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THE
E P I S T L E

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EarLof SoutHaMPTON,and BARON of TICHFIBLD.

RIGHT HONOURABLE,

I KNOW not how I fhall offend in dedicating
my unpolithed lines to your lordthip, nor how the
world will cenfure me for choofing fo ftrong a prop to
fupport fo weak a burthen: only, if your honour feecm
but pleafed, I account myfelf highly pmpﬁd, and vow
to take advantage of all idle hours, till I ha’vc h snoured
you with fome graver labour.  But if the fitft, hen:-of -my
invention prove deformed, I fhall bofony u,hni'fo nth

a godfather, and never after ear fo bakt:n a hn‘ ' fk ’

fear it yield me ftill fo bad a harveft. I lqth’ ;6ymr

honourable furvey, and your honour® to xem’-hearts "

content ; which I with may always anfwer your' own
with, and the world’s hopeful expeation.
Your Honour’s in all duty,
WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE,

¥ amear [0 barren a land,] To ear, is to plow. See Vol. VIL p. 43
a.7. Matone.

2 —and your honour—] This was formerly the ufual mode of ad-
drefs to noblemen. So,in a letter written by Sir Francis Bacon to
Robert, lurd Cecil, July 3, 1603 : ¢ Lattly, for this divulged and almoft
proftituted title of kmghthood, I could without charge, by your bononr’s
mean, be conteat to have it,—."’ Birch’s ColleQion, p. 24. MaLONE.
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MEMOTIRS
OF

HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

THE THIRD EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON.

OF the nobleman to whom Shakfpeare has addreffed the only
two picces that he appears ever to bave publithed, few parti-
cularsare known, However, the circumftances, of hishaving been
the moft intimate friend of Robert earl of Effex, and, according
to tradition, the liberal benefa&or of our poet, have endeared his
memory to polterity. His grandfather Thomas, the firft earl, was
lord chancellor in the time of King Henry VIIL. and one of his
executors. His father Henry, whodied in 1583, was a Roman
Catholick, and a ftrenuous partizan of Mary queen of Scots.
Qurgreat poet’s patron was born in 1573. In December, 1585,
he became a member of Saint John's college in Cambridge3,
dnd was admitted to the degree of bachelor of arts in 1589,
gfter a refidence of four years in the univerfity, ¢ where (fays
& contemporary writer4,) he fpent his time in the ftudie of good
Jetters, anqt fer confirmed that fludie with trayaile and foraigne
oblervation,?-:

He aceomphnied lord Effex as a volunteer in the expedition to
Cadjz ta &596:5°and, in thefollowing year, he was appointed
captaitref [el}arland, one of Q\uﬁm Elizabeth’s beft fhips, (for
n shole gﬂdea.thg:ﬁﬂl Yobility, though not bred to the fea, oc-

5 exfiohaMyetved;jar. the navz,) and aéted as vice-admiral of the

g\:r[rom'.m,th fleet that failed againft the Azores. In

thyt expddition,. happening, with only three of the Queen's

* fhipsangta teW merchant-men, to fall in with thirty five lail of

Spanifh'gg'ﬂlonu, laden with the treafures of South America,
he funk.ofle of them, difperfed feveral others that were after
wards taken, and drove the reft into a bay of the ifland of
‘Tercera, which was then unaffailable.—After the Englith had
taken and fpoiled the town of Villa Franca, the enemy finding
that moft of them were gone aboard their fhips, and thatonly
the earls of Effex and Southampton, with a few others, re-
mained on fhore, came down upon them with all their
force, but were received with fuch fpirit, that many of the

8 In the book of matriculation, which my friend Dr. Farmer very
obligingly examined at my requeft, is the following entry: ¢ Hen.
€Comes Sowthampton,impubes 12% an®." St John's Coll. Dec. 11, 1585,

4 HoNounr 1N H1s PERFECTION, or a Treatife in commendation
of the vertues and renowned vertuous undertakings of the illutrious and
heroick princes, Henric earle of Oxenforde, Henrie earle of Southamp-
o9, and Roberg earle of Efiex, By Gy M.[ Gervais Markham. ] 4t0. 1624,

Spaniards




MEMQIRS, &c

Spaniards were put to the fword, and the reft obliged toretreat.

