call her back again
And pray her to a fault for which I chid her.
What ’ fool is she, that knows I am a maid,
And would not force the letter to my view !
Since maids, in modesty, say “ no” to that
Which they would have the profferer construe “ay.”
¥ ce = u,
a brmvnz gt;-nl::tgreiﬂem'

80 o'erlook'd — looked over.
8 Whas ® fool. This elision for “ what a fool " is in the old text.
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Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus.
Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me.
Here is a coil with protestation ! { Tears the lester.
Go get you gone, and let the papers lie: 100
You would be fingering them, to anger me.
Luc. She makes it strange ; but she would be best pleas’d
To be so anger’d with another letter. [Bxit
Jul. Nay, would I were 80 anger’d with the same !
O hateful hands, to tear such loving words !
Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey
And kill the bees that yield it with your stings !
1’11 kiss each several paper for amends.
Look, here is writ “kind Julia.” Unkind Julia!
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 110
I throw thy name against the bruising stones,
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.
And here is writ * love-wounded Proteus.”
Poor wounded name ! my bosom as a bed
Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d ;
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.
Baut twice or thrice was “ Proteus ”’ written down.
Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away
Till I have found each letter in the letter,
Except mine own name : that some whirlwind bear 120
Unto a ragged fearful-hanging rock
And throw it thence into the raging sea !
Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,
“ Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,
To the sweet Julia :” that I’ll tear away.
And yet I will not, sith so prettily
He couples it to his complaining names.
Thus will T fold them one upon another :
Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.
Re-emter LUCETTA.
Lue. Madam, 130
Dinner is ready, and your father stays.
Jul. Well, let us go.
Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales here ?
Jul. If you respect them, best to take them up.
Lue. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down:
Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold.
Jul. 1 see you have a moneth’s mind to them.
Lue. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you see ;
I see things too, although you judge I wink.
Jul. Come, come ; will’t please you go? [Ereunt

138 for cntching cold = lest they should eatch cold.
2 ‘g moneth’s mind =u strong inclioation. Moneth (month) is a dissyllable.
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Are journeying to salute the emperor
And to commend their gervice to his will.
Ant. Good company; with them shall Proteus go:
And, in good time ! now will we break with him.
Enter ProTUS.
Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life !
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart;
Here is8 her oath for love, her honour’s pawn.
O, that our fathers would applaud our loves,
To seal our happiness with their consents !
O heavenly Julia! 5
Ant. How now! what letter are you reading there ?
Pro. May ’t please your lordship, 't is a word or two
Of commendations sent from Valentine,
Deliver’d by a friend that came from him.
Ant. Lend me the letter; let me see what news.
Pro. There is no news, my lord, but that he writes
How happily he lives, how well belov’d
And daily graced by the emperor;
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune.
Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish ? 60
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will
And not depending on his friendly wish.
Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish.
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ;
For what I will, I will, and there an end.
I am resolv’d that thou shalt spend some time
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court:
‘What maintenance he from his friends receives,
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me.
To-morrow be in readiness to go: 70
Excuse it not, for I am peremptory.
Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided :
Please you, deliberate a day or two.
Ant. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent after thee :
No more of stay ! to-morrow thou must go.
Come on, Panthino: you shall be employ’d
To hasten on his expedition. [Ezeunt Ant. and Pan.
Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire for fear of burning,
And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drown'd.
I fear'd to show my father Julia’s letter, 8o
Lest he should take exceptions to my love;
And with the vantage of mine own excuse
Hath he excepted most against my love.

® gxhidbition = a)lowance of money. Pensions allowed to scholars in English col-
leges are now called exhibitions.
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Speed. They are all perceiv’d without ye.

Val. Without me ? they cannot.

Speed. Without you? nay, that’s certain, for, without you
were so simple, none else would : but you are so without these
follies, that these follies are within you and shine through you
like the water in an urinal, that not an eye that sees you but is
a physician to comment on your malady.

Val. But tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ?

Speed. She that you gaze on so as she sits at supper ?

Val. Hast thou observ'd that ? even she, I mean.

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not.

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, and yet
knowest her not ? 41

Speed. 1s she not hard-favour’d, sir?

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well-favour’d.

Speed. Sir, 1 know that well enough.

Val. What dost thou know ?

Speed. That she is not so fair as, of you, well favour’d.

Val. I mean that her beauty is exquisite, but her favour in-
finite.

Speed. That’s because the one is painted and the other out
of all eount. 50

Val. How painted ? and how out of count?

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that no man
counts of her beauty.

Val. How esteem’st thou me ? I account of her beauty.

Speed. You pever saw her since she was deform’d.

Val. How long hath she been deform’d ?

Speed. Ever since you lov'd her.

Val. I have lov’d her ever since I saw her; and still I see
her beautiful.

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 60

Val. Why?

Speed. Because Love is blind. O, that you had mine eyes;
or your own eyes had the lights they were wont to have when
you chid at Sir Proteus for going ungarter’d !

Val. What should I see then?

Speed. Your own present folly and her passing deformity :
for he, being in love, could not see to garter his hose. and you,
being in love, cannot see to put on your hose.

Val. Belike, boy, then, you are in love ; for last morning you
could not see to wipe my shoes. 0

Speed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed: I thank you,
you swing’d me for my love, which makes me the bolder t; chide
you for yours.

Vai. In conclusion, I stand affected to her.
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Val. If it please me, madam, what then ?

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour : 120
And so, good morrow, servant. (2278

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible,

As a nose on a man’s face or a weathercock on a steeple !

My master sues to her, and she hath taught her suitor,

He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better,

That my master, being scribe, to himself should write the letter ?
Val. How now, sir? what are you reasoning with yourself ?
Speed. Nay, I was rhyming: 't is you that have the reason.
Val. To do what? 130
Speed. To be a spokesman for Madam Silvia.

Val. To whom?
Speed. To yourself: why, she woos you by a figure.
Val. What figure?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me. .

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you write to
yourself 7 Why, do you not perceive the jest ?

Val. No, believe me.

Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you perceive
her earnest ? 141

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter.

Val. That’s the letter I writ to her friend.

Speed. And that letter hath she deliver’d, and there an end.

Val. 1 would it were no worse.

Speed. I’ll warrant you, ’tis as well:

For often have you writ to her, and she, in modesty,

Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply ;

Or fearing else some messenger that might her mind discover, 150
Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her lover.

All this I speak in print, for in print I found it.

‘Why muse you, sir? 't is dinner-time.

Val. 1 have din’d.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the chameleon Love can
feed on the air, I am one that ain nourish’d by my victuals and
would fain have meat. O, be not like your mistress; be moved,
be moved. [Exeunt. -

SceNE 1I. Verona. JULIA’S house.

Enter ProTEUS and JULIA.
Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.
Jul. 1 must, where is no remedy.

148 speak in print —speak precisely
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for weeping : now should I kiss my father; well, he weeps on.
Now come I to my mother: O, that she could speak now like
a wood woman! Well, I kiss her; why, there "tis; here 's my
mother’s breath up and down. Now come I to my sister; mark
the moan she makes. Now the dog all this while sheds not a
tear nor speaks a word ; but see how I lay the.dust with my
tears. 49
Enter PANTHINO.

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard! thy master is shipp d
and thou art to post after with oars. What ’s the matter? why
weep’st thou, man? Away, ass! you’ll lose the tide, if you
tarry any longer.

Launce. It is no matter if the ti’d were lost; for it is the
unkindest ti'd that ever any man tied.

Pan. What ’s the unkindest tide ?

Launce. Why, he that ’s tied here, Crab, my dog.

Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou It lose the flood, and, in losing
the flood, lose thy voyage, and, in losing thy voyage, lose thy
master, and, in losing thy master, lose thy service, and, in losing
thy service, — Why dost thou stop my mouth ? or

Launce. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue.

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ?

Launce. In thy tale.

Pyn. In thy tail!

Launce. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the master, and
the service, and the ti'ld! Why, man, if the river were dry, I
am able to fill it with my tears; if the wind were down, I could
drive the boat with my sighs.

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call thee. 70

Launce. Sir, call me what thou dar’st.

Pan. Wilt thou go?

Launce. Well, I will go. [ Ezeunt.

Scene IV. Milan. The DUKE’s palace.

Enter SLviA, VALENTINE, THURIO, and SPEED.
Sil. Servant!
Val. Mistress?
Speed. Master, Sir Thurie frowns on you.
Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love.
Speed. Not of you.
Vul. Of my mistress, then.
Speed. 'T were good you knock’d him. [Exis.
Sil. Servant, you are sad.
# O, that she could speak, atc. The orlq!ml has, * O that she could speak now like

would womau.” Perhaps we should read, ** O that [’tlut is, that shoe] should speak, etc.
& g wood woman — a crased, mad woman.
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Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

Thu. Seem you that you are not? 10

Val. Haply I do.

Thu. So do counterfeits.

Val. So do you.

Thu. What seem I that I am not?

Val. Wise.

Thu. What instance of the contrary?

Val. Your folly.

Thu. And how quote you my folly?

Val. T quote it in your jerkin.

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 20

Val. Well, then, I°ll double your folly.

Thu. How? :

Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio! do you change colour?

Val. Give him leave, madam; he is a kind of chameleon.

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood than live
in your air.

Val. You have said, sir.

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.

Val. 1 know it well, sir; you always end ere you begin.

Sil. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly shot off.

‘al. ’Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 3t

Si. Who is that, servant ?

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire. Sir Thurie
borrows his wit from your ladyship’s looks, and spends what he
borrows kindly in your company.

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I shall make
your wit bankrupt.

Val. 1know it well, sir; you have an exchequer of words,
and, I think, no other treasure to give your followers, for it ap-
pears, by their bare liveries, that they live by your bare words.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more : here comes my father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset.

Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health :
What say you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news?
Val. My lord, I will be thankfal
To any happy messenger from thence.
Dule. Know ye Don Antonio, your countryman ?
F'ul. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman
To be of worth and worthy estimation
And not without desert so well reputed. 50
Duke. Hath he not a son?

1 I quote it,etc. Quote was prouounced like coat.
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Val. Ay, my good lord; a son that well deserves
The honour and regard of such a father.
Duke. You know him well ?
Val. 1 know him as myself; for from our infancy
‘We have convers’d and spent our hours together:
And though myself have been an idle truant,
Omitting the sweet benefit of time
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection,
Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that ’s his name, 60
Made use and fair advantage of his days;
His years but young, but his experience old ;
His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe ;
And, in a word, for far behind his worth
Comes all the praises that I now bestow,
He is complete in feature and in mind
‘With all good grace to grace a gentleman.
Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this good,
He is as worthy for an empress’ love
As meet to be an emperor's counsellor. 70
Well, sir, tkis gentleman is come to me,
‘With commendation from great potentates ;
And here he means to spend his time awhile :
I think ’t is no unwelcome news to you.
Val. Should I have wish'd a thing, it had been he.
Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth.
Silvia, I speak to you, and you, Sir Thurio;
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it :
I will send him hither to you presently. [Exit.
Val. This is the gentleman I told your ladyship 8o
Had come along with me, but that his mistress
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks.
Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchis'd them
Upon some other pawn for fealty.
‘al. Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners still.
Sil. Nay, then he should be blind ; and. being blind,
How could he see his way to seek out you ?
Vul. Why, lady, Love hath twenty pair of eyes.
Thu. They say that Love hath not an eye at all.
Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself : %
Upon a homely object Love can wink.
Sil. Have done, have done; here comes the gentleman.
Enter ProTEUS. [Ezit Thurio
Val. Welcome, dear Proteus! Mistress, I beseech you,
Confirm his welcome with some special favour.
Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither,
If this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from.
08 in featwre : that is, in make, not merely of face, but of body.
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Fal. Mistress. it is: sweet lady. entertain him
To be my fellow=servant to your ladyship.
Sd. Too low a mistress for so high a servant.
Pro. Not z0. sweet lady : but tov mean a servant 100
To have a look of such a worthy mistress.
Fal. Leave off discourse of disability :
Sweet lady. entertain him for your servant.
Pro. My daty will I boast of : nothing else.
Sd. And duty never vet did want his meed :
Servant. you are welcome to a worthless mistress.
Pro. 1°1 die on him that says so but yourself.
Sil. That you are welcome ?
Pro. That you are worthless.
Re-emter TurRIO.
Thu. Madam. my lord your father would speak with you.
Sil. I wait upon his pleasure. Come. Sir Thurio, 110
Go with me. Once more. new servant. welcome :
I''ll leave you to confer of home affairs;
When you have done. we look to hear from you.
Pro. We’ll both attend upon your ladyship.
[Exewnt Silria and Thurie.
Val. Now, tell me. how do all from whence you came ?
Lro. Your friends are well and have them much commended.
Val. And how do yours?
Pro. I left them all in health.
Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives your love?
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ;
1 know you joy not in a love-discourse. 120
Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter'd now :
I have done penance for contemning Love.
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans,
With nightly tears and daily heart-sore sighs ;
For in revenge of my contempt of love,
Love hath chas’d sleep from my enthralled eyes
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow.
O gentle Proteus, Love s a mighty lord
And hath so humbled me as T confess 130
There is no woe to his correction
Nor to his service no such joy on earth.
Now no discourse, except it be of love;
Now can [ break my fast, dine, sup and sleep,
Upon the very naked name of love.
Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye.
Was this the idol that you worship so ?
10 g I confess = that 1 confess.
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Val. Even she; and is she not a heavenly saint ?
Pro. No; but she is an earthly paragon.
Fal. Call her divine.
Pro. I will not flatter her. 140
Val. O, flatter me; for love delights in praises.
Pro. When I was sick. you gave me bitter pills,
And I must minister the like to you.
Val. Then speak the truth by her; if not divine,
Yet let her be a principality,
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.
Pro. Except my mistress.
Val. Sweet, except not 3
Except thou wilt except against my love. i
Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ?
‘al. And I will help thee to prefer her too: 150
She shall be dignified with this high honour —
To bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss
And, of so great a favour growing proud,
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower
And make rough winter everlastingly.
Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ?
Val. Pardon me, Proteus: all I can is nothing
To her whose worth makes other worthies nothing ;
She is alone.
Pro. Then let her alone. 160
‘al. Not for the world : why, man, she is mine own,
And I as rich in having such a jewel
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl,
The water nectar and the rocks pure gold.
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee,
Because thou see’st me dote upon my love.
My foolish rival, that her father likes
Only for his possessions are so huge,
Is gone with her along, and I must after,
For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 170
Pro. But she loves you?
Val. Ay, and we are betroth’d : nay, more, our matriage-
hour,
With all the cunning manner of our flight,
Determin’d of : how I must climb her window,
The ladder made of cords, and all the means
Plotted and ‘greed on for my happiness.
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber,
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel.
Pro. Go on before; I shall inquire you forth:
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I must unto the road, to disembark 180
Sume necessaries that I needs must use,
And then I’ll presently attend you.

Fal. 'Will you make haste ?

Pro. 1 will [Rxi¢ Valensine.
Even as one heat another heat expels,
Or as one nail by strength drives out another,
So the remembrance of my former love
Is by a newer object quite forgotten.
I3 it mine, or Valentine's praise,
Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 190
That makes me reasonless to reason thus?
She is fair: and so is Julia that I love —
That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ;
Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire,
Bears no impression of the thing it was.
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold,
And that I love him not as I was wont.
O, but I love his lady too-too much,
And that 's the reason I love him so little.
How shall I dote on her with more advice, 208
That thus without advice begin to love her!
"T is but her picture I have yet beheld,
And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ;
But when I look on her perfections,
There is no reason but I shall be blind.
If I can check my erring love, I will ;
If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. [Exie

-

SceNxk V. The same. A street.

Enter Spexp and LATNCE severally. .

Speed, Launce! by mine honesty, welcome to Milan!

Launce. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth, for I am not wel-
come. I reckon this always, that a man is never undone till he
be hang'd, nor never welcome to a place till some certain shot be
paid and the hostess say, Welcome !

Speed. Come on, you madeap, I'll to the alehouse with you
presently ; where, for one shot of five pence. thou shalt have
five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah, how did thy master part
with Madam Julia ? .

Launce. Marry, after they clos’d in earnest, they parted very
fairly in jest. u

% Js it mine? etc. Thus this line is corruptly printed in the folio, 1623. No satis
factory restoration of it has been proposed. Warburton read, * Is it mine eye? " eta

Malone, ** 18 it her mien? " etc.
W8 (ou-tov. In 8.'s time this phrase was used as a compound epithet.
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Speed. Baut shall she marry him ?

Launce. No.

Speed. How then ? shall he marry her ?

Launce. No, neither.

Speed. What, are they broken ?

Launce. No, they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter with them?

Launce. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with him, it stands
well with her. 20

Speed. What an ass art thou! I understand thee not.

Launce. What a block art thou, that thou canst not! My
staff understands me.

Speed. What thou say’st ?

Launce. Ay, and what I do too: look thee, I’ll but lean,
and my staff understands me.

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed.

Launce. Why, stand-under and under-stand is all one.

Speed. Baut tell me true, will 't be a match ?

Launce. Ask my dog: if he say ay, it will ; if he say, no, it
will ; if he shake his tail and say nothmg. it w1ll 31

Speed. The conclusion is then that it will.

Launce. Thou shalt never get such a secret from me but by
a parable.

Speed. 'Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, how say’st
thou, that my master is become a notable lover ?

Launce. I never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Than how ?

Launce. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistak’st me. 40

Launce. Why., fool, I meant not thee; I meant thy master.

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

Launce. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he burn himself
n love. If thou wilt, go with me to the alehouse ; if not. thou
art an Hebrew. a Jew, and not worth the name of a Christian.

Speed. Why ?

Launce. Because thou hast not so much charity in thee as to
go to the ale with a Christian. Wilt thou go?

Speed. At thy service. [Ezeunt,

Scexk VI. The same. The DUKE'S palace.

Enter ProTEUS.

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall 1 be torsworn ;
To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ;

17 whole as a fish. A colloquial compariton common in 8.'s day.
48 2o 10 the ale. Minor church festivals were called ales.
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Scexe VII. Verona. JuLria’s house.
Enter Juuis and LOOKTTA.
Jul. Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, assist me ;
And even in kind love I do conjure thee,
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts
Are visibly character'd and engrav’d,
To lesson me and tell me some good mean
How, with my honour, I may undertake
A journey to my loving Proteus.
Lue. Alas, the way is wearisome and long!
Jul. A truedevoted pilgrim is not weary
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ;
Much less shall she that hath Love’s wings to fly,
And when the flight is made to one so dear,
Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus.
Luc. Better forbear till Proteus make return.
Jul. O, know’st thou not his looks are my soul’s food ?
Pity the dearth that I have pined in,
By longing for that food so long a time.
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow
As seek to quench the fire of love with words.
Lue. 1 do not seek to quench your love’s hot fire,
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage,
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason.
Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the more it burns.
The current that with gentle murmur glides,
Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage;
But when his fair course is not hinde
He makes sweet music with the enamell’d stones,
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage,
And so by many winding nooks he strays
With willing sport to the wild ocean.
Then let me go and hinder not my course:
I’ll be as patient as a gentle stream
And make a pastime of each weary step,
Till the last step have brought me to my love;
And there I’ll rest, as after much turmoil
A blessed soul doth in Elysium.
Luc. But in what habit will you go along ?
Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent
The loose encounters of lascivious men :

¢ ch d: ted on the d syllable.

81

10

40

- m m -t burms. An example of S.'s cnrdaunen, followed by one of the most

isitely ;rmen ges of his lighter style.



www.libtool.com.cn



Scxvx 1] THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose,
My goods, my lands, my reputation ;
Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence.
Come, answer not, but to it presently !

I am impatient of my tarriance.

ACT IIL

SceNe I. Milan. The Duxe’s palace.
Enter Dukz, TaURIO, and PROTEUS.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile ;
‘We have some secrets to confer about.
Now, tell me, Proteus, what ’s your will with me ?
Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would discover
The law of friendship bids me to conceal ;
But when I call to mind your gracious favours
Done to me, undeserving as I am,
My duty pricks me on to utter that
Which else no worldly good should draw from me.
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend,
This night intends to steal away your daughter :
Myself am one made privy to the plot.
I know you have determin’d to bestow her
On Thario, whom your gentle daughter hates;
And should she thus be stol’'n away from you,
It would be much vexation to your age.
Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose
To cross my friend in his intended drift
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head
A pack of sorrows which would press you down,
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave.
Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care ;
Which to requite, cornmand me while I live.
This love of theirs myself have often seen,
Haply when they have judg’d me fast asleep,
And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid
Sir Valentine her company and my court :
But fearing lest my jealous aim might err
And so unworthily disgrace the man,
A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d,
I gave him gentle looks, thercby to find
That which thyself hast now disclos’d to me.
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this,
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,

34 suggested — tempted.

83

[Exeunt

[Exit Thu.

10



84 THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

T nightly lodge her in an upper tower,
The key whereof myself have ever kept ;
And thence she cannot be convey'd away.

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

For which the youthful lover now is gone

And this way comes he with it presently ;
Where, if it please you. you may intercept him.
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly

That my discovery be not aimed at ;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend,

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.

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

Pro. Adieu, my lord; Sir Valentine is coming.

Enter VALENTINE.

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast?

Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger
That stays to bear my letters to my friends,

And I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import ?

Vul. The tenour of them doth but signify
My health and happy being at your court.

Duke. Nay then, no matter ; stay with me awhile ;
I am to break with thee of some affairs
That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret.
'T is not unknown to thee that 1 have sought
To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter.

Val. T know it well, my lord; and. sure, the match
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth and qualities
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter:
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ?

Duke. No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, froward,
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty,
Neither regarding that she is my child
Nor fearing me as if I were her father ;

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers,

Upon adviee, hath drawn my love from her;
And, where I thought the remnant of mine age
Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty,
I now am full resolv'd to take a wife

And turn her out to who will take her in:

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower :

For me and my possessions she esteems not.

[Acr IIL

[ Bxit.

st

70
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Val. What would your grace have me to do in this?

Duke. There is a lady of Verona here
Whom I affect ; but she is nice and coy
And nought esteems my aged eloquence:

Now therefore would I have thee to my tator —
For long agone I have forgot to court ;

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang’d —
How and which way I may bestow myself

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words:
Dumb jewels often in their silent kind 90
More than quick words do move a woman’s mind.

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent her.

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best contents her.
Send her another ; never give her o’er;

For scorn at first makes after-love the more.

If she do frown, ’t is not in hate of you,

Bat rather to beget more love in you:

If she do chide, 't is not to have you gone;

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 100

For ¢ get you gone,” she doth not mean ¢ away!”
r and praise, commend, extol their graces ;

Though ne’er so black, say they have angels’ faces.

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

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

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

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth,
And kept severely from resort of men,
That no man hath access by day to her.
‘al. Why, then, I would resort to her by night. 110
Duke. Ay. but the doors be lock’d and keys kept safe,
That no man hath recourse 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 so shelving that one cannot climb it
Without apparent hazard of his life.
Fal. Why then, a ladder quaintly made of cords,
To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks,
‘Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower,
So bold Leander would adventure it. 120
Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood,
Advise me where I may have such a ladder.
Val. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that.

8 g lady of Verona Aere. The folio has ‘‘ i» Verona here,”’ an impoesible reading, as
thomhiihn. ! ’

3
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Duks. Thas very nizht : for Love is like a child.
'Dmlonz!fore\'trtthmthlhemmbt.
Fal Bv seven oeloek I 11 gavonmdnahdh
Dukes. Bat. bark thee : I will 20 10 her alome :
Hovdnlllhutmvevlbehddnthnher
Val vaillbelxzht.mvlmd that you may bear it
lndctaclnnktbaxsofnvlength. 10
Duke. A elak nlongsdunevillmethem’
Val. Ay. my good lord
Duke. Then let me see thy cloak :
Il get me one of such another length.
Val. Why. any cloak will serve the turn. my lord.
Irkse. How shall T fashion me to wear a cloak ?
I pray thee. let me feel thy cloak upon me-
What letter is this same > What 's here? * To Silvia™!
And here an engine fit for my proceeding.
I 1l be 80 bold to break the seal for once. [Roads.
“ My thonghts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 140
Abd slaves they are to me that send them fiying :
0, could their master come and go as lightly,
Him«lf would lod;se where senseless they are lying!
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ;
W hile I, their king, that hither them importune,
Do curse the grace that with sach grace hath biess'd them,
Because my~clf do want my servants’ fortune :
1 curse myself, for they are sent by me,
That they should harbour where their lord would be.”
‘What ’s here ? 150
¢ 8ilvia, this night I will enfranchise thee.”

"T in 80 ; and here ’s the ladder for the purpose.
Why, l’huthon, — for thou art Merops' son, —
Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car
And with thy daring folly burn the world ?
Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ?
(30, base intruder ! overweening slave !
Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates,
And think my patience, more than thy desert,
In privilege for thy departure hence : 160
Thank me for this more than for all the favours
Which all too much I have bestow’d on thee.
But if thou linger in my territories
Longer than swiftest expedition
Will give thee time to leave our royal court,
By heaven! my wrath shall far exceed the love
188 Merops® son.  Phasthon, the son of Pheebus, was reputed the son of Merops. He
hogged, ax an acknowlwldgment of patornity, that Pharbus would allow him to drive the

chnriot of the xun for one dny, and obtained his request with disastrous results for the
world and death for himself,
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I ever bore my danghter or thyself.
Be gone! I will not hear thy vain excuse ;
Baut, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence. [ Exis.
Val. And why not death rather than living torment? 170
To die is to be banish’d from myself ;
And Silvia is myself : banish’d from her
Is self from self : a deadly banishment!
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ?
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ?
Unless it be to think that she is by
And feed upon the shadow of perfection.
Except I be by Silvia in the night,
There is no music in the nightingale ;
Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 180
There is no day for me to look upon;
She is my essence, and I leave to be,
If I be not by her fair influence
Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive.
I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom :
Tarry I here, I but attend on death:
Bat, fly I hence, I fly away from life.
Enter Proteus and Lauxcs.
Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out.
Launce. Soho, soho!
Pro. What seest thou ?
Launce. Him we go to find : there’s not a hair on’s head
but 't is a Valentine.
Pro. Valentine ?
Val. No.
Pro. Who then ? his spirit ?
Val. Neither.
Pro. What then?
Val. Nothing.
Launce. Can nothing speak ? Master, shall I strike?
Pro. Who wouldst thou strike ? 200
Launce. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbea.r
Launce. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing : I pray you, —
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear. Friend Valentine, a word.
Val. My ears are stopp'd and cannot hear good news,
So much of bad already hath possess’d them.
Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine,
For they are harsh, untuneable and bad.
Val. Is Silvia dead?
Pro. No, Valentine. 210
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia.
Hath she forsworn me ?
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Val. O my dear Silvia! Hapless Valentine! 260
[Exeunt Val. and Pro.
Launce. 1 am but a fool, look you; and yet I have the wit
to think my master is a kind of a knave : but that’s all one, if
he be but one knave. He lives not now that knows me to be
in love; yet I am in love; but a team of horse shall not pluck
that from me ; nor who ’tis I love: and yet 't is a woman ; but
what woman, I will not tell myself ; and yet ’tis a milkmaid ;
yet 't is not a maid, for she hath had gossips; yet 'tis a maid.
for she is her master’s maid, and serves for wages. She hath
more qualities than a water-spaniel ; which is much in a bare
Christian. [Pulling out a paper.] Here is the cate-log of her
condition. * Imprimis: She can fetch and carry.” Why, a
horse can do nomore: nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only carry ;
therefore is she better than a jade. “ Item : She can milk;”
look you, a sweet virtue in a maid with clean hands.
Enter SpxEp.
Speed. How now, Signior Launce! Wwhat news with your
mastership ?
Launce. With my master’s ship ? why, it is at sea.
Speed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the word. What
news, then, in your paper ?
Launce. The blackest news that ever thou heard’st. 280
Speed. Why, man, how black ?
Launce. Why, as black as ink.
Speed. Let me read them.
Launce. Fie on thee, jolt-head ! thou canst not read.
Speed. Thou liest ; I can.
Launce. I will try thee. Tell me this: who begot thee ?
Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather.
Launce. O illiterate loiterer' it was the son of thy grand-
mother : this proves that thou canst not read.
Speed. Come, fool, come ; try me in thy paper. 290
Launce. There :*and Saint Nicholas be thy speed !
Speed. [Reads.] ¢ Imprimis: She can milk.”
Launce. Ay, that she can.
Speed. * Item : She brews good ale.”
Launce. And thereof comes the proverb: * Blessing of your
heart, you brew good ale.”
Speed. ¢ Item: She can sew.”
Launce. That’s as much as to say, Can she so?
Speed. “ Item: She can knit.”
Launce. What need a man care for a stock with a wench,
when she can knit him a stock ? 301
ips : that is, women who gathered round a woman in childbed. Launce is a

7 gossips
le:gente uibbler.
knit Aimn a stock: that is, a stocking.
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Speed. * Item : She hath more hair than wit,” —

Launce. More hair than wit? It may be; I’ll prove it.
The cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore it is more
than the salt ; the hair that covers the wit is more than the wit,
for the greater hides the less. What ’s next ?

Speed. * And more faults than hairs,” — 350

Launce. That ’s monstrous : O, that that were out !

Speed. * And more wealth than faults.”

Launce. Why, that word makes the faults gracious. Well,
I'll have her: and if it be a match, as nothing is impossible, —

Speed. What then ?

Launce. Why, then will I tell thee — that thy master stays
for thee at the North-gate.

Speed, For me?

Launce. For thee! ay, who art thou? he hath stay’d for a
better man than thee. ) 360

Speed. And must I go to him ?

Launce. Thou must run to him, for thou hast stay’d so long
that going will scarce serve the turn.

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner ? pox of your love-let-
ters! [Exit.

Launce. Now will he be swing’d for reading my letter ; an
unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself into secrets! I’}
after, to rejoice in the boy’s correction. [ Exit.

SceNe II.  The same. The DUKE’S palace.
Enter Duxke and THURIO.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will love you,
Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight.

Thu. Since his exile she hath despis’d me most,
Forsworn my company and rail’d at me,
That I am desperate of obtaining her.

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure
Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form.
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. 10

Enter PROTEUS.

How now, Sir Proteus! Is your countryman
According to our proclamation gone?

Pro. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously.

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.

Duke. So I believe ; but Thurio thinks not so.
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee —



www.libtool.com.cn



Scaxe L] THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA

And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you ;
Where you may temper her by your persuasion
To hate young Valentine and love my friend.
Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect :
But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ;
You must lay lime to tangle her desires
By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows
Duke. Ay,
Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy.
Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart :
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears
Moist it again, and frame some feeling line
That may discover such integrity :
For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews,
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones,
Make tigers tame and huge leviathans
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.
After your dire-lamenting elegies,
Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window
‘With some sweet consort ; to their instruments
Tune a deploring dump : the night’s dead silence
Will well become such sweet-complaining grievance.
This, or else nothing, will inherit her.
Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love.
Thu And thy advice this night I’ll put in practice.
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver,
Let us into the city presently
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in musiec.
I have a sonnet that will serve the turn
To give the onset to thy good advice.
Duke. About it, gentlemen!
Pro. We’ll wait upon your grace till after supper,
And afterward determine our proceedings.
Duke. Even pow about it! I will pardon you.

ACT 1V.
SceNE 1. A forest on the frontiers of Mantua.

Enter certain Qutlaws.

First Out. Fellows, stand fast; I see a passenger.

93

7°

[Ezeunt

Sec. Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down with ’em.

8 comsort. This is the old word for concert,

# Jump = melancholy atrain of music ; used without any ludicrous signification.

87 inkerit — obtain, get possession of.
% pardon — excuse.
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Thrust from the company of awful men:
Myself was from Verona banished

For practising to steal away a lady,

An heir, and near allied anto the Duke.

Sec. Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman, 50
‘Who, in my mood. I stabb’d unto the heart.

First Out. And I for such like petty crimes as these.

But to the purpose — for we cite our faults,
That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives ;
And partly, seeing you are beaatified

With goodly shape and by your own report
A linguist and a man of such perfection

As we do in our quality much want—

Sec. Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d man,
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you: ‘o
Are you content to be our general ?

To make a virtue of necessity v
And live, as we do, in this wilderness?

Third Out. What say’st thou ? wilt thou be of our consort ?
Say ay, and be the captain of us all :

We ’ll do thee homage and be ruled by thee,
Love thee as our commander and our king.

First Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest.

Sec. Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what we have offer’d.

Val. I take your offer and will live with you, 70
Provided that you do no outrages
On silly women or poor passengers.

Third Out. No, we detest such vile base practices.

Come, go with us, we’ll bring thee to our crews,
And show thee all the treasure we have got ; :
‘Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. [ Fzeunt.

Scexe 1. Milan. Outside the Dukr’s palace, under SILVIA'S
windouw.

Enter PRoTECS.

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine
And now I must be as unjust to Thurio.
Under the colour of commending him,
I have access my own love to prefer:
Bat Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy,
To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.
When I protest true loyalty to her,
She twits-me with my falsehood to my friend ;

@ gioful men : that is, men who reverence law. Perhaps we should read latoful.
12 ,illy = smple.
4 access: accented on the second syuable.
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Wher v ter "saqr [ wom=eni oy sows,
Ss tAds we wing zow [ Zate Teen fevwaez 1o
In treaking fach wizh Jiia wone I Wovad:
And pswizbtanizz al ber subier (e
The izant wherenf wogid 30 2 ver’s Dipe.
Y. sanieHike. the mors sbe sparzs my wve.
The more it zrows arsl fawncth oo ber il
Bat Lere enmes Thario : pow mast we w her window.,
And give sme evening masic W Ler ear.
Evoor TT720 st Mivemas.

Thy. How now. Sir Proteas. are voa erept before us 2

Fro. Ay. gentie Tharis : for you &now that love
Will ereep in ~ervice where it cannot oo 2

Thu, Ay. bat I hope. sir. that you love not here.

Pro. Sir. bnt I do: or else I woall te hepce.

Thu. Who? Silvia?

Fro. Ay. Silvia: for your sake.

Thu. I thank you for yoar own. Now. gentlemen.
Lat ’n tune. and to it lustily awhile.

Enter, nt a 1-0:am-s. H'mt, and Jriza 1m oy v ndass.

Hoxt. Now. my voung guest. methinks you ‘re allycholly: I
pray you, why is it ?

Jul. Marry, mine host, becanse I cannot be merry.

Host. Come, we'll have vou merry: I°ll bring vou where
you shall hear music and see the gentleman that you ask’d for.

JJul. But shall T hear him speak ? 3t
Hont. Ay, that you shall.
Jul. That will be music. [Munc plays.

Hont. ark, hark !
Jul. In he among thése ?
Iost. Ay: but, peace! let’s hear ’em.

Soxg.
Who is Silvia ? what is she,
That all our swains commend her?
Holy, fair and wise is she;
T'he: hensven such grace did lend her, 40
That she might admired be.

In she kind as she i« fair?

For beauty lives with kindness
Love doth to her eves repair,

T'o help him of his blindness,
Aud, being help'd, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let us sing,

That Silvia is excelling ;
8he excels eneh mortal thing

Upon the dull earth dwelling 50
To her let us garlands bring.
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Host. How now! are you sadder than you were before? How
do you, man ? the music likes you not.

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not.

Host. Why, my pretty youth ?

Jul. He plays false, father.

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ?

Jul. Not so; but yet so false that he grieves my very heart-
strings.

Host. You have a quick ear. 60

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf; it makes me have a slow
heart.

Host. 1 perceive you delight not in music.

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so.

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the music!

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite.

Host. You would have them always play but one thing ?

Jul. 1 would always have one play but one thing.
Bat, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on
Often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 70

Host. 1 tell you what Launce, his man, told me: he loved
her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Launce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog; which to-morrow, by his mas-
ter’s command, he must carry for a present to his lady.

Jul. Peace! stand aside: the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you: I will so plead
That you shall say my cunning drift excels.