On this occafion lord Southampton behaved with fuch gale
lantry that he was knighted in the field by lord Effex, ¢ ere

;faya the writer above mentioned,) he could dry the fweat
rom his brows, or put his fword up in the fcabbard.*

In 1598 he attended his noble friend to Ireland, as General
of the horfe; from which employment (after having greatly
diftinguithed himfelf by overcoming the rebels in Munfter,) he
was difmiffed by the peremptory orders of Queen Elizabeth,
who was offended with him for having prefumed to m
Mits Elizabeth Vernon, [in 1596,] without her majefty’s con-
fent; which in thofe Jays was efteemed a heinous offence.
‘This lady (of whom there is an original piéture at Sherborne
Cattle in Dorfetthire, the feat of lord Digby,) was firft coufin
to lord Effex.

When that nobleman, for having returned from Ireland
without the permiffion of the Quecn, was confined at the lord
keeper’s houfe, lord Southampton withdrew from court.
At this period a circumftance is mentioned by a writer of
that time, which correfponds with t* o nte
admiration of Shak{peare. ¢ My I
Rutland (fays Rowland Whytein a
dated in the latter end of the year
Vol. IL. p. 132,) came not to the co
doth but very feldome. They pals
merely in going to plaies every day.”
which had been produced in the fpr
tains an elegant compliment to lord
biting with applaufe. Roger earl .

Effex addrefled that pathetick letter w
Collettion, Vol.II. p. 521, where
letter to the earl of Soutbampton.”) v
of lady Effex by her firft hutband, §

Lord Southampton being conden -,
earl of Effex in his wild projet, that amiable nobleman gene-
roufly fupplicated the Lords for his unfortunate friend, declar-
ing at the fame time that he was himlelf not at all folicitous
for life; and we are told by Camden, who was prefent at the
trial, that lord Southampton requefted the peers to intercede
for her majefty’s mercy, (againft whom he protefted that he had
never any ill intention,) with fuch ingenuous modefty, and fuch
fweet and perfuafive elocution, as greatly afteéted all who heard
bim. Though even the treacherous encmies of Eflex (as welearn
from Ofborne,) fupplicated the inexorable Elizabeth, to fpare
the life of lord Southampton, he for fome time remained dou!;t-l

B3 u



6 MEMOIRS OF THE

ful of his fate, but at length was pardoned: yet he was con-
fined in the Tower during the remainder of the Queen’s reign.
Bacon mentions that on her death he was much vifited there.
On the firft of April, 1603, fix daysonly after her deceafe, King
James fent a letter for his releafe; of which there is a copy in
the Mufeum. Itis dated at Holyrood Houfe, and dire&ed ¢ to
the nobility of England, and the right trufty and well beloved
the counfel of fate fitting at Whitehall.”=On the 10th of the
fame month lord Southampton was releafed, the king, at the
fame time that he fent the order for his enlargement, honouring
him fo far as to defire him to meet him on his way to England.
8oon afterwards his attainder was reverfed, and he was inftalled
a knight of the Garter. In the fame year he was conftituted
governour of the Ifle of Wight, and of Carifbrooke caftle ; in
which office, {ays the hiftorian of that ifland, (from the manu-
feript memoirs of Sir John Oglander,) ¢ his juft, affable, and
obliging degortment gained him the love of all ranks of people,
and raifed the ifland to a moft flourithing ftate, many gentlemen
refiding there in great afluence and hofpitality.”

ord Effex’s great adverfary, the

d feems to have been as crooked

ing James was perfuaded to be-

acy fubfifted between lord South-

rich account, (though the charge

to the king being the crime al-

in the latter end of June 1604 ;
itfoever of his difloyalty, he was

: fummer of 1612, as wearetold

tto Spa, much difgufted at not

- e he council. His military ardour
feems &t nbperiod of his life to have deferted him. In 1614
we findH{m with the romantick lord Herbert of Cherbury, at
the fiege of Rees in the dutchy of Cleve. In 1619, he was at
length appointed a privy counfeller. Two years afterwards,
having joined the popular party, who were juftly inflamed at
the king's fupinenefs and pufillanimity, in fuffering the Pala.
tinate to be wrefted from his fon-in-law, and, what was a ftill
more heinous offence, having rebuked the duke of Bucking-
ham for a diforderly fpeech that he had made in the Houfe of
Lords, he was committed to the cuftody of the dean of Weft-
minfter, at the fame time that the earl of Oxford and Sir Ed-

ward Coke were fent to the Tower ; but he was foon enlarged,
On the rupture with Srain in 1624, he was appointed joint-

ly with the young earl of Effex and the lords Oxford and
%illoughb , to the command of fix thoufand men, who were
fent to the Low-countries, to a& under prince Maurice agai‘tlx‘(t
e




EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON. 7

the Spaniards ; but was cut off by a fever at Berghen-op-zoom
on the 1oth of November in that year. The ignorance of the
Dutch phyficians, who bled him too copioufly, is faid to have
occafioned his death. He left three daughters, (Penelope, who
married William lord Spencer of Wormleighton ; Anne, who
married Robert Wallop of Farley, in the county of Southamp-
ton, fon of Sir Henry Wallop, knight; and Elizabeth, who
married Sir Henry Eftcourt, knight;) and one fon, Thomas,
who was lord high treafurer of England in the time of King
Charles II. His eldeft fon James, who had accompanied him in
this his laft campaign, died a few days before, of the fame
diforder that proved fatal to his father.

P\:'dilfon, the hiftorian, l:trho Iamended Lord Effex in this
expedition, is more particular. In his Hij King Yames,
be fays, they were both feized with a fevc{:? R:ffudaf,’which
put an end to the fon's life ; that lord Southampton, having
recovered of the fever, departed from Rofendale with an intene
tion to bring his fon's body into England; but at Berghen-
op-zoom ¢¢ he died of a letbargy, in the view and prefence of
the relater ;™ and thatthe two bodies were brought in the fame
bark to Southampton. He was buried at Tichfield inHampthire.

Lady Southampton furvived her hufband meuy years, King
Charles I. having been concealed by her for forre time in the
manfion houfe of Tichfield, (which Lord Clarendon <alls ¢ g
noble feat,) after his efcape from Hampton Copri in Nov. 1847,

Their fon Thomas, the fourth earl ¢ Sourhampton, dyingtin
May, 1667, without iffue male, the titke.tacanre extinét, -Ha
left three daughters. Magdalene, the yourdgtf, died unmarsiad .
Rachael, his fecond daughter, married, faft, Francis lord
Vaugban, eldeft fon of Richard, earl of Carbery; and after-
wards the illuftrious William lord Ruffel, by wnom fhe bhad
Wriothefly, the fecond duke of Bedford. Lady Elizabeth, the
eldeft daughter, married Edward Noel, (eldeft fon of Baptift
Vifcount (;.‘ampden,) who in 1680 was created Baron Noel
of Tichfield, and in 1683, earl of Gainfborough. Their only
fon Wriothefly Baptift, ear] of Gainfborough, died in 1690,
leaving only two daughters; of whom Elizabeth, the elder,
married Henry the firft duke of Portland, and Rachael mar-
ried Henry the fecond duke of Beaufort. On a partition of the
real and perfonal property between thofe two noble familiesy
about the year 1735, lord Southampton’s eftate at Tichfield,
which had helonged to a monaftery o? Ciftercian mouks in the
time of King Henry VIIL. was part of the thare of the duke of
Beaufort, and now belongs to Peter Delmé, efq. Beaslien, in
Hampthire, which at prefent belongs to the reprefentatives of
the late duke of Montagu, was, if I miftake not, formerly the
property of our earl of Southampton,

Bs From



8 MEMOIRS OF THE

From Rowland Whyte's letters lord Southampton feems to
have been very fond of tennis, at which game he once loft
38000 crowns in Paris, on one match; [23s0l. fterl.] and fir
John Oglander, in his manufcript memoirs oé the Ifle of Wight,
relates as a proof of his affable deportment in his government,
that he ufed to play at bowls twice a_week on Saint George's
Down, with the principal gentlemen of the ifland.