Thu. Where meet we?

Pro. At Saint Gregory’s well.

Theu. Farewell.

(Ezeunt Thu. and Muxici.anv.
Enter SILVIA above.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. So

Sil. 1 thank you for your musie, gentlemen.
‘Who is that that spake ?

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's truth,
You would quickly learn to know him by his voice.

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant.

Si. What's your will ?

Pro. That I may compass yours.

Sil. You have your wish ; my will is even this:
That presently you hie you home to bed.

88 the music likes you not : that in, is not to your liking.
7 out of all nick —out of all reckoning. Reckoning was kept by cutting nicks on
tally 5 7
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Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man ! %
Think’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless,
To be seduced by thy flattery,
That hast deceiv'd so many with thy vows?
Return, return, and make thy love amends.
For me, by this pale queen of night I swear,
I am so far from granting thy request
That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit,
And by and by intend to chide myself
Even for this time I spend in talking to thee.
Pro. 1 grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady ; 100
But she is dead.
Jul. [Aside.] ’T were false, if I should speak it ;
For I am sure she is not buried.
Sil. Say that she be ; yet Valentine thy friend
Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness,
I am betroth'd : and art thou not asham’d
To wrong him with thy importunacy ?
Pro. 1 likewise hear that Valentine is dead.
Sil. And so suppose am I; for in his grave
Assure thyself my love is buried. :
Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. 110
Sil. Go to thy lady’s grave and call hers thence
Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.
Jul. [Aside.] He heard not that.
Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate,
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love,
The picture that is hanging in your chamber ;
To that I 'll speak, to that I 'l sigh and weep :
For since the substance of your perfect self
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow;
And to your shadow will I make true love.
Jul. [Aside.] If *t were a substance, you would, sure, de-
ceive it,
And make it but a shadow, asI am.
Sil. T am very loath to be your idol, sir;
But since your falsehood shall become you well
To worship shadows and adore false shapes,
Send to me in the morning and I 'll send it :
And so, good rest.
Pro. As wretches have o’ernight
That wait for execution in the miorn.  (Ezeun: Pro. and Sil. severally.
Jul. Host, will you go?

Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep. 130
Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus ?
us gep (] d on the d syllable.
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Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I think ’tis almost
day.
Jul. Not so; bat it hath been the longest night
That e’er I watch’d and the most heaviest. [ Bxeuns.

SceNE lII. The same.
Ewter lauxovi.

Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia
Entreated me to call and know her mind :
There ’s some great matter she 'ld employ me in.
Madam, madam !
Enter 81viaA above.

Sil. Who calls? ‘
Egl. Your servant and your friend ;
One that attends your ladyship’s command.
Sid. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself :
According to your ladyship’s impose,
I am thus early come to know what service
It is your pleasure to command me in. ©
Si. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman —
Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not —
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d :
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine,
Nor how my father would enforce me
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors.
Thyself hast lov’d ; and I have heard thee say
No grief did ever come so near thy heart-
As when thy lady and thy true love died, 20
Upon whose grave thoa vow’dst pure chastity.
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine,
To Mantua, where I hear he makes abode ;
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,
I do desire thy worthy company,
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.
Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour,
But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief,
And on the justice of my flying hence,
To keep me from a most unholy match, 30
Which heaven and fortune still rewards with plagues.
I do desire thee, even from a heart
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands,
To bear me company and go with me:

13 yemorseful : that is, having a conscience, as we say.
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thinkest not of this now. Nay, I remember the trick you served
me when I took my leave of Madam Silvia : did not I bid thee
still mark me and do as I do? when didst thou see me heave up
my leg and make water against a gentlewoman’s farthingale ?
didst thou ever see me do such a trick ?

Enter ProtEUs and JULIA.

Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well
And will employ thee in some service presently.

Jul. In what you please: I’ll do what I can.

Pro. I hope thou wilt. [To Launce.] How now, you whore-

son peasant!
‘Where have you been these two days loitering ?

Launce. Marry, sir, 1 carried Mistress Silvia the dog you
bade me. 40

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ?

Launce. Marry, she says your dog was a cur, and tells you
currish thanks is good enough for such a present.

Pro. Baut she received my dog ?

Launce. No, indeed, did she not here have I brought him
back again.

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me ?

Launce. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen from me by
the hangman boys in the market-place: and then I offer’d her
mine own, who 18 a dog as big as ten of yours, and therefore the
g‘lft the greater. ‘ 5t

Pro Go get thee hence, and find my dog again,

Or ne’er retum agam into my sight.
Away, I say! stay'st thou to vex me here ? | Ezit Launce.
A slave, that still an end turns me to shame!
Sebastian, I have entertained thee,
Partly that I have need of such a youth
That can with some discretion do my business,
For ’tis no trusting to yond foolish lout,
But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 60
Which, if my augury deceive me not,
Witness good bringing up, fortune and truth :
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee.
Go presently and take this ring with thee,
Deliver it to Madam Silvia :
She lov’d me well deliver’d it to me.
Jul. It seems you lov’d not her, to leave her token.
She is dead, belike ?

Pro. Not s0; I think she lives.

Jul. Alas!

Pro. Why dost thou cry “alas ”?

85 still an end = continually.
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Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter. —
Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvis’d
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not:

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. 1 pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be; good madam, pardon me.

Sil. There, hold !

I will not look upon your master’s lines :

I know they are stuff’d with protestations

And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break
As easily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring.

Sid. The more shame for him that he sends it me ;
For I have heard him say a thousand times
His Julia gave it him at his departure.

Though his false finger have profan’d the ring,
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong.

Jul. She thanks you.

Sil. What say’st thou ?

Jul. 1 thank you, madam, that you tender her.
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much.

Sil. Dost thou know her ?

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself :

To think upon her woes I do protest
That I have wept a hundred several times.

Sil. Belike she thinks that Proteus hath forsook her.

Jul. 1 think she doth; and that ’s her cause of sorrow.

Sil. 1s she not passing fair ?

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is:
‘When she did think my master lov'd her well,
She, in my judgement, was as fair as you ;

Bat since she did neglect her looking-glass
And threw her sun-expelling mask away,
The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face,
That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she ?

Jul. About my stature; for at Pentecost,
When all our pageants of delight were play'd,
Our youth got me to play the woman’s part,

And T was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown,
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgements,
As if the garment had been made for me :
Therefore I know she is about my height.

And at that time I made her weep agood,

103
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140

150

M8 sun-expeliing mask. In 8.'s day, masks were ordinarily worn by gentlewomen ou

of doors.
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ACT V.
Scexe 1. Milan. An abbey.
Enter EGLAMOUR.

Egl. The sun begins to gild the western sky ;
And now it is about the very hour
That Silvia, at Friar Patrick’s cell, should meet me.
She will not fail, for lovers break not hours,
Unless it be to come before their time ;
So much they spur their expedition.
See where she comes.

Enter SILVIA.
Lady, a happy evening!

Sil. Amen, amen! Go on, good Eglamour,

Out at the postern by the abbey-wall :

I fear I am attended by some spies. 10
Egl. Fear not: the forest is not three leagues off ;
If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeuns

Scexe Il.  The same. The DUKE’s palace.

Enter TRURIO, PROTXUS, and JULIA.

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ?

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ;
And yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. What, that iy leg is too long ?

Pro. No; that it is too little.

Thu. I’ll wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder.

Jul. [Aside.] But love will not be spurr’d to what it loathes.

Thu. What says she to my face ?

Pro. She says it is a fair one.

Thu. Nay then, the wanton lies ; my face is black. 10

Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old saying is,
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes.

Jul. [Aside.] 'Tis true; such pearls as put out ladies’ eyes ;
For I had rather wink than look on them.

Thu. How likes she my discourse ?

Pro. 1, when you talk of war.

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and peace ?

Jul. [Aside.] But better, indeed, when you hold your peace.

Thu. What says she to my valour ?

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 20

Jul. [Aside.] She needs not, when she knows it cowardice.

Thu. What says she to my birth ?

Pro. That you are well deriv’d.
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Sec. Out. Come, bring her away.’
First Out. Where is the gentleman that was with her ?
Third Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath outrun us,
But Moyses and Valerins follow him.
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood ;
There is our captain : we ’ll follow him that ’s fled ; 10
The thicket is beset ; he cannot ’scape.
First Out. Come, I must bring you to our captain’s cave:
Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind,
And will not use a woman lawlesaly.
Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee ! [ Boewnt.

SceNE 1V. Another part of the forest.
Enter VALENTINS.

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man!
These shadowy, desert, unfrequented woods,
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns :
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any,
And to the nightingale’s complaining notes
Tune my distresses and record my woes.
O thou that dost inhabit in my breast,
Leave not the mansion so long tenantless,
Lest, growing ruinods, the building fall
And leave no memory of what it was ! 10
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ;
Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain !
‘What halloing and what stir is this to-day ?
These are my mates, that make their wills their law,
Have some unhappy passenger in chase.
They love me well ; yet I have much to do
To keep them from uncivil outrages.
‘Withdraw thee, Valentine : who’s this comes here ?
Enter PRo1RUS, SILVIA, and JULIA.
Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you,
Though you respect not anght your servant doth, 20
To hazard life and rescue you from him
That would have forced your honour and your love ;
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, bat one fair look ;
A smaller boon than this I cannot beg
And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give.
Val. [Aside.] How like a dream is this I see and hear!
Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile.
8 Moyses and Valerius. These strangely coupled names, we may be sure, are from the
old story or play on which this comedy ix founded.

¢ yecord — ret to music. lence recorder as a name for A murical inatrument.
38 TAese are my mates, etc. A loosely written but not obscure sentence, the mere

result of carelessness.
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Sil. O miserable, unhappy that I am !
Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came ;
But by my coming I have made you happy.
Sil. By thy approach thou mak’st me most unhappy.
Jul. [Aside.] And me, when he approacheth to your pres
ence.
Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion,
I would have been a breakfast to the beast,
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me.
O, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine,
‘Whose life ’s as tender to me as my soul !
And full as much, for more there cannot be,
I do detest false perjur’d Proteus.
Therefore be gone ; solicit me no more. 40
Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death,
‘Would T not undergo for one calm look !
O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv’d,
When women cannot love where they 're belov'd !
Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he ’s belov'd.
Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love, .
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths
Descended into perjury, to love me.
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou ’dst two ; 50
And that ‘s far worse than none ; better have none
Than plural faith which is too much by one:
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend !

Pro. In love
‘Who respects friend ?
Sil. All men but Proteus.

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words
Can no way change you to a milder form,
I 'l woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end, -
And love you ’gainst the nature of love, — force ye.
Sid. O heaven!
Pro. Il force thee yield to my desire.
Fal. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch, 6c
Thou friend of an ill fashion ! :
Pro. Valentine !
Val. Thou common friend, that ’s without faith or love,
For such is a friend now ; treacherous man !
Thou hast beguil’d my hopes ; nought but mine eye
Could have persuaded me: now I dare not say
I have one friend alive; thou wouldst disprove me.
Who should be trusted, when one’s own right hand
Is perjur’d to the bosom ? Proteus,
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I am sorry I must never trust thee more, )
But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 70
The private wound is deepest: O time most accurst,
'Mongst all foes that a friend should be the worst !
Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me.
Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow
Be a sufficient ransom for offence,
I tender 't here; I do as truly suffer
As e'er I did commit.
Val. Then I am paid ;
And once again I do receive thee honest.
Who by repentance is not satisfied
Is nor of heaven nor earth, for these are pleas’d. )
By penitence the Eternal’s wrath ’s appeas'd :
And, that my love may appear plain and free,
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee.
Jul. O me unhappy ! [ Swoons.
Pro. Look to the boy.
Val. Why, boy! why, wag! how now! what ’s the matter!
Look up; speak.
Jul. O good sir, my master charg’d me to deliver a ring to
Madam Silvia, which, out of my neglect, was never done.
Pro. Where is that ring, boy ?
Jul. Here ’tis ; this is it. 9
Pro. How! let me see:
Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia.
Jul. O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook :
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. -
Pro. But how cam’st thou by this ring? At my depart
I gave this unto Julia.
Jul. And Julia herself did give it me;
And Julia herself hath brought it hither.
Pro. How! Julia!
Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 100
And entertain’d ’em deeply in her heart.
How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root!
O Proteus let this habit make thee blush !
Be thou asham’d that I have took upon me
Such an ipmmodest raiment, if shame live
In a disguise of love:
It is the lesser blot, modesty finds,
Women to change their shapes than men their minds.
Pro. Than men their minds! 'tis true. O heaven! were
man

-

83 All that 1was minmpete. Tere, and during the rest of this strange rcene, 8. probably
did no more than to put the old story into dramatic verse, as his habit was.
96 unio Julia. Here this name is a trisyllable.
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Are men endu’d with worthy qualities :

Forgive them what they have committed here

And let them be recall’d from their exile :

They are reformed, civil, full of good

And fit for great employment, worthy lord.
Dulke. Thou hast prevail'd; I pardon them and thee:

Dispose of them as thou know’st their deserts.

Come. let us go: we will include all jars

With triumphs, mirth and rare solemnity. 1%
Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smile.

‘What think you of this page, my lord ?
Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him; he blushes.
Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy.
Duke. What mean you by that saying ?
Fal. Please you, I’ll tell you as we pass along

That you will wonder what Qath fortuned.

Come, Proteus; ’tis your penance but to hear

The story of your loves discovered : 170
That done, our day of marriage shall be yours;
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. [ Rzeunt.

9 include = restrain.






THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

—_——

INTRODUCTION.

TH1s amusing comedy uppears to be the only one of Shakespeare’s
plays which is wholly original. It is also the only one which pro-
fesses to set forth English life and manners, or which (excepting the
Histories) has even an English plot, — a fact somewhat worthy
of the consideration of those patriotic people who are continually
erying out that literature and art must nceds be naught if they
are not national in their subjects and their purpose. Tradition tells
us, and perhaps truly, that Shakespeare wrotc The Merry Wives
at the command of Queen Elizabeth, who was so pleased with the
Falstaff of Henry 1V. that she wished to see the fat knight repre-
sented as a lover. If this were true, it would make us sure that the
comedy was written between 1597, the date of Henry IV., and .1601,
when it was entered upon the Stationers’ Register in London for
publication. And therein would be all the significance of the story
for the general reader ; because the only other question supposed to
be affected by it, the proper succession in which the two parts of
Henry 1V., Henry V., and The Merry Wives should be read, is one
not worth a moment’s consideration, the comedy being a perfect
thing by itself, and having no real connection with the historical
plays. We may even be pretty sure that Shakespeare himself took
no thought whether Falstaff and his followers and Mrs. Quickly
were a little older or a little younger in The Merry Wives than in
Henry 1V. What matter, indeed, when they were, in fact, brought
down from the reign of Henry to that of Elizabeth! Internal evi-
dence shows that this comedy was written about 1600. A surrepti-
tious and garbled edition was published in quarto in 1602. The text
of that edition contains evidence that it was written after the pro-
duction of Henry IV., and it probably represents imperfectly a play
hastily written (in a fortnight, to please the Queen, tradition says)
by Shakespeare, with the help of some other playwright, whose work
was rejected on a revision of the comedy, to which we owe the ver-
sion printed in the folio of 1623. There is a likeness in some of
their incidents between this comedy and various old English and
Italian tales; but it is not a dramatization of any one of them.

8



DRAMATIS PERSONX.

S1R JORN FALSTAFF.
FENTON, a gentleman.
SHALLOW, a country justice.
SLKNDER, cousin to Shallow.

f,‘;g‘;: | gentiemen of Windsor.

WiLLIAM PAGE, a boy, som to Page.

Si1r HuGH Evans, a Welsh parson.

Docror CAus, a Freach physician.

Host of the Garter Inn.

BARDOLPH,
PisToL, } JSollowers of Falstaff.

Nyu,

RoBIN, page to Falstaff.
SIMPLE, servant to Slender.
RucBY, servant to Ductor Caius.

MisTRESS Forn.

MisTrEss PAGE.

MisTiEss ANNK PAGE, her daugh-
ter.

QuICKLY, servan! to Doctor Caius.

Servants to Page, Ford, etc.

Soxns: Windsor, and the neighbourhood.



THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

ACT L

SceNE 1. Windsor. Before PAGE'S house.

Enter Justice SHALLOW, SLENDER, and Stk Huen Evans.

Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make a Star-cham-
ber matter of it: if he were twenty Sir John Falstaffs, he shall
not abuse Robert Shallow, esquire.

Slen. In the county of Gloucester, justice of peace and
“ Coram.”

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and * Custalorum.”

Slen. Ay, and “ Rato-lorum” too; and a gentleman born,
master parson; who writes himself *‘ Armigero,” in any bill,
warrant, quittance, or obligation, * Armigero.”

Shal. Ay, that I do; and have done any time these three
hundred years. 1

Slen. All his successors gone before him hath done ’t; and
all his ancestors that come after him may: they may give the
dozen white luces in their coat.

Shal. 1t is an old coat.

Evans. The dozen white louses do become an old coat well ;
it agrees well, passant; it is a familiar beast to man, and signi-
fies love.

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is an old coat.

Slen. I may quarter, coz. 20

Shal. You may, by marrying.

Evans. Tt is marring indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Evans. Yes, py’r lady: if he has a quarter of your coat,
there is but three skirts for yourself. in my simple conjectures:
but that is all one. If Sir John Falstaff have committed dispar-
agements unto you, I am of the church, and will be glad to do
my benevolence to make atonements and compremises between

ou.

Shal. The council shall hear it; it is a riot. 30

1 Sir Hugh. Of old, clergymen were styled Sir.

8 Coram, that is, quorum, which Slender misapprehends and misapplies. Shallow
himself blunders in like manner in Custa’orum.

$ Armigero — I besar arms, am an armiger, a gentleman. (Lat )

W gohite luces. The luce ir the pike. The Lucy family of Warwickshire, uear Strat-
ford ou Avon, bear three pikes in their coat of arms,
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Evans. It is not meet the council hear a riot: there is no
fear of Got in a riot : the council, look you. shall desire to hear
the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot; take your vizaments
in that.