He is faid, on the authority of Sir William D*Avenant, to

* have given Shak{peare the fum of 1ecol.to complete a purchafe,
which was at leaft equivalent to soool. at this day. This
alone will for ever immortalize his memory.

Of this amiable and accomplithed nobleman there is an ori-
inal portrait at Gorhambury, the feat of lord vifcount Grim-

x::!, by Vanfomer, as I conceive; another at Woburn Abbey,
by Miervelt; and two in the poffeffion of his grace the duke of
P{mland ;3 onea whole lenggfwhen he was a young man, and
the other a half length, when he was a prifoner in the Tower.
Each of the noble poffeffors of thefe pictures, in the moft
obliging manner permitted drawings to be made from them for
the ufe of the prefent work.

From the eftimony of Camden 5 and others, he appears to
have been volefs Hevoted to the mufes than to military atchieve-
ments. <WeRnd his name, as well as that of his friend Effex,

ed.{daminy, publications of thofe times; and two poets

ave ‘eaprelaly’-fimg his praifes. Their verfes, though of

liggle, merity+feiying ih fome meafure to illuftrate_his cha-
sadiér, I f _I;ﬁfb}ﬁ!n:d!em. MaLonE,

.:’31::1”..:'.-..-:'-...' e To
"HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

ee% EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON.
(]
By SAMUEL DANIEL, 1605
Non fert ullum iGum illefa felicitas,
E who hath never warr’d with mifery,
Nor ever tugg'd with Fortune, and diftrefs,
Hath bad no occafion nor no field to try
The ftrength and forces of his worthinefs :

8 ¢« Edwardus VI. eundem honorem anno fui regno primo Thoma
Wiiotheofley Angliz Cancellario detulit, cujus e filio Henrico nepos
Hearicus eodem hodie lztatur 5 quiin primo =tatis flore preefidio bonarum
literarum et rei militaris [cientia nobilitatem communit, ut uberiores
fru&tus maturiore ®tate patriz ct principi profundat.” Camdeni Bri-
tanzia, 8vo. 1600, p. 240,

The



EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON. ¢

Thofe parts of judgment which felicity
Keeps as conceal’d, affliction muft exprefs ;
And only men fhew their abulities,

And what they are, in their extremities.

The world had never taken fo full note

Of what thou art, hadft thou not been undone,
And only thy afflition hath begot

More fame than thy beft fortunes could have done,
For ever by adverfity are wrought

The greateft works of admiration,

And all the fair examples of renown

Out of diftrefs and mifery are grown.

Mutius the fire, the tortures Regulus,

Did make the miracles of faith and zeal s
Exile renown’d and grac'd Rutilius ;
Imprifonment and poifon did reveal

The worth of Socrates: Fabricius®

Poverty did grace that common-wealth
More than all Syllaes riches got with ftrife ;
And Catoes death ¢ did vie with Cxfar's life.

Not to be unhappy is unhappinefs,

And mifery not to have known miferys

For the beit way unto difcretion is

‘The way that leads us by adverfity :

And men are better fhew'd what is amifs,

By the expert finger of calamity,

Than they can be with all that fortune brings,
W ho never fhews them the true face of things.

How could we know that thou could'ft have endur’d
With a repofed cheer, wrong ard difgrace,

And with a heart and countenance affur’d

Have look'd ftern death and horrour in the face?

6 I have in this and the preceding line preferved the old (peliing, bes
caufe it confirms an oblervation made in Vol, VII. p. 160, n. 2.
MALONE.
How



10 MEMOIRS OF THE

How fhould we know thy foul had been fecur’d
In honeft counfels, and in ways unbafe,

Hadft thou not ftood to thew us what thou wert,
By thy afiliction that defcry’d thy heart ?