Shal. Ha! o’ my life, if I were young agsin, the sword
should end it.

Evans. It is petter that friends is the sword, and end it : and
there is also another device in my prain, which peradventure
prings goot discretions with it: there is Anne Page, which is
- daughter to Master George Page, which is pretty virginity. 40

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown hair, and speaks
small like a woman.

Evans. It is that fery person for all the orld, as -just as you
will desire ; and seven hundred pounds of moneys, and gold and
silver, is her grandsire upon his death’s-bed — Got deliver to a
joyful resurrections ! — give, when she is able to overtake seven-
teen years old: it were a goot motion if we leave our pribbles
and prabbles, and desire a marriage between Master Abrabam
and Mistress Anne Page.

Shal. Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred pound ?

Evans. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny.

Shal. T know the young gentlewoman ; she has good gifts.

Evans. Geven hundred pounds and possibilities is goot gifts.

Shal. Well, let us see honest Master Page. Is Falstaff
there ?

Evans. Shall T tell you a lie? T do despise a liar as I do
despise one that is false, or as I despise one that is not true.
The knight, Sir John, is there; and, I beseech you, be ruled
by your well-willers. I will peat the door for Master Page.
[Knocks.] What, hoa! Got pless your house here! 60

Page. [At a window.] Who'’s there ?

Evans. Here is Got’s plessing, and your friend, and Justice
Shallow ; and here young Master Slender, that peradventures
shall tell you another tale, if matters grow to your likings.

Enter PAGE.

Page. T am glad to see your worships well.
I thank you for my venison, Master Shallow.

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you: much good d: it
your good heart! I wish'd your venison better ; it was ill kill'd.
How doth good Mistress Page # — and I thank you always with
my heart, la! with my heart. 70

Page. Sir, T thank you.

Shal. Sir, I thank you: by yea and no, I do.

Page. T am glad to see you, good Master Slender.

Slcn. How does your fallow greyhound, sir?

I heard say he was outrun on Cotsall.
78 Cotsall = Cotswold, where was much coursiog.
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Page. 1t could not be judg’d, sir.

Slen. You 'll not confess, you 'll not confess.

Shal. That he will not. *Tis your fault, 'tis your fault; ’t is
a good dog.

Page. A cur, sir.

Shal. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog: can there be
more said ? he is good and fair. Is Sir John Falstaff here ?

Page. Sir, he is within; and I would I could do a good of-
fice between you.

Evans. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak.

Shal. He hath wrong’d me, Master Page.

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Shal. If it be confessed, it is not redressed : is not that so,
Master Page? He hath wrong’d me; indeed he hath; at a
word, he hath, believe me: Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is
wrong'd. ot

Page. Here comes Sir John.

Enter S1R JOEN FaLsTAPP, BaARDOLPH, NTX, and PisroL.

Fal. Now, Master Shallow, you’ll complain of me to the
Km ?

Shal Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my deer, and
broke open my lodge.

Fal. But not kiss’d your keeper’s daughter ?

Shal. Tut, a pin! this shall be answer’d.

Ful. T will answer it straight ; I have done all this.

That is now answer'd. 100

Shal. The council shall know this.

Fal. 'T were better for you if it were known in connael
you 'l be laugh’d at.

Evans. Pauca verba, Sir John ; goot worts.

Fal. Good worts! good cabbage. Slender, I broke your
head : what matter have you against me ?

Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against you ; and
against your cony-catching rascals, Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol.
[They carried me to the tavern, and made me drunk, and after-
wards picked my pocket.] 110

Bard. You Banbury cheese!

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus !

Slen. Ay, it is no matt.er

Nym. Slice, I say! pauca, pauca: slice! that’s my humour.

Slen. Where ’s Simple, my man? Can you tell, cousin ?

1% Paucg verba — few words.
108 cony-ratching : cant for cheating. nbarping
100 They carried me, etc. This y to the coh of the scene, 13
(ound only in the quuto
10 Banbury cAcese was poor and thin
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128 THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [ActIL

Ask me no reason why I love yon ; for though Love use Reason for
his physician, he admits him not for his counsellor.  You are not voung, no
more am 1; o to then, there’s sympathy : vou are merry, soam I'; ha, ha!
then there s more sympathy : you love sack, and sodo I'; would you desire
better sympathy * Lot it suffice thee, Mistress Page, — at the least, if the
love of soldier can suffice, — that I love thee. I will not say, pity me: tis
not a soldier-like phrase; but [ say, love me. By me, 10

Thine own true knight,

By day or night,

Or any kind of light,

With all his might

For thee to fight, Jouw FaLsTaFr.
What a Herod of Jewry is this! O wicked, wicked world !
One that is well-nigh worn to pieces with age to show himself a
young gallant! What one unweigh’d behaviour hath this Flem-
ish drunkard pick’d — with the devil’s name ! — out of my con-
versation, that he dares in this manner assay me? Why, he
hath not been thrice in my company ! What should I say to
him? I was then frugal of my mirth: Heaven forgive me!
Why. I'll exhibit a bill in the parliament for the putting down
of men.  How shall I be reveng'd on him ? for reveng’d I will
be. as sure as his guts are made of puddings.

Enter MISTRESS Forp.

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page! trust me, I was going to your
house.

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. You look
very ill. 29

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne’er believe that; I have to show to
the contrary.

Mrs. Page. Faith, but you do. in my mind.

Mrs. Ford. Well, T do then ; yet I say I could show you to
the contrary. O Mistress Page. give me some counsel !

Mrs. Puge. 'What s the matter, woman ? )

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling respect,
1 could come to such honour!

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman'! take the honour. What
in it 7 dispense with trifles : what is it ¥ 19

Mprs. Ford. 1f I would but go to hell for an eternal moment
or 8o, I could he knighted.

Mrs. Page. What? thou liest! Sir Alice Ford! These
knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst not alter the article of
thy gentry.

Mrs. Ford. We burn daylight: here, read, read; perceive

© phusician.  The follo has precisian : but in Jonnet exlvii. we have * My reason the
phynician to my love."

18 conrersation - belinvior, habits of life.

B putting down of men.  Theobald very plausibly read, the putting down of faf men.

42 These knights wil hack ete : thatia, become hackneyed. James 1. made knighthood

very common ; k0 that Mrs. Fonl, in becoming a knight, would not (a8 her husband had
the rank of a geutleman) alter the article of her gentry.
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Bcxxx 1] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 141

ACT IIL

SceNE I. A4 field near Frogmore.
Enter 31 Huga EvANs and SixPLE.

Evans. I pray you now, good Master Slender’s serfing-man,
and friend Simple by your name, which way have you look’d for
Master Caius, that calls himself doctor of physic?

Sim. Marry, sir, the pittie-ward, the park-ward, every way ;
old Windsor way, and every way but the town way.

Evans. I most fehemently desire you you will also look that

way.
Stm. I will, sir. [ Exit.
Evans. ’Pless my soul, how full of chollors I am, and trem-
pling of mind! I shall be glad if he have deceived me. How
melancholies I am! I will knog his urinals about his knave’s
costard when I have good opportunities for the ork. ’Pless
my soul ! [ Takes a book from his pocket and reads.

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

Melodious pirds sing madrigals ;

There will we make our peds of roses,
And a thousand fragrant posies.

To shallow —
Mercy on me! I have a great dispositions to cry. [ Sings.
Melodions pirds sing madrigals — 20

When as I sat in Pabylon —
And a thousand vagram posies.
To shallow, etc.

Re-enter 81MpPLE.

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh.
Evans. He’s welcome. [ Sings.

To shallow rivers, to whose falls —

Heaven prosper the right! 'What weapons is he ?

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my master, Master
Shallow, and another gentleman, from Frogmore, over the stilc,
this way. 30

Evans. Pray you, give me my gown; or else keep it in
your arms.

Enter Pagt, SHALLOW, and SLENDER.

Shal. How now, Master Parson! Good morrow, good Sir
Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a good student from
his book, and it is wonderful.

Slen. [Aside.] Ah, sweet Anne Page!

13 costard = head.
14 To shallow rivers, eto. This song is Marlowe’s.
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Scxxs V.| THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 176

ha’ married un gargon, a boy ; un paysan, by gar, a boy ; it is
not Anne Page : by gar, I am cozened.
Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green ? 189
Caius. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a boy: by gar, I'll raise all
‘Windsor. [ Exis.
Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the right Anne ?
Page. My heart misgives me : here comes Master Fenton.
Enter Fenrox and ANxz Paon.
How now, Master Fenton !
Anne. Pardon, good father! good my mother, pardon!
Page. Now, mistress, how chance you went not with Master
Slender ?
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Master Doctor, maid ?
Fent. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it.

You would have married her most shamefully, 200
‘Where there was no proportion held in love.
The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, .

Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us.
The offence is holy that she hath committed ;
And this deceit loses the name of craft,
Of disobedience, or unduteous title,
Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours,
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her.
Ford. Stand not amaz’d ; here is no remedy : 210
In love the heavens themselves do guide the state;
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.
Fal. T am glad, though you have ta’en a special stand to
strike at me, that your arrow hath glanc’d.
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy !
What cannot be eschew’d must be embrac’d.
Ful. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are chas’d.
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further. Master Fenton,
Heaven give you many, many merry days !
Good husband, let us every one go home, 220
And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire ;
Sir John and all.
Ford. Let it be so. Sir John,
To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word ;
For he to-night shall lie with Mistress Ford. [Ezeunt.

%7 evitate —shun ; the French éviter. Such s use of two words of the same meaning,
&ne generally of Latin origin and the other English, was common until s late period.






MEASURE FOR MEASURE.

—_——

INTRODUCTION.

MEASURE FOR MEASURE is a product of Shakespeare’s most
thoughtful period ; and we might also say of his gloomiest mood,
were it not that his mood seems to have been always determined by
the tale that he dramatized or the play that he re-wrote. Yet his
choice of these may have been influenced by his prevailing tone of
mind at the time of choosing. It is to be remarked, however, that
the plot of this play, which casts over it a shadow that cannot be
lifted, is broken up and relieved by scenes of humor which are in
Shakespeare’s lightest and most mirth-provoking style. The plot
and the principal personages are taken from George Whetstone’s
Promus and Cassandra, a drama published in 1578, but not acted.
The story is also told in the same writer’s Heptameron, a collection
of tales published in 1582. Whetstone himself found the story in
Giraldi Cinthio’s Hecatommitki, but he amplified and improved it
much; and then came Shakespeare to touch it with immortality.
This, however, he did, not by changes in construction or in motive,
as to which he was always reserved, but merely by the elevation of
his thought and the magic of his style. Measure for Measure was
first printed in the folio of 1623, and no contemporary reference to
it has been discovered ; a record, in a book of accounts of Revels at
Court, of its performance before James in 1604, upon which conclu-
sions were formerly rested as to the date of its production, having
proved to be a forgery. But its style, its tone of thought, its versi-
fication, and an allusion in the first scene to King James’s personal
reserve, combine to indicate 1603 or 1604 as the time of its produc-
tion. The text is on the whole well printed in the folio; but there
are some very obscure passages, and a few which are surely cor-
rupt, —the corruption being a consequence of the obscurity. The
period of the action is about 1485, when Corvinus, the King of
Hungary mentioned in Act 1. Sc. 2, marched upon Vienna and
took it.

12



DRAMATIS PERSONE.

Vixexnrio, the Dube.
Axaxro, the Deputy.
EacaLus, an ancient Lord.
CLAUDIO, @ young gentleman.
Luoto, a fastasac.

Two other like gentlemen.
Provost.

T"o"”' ‘twofnan

A .hut
VAmmu. .

Fm:.’ : m m“:‘:ﬂ

Pc:lum, servant to Mistress Over-

ABHOKSOX, an executioner.
BARNARDIXE, a dissolule prisoner.

ISABELLA, sister to Claudio.
MAFIANA, betrothed Lo Angelo.
JULIET, belored of Claudio.
FRANCIRCA, a nun.

MisTrEss OVERDONE, & baswd.

Lovds. O » . and
4'5'; )fficers, Citisens, Boy

: Vienna.




MEASURE FOR MEASURE.

—,——

ACT 1L

Scexe I. An apartment in the DUKE’s palace.
Enter Duxs, EscaLus, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke. Escalus.

Escal. My lord.

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold,
‘Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse ;
Since I am put to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you : then no more remains,

But that to your sufficiency . . . .

............... as your worth is able,

And let them work. The nature of our people, 10
Our city’s institutions, and the terms

For common justice, you 're as pregnant in

As art and practice hath enriched any

That we remember. - There is our commission,

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither,

I say, bid come before us Angelo. [Exit an Attendans.
What figure of us think you he will bear ?

For you must know, we have with special soul

Elected him our absence to supply,

Lent him our terror, dress'd him with our love, 20
And given his deputation all the organs

Of our own power: what think you of it ?

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth

To undergo such ample grace and honour,
It is Lord Angelo.
Duke. Look where he comes.
Enter ANGELO.

Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will,
I come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life,

¢ Bwut that to your sufficiency . . . . This passage is hopelesaly mutilated.
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I’ll privily away. I love the people,
But do not like to stage me to their eyes:
Though it do well, I do not relish well 70
Their loud applause and Aves vehement ;
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well.
Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes !
Escal. Lead forth and bring you back in happiness !
Duke. 1 thank you. Fare you well. [ Eit,
Escal. 1 shall desire you, sir, to give me leave
To have free speech with you; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my place:
A power I have, but of what strength and nature 8o
I am not yet instructed.
Ang. 'T is so with me. Let us withdraw together,
And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touching that point.
Escal. I'll wait upon your honour. [Ezeunt.

Scexe II. A street.
Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen.

Lucio. If the Duke with the other dukes come not to compo-
sition with the King of Hungary, why then all the dukes fall
upon the king.

First Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of
Hungary’s!

Sec. Gent. Amen.

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious pirate, that
went to sea with the Ten Commandments, but scrap’d one out
of the table.

Ser. Gent. “ Thou shalt not steal ” ? 10

Lucio. Ay, that he raz’'d.

First Gent. Why, 't was a commandment to command the
captain and all the rest from their functions: they put forth to
steal. There 's not a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving
before meat, do relish the petition well that prays for peace.

See. Gent. T never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. 1 believe thee; for I think thou never wast where
grace was said.

Sec. Gent. No? a dozen times at least.

First Gent. What, in metre ? 20

Lucio. In any proportion or in any language.

First Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay, why not? Grace is grace, despite of all contro-
versy : as, for example, thou thyself art a wicked villain, de-
spite of all grace.
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Scexe IV.] MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 185

A horse whereon the governor doth ride,

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know

He can command, lets it straight feel the spur;
Whether the tyranny be in his place,

Or in his eminence that fills it up,

I stagger in : — but this new governor

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 50
Which have, like unscour'd armour, hung by the wall
So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round

And none of them been worn ; and, for a name,

Now puts the drowsy and neglected act

Freshly on me : ’tis surely for a name.

Lucio. T warrant it is: and thy head stands so tickle on thy
shoulders that a milkmaid, if she be in love, may sigh it off.
Send after the Duke and appeal to him.

Claud. I have done so, but he ’s not to be found.

I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service : 60
This day my sister should the cloister enter

And there receive her approbation :

Acquaint her with the danger of my state ;

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends

To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him :

I have great hope in that ; for in her youth

There is a prone and speechless dialect,

Such as move men ; beside, she hath prosperous art

When she will play with reason and discourse,

And well she can persuade. 70

Lucio. I pray she may; as well for the encouragement of
the like, which else would stand under grievous imposition, as
for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be sorry should be thus
foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. 1’1l to her.

Claud. 1 thank you, good friend Lucio.

Lucio. Within two hours.

Claud. Come, officer, away ! [ Brewns

SceNe IV. A monastery.

Enter DUKE and FRIAR THOMAS.

Duke. No, holy father ; throw away that thought ;
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.
@ Jstagger in: that is, I am uncertain.

€2 receive her approbation : that is, enter upon her probation.
67 prome — humbly attractive.
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Lucio. Assay the power you have.
Isab. My power? Alas, I doubt —
Lucio. Our doubts are traitors

And make us lose the good we oft might win
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel,
All their petitions are as freely theirs
As they themselves would owe them.
Isab. I’ll see what I can do.
Lucio. But speedily.
Isab. T will about it straight ;
No longer staying but to give the mother
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you :
Commend me to my brother : soon at night
I’ll send him certain word of my success.
Lucio. I take my leave of you.
Isab. Good sir, adieu. [Exewnt.

ACT 1IN

SceNe I. A hall in ANGELO’S house.
Enter ANGELO, EscaLuS, and a Justice, Provost, Officers, and other Attendants, behind.

Ang. We must not make a scarecrow of the law,
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it
Their perch and not their terror.

Escal. Ay, but yet
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,
Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas, this gentleman,
‘Whom I would save, had a most noble father !
Let but your honour know,
Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,
That. in the working of your own affections, 10
Had time coher’d with place or place with wishing,
Or that the resolute acting of your blood
Could have attain’d the effect of your own purpose,
Whether you had not sometime in your life
Err'd in this point which now you censure him,
And pull’d the law upon you.

Ang. 'T is one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

"% soon at nizht. This phrase, used at first in its obvious meaning, came to be used
vaguely for very =0on, ne s0on as possible.

3 fear := gcare.

18 which notc you censure  Mere loose writing ; the sense 1s obvious. This play is full
of such passages, which need not all be pointed out.
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Scexe 1) MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 231

Mari. I would Friar Peter — -
Isab. O, peace! the friar is come.
Enter FRIAR PxTER.
Fri. P. Come, I have found you out a stand most fit, 10
Where you may have such vantage on the Duke,
He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets sounded ;
The generous and gravest citizens
Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The Duke is entering: therefore, hence, away ! [ Ereuns.

ACT V.

SceNE 1. The city gate.

MARIANA veiled, TSABELLA, and FRIAR PETER, at their stand. Enter DUKXE, VARRIUS,
Lords, ANeELO, EscaLus, Lucio, Provost, Officers, and Citixens, severally.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met!

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you.
g':cgal} Happy return be to your royal grace !
Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both.