It is not but the tempeft that doth fhew

The fea-man’s cunning : but the ficld that tries
The captain’s courage: and we come to know
Beft what men are, in their worft jeopardies s

For lo, how many have we feen to grow

“T'o high renown from loweft miferies,

Out of the hands of death ; and many a one

‘To have been undone, had they not been undone {

He that endures for what his confcience knows
Not to be ill, doth from a patience high

Look only on the caufe whereto he owes

‘Thofe fufferings, not on his mifery:

‘Themore he endures, the more his glory grows,
‘Which never grows from imbecillity s

Only the beft compos’d and worthieft hearts
God fets to a&t the hardeft and conftant’ft parts.

Upon the death of the moft noble lord,

HENRY, EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON,
Written by Sir JOHN BEAUMONT, Bart. 1624:
Printed by his Son in1629.

WHEN now the life of great SOUTHAMPTON ends,
His fainting fervants and aftonith’d friends
Stand like fo many weeping marble ftones,

No paffage left to utter fighs, or groans:

And mutt I firt diffolve the bonds of grief,

And ftrain forth words, to give the reft relief?

I will be bold my trembling voice to try,

That his dear name may not in filence die,

The



EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, 1§ |

The world muft pardon, if my fong be weak ;
In fuch a cafe it is enough to fpeak.
My verfes are not for the prefent age;
For what man lives, or breathes on England’s ftage,
That knew not brave SOUTHAMPTON, in whofe fight
Moft place their day, and in his abfence night?
I frive, that unborn children may conceive,
Of what a jewel angry fates bereave
‘This mournful kingdom ; and, when heavy woes
Opprefs their hearts, think ours as great as thofe.
In what eftate thall I him firft exprefs ?
In youth, or age, in joy, or in diftrefs ?
When he was young, no ornament of youth
Was wanting in him, alting that in truth
Which Cyrus did in thadow ; and to men
Appear’d like Peleus’ fon from Chiron’s den :
While through this ifland Fame his praife reports,
As beft in martial deeds, and courtly fports.
‘When riper age with winged feet repairs,
Grave care adorns his head with filver hairs;
His valiant fervour was not then decay'd,
But join'd with counfel, as a further aid.
Behold his conftant and undaunted eye,
In greateft danger, when condemn’d to die !
He fcorns the infulting adverfary’s breath,
And will admit no fear, though near to death.
But when our gracious fovereign had regain’d
This light, with clouds obfcur’d, in walls detain’d 3
And by his favour plac’d this ftar on high,
Fix’d in the Garter, England’s azure {ky ;
He pride (which dimms fuch cbange) as much did hate,
As bafe dejeétion in his former ftate.
When he was call’d to fit, by Jove’s command,
Among the demigods that rule this land,
No power, no ftrong perfuafion, could him draw
From that, which he conceiv’d as right and law,
When fhall we in this realm a father find
So truly fweet, or hufband half fo kind ?
Thus
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Thus he enjoy'd the beft contents of life,
Obedient children, and a loving wife.

“Thefe were his parts in peace; but O, how far
This noble foul excell'd itfelf in war |

He was direfted by a natural vein,

Truc honour by this painful way to gain.

Let Ireland witnefs, where he firft appears,
And to the fight his warlike enfigns bears.
And thou, O Belgia, wert in hope to fee

“The trophies of his conquefts wrought in thee;
But Death, who durft not meet him in the field,
In private by clofe treachery made him yield.—
T keep that glory laft, which is the beft ;

The love of learning, wbich be oft expreft

By converfation, and refpei to thofe

Ko bad a name inarts, im verfe or profe.

Shall ever I forget, with what delight,

He on my fimple lines would caft his fight 2
His only memory my poor work aderns,

Heis a father to my crown of thorns.

Now fince his death how can I ever look,
‘Without fome tears, upon that orphan book ?
Ye facred Mufes, if ye will admit

My name into the roll which ye have writ

Of all your fervants, to my thoughts difplay
Some rich conceit, fome unfrequented way,
‘Which may hereafter to the world commend
A pi&ure fit for this my noble friend :

For this is nothing, all thefe rhimes I fcorn ;
Let pens be broken, and the paper torn ;

And with his laft breath let my mufick ceafe,
Unlefs my lowly poem could increafe

In true defcription of immortal things;

And, rais’d above the earth with nimble wings,
Fly like an cagle from his funeral fire,
Admir'd by all, as all did him admire,

VENUS



VENUS AND ADONIS",

Had ta’en his laft leave of the weeping morn,
te-cheek’d Adonis? hied him to the chafe ;
Hunting he lov’d, but love he laugh’d to fcorn:
Sick-thoughted ¥ enus makes amain unto him,
And like a bold-fac’d fuitor ’gins to woo him.