We have made inquiry of you; and we hear

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forerunning more requital.

Ang. You make my bonds still greater.
Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should wrong it,
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 10

‘When it deserves, with characters of brass,
A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand,
And let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim
Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus,
You must walk by us on our other hand ;
And good supporters are you.
FRIAR PETER and ISABELLA come forward.

Fri. P. Now is your time: speak loud and kneel before him.

Isab. Justice, O royal Duke! Vail your regard 20
Upon a wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid !
O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object
Till you have heard me in my true complaint
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice!

14 hrut — taken porsesgion of.

1 yield you forth. This may be the true text loosely wriiten for yield forth to you.
® Vail = drop, bend. yidd
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DRAMATIS PERSONZE.

SoLinus, duke of Ephesus.

ZcEox, a nm'c{;mt of Syracuse.

AxnTtiPHOLUS of Ephesus, IPHOLUS
of Syracuse, twin hers, and sons
to Lgeon and Enmilia.

Dromio of Ephesus, DrRoM10 of Syra-
cuse, win brollaeﬁ and attendants
on the two Antipholuses.

BALTHAZAR, a merchant.

ANGELO, a goldmitll.

First Mer, 8, friend to Antiphol
of Syracuse.

Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is
a debtor.
PixcH, a schoolmaster.

ZEMILIA, wife to Lgeon, an abbess at
FEphesus.

ADRIANA, wife to Antipholus of Epk-
esus.

LuciANA, her sister.

Luck, servant tv Adriana.

A Courtezan.

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants.

Scexz : Ephesus.
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

—m

INTRODUCTION.

TH18 comedy shows the lighter and brighter side of Shakespeare’s
mind in the early years of perfected manhood. It was written about
1599, and was first printed in quarto in 1600, when he was thirty-five
or thirty-six years old. The plot and the gentlefolks among the
personages came from a story by Bandello, an Italian novelist, whe
died in 1561, and whose works were never Englished. But the very
names in Shakespeare’s comedy and the Italian story are the same,
and so are the principal incidents. Shakespeare may have read
Bandello; but I am much disposed to believe that there was a writer,
narrative or dramatic, between the English playwright and the Ital-
ian novelist, and that the comedy is an adaptation of another man’s
constructive work, enriched by Shakespeare’s poetry and character-
making. But it is essentially his from beginning to end, the traces
of another hand being few and slight.

The name of the play and the significance of the name depend
upon a pun not so plain in our day as it was in Shakespeare’s. For
then th was pronounced t, or dth, as the Irish now pronounce it, for
example, in murdther; and noting and nothing had consequently
much the same sound. See the following passage in this play : —

Balth. There’s not a note of mine that 's worth the noting.
Don P. Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks;
Note, notes, forsooth, and nothing.

See also in the Winter’s Tale, Act IV. Scene 8: ¢ No hearing, no
feeling, but my sir’s song, and the nothing of it.”” The play is made
up of much ado about noting, that is, watching, observing. All the
personages are constantly engaged in noting or watching each other.
Hero’s sufferings come from noting, — by her uncle’s servant, by
Claudio, and by Don Pedro; her release and her happiness by the
noting of the Watch; and Benedick and Beatrice are brought to-
gether by secretly noting what their friends plot that they should
note; and yet the principal serious incident, the accusation of Hero,
about which there is so much ado, rests upon nothing,



DRAMATIS PERSONZ.

Dox ¥ Arra VEROES, 6 A
Do Some o Tame ot v & headborough.
CLAUDIO, a young loz:}f Florence. A Buy.

BENEDICK, G youny of Padwa.

Lzuxato, zanmr of Messina. Hxro, Dasghter to Leonato.

ANTONI10, Ais brother. BEATRICE, wniece to Leonato.

a:uru.«un, esquire to Don Pedro. g.uw.«m. ‘ h atiending
XRADE, R8ULA, on Hero.

BokACHIO, ‘ Jollowers of Don Jobn.

Fx1Ar Fraxcis. Messengers, Watch, Attendants, etc.

DoGRERNRY, G

Scaxz: Messina.



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

ACT L

SceNE 1. Before LEONATO'S house.

Enter Lzonato, Hzno, and BRATRICE, with a Messenger.

Leon. 1 learn in this letter that Don Pedro of Arragon comes
this night to Messina.

Mess. He is very near by this: he was not three leagues off
when I left him.

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this action?

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.

Leon. A victory is twice itself when the achiever brings home
full numbers. I find here that Don Pedro hath bestowed much
honour on a young Florentine called Claudio. ’

Mess. Much deserv’d on his part and equally rememb’red by
Don Pedro: he hath borne himself beyond the promise of his
age, doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath
indeed better bett'red expectation than you must expect of me
to tell you how.

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very much
‘glad of it.

Mess. 1 have already delivered him letters, and there ap-
pears much joy in him; even so much that joy could not show
itself modest enough without a badge of bitterness.

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 20

Mess. In great measure.

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness: there are no faces truer
than those that are so wash'd. How much better is it to weep
at joy than to joy at weeping !

Brat. 1 pray you, is Signior Mountanto return’d from the
wars or no?

Mess. 1 know none of that name, lady : there was none such
in the army of any sort.

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ?

Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 30

Mess. O, he’s return’d ; and as pleasant as ever he was.
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Scexne L] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Urs. But are you sure
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ?

Hero. So says the Prince and my new-trothed lord.

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ?

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it ;
But I persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick,

To wish him wrestle with affection,
And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ?

Hero. O god of love ! I know he doth deserve
As much as may be yielded to a man :

But Nature never fram’d a woman’s heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ;
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,
Misprising what they look on, and her wit
Values itself so highly that to her

All matter else seems weak : she cannot love,
Nor take no shape nor project of affection,
She is so self-endear’d.

Urs. Sure, I think so;
And therefore certainly it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man,
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd,
But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac’d,

She would swear the gentleman should be her sister ;
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique,

Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed ;

If low, an agate very vilely cut;

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;

If silent, why, a block moved with none.

So turns she every man the wrong side out

And never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable.

Hero. No, not to be so odd and from all fashions
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

But who dare tell her so? If I should speak,

She would mock me into air; O, she would laugh me
Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire,

817

61 spell him backward. To spell a name or to read a prayer backward was one form

of a witch’s curse.
% an agate: that is, an engraved gem.
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332 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [Acr IV

I might have said ** No part of it is mine ;

Thix shame derives itself from unknown loins ™ ?
But mine and mine I lov’d and mine I prais’d
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much
That T myself was to myself not mine,

Valucing of her, — why, she, O, she is fallen
Into a pit of ink. that the wide sea

Hath drops too few to wash her clean again

Aud salt too little which may season give 14¢
To her foul-tainted flesh
Brar. Sir. sir, be patient.

For my part. T am so attired in wonder,
I know not what to say.
Brot. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied !
Bews, Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ?
Brat. No, traly not: although, until last night,
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.
Le ne Confirm’d, contirm'd ! Q). that is stronger made
Which was hefore barr’d up with ribs of iron !
Waould the two princes lie, and Claudio lie, 150
Who lov'd her so. that. speaking of her foulness,
Wash'd it with tears  Henee from her! let her die.
Frive. Hear me a litle
For 1 have ouly silent been so long
And given way unto this course of fortune . . .
By noting of the lady. I have mark'd
A thousand blushing apparitions
To start into her face. a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes ;
Aund in her eve there hath appear’d a fire, 160
To burn the errors that these princes hold
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ;
Trust not my reading nor my observations,
Which with experimental seal doth warrant
The tenour of my book @ trust not my age,
My reverence, ealling, nor divinity,
It this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some hiting ervor,
Leon, Friar. it cannot be.
Thou scest that all the grace that she hath left
Is that she will not add to her damnation 170
A xin of perjury i she not denies it :
Why seck’st thou then to cover with excuse
That which appears in proper nakedness #
Frivr. Lady, what man is he you ave aceus’d of ?
Hero. They know that do acense me: 1 know none:

T apparttions @ five =yllablea.

y
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Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Clandio = m
When he shall hear she died upon his words,
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination,
And every lovely organ of her life
Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit,
More moving-delicate and full of life,
Into the eye and prospect of his soul,
Than when she liv’d indeed ; then shall he mourn,
If ever love had interest in his liver,
And wish he had not so accused her, m»
No, though he thought his accusation true.
Let this be so, and doubt not but success
Will fashion the event in better
Than I can lay it down in likeli

But if all aim but this be levell'd false,
The supposition of the lady’s death

Will quench the wonder of her infamy :
And if it sort not well, you may conceal her,

As best befits her woumfod reputation,

In some reclusive and religious life, 260
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you :

And though you know my inwardness and love

Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio,

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As secretly and justly as your soul

Should with your body.

Leon. Being that I flow in grief,

The smallest twine may lead me.

* Friar. 'T is well consented : presently away ;

; For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. 25

) Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day
5 Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure.

' ( Ezeuns ali bus Benedich and Beatrics.

o Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ?
3 R Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.
1" Bene. 1 will not desire that.
. Beat. You have no reason; I do it freely.
Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wrong'd.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that
would right her!
Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 260
Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.
" Bene. May a man do 1t?

S - L

g s R

319 Ais liver. The liver was supposed of old to be the seat of amorous desire.
38 inwardness = intimaocy.
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Scese 1] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 885

Beat. 1t is a man's office, but not yours.

Bene. 1 do love nothing in the world so well as you: is not
that strange ?

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not. It were as possi-
ble for me to say I lov’d nothing so well as you : but believe me
not; and yet I lie not; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing.
I am sorry for my cousin.

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lov’st me. 270

Beat. Do not swear, and eat it.

Bene. 1 will swear by it that you love me ; and I will make
him eat it that says I love not you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest I
love thee.

Beat. Why, then, God forgive me!

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have stayed me in a happy hour: I was about to
protest I loved you. ' 280

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart that none is left
to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee.

Beat. Kill Claudio.

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone, though I am here: there is no love in you :
nay, I pray you, let me go. 290

Bene. Beatrice, —

Beat. 1In faith, I will go.

Bene. We'll be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me than fight with
mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath
slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman ? O that I were
aman! What, bear her in hand until they come to take hands ;
and then, with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated
rancour, — O God, that I were a man! I would eat his heart
in the market-place. .

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, —

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window! A proper saying !

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice, — .

Beat. Sweet Hero! She is wrong'd, she is slandered, she is
undone.

tﬂ-;obmrlmialmtd: to bear in haud was to keep up confildence by promises or pro-
essions.
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848 MUCR ADG ABOUT NOTHING. [Ace V.

80 the life that died with shame
Lives in death with glorious fame.

hou there the romb,
murvh’:’ﬁnduh. »
Now, musis, sound, and sing your solemn hyma.

Seve.

Pardon, goddess of the night,

Those that slew thy virgin knight

For the whic vlt{ l"d-u,;

Round aboat her tomb they go.
Midnight, assist our moan ,;
Balpuﬁodg{:dgm-,
Guﬂ‘“:lz;mdyﬁl dead,
Tm';'n{hln-mni. ol )

Heavily, beavily.
Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night!
Yearly will I do this rite.
D. Pédro. morrow, masters; put your torches out :
The wolves have prey'd : and look, the gentle day,
Before the wheels of Phabus, t;mnd ab;ut
Dapples the drowsy east wi of grey.
Tlmnll:?to you all, and leave ua:.myouv{ﬂ.
Claud. Good morrow, masters: each his several way.
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; L)
And then to Leonato’s we will go.
Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speed ’s
Than this for whom we render’d up this woe. [ Bt

Scexz IV. A room in LEONATO'S Rouse.
Jnter LonATO, ANTONIO, BENEDIOK, Bnm Manganxr, Ussus, Faian Frawces, end

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ?
Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio, who accus’d her
Upon the error that you heard debated :
But Margaret was in some fault for this,
Although against her will, as it appears
In the true course of all the question.
Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well.
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enfore'd
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.
Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 10

% Till death be uttered : an obscure allusion to the resurrection.
32 gpeed “s — npoed us.
1 sort = arrange themselves in order.
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Re-enter Awroume, with the Ladies masbed.
Whichilthohdylmnltuiausu?
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.
Claud. Why, then she ’s mine. Sweet, let me see face.
Leon. No, you shall not, till you take her
Before this friar and swear to marry her.
Claud. Give me your hand : before this holy friar,
I am your husband, if you like of me. )
Hero. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife: [ Uasashing.
And when you lov’d, you were my other husband.
Claud. Another Hero!
Hero. Nothing certainer :
One Hero died defiled ; but I do live;
And surely as I live, I am a maid.
D. Pedro. The former Hero! Hero that is dead !
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv’d.
Friar. All this amazement ean I qualify;
‘When after that the holy rites are ended,
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero'’s death:
Meantime let wonder seem familiar, o
And to the chapel let us presently.
Bene. Soft and fair, friar. ich is Beatrice ?
Beat.w&llfnmking.] I answer to that name. 'What is your
iy

Bene. Do not you love me?

Beat. Why, no; no more than reason.

Bene. Why, then your uncle and the Prince and Claudio
Have been deceived ; they swore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene. Troth, no; no more than reason.
Beat. Why, then my cousin Margaret and Ursula
Are much deceived ; for they did swear you did. 8o

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me.
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me.
Bene. T is no such matter. Then you do not love me?
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense.
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman.
Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon 't that he loves her;
For here ’s a paper written in his hand,
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain,
Fashion'd to Beatrice.
Hero. And here ’s another
Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket, %
Containing her affection unto Benedick.
Bene. A miracle! here’s our own hands against our hearts.
Come, I will have thee; but, by this light. I take thee for pity.
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DRAMATIS PERSON.ZE.

FERDINAKD, king of Navarre.

BIRONE, .
LONGAVILLE, lov}ci”anmdmy on the
DUMAIN, 9

Bover, florda attending on the
MERCADE, §  Princess of France.

DoN ADRIANO DE ARMADO, @ fan-
tastical Spaniard.

Stk NATHANIEL, a curate.

HOLOFERNES, a schoolmaster.

DuLL, a constable.
COSTARD, a clown.
MoTtH, page to Armado.
A Forester.

%‘he PRINCESS of France.

MT;:::“"’ } ladies attending on the
KATHARINE, Tincess.

JAQUENETTA, a country wench.
Lords, Attendants, etc.

8czxx : Navarre.
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Tolove.hweahh,topomplphwuddio;
With all these living in philosophy.

Bir. I can but say their protestation over ;
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn,
That is, to live and study here three years.
But there are other strict observances ;
As, not to see a woman in that term,
‘Which I hope well is not enrolled there ;
And one day in a week to touch no food
And but one meal on every day beside, o
The which I hope is not enrolled there ; .
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night,
And net be seen to wink of all the da
‘When I was wont to think n -l{
And make a dark night too of the dsy
‘Which I hope well is not enrolled there
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keop,
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep !

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass lny from these.

Bir. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please : »
I only swore to study with your grace
And stay here in your court for three years’ space.

Long. Yousworetothat,Bnrone,mdtotherut.

Bir. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jeat.
‘What is the end of study ? let me know.

King. Why, that to know, which else we should not know.

Bir. Thmgslnd and barr’d, you mean, from common sense?

King. Ay, that is stady’s god-like recom

Bir. Come on, then; 1 will swear to y 8o,
To know the thing I forbid to know: 6o
As thus, — to study where I well maydme,

‘When I to feast expressly am forbid ;
Or study where to meet some mistrees

‘When mistresses from common sense are hid ;
Or, having sworn too hard a keeping oath,
Study to break it and not break my troth.
If study’s gain be thus and this be so,
Study knows that which yet it doth not know :
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no.

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite 70
And train our intellects to vain delight.

Bir. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most vain,
Which with pain purchas’d doth inherit pain:
As, painfully to pore upon a book

&8 Birone. Thisname is apelled Berotone in the old copies. It isto be acoented on the

Int syllable and pronounced with the o as in cone.
87 comsmon sense: that is, common knowledge ; not a faculty of the mind.
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860 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. [Act

Bir. In what manner ? x

Cost. In manner and form following, sir; all those three:
was seen with her in the manor-house, sitting with her upon th
form, and taken following her into the park; which, pat &
gether, is in manner and form following. Now, air, for th
manner, — it is the manner of a man to speak to a woman: f
the form, — in some form.

Bir. For the following, sir?
tlle(,:ln:.h.'hil::hallfollorwinmymm'eotion:lml(!mi(luﬁlm

ight !

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? au

Bir. As we would hear an orscle.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after the flesh

Kirg. |Reads.] Great dm, the welkin’s and sole domi
nator of Navarre, my soul’s s god, and body’s patron.

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King. [Reads.] 8o itis, —

Cost. 1t may be so: but if he say it is 80, he is, in telling
true, but so.

King. Peace!

Cost. Be to me and every man that dares not fight ! =

King. No words!

Cost. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you.

King. [Reads.] 8o it is, besieged with sable-coloured melancholy, I i
commend the black-oppressing humour to the most wholesome physic o
thy health-giving air; and, as ] am a gentleman, betook myself to walk
The time when. Abont the sixth hour ; when beasts most , birds best
peck, and men sit down to _that nourishment which is called supper : s
much for the time when. Now for th%frmd which ; which, I mean, ]
walked upon: it is ycleped thy park. en for the place where; where,
I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most event, tha
draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink which here thou
viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or secst : but to the place where ; it standeth
north-north-east and by east from the west corner of thy curious-knotied
ga.rdrn: there did I see that low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy
mirth, —

Cost. Me?

King. [Reads.] That unlettered small-knowing soul, —

Cost. Me?

King. [Reads.] That shallow vassal, — 240
Cost. Still me?

King. [Reads.] Which, as I remember, hight Costard, —

Cost. O, me!

m d = .
= ylped —calied.

tely laid out.
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welcome the sour cup of prosperity! AfHiction may one day
smile again; and till then, sit down, sorrow ! { Esenst

Scene Il.  The same.
Enter Azuavo and Morm.

Arm. Boy, what sign is it when a man of great spirit grows
melancholy ?

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-samne thing, dear imp.

Moth. No, no; O Lord, sir, no.

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, my ter-
der juvenal ?