EVEN as the fun with purple-colour’d face
(0}

% Our authour himfelf has told us that this poem was his firft com=
pofition. It was entered in the Stationers’ books by Richard Field, on
the 18th of April, 1593; and again by —— Harrifon, fen. on the
23d of June, 1594 ; in which year I fuppofe it to have been puvlifhed,
though 1 have not met with an edition of fo old a date. The carlick
copy that I have feen, was printed by R. F. for John Harrifon, in fmall
o&avo, 1596, with which I have been furnifhed by the kindnefs of the
rev. Mr. Warton.—This poem is Frequently aliuded to by our authour’s
contemporaries. ¢ As the foul of Euphorbus (fays Meres in his #u's
Treafury, 1593,) was thought to live in Pythagoras, (o the fweet, witty
foul of Ovid lives in mellifluous and honey-tongued Shakfpeare, Wit-
nefs his Verus and Adonis, his Lucrece,” &c.—In the early part of
Shakfpeare’s life, his poems feem to have gained him more reputation
than his plays;—at leaft they are oftener mentioned, or alluded to.
Thus the authour of an old comedy called The Return from Paraaffusy
writtep about the year 1602, in his review of the poets of the time,
fays not a word of his dramatick compofitions, but allots him his por-
tion of fame folely on account of the poems that he had produced.
When the name of William Shakfpeare is read, ouc of the charaiters
pronounces this elogium :

¢¢ Who loves Adonis® love, or Lucrece® rape?

¢ His fweeter verfe contains heart-robbing life;
¢¢ Could but a graver fubje& him content,

¢« Without love's foolith lazy languifbment.”

‘This fubje was probably fuggefted to Shak(peare either by Spenfer’s
defcription of the hangings in the Lady of Deiight's Caftle, Faxzy
QureN. B.IIl. c. i, ft. 34, et feq. 4to, 1590, or by a thort piece entitled
The Sbeepbeard’s Song of Venus and Adomis, fubfcribed with the letters
H. C. (probably Henry Conftable,) which, I believe, was written before
Shakfpearc’s poem ; though I have never feen any catlier copy of it
than that which we find in Englard's Helicon, 1600. He had aliv with-
out doubt rcad the account of Venus and Adonis in the tenth book of
Ovid’s Metamorphofes, tranflated by Goldiog, 1567, though he has
chofen to deviate from the claffical ftory, which Ovid and Spenfer had fet
pefore him, following probably the model preiented to him by the englith
poem jult mentioned,  See the notes at theend. MaLont,

. Thrice



" VENUS AND ADONIS.

Thrice fairer than myfelf, (thas e began,)

The field’s chief flower, fweet above compare,

Stain to all nymphs, more loveiy than a maa,

More white and red than doves or rofes are - ;
Natare that made thee, with herielf at firife ¢,
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life 5.

Vouchfafe, thoo wonder, to alight thy fteed,
And rein his proud head to the faddle-bow ;
If thou wilt deign this favoar, for thy meed
A thoufand honey fecrets fhalt thou know :
Here come and fit, where never ferpent hiffes,
And being fet, I'll {mother thee with kiffes :

And yet not cloy thy lips with loath’d fatiety,
But rather famifh them amid their plenty ©,
Mak::iﬁ' them red and pale with freth variety ;

Ten kifles fhort as one, one long as twenty :
A fum-

8 Rofe-cheek'd Adonisem] So, in Timon of Arbens:
¢ ambring down the rofe-cheek’d yout
¢ Tothe tub-faft and the diet” StrEvens.
Qur authour perhaps remembered Marlowe's Hero and Leander
¢ The men of wealthy Scttos every yeare,
¢ For his fake whom their goddefs held fo deare,
¢ Rofe-cheek’d Adonis, kept a folemn fealt,” &c. Maroxz.