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, my tough
senior.

Arm. Why tough senio: ? why tough senior ? 10

Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender juvenal ?

Arm. 1 spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epitheton ap-
pertaining to thy young days, which we may nominate tender.

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to your
old time, which we may name tough.

Arm. Pretty and apt.

Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my saying apt? or
I apt. and my saying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, because little.

Moth. Little pretty, because little.  Wherefore apt ? 20

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ?

Arm. In thy condign praise.

Moth. 1 will praise an eel with the same praise.

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious ?

Both. That an eel is quick.

Arm. 1 do say thou art quick in answers: thou heatest my
blood.

Moth. T am answer'd, sir.

Arm. 1 love not to be cross'd. 30

Moth. [Adside.] He speaks the mere contrary ; crosses love
not him.

Arm. 1 have promis'd to study three years with the Duke.

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir.

Arm. Tipossible.

Moth. How many is one thrice told ?

Arm. T amill at reckoning : it fitteth the spirit of a tapster.

Moth. This name was pronounced mots, and <uggested the extreme xmallneas of a
mote, as well na the little inseet.  Sea subsequent nore, Act 1V, Se, 3, lne 157, and the
Introduction to Much Ado about Nothing.

31 crosses : that is, money, cuins which had a croms on the obversa.

-
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864 LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST. fAcrl

Moth. It was w0, sir; for she had a wit.

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red.

MotA. Most maculate thoughts, master, are mask’d wader
such eolours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father’s wit and my mother’s tongue, assist me!

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most pretty and pathet

feal!
Moth. If she be made of white and red,

5
|
&
g.
t 4
i

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of white and

A?rm. Is there not a bay, of the King and the
gar

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a baliad mﬂ.&’
ages since : bat I think now 't is not to be found ; or, if it wers,
it would neither serve for the writing nor the tune.

Arm. I will have tha;y subject n;;g writ o’es, that I may
example my digression by some mi precedent. , Ido
love co{m girlthztlwokinthoptrkwiththonor{ﬁond
hind Costard : she deserves well.

Moth. [Aside.] To be whipp'd; and yet a better love than
my master.

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that s great marvel, loving a light weneh. 110

Arm. 1 say, sing.

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter DuLL, CosTARD, and JAQUENETTA.

Dull. Sir, the Duke’s pleasure is, that yon keep Costard
safe: and you must suffer him to take no delight nor no pen-
ance ; but a’ must fast three days a week. For this damsel. I
must keep her at the park : she is allow'd for the day-woman.
Fare you well.

Arm. T do betray myself with blushing. Maid !

Jag. Man?

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 120

Jaq. That’s hereby.

a ‘,'ul: g;;‘%gzs;n& ll.l:u:.lon to the green withes with which Delilah bound
¥ owe = own.

% the King and the Beggar. The Ballad of King Cophetua and the Beggar Mald.
Uh.le“l El‘l‘l“/l and Seottish Ballads. % Cophe Ber
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366 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. {AcrD

ACT II.
SceNxe 1. The same.

Ewter the Prixcess of France, RosaLins, Mamria, Kar
y o s HARINE, Borz?, Lords, end schs

RBoyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits :
Consider who the King your father sends,

To whom he sends, and what s his embu.s
Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem,
To parley with the sole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man may owe,
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight
Than Aquitaine, a dowry for a queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace

As Nature was in making graces dear

When she did starve the general world beside
And prodigally gave them all to you.

Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean,
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise :
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye,

Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen'’s tongues :

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth

Than you much willing to be counted wise

In spending your wit in the praise of mine.

But now to task the tasker: good Boyet,

You are not ignorant, alltelling fame

Doth noise abroad. Navarre hath made a vow,

Till painful study shall outwear three years,

No woman may approach his silent court :

Therefore to 's scemeth it a needful course,

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf,

Bold of your worthiness, we single you

As our best-moving fair solicitor.

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France,

On serions business, eraving quick dispateh,

Importunes personal conference with his grace

Haste, signify so much: while we attend,

Like humble-visag’d suitors, hisz high will.
Boyet. Proud of employment. willingly I go.

10

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is 8o.  [Ezit Foyet

Who are the votaries, my loving lords,
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous Duke ?
1 dearest - - best,

08 1T to us,
32 Importunes : acceuted on the sccond syllable.
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And Lo and

Were all ad
Before I ca
He rather n
Like one th
Than seek s
To let you ¢
Hereoomea

King. Fair Pnneeu, welcome to the eourt of Navarre:
Prin. “Fair” back again; and “unlan.c"?

dave not yet: ﬂe of &I’.‘

welcome to the wide fields too base to be mine.

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my eomrt.

Prin. 1 will be weloome, then: conduct me thither.

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath.

Prin. Our Lady help my lonl' he ’ll be forsworn.

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will.

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will and uothing else.

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 100
Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise,

‘Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.

I hear your grace hath sworn out house-keeping:

*T is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord,

And sin to break it.

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold :

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming,

And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [ Hands o paper.
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 10
Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ;

For you’ll prove perjur'd if you make me stay.

Bir. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once?

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Bir. I know you did.

Ros. How needless was it then to ask the question !

Bir. You must not be so quick.

Ros. 'T is ’long of you that spur me with sach questions.
Bir. Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, 't will tire.
Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 120
Bir. What time o’ day ?

Ros. The hour that fools should ask.

Bir. Now fair befall your mask!

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers!

Bir. And send you many lovers!

oourt is 400 high to be yours; amd -
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Meantime receive such weloome at my hand
As honour without breach of honour may
Make terder of to thy true worthiness : m
You may not come, fai Prineeu.inmyglh.;
Bntbenwithontyonshllbon;oedvd
As shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart,
'ﬂnu’?h 80 denied fair harbour in my house.
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell :
To-morrow shall we visit you again.
Prin. Sweet health fair desires consort grace!
King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every !
Bir. Lady, I will commend you to mine own heart.
Ros. Pray you, do my commendations ; I would be giad ©
' I would you heard it groan. .
Bir. Iw it
Ros. Is the foz{n sick ?
Bir. Sick at the heart.
Ros. Alack, let it blood.
Bir. Would that do it good ?
Ros. My physic says “ay.”
Bir. W{ll yoy:;ﬁc t mit:gu eye?
Ros. No point, with my knife. .
Bir. Now, God save thy life! 0
Ros. And yours from long living!
Bir. T cannot stay thanksgiving. [ Resiring:
Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word: what lady is that same ?
Boyet. The heir of Alengon, Katharine her name.
Dum. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare £n well.
Long. I beseech you a word : what is she in the white ?
Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the light.
Long. Perchance light in the light. I desire her name.
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire that were a
shame. 200
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ?
Boyet. Her mother’s, I have heard.
Long. God's blessing on your beard !
Boyet. Good sir, be not offended.
She is an heir of Falconbridge.
Long. Nay, my choler is ended.
She is a most sweet lady.

Boyet. Not unlike, sir, that may be. [Exit Long.
Bir. What’s her name in the cap?
Boyet. Rosaline, by good hap. 210

Bir. Is she wedded or no ?
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so.
19 No point : the | ive French

gative reduplication.
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Mnrbwuhmwm&mub
elos’
I only have made a mouth’ of his eys,
Bynddi::ﬁl::ongmwhiehlkmvﬂlmli&
Ros. art an old love-monger and speakest skilfally.
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather and learns news of him.
Roe. I:h.anmlik.humother,fothuh&.ih

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ?

Mar. No. ,
Boyet. What then, do you se’
Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. e
+ Boyet. You are too hard for me.
[F =
ACT IIL
o SoxxE L The same.

Enter AxADO and More.

Arm. Warble, child ; make passionate my sense of hearing.

Moth. Concolinel. [Singing.

Arm. Sweet air! Go, tenderness of ; take this key.
give enlargement to the swain, bring him i ly hither: 1
must employ him in a letter to my love.

Moth. Master, will you win your love with & French brawl?

Arm. How meanest thou? brawling in French ?

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig off & tune at the
tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, humour it with turn-
ing up your eyelids, sigh a note and sing & note, sometime
through the throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love,
sometime through the nose, as if you snuff’d up love by smelling
love; with your hat penthouse-like o’er the of your eyes;
with your arms crossed on your thin-belly doublet like & rabbit
on a spit; or your hands in your pocket like a man after the old
painting ; and keep not too long in one tune, but & snip and
away. These are complements, these are humours ; these betray
nice wenches, that would be betray'd without these; and make
them men of note — do you note me ? — that most are affected
to these. 20

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience ?

Moth. By my penny of observation.

Arm. But O, —but O, —

Moth. *“The hobby-horse is forgot.”

D1y, o eoreupted obiatoie musical phrase. ST 1 OF the burden, of & song:; o, posst
4 festinately — npeedily.

4 bhrawi: the name of an old French dance.
8 The Aobby-horse : a line of an old song well known in 8.'s day
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Arm. Callest thou my love “ hobby-horse” ?

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and your
love perhaps a hackney. But have you forgot your love ?

Arm. Almost I had.

Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 30

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those three I will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove ?

Moth. A man, if I live; and this, by, in, and without, upon
the instant: by heart you love her, because your heart cannot
come by her; in heart you love her, because your heart is in
love with her; and out of heart you love her, being out of heart
that you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. 1 am all these three.

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry me a letter. 40

Moth. A message well sympathized; a horse to be ambassa-
dor for an ass.

Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou?

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the horse, for
he is very slow-gaited. But I go.

Arm. The way is but short: away!

Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious?

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow? .

Moth. Minimé, honest master; or rather, master, no. 50

Arm. 1 say lead is slow.

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so:
Is that lead slow which is fir'd from a gun?

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric!

He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that’s he:

I shoot thee at the swain.
Moth. Thump then and I flee. [Exis.
Arm. A most acute juvenal; voluble and free of grace!

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face :

Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is return’d. 59

Re-enter Mora with COSTARD.

Moth. A wonder, master! here’s a costard broken in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, thy I'envoy ; begin.

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no I'envoy; no salve in them all,
sir: O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain! no I'envoy, no I'envoy;
no salve, sir, but a plantain !

0 Minimé = very little.
® q costard : used jo.comly for th_o head

ol Penvoy: & and exp tory stanza (originally the first, later the last) of
» poem.




And stay’d the odds by adding foar. %
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my Femvoy.
The fox, the ape and the humble-bee,
Woere still at odds, being but three.
Arm. Until the goose came out of door,
Staying the odds by adding four.
Moth. A good I'envoy, ending in the goose: would you de-
sire more ?
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that’s flat.
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat.
To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose : %
Let me see; a fat ’envoy ; ay, that’s a fat goose.
Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this argument
begin ?
Moth. By saying that a costard was broken in a shin.
Then call’d you for the I’envoy.
Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus came your argument

n
Then the boy’s fat I’envoy, the goose that you bought ;
And he ended the market.
Arm. Baut tell me; how was there a costard broken in a shin ?
Moth. 1 will tell you sensibly. %
Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth: I will speak that
I'envoy :
I Costard, running out, that was safely within,
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin.

® Penroy a salve. The l seems to have been pronounced in salve in 8.'s day, which
made it sound euough like the Latin salutation, Salve, for a poor pun.

71 sain: grotesquely used for said.

7 the ape. th» humble-bee. The want of conformity between Armado and Moth here
and below is due to the old copies.

® adding four: heedlesely written for making four.

% the markes. * Three women and a goose make & market.”” 0ld proverd.
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The Princess comes to hunt here in the park,

And in her train there is a gentle lady ;

When tongues speak sweetly. then they name her name.

And Rosuline they call her : ask for her :

And to her white hand see thou do commend

"This seal'd-up counsel.  There 's thy guerdon: go.
Cust. Gardon, O sweet gardon [ better than remunera

‘leven-pence farthing better : most sweet gardon ! 1 wil

sir. in print.  Gardon! Remuneration !
Bir. And I, forsooth. in love! I, that have been

whip :

A very beadle to a humorous sigh :

A critie, nay, a night-watch constable ;

A domincering pedant o’er the boy :

Than whom no mortal so magnificent !

This whimpled. whining. purblind. wayward boy ;

Thix senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ;

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms,

The anvinted sovereign of sighs and groans,

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents,

Dread prinee of plackets, king of codpieces,

Sole imperator and great general

Of trotting "paritors : — O my little heart! —

And I to be a corporal of his field.

Aund wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop !

What, 1! Ilove! I sue! I seek a wife !

A woman, that is like a German clock,

Still a-repairing, ever out of frame,

And never going aright, being a wateh,

But being wateh'd that it may still go right!

Nay. to be perjur'd, which is worst of all;

And, among three, to love the worst of all ;

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow,

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyves;

Ay, and. by heaven. one that will do the deed

Thourh Argus were her eunneh and her guard :

And 1 to sigh for her! to watch for her!

To pray for her! Go to: it is a plague

That Cupid will impose for my neglect

Of his almighty dreadful little might.

Well, | owill love, write, sigh, pray. sue and groan :

Some men must love my lady and some Joan.

184 4n perint = exartly | pree
184 sorereign s a word ot 0 3
364 pluckets: probaliy perticont-, but possibiy having another meaning.
168 ‘paritors — apparnitors, minur officers uf ecclesiastival courts,

~
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ACT 1IV.

SceNeE 1. The same.

Enter the PRINCESS, and her train, a Forester, BoYer, RoSaALINE, MARIA, and KATHARINE

Prin. Was that the King, that spurr’d his horse so hard
Against the steep uprising of the hill ?
Boyet. 1 know not ; but I think it was not he.
Prin. Whoe’er he was, he show’d a mounting mind.
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch :
On Saturday we will return to France.
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush
That we must stand and play the murderer in ?
For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice ;
A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 10
Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot,
And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot.
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.
Prin. What, what? first praise me and again say no?
O short-liv’d pride! Not fair ? alack for woe !
For. Yes, madam, fair.
Prin. Nay, never paint me now :
Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true: [ Gives money
Fair payment for foul words is more than due.
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 20
Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav’d by merit!
O heresy in fair, fit for these days !
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.
But come, the bow : now mercy goes to kill,
And shooting well is then accounted ill.
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot :
Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t;
If wounding, then it was to show my skill,
That more for praise than purpose meant to kill.
And out of question so it is sometimes, 30
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes,
When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part,
We bend to that the working of the heart ;
As I for praise alone now seek to spill
The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill.
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty

13 ] meant mot so. Suit and suitor were pronounced shoot and shooter. Hence the
ingly taxes the forester with making suit (** fairest shoot *°) to her ; and he
ti iation must be remembered at lines 25 and 36

denies such p

)} 4 4
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Only for praise sake. when they strive to be
Lords o'er their lords ?

Prin. Only for praise: and praise we may afford
To any lady that subdues a lord.

Buyet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth.

Enter "0STARD.

Cost. God dig-you-den all! Pray you, which is the hea
lady ?

l)‘r«'n. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that have n
heads.

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ?

Prin. 'The thickest and the tallest.

Cost. The thickest and the tallest! it is so: truth is true.
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit,
One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should be fit. :
Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickest here.

Prin. What’s your will, sir 7 what’s your will ?

Cost. 1T have a letter from Monsieur Birone to one Lad

Rosaline.

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter! he’s a good friend of mine:
Stand aside good bearer.  Boyet, you can carve ;
Break up this capon.

Buyet. I am bound to serve.
This letter is mistook. it importeth none here
It is writ to Jaquenetta.

Prin. We will read it, I swear.
Break the neck of the wax. and every one give ear. )

Buyet. [Reads.] By heaven, that thou art fair, is most infallible ; true
that thou art beauteous: truth itself, that thou art lovely. More fxire
than fair, beantiful than beauteons, truer than truth itself, have commiser
ation on thy heroieal vassal! ‘The magnanimons and most illustrate ki
Cophetua set eve upon the pernicions and indubitate beggrar Penelophon
and he it was that mighe rightly say, Veni, vidi, viei ; which to annotauize it
the vulgar, — O base and ob-cure vulggar ! — videlicet, He came, saw, ane
overcame: he came, one ; saw, two; overcame, three. Who came 7 th
king : why did he come # to see : why did he see ! to overcome: to whon
came he ¢ to the beggrar : what saw he ! the beggar : who overcame he
the begwar.  ‘The conclusion is victory @ on whose side ? the king's. Th
captive as entiched s on whose side £ the besear’s. The catastrophe is
nuptial : on whose side  the Kinz's: uo, on both in one, or one in both
I the Kinz o tor <o stands the compari-on @ thon the begear: for so wit
vesseti thy Jowiiness.  Shall T eommand thy love £ 1 may @ shall Tenfore
thy love ¢ Feoubi s <hall Tentrear thy love ¢ T will. What <halt thou ex
change for razs ¢ robes; for tittles ¢ titles; for thyself # me. Thus, ex
peetin g thy repty 1 profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy piciure
and my heart on thy every part. Thine, in the dearest design of industry

Dox AbriaNo pE Arydabo.

4 (ol dhgoyon-den - a rastie earrnption of * God ive you good even. ™

&8 rapan : used, like the French panlet, for i love-etier,

& upnotaneze. A grotesquely pompous word for aunotate. The quarto has anata
mize, which may well have been 3.°8 word.

-

’
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Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 8
’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey.
Submissive fall his princely feet before,
And he from forage will incline to play :
Baut if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then?
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.
Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this letter ?
‘What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear better ?
Boyet. 1 am much deceived but I remember the style.
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it erewhile.
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here in court;

A phantasime, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport o1
To the Prince and his bookmates.

Prin. Thou fellow, a word :
Who gave thee this letter ?

Cost. I told you; my lord.

Prin. 'To whom shouldst thou give it?

Cost. From my lord to my lady.

Prin. From which lord to which lady ?

Cost. From my lord Birone, a good master of mine,
To a lady of France that he call’d Rosaline.

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lords, away.
[To Ros.] Here, sweet, put up this: 't will be thine another

day. [ Ezeunt Princess and train.
Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ?
Ros. Shall I teach you to know ?

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Ros. ‘Why, she that bears the bow.
Finely put off! 102

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; baut, if thou marry,
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry.
Finely put on!