3 More white and red than doves ox rojes are;] Thus the o&avo, 1596e

We might better read (as Dr. Farmer obferves to me):

~than doves and rofes are.
I think it probable, however, that for this flight inaccuracy the au-
thour, and not the printer, is anfwerable. Macronz.

4 Nature that made thee, with becjelf at ftrife,] With this conteft
between are and nature, &c. I believe every reader will be furfeited be-
fore he has gone through the following poems. The lines under the
print of Noah Bridges, engraved by Faithorne, have the fame thoughts

¢ Faithorne, with rature at a noble firife,” &c.
It occurs likewife in Timon of Athens. STEXVENS.

We have in a fubfequent paffage a conteft between art and nature,
but here furely there is none. I muft alfs obferve that there is fcarcely a
bouk of Shakfpeare's age, whether in profe or verfe, in which this fur-
feiting comparifon (as it has been called,) may notbe found. Maronz,

3 jailb that the world bath ending with tiylife.] So,inRomeo and Fuliet :

¢ And when fhe dies, with beauty dies her ftore.”” STxEvENS,

& And yre mot cloy thy lips with loath'd faticty,

But rather famifh them amid tbeir plenty, 150, inAntony and Cleopatra :
e——other

-
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A fummer’s day will feem an hour but fhort,
Being wafted in fuch time-beguiling fport.

With this, fhe feizeth on his fweating palm,

The precedent of pith and livelihood 7,

And, trembling in her paffion, calls it balm,

Earth’s fovereign falve to do a goddefs good :
Being fo enrag’d, defire doth lend her force,
Couragcoufly to pluck him from his borfe.

Over one arm the lufty courfer’s rein,
Under the other was the tender boy,
Who blufh’d and pouted in a dull difdain,
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ;
She red and hot, as coals of glowing fire,
He red for thame, but frofty in defire.

The ftudded bridle on a ragged bough

Nimbly fhe faftens ; (O how quick is love !)

‘The fteed is ftalled up, and even now

To tie the rider fhe begins to prove:
Backward fhe pufh’d him, as fhe would be thruft,
And govern’d him in ftrength, though not in luft,

So foon was fhe along, as he was down,
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips:
Now doth fhe ftroke his cheek, now doth he frown,
And ’gins to chide, but foon the ftops his lips :
Ang kifling fpeaks, with luftful language broken,
If thou ailt chide, thy lips foall mever open.

€6 cemmother women cloy
¢¢ The appetites they feed ; but the makes hungry,
¢¢ Where moft fhe fatisfies.”” MaLoNE.
7 ;£¢ Jeizeth on bis (weating palm, .
precedent of pith and livelihood,] So, in Antony and €lecpatra,
Charmian fays: ¢ — if an oily palm be not a fruitful proguoflication, I
cannot fcratch mine ear,” STreveNs, ‘
Again, in Otbello :
¢ —=This hand is moift, my lady;
¢ This argues fruitfulnels and liberal heazt ;=
¢ Hot, hot, and moift,” MaLroNE.

$ He
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He burns with bathful thame ; the with her tears
Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks ;
Then with her windy fighs, and golden hairs,
To fan and blow them dry again fhe feeks:
He faith, fhe is immodeft, blames her *mifs®;
. What follows more, fthe murders with a kifs v,

Even as an empty eagle, fharp by faft,

Tires with her beak on feather, flefh, and bone?,

Shaking her wings, devouring all in hafte,

Till either gorge be ftuff’d, or prey be gone ;
Even fo fhe kifs’d his brow, his cheek, bis chin,
And where fhe ends, the doth anew begin.