Ros. Well, then, I am the shooter.

Boyet. And who is your deer?

Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself come not near.
Finely put on, indeed !

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikes at

the brow.

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower : have I hit her now? 110

Ros. Shall T come upon thee with an old saying, that was a
n}llanhlwhen King Pepin of France was a little boy, as touching
the hit it.

. :ﬁ T;l:; dost thow hear. This postscript is possibly quoted from some ridiculous poem
of the day.

101 ske that bears the bow. The pronunciation of swit, before set forth, must be remem-
bered. In Boyet's speech, three lines above,,the folio, 1828, prints suitor, shooter.
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Boyet. So 1 may answer thee with one as old. that was:
woman when Queen Guinever of Britain was a little wench. &
touching the hit it.

Ros.  'Thou canst not hit it hit it, hit it,

Thon canst not hit it, my good man.

Boyet. An I cannot, cannot. cannot.

An I cannot. another can. [ Ereunt Ros. asd Exi

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant : how both did fitit! 1=

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot. for they both did hit it

Boyet. A mark . O, mark but that mark ! A mark, savs w}

lady !
Let the mark have a prick in’t. to mete at, if it may be.

Mar. Wide o’ th’ bow hand ! 1" faith. your hand is out.

Cost. Indeed. 2’ must shoot neaver, or he ’ll ne’er hit the clout

Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in.

Cost. Then will she get the upshoot by cleaving the pin.

Mar. Come. come. you talk greasily ; your lips grow foul

Cost. She s too hard for you at pricks, sir: challenge her t:

bhowl. 1§

Boyet. 1 fear too much rubbing. Good night, my good owl.

[Errunt Boyet and Mo

Cogt. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown !

Lord, Lord. how the ladies and T have put him down !
O my troth, most sweet jests | most incony vulgar wit !
When it comes so smoothly off, s0 obscenely. as it were, so fit.
Armado o’ th’ to side. — O, a most dainty man :
To see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan !
To see him kiss his hand | and how most sweetly 2’ will swear!
And his page o’ t’ other side. that handful of wit!
Ah. heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! 141
Sola. sola! | Showt within. Exit Costard, ruaning

Scexk I The same.
Entrr HoLorrRNES, SIR NATHANIEL, and DrLL.

Nuth. Very veverend sport. truly : and done in the testimom
of a good conscience. )

1ol The deer was, as you know, stuguis, in blood : ripe a
the pomewater. who now hangeth like a jewel in the ear of ewely
the sky. the welking the heaven: and anon falleth like a crab o1
the face of ferra, the xoil. the land. the earth.

= the ciane : the white spot or risin the i Lle of the targer.

1

1 g that isc the pin wittenn helid the clout to the target.
1 vl o rassly
X )
1

ony fine, diieate,

« th* 1o side. The to side and the ¢ other side were commonly oppoged phrases it
S5 day.

4 pomaeater: a kind of apple.

-
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882 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. [AcrIV.
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal «

“the death of the deer? m»m&.wﬂm

L
Hol. 1 will something affect the letter, for it argues facilily.
The preyful princess 'd and priek’d a n, :
" ’u &.uﬁ.mmm’m’:‘-ﬂwm
The d cﬁdyellzpln.&olou.thnnnl mmps from thicket ;
Otmksmudnmd;lho a-hooting.
If sore be sore, then 1 to sore make fifty sores one sorel.
Of one sore I an hundred make by ng but one move 1.

Nath. A rare talent!

Dull. [Aside.] If a talent be a elaw, look how he claws kin
with a talent. 9

Hol. This is & gift that I have, simple, simple ; a foolish ex-
travagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, objects, idess,
appre ndmmoﬁmmduw:thmmbagotinh

ver

tricle of memory, nourished in the womb of pia mater, sad

delivered upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good
inthoueinwhomitisu:hnte,lzlﬁlf:rmﬂnnﬂbrib

Nath. Sir, I praise the you: 80 ma; P

rishioners; for their sons are well tutor'd you, .{;dmyﬂmr

good mem-

daughters profit very eﬁmﬂy under you: you are a
ber of the commonwealth.

Hol. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenuous, they shall want
instruction ; if their daughters be i
but vir sapit qui pauca itur ; & soul feminine saluteth us.

Enter JaQUENETTA and COSTARD.

Jag. God give you good morrow, master Parson. -

Haz. Master Parson, quasi pers-on. An if one should be
pierc’d, which is the one?

N Cost. M&rry,muternhﬁolmauer,hothstislikeﬁb.hog.-
ead.

Hol. Piercing a hogshead! a good lustre of conceit in a tuft
of carth: fire enough for a flint, pearl enough for a swine : ’tis
pretty ; it is well. 8

JJuy. Good master Parson. be so good as read me this letter:
it was given me by Costard, and sent me from Don Armado: I
beseech you, read it.

Hol. Fuuste, precor gelida quando pecus omne sub wumbra

@ Prrge == go on.
8 the letter: that ie, alliteration.
{nrrr'd‘ in: the folio perst. The word pierce was pronounced purse uuntil the be

l# of this century. In Holeferncs’ next apeech the folio bas  persing & hogshesd.”
o

]
ginn
10 Msherele — by Herculen.

3 pir sapit, ete. = he Is wise who saye little.
8 Fawste, otc. = Faustus, I pray when the herd chews the cud in the cool shade.
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happiness of life.

Hol. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. [ 7o
Dudl.] Sir, I do invite you too; you shall not say- me nay:
pauca verba. Away! the gentles are at their game, and we
will to our recreation. [ Exveunt,

ScenE III. The same.
Enter BIROXE, with a paper.

Bir. The King he is hunting the deer; I am coursing my-
self : they have pitch’d a toil; I am toiling in a pitch, — pitch
that defiles: defile! a foul word. Well, “set thee down, sor-
row”’! for so they say the fool said, and so say I, and ay the fool :
well proved, wit! By the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax:
it kills sheep; it kills me, I a sheep: well proved again o’ my
side! I will not love: if I do, hang me; i’ faith. I will not. O,
but her eye, — by this light, but for her eye, I would not love
her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world
but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven. I do love: and it
hath taught me to rhyme and to be melancholy ; and here is

128 Stay not thy compliment, etc. : that is, don't stop to make curtsies.
l: JSear colourable colours: a slang phrase of the day,the meaning of which is now
unknown.
11 ben venuto — welcome (Ital.)
18 pauca verba = few words.
Ul,y. kills sheep: an allusion to Ajax's slaughter of sheep in his insane jealousy of
8808,
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386 LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST. fAe

Bir. Qﬂgﬂmpﬂlu“&pﬂ%h:
. ot hia slop- This same shall go. t

on

Exhal'st this vapour-vow ; in thes it is:

If broken then, it is no fanlt of mine :

If by me broke, what fool is not s0 wise
To loss an oath to win a paradise 1

Bir. 'I‘hisi-tl;‘ix;lv::vein,'hch. i muamym'd'“" y
A green goose & : pure i .
Godamendns,Godnmcnd%?ommmhouto’ th’ way.

Long. By whom shall I send this 7 — Company ! stay.

(S
Bir. All hid, all hid ; an old infant play.
Like a demigod here sit I in the sky,
And wretched fools’ secrets heedfully o
More sacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my wish !
Knter DUNALR, with a paper.
Dumain transform’d ! four woodcocks in a dish |
Dum. O most divine Kate!
Bir. O most profane coxcomb !
Dum. By heaven, the wonder in a mortal eye !
Bir. By earth, she is not, corporal ; there you lia.
Dum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber quoted.
Bir. An amber-colour’d raven was well n
Dum. As upright as the cedar.

Bir. Stoop, I 3
Her shoulder is with child. “y
Dum. As fair as day.

Bir. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must shine.
Dum. O that I had my wish !
Lony. And I had mine!
King. And I mine too, good Lord !
Bir. Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good word ?
Dum. 1 would forget her; but a fever she
Reigns in my blood and will remember’d be.
Bir. A fever in your blood ! why, then incision
Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision !

L s — embroidery or facings.
Om:n- The liver was supposed to be the seat of amorous desire.

r
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888 LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST.
Faith so infri which such seal did swear ?
How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit |
How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it !

You 'l not be perjur'd; tis s thinsg
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting
Baut are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not,
Allthreedf_you,tobethmmmhoenhot?
found his mote ; the Ki dyour mote did see ;

But I a beam do find in each of three.
O, what a scene of foolery have I seen,
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow and of teen !
O me, with what strict patience have I sat,
To see a king transformed to a gnat!
To see great Hercules whipping a gig,
And profound Solomon to tune a jig, '
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys,
And critic Timon laugh at idle toys!
‘Where lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain ?
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ?
And where my liege’s? all about the breast:
A caudle, ho! :

King. Too bitter is thy jest.
Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view ?

Bir. Not you to me, but I betray'd by you:
I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin
To break the vow I am engaged in;
I am betray’d, by keeping company
With men-like men, of strange inconstancy.
When shall you see e write a thing in rhyme?
Or groan for love ? or spend a minute’s time
In pruning me? When shall you hear that I
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face. an eye,
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,
A leg, a limb?

King. Soft! whither away so fast ?
A true man or a thief that gallops so?

4
8

[ActI¥

138 mote. Thia word is printed moth twice in this line. See the Introduction to Afy

Ado About Nothing,and the note on Morh, Act 1 Se. i.
1% gprn = norrow, vexation ; mere tautology for rhyme’s sake
102 gig — a kind of top.
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Bir. T post from love: good lover, let me go.

Enter JAQUENSTTA and COSTARD.
Jag. God bless the King!
King. ‘What present hast thou there ?
Cost. Some certain treason.
King. ‘What makes treason here ?
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.
King. If it mar nothing neither,
The treason and you go in peace away together.
Jaq. T beseech your grace, let this letter be read :
Our parson misdoubts it; ’t was treason, he said. 189
King. Birone, read it over. [ Giving him the paper
Where hadst thou it ?
Jag. Of Costard.
King. Where hadst thou it ?
Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.
( Birone tears the letter.
King. How now! what is in you? why dost thou tear it ?
Bir. A toy, my liege, a toy : your grace needs not fear it.
Long. Itdid move him to passion, and therefore let ’s hear it.
Dum. 1t is Birone’s writing, and here is his name.
[ Gathsring up the pieces.
Bir. [To Costard.] Ah, you whoreson loggerhead! you

were born to do me shame.

Guilty, my lord, guilty ! I confess, I confess. 200
King. What?
Bir. That you three fools lack’d me fool to make up the

mess :

He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I,

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die.

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more.
Dum. Now the number is even.

Bir. True, true ; we are four.
Will these turtles be gone ?
King. Hence, sirs; away !

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors stay.
[ Exeunt Costard and Jaquenetta.

Bir. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O, let us embrace !

As true we are as flesh and blood can be: 210
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ;

Young blood doth not obey an old decree :
‘We cannot cross the cause why we were born ;
Therefore of all hands must we be forsworn.

King. What, did these rent lines show some love of thine ?

Bir. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the heavenly Rosaline,

% mess —a party of four at table.
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That, like a rude and savage man of Inde,
At the first opening of the gorgeous east,
Bows not his vassal head and strucken blind
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ?
What peremptory eaglesighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,
That is not blinded by her majesty ?
King. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee now?
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ;
She an attending star, scarce seen a light.
Bir. My ceyes are then no eyes, nor I Birone :
O, hut for my love, day would turn to night !
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty
Do meet. as at a fair, in her fair cheek,
Where several worthies make one dignity,
Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek.
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, —
Fie, painted rhetorie! O, she needs it not :
To things of =xale a seller’s praise belongs,
She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot.
A wither'd hermit. five-score winters worn,
Might shake oft fifty, looking in her eye :
Beauty doth varnish age. as if new-born,
And gives the eruteh the eradle’s infaney :
O, “tix the sun that maketh all things shine.
Kinyg. By heaven. thy love is black as ebony.
Bir. Is ebony like her? O woud divine!
A wite of such wood were felicity.
O. who e¢an give an oath ? where is a book ?
That 1 may swear beauty doth beauty lack,
If that she learn not of her eye to look:
No face is faiv that is not full so black.
King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell,
The hue of dungeons and the suit of night ;
And beauty’s erest becomes the heavens well
Bir. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light.
0. if in black my lady’s brows be deck’d.
It mourns that painting and usurping hair
Shonld ravish doters with a false aspeet
And therefore is she born to make Llack fair.
Her favour turns the fashion of the days,
For native blood is counted painting now ;
And therefore red, that would aveid dispraise,
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow,
Inan. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black.
Long. And since hier time are colliers counted bright.

.
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Teaches such beauty as & woman’s ?
Learning is but an adjunct to

And where we are our learning likewise is :
Then when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes,
Do we not likewise see our learning ?
O, we have made a vow to study, lords,

And in that vow we have forsworn our books.

would
rhon void o g, r o oy,

$
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Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ;

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : .

For valour, is not Love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ?

Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet and musieal

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair:
And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods
Make heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch & pen to write

Until his ink were temper’d with Love’s sighs ;
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears
And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women'’s eyes this doctrine I derive :
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ;
They are the books, the arts, the academes,
That show, contain and nourish all the world :
Else none at all in ought proves excellent.
Then fools you were these women to forswear,

28 the Hesperides: that is, the gardens of the Hesperides.
U8 From women's eyes. 1t will be obverved that thie pa

350

twice iny this » h, at line 297 and line 845. Neglect haa left evidence of the rev
mmiuunly that which was meant to be replaced by the other.

of the play.

isiog
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serve.
Nath. Videsne quis venit ?
Hol. Video, et gaudeo.

Enter Azuap0, Mova, and CosARD.
Arm. Chirrah! [To Mtk
Hol. Quare chirrah, not sirrah?
Arm. Men of peace, well encountered. 3

Hol. Most military sir, salutation.

Moth.- [Aside to Costard.] They have been at a great feast
of languages, and stol’n the scraps.

Cost. O, they have liv’d long on the alms-basket of words. 1
marvel thy master hath not eaten thee for a word ; for thou art
not so long by the head as honorificabilitadinitatibus : thou art
casier swallowed than a flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace! the peal begins.

Arm. [To Hol.] Monsieur, are you not lettered ? 39

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-book. What is a,
b, spelt backward, with the horn on his head ?

Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep with a horn. You hear his learn-
ing.

Hol. Quis, quis, thou consonant ?

¢ Novi hominem, etc. 1 know the man as well as I know you.
. B ne intelligis, doymine ? — do you not understand, sir? .
3 Laus Deo, bone intelligo = Pralre to God, I understand good (that s, well).
2 Videsme, etc. Do you see who comes? And Holofernes replies, I see job
2 Quare, vte. = wherefore, etc. Holofernes, who s a protot; pe of the modern pho
netic reformers, protests against the pronunciation of s as sA.
© horn-book The old rpelling-books had thin horn covers to protect the leaves.,
43 purritia = boyhood.
& Quis = who.
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Armado, a soldier, 8 man of travel, that hath seen the weli;
bat let that pass. Thonx:llo!nlln, ~— but, sweet beart. ]
d°'mPl°'°'°°'°°!r— would have me presest th
Princess, sweet chuck, with some m«i;

assistance.

Hd. Slr,youohllpmntboﬁonhuﬂnNiuWah

Sir, as concerning some entertainment of time, some show in t
orotthuduy,tobonndmdb our assistants, st t
q command, and this most t, illustrate, and learse
man, before the Princess: 1 say none so fit as topa-
Nine Worthiee.
thel:aa?”.. Whmwﬂlyouﬁndmmvuﬂlymghbp-

Hol. Joshua, yourself; m ﬂm di
das Maccabseus ; this swain, b or jou
shullpusforPompeython.t thopago, H

Arm. Pardon, sir; error: he is not thtyenonghﬁudl
Worthy’s thumb: heunotwblgntheondofhnelub. 1

Hol Shall I have audience? he shall present Hercules i
minority : his enter and exit shall be strangling & snake; and
will have an apology for that purpose.

Moth. An excellent device! so, if any of the audience hix
you may cry, *Well done, Hercules! now thou crushest th
snake!” that is the way to make an offence gracious, thoug
few have the grace to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies? —

Hol. 1 will play three myself.

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman !

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 1

Hol. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antique. I beseec
you. follow.

Hol. Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken no word all th
while.

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hol. Allons! we will employ thee.

Dull. T'Il make one in a dance, or so; or I will play
On the tabor to the Worthies, and let themn dance the hay. ;

Hol. Most dull, honest Dull! To our sport, away! [Erewn

% antigue is ured in a rense conveyed to us by the form antic.

97 Nine lhmlua They were Hector, Alexander. Caesar, Joshua, David, Judas Ma

beus, Arthur, Charlemagne, and Godfrey of Bouillon. Pompey and llltﬂuu are i1
truders.

1% Via = away (enoonnalngly) (Ital.)

%7 Allons =let us go. (Fr.)

139 2Ag Aay : s rollicking boisterous dance, long obrolete.
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Prin. Beanteous as ink: a good conclasion.

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Ros. "Ware pencils, ho ! let me not die your debtor,
My red dominical, my golden letter :

O that your face were not so full of O’s !
(ath. A pox of that jest ! and I beshrew all shrews

Prin. But. Katharine, what was sent to you from far

main ?
(ath. Madam, this glove.
Prin. Did he not send you twin’
(ath. Yes, madam, and moreover
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover,
A huge translation of hypocrisy,
Vilely compiled, profound simplicity.

Mar. This and these pearls to me sent Longaville:
The letter is too long by half a mile.

Prin. 1 think no less. Dost thou not wish in heart
The chain were longer and the letter short ?

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never part.

Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so.

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so.
That same Birone 1’1l torture ere I go: 6
O that I knew he were but in by the week !

How I would make him fawn and beg and seek,
And wait the season and observe the times,

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes,
And shape his service wholly to my hests,

And make him proud to make me proud that jests!
So piersaunt-like would I o’ersway his state

That he should be my fool and I his fate.

Prin. None are so surely caught. when they are catch’d,
As wit turn’d fool ¢ folly, in wisdom hatch’d,

Hath wisdom’s warrant and the help of school
Aud wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool.

Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such excess
As gravity’s revolt to wantonness.

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note
Ax foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ;

Sinee all the power thereof it doth apply
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity.
Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face.
Enter Bover.

Boyet. O, I am stabb’'d with laughter! Where ‘s her grace?

e

I

4 fdl of O'x.  Katharine war pitted with small-pox, as we o¢ by her reply.
® shrews.  Sirae, like sowe nowadays, rhy med perfectly with O
€1 piersaunt-like = piercing-like. Scc the note on prereed, Act 1V, 8c. 2, line §1.

”~
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Tnto his several mistress. which they "Il know
By favours several which they did bestow.
Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be task'd;
For, Laulies, we will every one be mask'd ;
And not a man of them shall have the grace,
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face.
Hold. Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear. 1
And then the King will court thee for his dear ; '
Hold. take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine,
So shall Birone take me for Rosaline.
And change you favours too; so shall your loves
Woo contrary., deceiv'd by these removes.
Lox. Come on. then ; wear the favours most in sight.
Kath. But in this changing what is your intent ?
Prin. The effect of my intent is to cross theirs :
They do it but in mocking merriment ;
And mock for mock is only my intent. 1
Their several counsels they unbosom shall
To loves mistook. and so be mock'd withal
Upon the next oceasion that we meet,
With visages display'd, to tulk and greet.
I'os. But shall we dance, if they desire us to 't ?
Prin. No, to the death, we will not move a foot ;
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace,
But while 't is spoke each turn away her face.
Doyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s heart,
And quite divoree hix memory from his part. 1
Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt
The rest will ne’er ecome in, if he be out.
There s no such sport as sport by sport o’erthrown,
To make theirs ours and ours none but our own :
So shall we stay. mocking intended game,
And they. well mock’d, depart away with shame.
| Trumpeta sound with
Boyet. The trumpet sounds : be mask’d : the maskers com
[(The Ladirs ma

Eater Blackamoors wizh musis ; MoTi : ta- KING, BIRONE, LONGAVILLE, ard Druagx,
Bussian navat<, an f poasi-1.

Moth.  All hail. the richest beauties on the carth ! —
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich tatfeta.
Moth. A holy pareel of the fairest dames !
[ The Lahies turn their hack« to he
That ever turn'd their — backs — to mortal views !
Bir. [Aside to Moth.]  Their eyes, villain, their eyes.
Moth. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views ! —
Out —

.
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King. Then. in our measure do but vouchsafe one cha.
Thou bid’st me beg : this begging is not strange. -
Ros. Play, music, then! Nay, you must do it soon.
(M5
Not yet! no dance! Thus change I like the moon.
King. Will you not dance? How come you thus estrai:
HRos. You took the moon at full, but now she ‘s changed
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man.
The music plays : vouchsafe some motion to it.
Itos. Qur ears vouchsafe it.

King. But your legs should do it
ERos. Since you are strangers and come here by chance,
We Il not be nice : take hands. We will not dance. =

King. Why take we hands, then?
Ros. Only to part friends:
Curtsy. sweet hearts : and so the measure ends.
Kiny. More measure of this measure ; be not nice.
I'os. We can afford no more at such a price.
King. Prize you yourselves : what buys your company?
Loz, Your absence only.
King. That can never be.
Ros. Then cannot we be hought: and so, adieu ;
Twice to vour visor, and half once to you.
King. If you deny to dance, let s hold more chat.
Ros. In private, then.
King. I am best pleased with that. :
[ They comrerse q:
Bir. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with thee.
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three.
Bir. Nay then, two treys, and if you grow so nice,
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey : well run, dice !
There ‘s half-a«lozen sweets.
Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu :
Since you can eog, I'll play no more with you.
Bir. One word in secret.

Prin. Let it not be sweet.

Bir. Thou grievest my gall.

Prin. Gall! bitter.

Bir. Therefore me

[Tlley conrer<e ape
Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word ¥ 2
Mar. Name it.
Dum. Fair lady —
Mar. Say youso? Fair lord, -
Take that for your fair lady.
24 Mrtheglin : au old-faxhioned drink containing honey. worf = unfermentod bee
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‘ath. Lord Longaville said. I came o’er his heart;
And trow you what he called me ?

Prin. Qualm, perhaps.
Kath. Yes, in good faith. .
Prin. Go, sickness as thou art!

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps.
But will you hear? the King is my love sworn.
Prin. And quick Birone hath plighted faith to me.
Kath. And Longaville was for my service born.
Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree.
Buyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear:
Immediately they will again be here °
In their own shapes ; for it can never be
They will digest this harsh indignity. »
Prin. Will they return?
Boyet. They will, they will, God knows.
And leap for joy. though they are lame with blows:
Therefore change favours : and, when they repair,
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.
Prin. How blow ? how blow? speak to be understood.
Buoyet. Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their bud ;
Dismask’d. their damask sweet commixture shown,

Are angels vailing elouds, or roses blown.
Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, =
If they return in their own ghapes to woo ?
Ros. Good madam, if by me yon'll be advis’d,
Let 's mock them still, as well known as disguis’d :
Let us complain to them what fools were here,
Disiruis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ;
And wonder what they were and to what end
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn’d
And their rough earriage so ridiculous,
Should be presented at our tent to us.
Boyet. Ladies. withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 21c
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o'er land.
[Ereunt Princess, Rosaline, Katharine, and Maria.
Re-enter the KING, BIRONE, LONGAVILLE, an-/ DUMAIN, (8 their propey habits.
Kinyg. Fair sir. God save you!  Where's the Princess ?
Buoyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your majesty
Command me any serviee to her thither ?
King. That she vouchsafe me audienee for one word.
Doyet. 1T will: and so will she, 1 know, my lord. [Ezu
Bir. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons pease,
1% guabn - pronounced ca’m.
W stgeuteccar s Caps were preseribed by law for persons under a certain mnk.,
W eaiing z dropmng, etting fail ; that is, the ciowlds that conceai them as the masks
cunceal the ladies’ faces.

M s rors run o'er lamd.  Either roes is a dissyliable, or o'er is to be pronounced as
two ayliables, but without the v, Scotter | vir-rr
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King. O, you have lived in desolation here,
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. L]

Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ;
We have had pastimes here and pleasant game:
A mess of Russians left us but of late.
King. How, madam! Russians!
Prin. Ay, in truth, my l;
Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state.
Ros. Madam, speak true. It is not so, my lord :
My lady, to the manner of the days,
In courtesy gives undeserving praise.
-We four indeed confronted were with four
In Russian habit: here they stay'd an hour, o
And talk’d apace; and in that hour, my lord,
They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think,

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink.
Bir. This jest is dry to me. Fair gentle sweet,
Your wit makes wise things foolish: when we greet,

‘With eves best seeing, heaven's fiery eye,
By light we lose light : your capacity
Is of that nature that to your huge store
Wise things seem foolish and rich things but poor. &
Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my eye, —
Bir. T am a fool, and full of poverty.
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong,
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue.
Bir. O. I am yours, and all that I possess !
Ros. All the fool mine?
Bir. I cannot give you less.
Ros. Which of the vizards was it that you wore ?
Bir. Where? when? what vizard? why demand you this?
Ros. There, then, that vizard ; that superfluous case
That hid the worse and show’d the better face.
King. We are descried ; they "Il mock us now downright.
Dum. TLet us confess and turn it to a jest.
Prin. Amaz'd, my lord 7 why looks your highness sad ?
Ztos. Help, hold his brows! he’ll swoon ! Why look you
ale ?
SO:!-Si(‘l'!. I think, coming from Muscovy.
Bir. Thus pour the stars down plagues for perjury.
Can any face of brass hold longer out ?
Here stand T : lady, dart thy skill at me;
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ;
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 300

%3 A4 mess — four.
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King. That more than all the world I did respect her.
Prin. When she shall challenge this. vou will reject ber. -
King. Upon mine honour, no. : ‘
Prin. Peace, peace ! forbear:
Your oath once broke, vou foree not to forswear.
King. Despise me, when 1 break this oath of mine.
Prin. T will: and therefore keep it.  Rosaline,
What did the Russian whizper in your ear *
Fos. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear
As precious evesight. and did value me
Above this world : adding thereto moreover
That he would wed me, or else die my lover.
Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord
Most honourably doth uphold his word.
Kiny. What mean you, madam ? by iy life, my troth.
I never swore this lady such an oath. il
Koz, By heaven, you did: and to confirm it plain,
You gave me this: but take it, sir. again.
King. My faith and this the Princess I did give:
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.
Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear;
And Lord Birone, I thank him, is my dear.
What, will you have me, or your pearl again ?
Bir. Neither of either; I remit both twain.
T sce the trick on't: here was a consent,
Knowing aforehand of our merriment,
To dash it like a Christmas comedy :
Some carry-tale, some please-man. ome slight zany,
Some mumble-news. some trencher-knight. some Dick,
That smiles his cheek in years and knows the trick
To make my Luly langh when she 's dispos'd,
Told our intents before ; which onee disclos’d,
The ladies did change favours : and then we,
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she.
Now. to our perjury to add more terror,
We are again forsworn, in will and error.
Much upon this it is: and might not vou [Tol
Forestall onr sport. to make us thus untrue ?
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squier,
Aud Taugh upon the apple of her eye?
And stand between her back. sir. and the fire,
Holding a trencher, jesting mervily ?
You pat our page out: go, von are allow’d:
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud.

W oowner - wquire -7 squate T know the lengtn ol 4 woman'’s foot is an
phrase for <tanding bigh in her favor.
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You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye
. Wounds like a leaden sword.
Boyet. Full merrily
es Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.
we  Bir. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace! I have done.
£ Enter COSTARD.
# Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray.
: Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know
»- Whether the three ‘Worthies shall come in or no. 388
Bir. What, are there but three?
Cost. No, sir; but it is vara fine,
For every one pursents three.
s Bir. And three times thrice is nine.
Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope it is not so.
; You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we know what
we know :
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, —
Bir. Is not nine.
Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it doth
amount.
Bir. By Jove, I always took three threes for nine.
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should get your living by
reckoning, sir.
Bir. How much is it? 400
Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, sir, will
show whereuntil it doth amount: for mine own part, I am, as
they say, but to pursent one man in one poor man, Pompion the
Great, sir.
Bir. Art thou one of the Worthies ?
Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of Pompion the
Great : for mine own part, I know not the degree of the Worthy,
but I am to stand for him.

Bir. Go, bid them prepare. 409
Cost. We will tarn it finely off, sir; we will take some care.
(Exit.

King. Birone, they will shame us; let them not approach.
Bir. We are shame-proof, my lord : and ’t is some policy
To have one show worse than the King’s and his company.
King. 1 say they shall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’errule you now :
That sport best pleases that doth least know how ;
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents:

‘M beg us: looln were' beks (that is, the custody of them), from the king, for the sake
of the administration
417 contents = content : nckleuly made plural for rhyme's sake.
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Their form confounded makes most form in mirth,
When great things labouring perish in their birth.
Bir. A right description of our sport, my lord.
Enter Anuavo,

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy mn
sweet breath as will utter a brace of words.

[ Comterses apast with the King, and delivers him s py. H

‘, -

Prin. Doth this man serve God ?
Bir. Why ask you?
Prin. He speaks not like a man of God’s ing.

Arm. That is all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch; fo.
protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding fantastical ; too too na
too too vain: but we will put it, as they say, to fortuna deis
guerra. I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couplemen:

&=

King. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. H:
presents Hector of Troy; the swain, Pompey the Great: te
parish curate, Alexander; Armado's page, Hercules; the ped
ant, Judas Maceabseus :

And if these four Worthies in their first show thrive,
These four will change habits, and present the other five.

Bir. There is five in the first show.

King. You are deceived; 't is not so.

Bir. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, the fool and

the boy :
Abate throw at Novem, and the whole world again
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein.
King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes amain.
Enter CosTARD, for Pompey.

Cost. “1 Pompey am,” —

Boyet. You lie, you are not he.

Cost. *1 Pompey am,” —

Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee.

Bir. Well said, old mocker: I must needs be friends with

thee.

Cost. * 1 Pompey am, Pompey surnamed the Big,”” —

Dum. The Great.

Cost. It is, ©* Great,” sir: —

 Pompey surnamed the Great:

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my foe to

sweat : 449

And travelling along this coast. I here am come by chance,

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of France.”
If your ladyship would say.  Thanks. Pompey,” I had done.

0

42 fortuna de la guerra = fortune of war. (Span )

40 Noven - 2 nine: a game at dice in which the important throws were nine and fiva

444 ibbard’s = leopard’s.  The knee-caps of fine old armor were often wrought inte
the form of leopards’ heads.
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Lsoyer. "Lhe pommel OI URSAT S TAIChION.
Dum. The carv’d-bone face on a flask.
Bir. Saint George’s half-cheek in a brooch.
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.
Bir. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer. 510
And now forward ; for we have put thee in countenance.
Hol. You have put me out of countenance.
Bir. False; we have given thee faces.
Hol. But you have out-fac’d them all.
Bir. An thou wert a lion, we would do so.
Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.
And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ?
Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Bir. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him : — Jud-as, away !
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 520
Boyet. A light for Monsieur Judas! it grows dark, he may
stumble. [Hol. retires.
Prin. Alas, poor Maccabeeus, how hath he been baited !
Enter ARMADO, for Hector.
Bir. Hide thy head, Achilles: here comes Hector in arms.
Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I will now be
merry.
King. Hector was but a Troyan in respect of this.
Boyet. But is this Hector ?
King. I think Hector was not so clean-timber’d.
Long. His leg is too big for Hector’s.
Dum. More calf, certain.

%3 q cittern-head.  All these jocose comparisons are suggested by:the Pedamt's
skull-like face looking out of a helmlet.
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Bar Pompey is moved. More Ates, more Ates! stir then
on! stir them on!

Dum. Hector will challenge him.

Bir. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in ’s belly thaa vl
sup a flea.

Arm. By the north pole, I do clmllenge thee.

Cost. 1 wxll not fight with a pole, like a northern man:I1
slash; I’ll do it by the sword. I beprayyou,letmm
my arms again.

Dum. Room for the incensed Worthies ! ]

Cost. I'll do it in my shirt.

Dum. Most resolute Pompey !

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. Do )
not see Pompey is nncasmg for the combat ? What mean yw!
You will lose your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me ; I will not cor
bat in my shirt.

Dum. You may not deny it: Pompey hath made the ct
lenge @

Arm Sweet bloods; I both may and will. .

Bir. What reason have you for’t?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt; I go wouk
ward for penance.

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome for want o
linen : since when, I'll be sworn, he wore none but a dishelout
of Jaquenetta’s, and that he wears next his heart for a favour.

Enter MXRCADE.
Mer. God save you, madam !
Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 600

But that thou interrupt’st our merriment.

Mer. 1 am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring
Is heavy in my tongue. The King, your father —

Prin. Dead, for my life!

Mer. Even so; my tale is told.

Bir. Worthies, away ! the scene begins to cloud.

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath. I have seen
the day of wrong through the little hole of discretion, and I wil
right myself like a soldier. [Ezeunt Worthus.

King. How fares your majesty ? 61

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night.

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you, stay.

Prin. Prepare, I say. I thank you, gracious lords,

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat,
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe
In your rich wisdom to excuse or hide

84 woolward = with the woolen of the outer garment unext the skin.
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To some forlorn and naked hermitage,
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 630
There stay until the twelve celestial signs
Have brought about the annual reckoning.
If this austere insociable life
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ;
If frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love,
But that it bear this trial and last love;
Then, at the expiration of the year,
Come challenge me, challenge me by these deserts,
And. by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 690
I will be thine ; and till that instant shut
My woeful self up in a mourning house,
Raining the tears of lamentation
For the remembrance of my father’s death.
If this thou do deny, let our hands part,
Neither intitled in the other’s heart.
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny,
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest,
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye!
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 700
Bir. And what to me, my love? and what to me ?
Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank,
You are attaint with faults and perjury :
Therefore if you my favour mean to get,

85 hombast — lining : that is, the wool or cotton with which clothes were stuffed out
about the hips and shoulders.
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X befall what will befall,
jost & twelvemcnth in & hospital.
Prin. [ﬂm‘ﬁ'-] Ay,sweet my lord; and s I th
my leave.
King. No, madam ; we will bring on your way.
Bir. Ourwooingdoﬁntndlib-’:ddphy;w
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy *

-
=

Troy.

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. Ism3
votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold the plough for he
sweet love three years. But, most esteemed greatnees, will
hear the dialogue that the two learned men have oonp’led’:
praise of the owl and the cuckoo? it should have followed B
the end of our show. m

King. Call them forth quickly; we will do so.

Arm. Holla! approach.

Re-enter HoLorzzwzs, Nazmawrzs, Mom, OooTaRD, and ethers.
This side is Hiems, Winter, this Ver, the Spring ; the one mair
tained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. Ver, begin.

Tus Bowe.
Spring.
When daisies pied and violets blue
And lady-smocks all silver-white
And cuckoo-buds of yellow bue
Do paint the meadows with delight, 78
The cuckoo then, on every tree, )
Mocks married men ; for thus sings he,
Cuckoo ;
Cuckoo, enckoo : O word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear !

™ lady-smocks. The name of a white ficld-flower, called alro Mayfliower
terbury-bell : growing in g the dows, &tlooklllbunnw.::,u
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‘When shepherds pipe on oaten straws

And merry larks are plonghmen’s clocks,
‘When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,

And maidens bleach their sammer smocks,
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 790
Mocks married men ; for thus sings he,

Cuckoo;

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear!

Winter.

‘When icicles hang by the wall
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall
And milk comes frozen home in pail,
‘When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring ow], 800
Tu-whoo;
Tu-whit, tu-whoo, a merry note,
‘While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

‘When all aloud the wind doth blow

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw,
‘When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,

Tu-whoo ; 810

Tu-whit, tu-whoo, a merry note,
‘While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

4rm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of

ollo.

You that way : we this way. [ Eveunt.

788 turtles = turtle-doves.

888 keel = cool, by stirring and skimming.
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