Forc’d to content?, but never to obey,

Panting he lies, and breathing in her face;

She feedeth on the fteam, as on a prey,

And calls it heavenly moifture, air of grace;
Withing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers,
So they were dew’d with fuch diflilling fhowers 3,

8 — ber *mifs;] That is, her mifbebaviour. Farmrer.
The fame (ubftantive is uled in the 35th Sonner. Again, in Hamler 2
¢ Each toy feems prologue to fome great anifs. MarLonE.
9 —fke murders with a kifs.] Thus the edition of 1596, So, in King
Ricbard I11:
. ¢ Come, coufin, canft thou quake, and change thy colour ?
€< Murder thy breath in middle of a word ?**
The fubf. qyuent copies have fmotbers. MarLonE.
Y Tires avith ber beak on featber, flefb, and bone,] To tire is to pecks:
So, in Decker's Match me in Londen, a comedy, 1631: N
¢ eme—the vulture tires
« Upon the eagle’sheart.” Marone.
8 Forc'd to content,—] I once thought that the meaning of the latter
words was, to content or f{atisfy Fenus; to endurce herkifles. So, in Hamlets
¢¢ it doth much content me to hear him fo inclin’d.”
But I now believe that the interpretation given by Mr. Steevens is the
truconcs  Content is a fubflantive, and means acguiefcence. MALONE.
Itis plain that Venus was not fo ealily contented.” Forc'd to contenty
I belicve, means that Adonis wasr/or:ed to content bi;/tlfin a fituation
from which he had no means of efcaping. Thus Caffio 14 Otbello s
¢ So fhall I clothe me in a fore'd contert.”” STERVENS,
3 flowers,
Se they everedew’d with fuch diflilling frowers.] So, in Macbeth s
¢ To dew the fovereign fswer, and drown the weeds, ST::L.
Loo
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Look how a bird lies tangled in a net,

So faften’d in her arms Adonis lies ;

Pure thame and aw’d refiftance made him fret,

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes® :
Rain added to a river that is rari 4,
Perforce will force it overflow the bank.

Still fhe entreats, and prettily entreats,
For to a pretty ear fhe tunes her tale 5 ;
Still is he fullen, fill he low’rs and frets,
*Twixt crimfon fhame and anger, athy-pale ;
Being

@ JPLich bred more beauty is bis angry eyes:] So, in Twelfth Night :
. ¢ O, what a deal of fcorn looks 6nnm;f-1
¢¢ In the contempt and anger of hislip!" Maronx:
4 = 10 a river that is rank,] ‘uﬂ; abounding in the quastity of its
waters, So, in Julius Cefar :
¢¢ Who elfe muft bel;t blood, who elfe is rask 2™
ain, more fitely in King Fobn ¢
A ¢« We b..':r \\ntre’ad the Zs of damned flight 3
¢ And, like a "bated and retired floed,
¢ Leaving our ramkmefs and icregular courfe,
¢¢ Stoop low within thofe bounds we have o'erlook’d.*’
Maroxg.

S For to & pretty ear fbe tunes ber tale;] Thus the old copy. I
fufpe the poet wrote aire The two words were, I believe in the time
of ourauthour, pronounced alike; and hence perhaps arofe the mife
take. Scc p.20yn. 3. Marowx.

This is turning Veaus into a mere recitative-finges. The poet very
plainly tells us that fhe eatreats and laments pretily, becaufe fhe is
confcious that her entreaties and lamentations are ad to a pretty
ear. She ftrives to make her difcourfe correfpond with the of
its obje@. So, the Queen in Hamlet, addrefling herfelf to the corple of
Ophelia:  Swweets to the fsveet 1™ Belides, is it ufual to talk of suaisg
any thiag ¢o an air 2" STEEVENS,

If my conje@use be right, Shakfpeare, in making Venus rawe her
tale to a pleafing air, or, in other words, woo Adonis with that melody
of veics which renders even beauty itfelf more attralive, only ufed the
fanie language that he has employed in other places, So, in The Rape

screces
4 ¢¢ Feaft-finding minftrels, taning my defame.”
Again, more appofitely, in The Two Gentlemen of FVerina ¢
¢ —— g0 theis inflraments
¢ Tase a deploring damp,™
Voz, X, (o] Againy

.



13 VENUS AND ADONIS.

Being red, fhe loves him beft; and being white,
Her beft ¢ is better’d with a more delight.

Look how he can, fhe cannot choofe but love ;

And by her fair immortal hand the fwears

From his foft bofom never to remove,

Till he take truce with her contending tears,
Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all wet 3
And onc fweet kifs fhall pay this countlefs debt 2.

Upon this promife did he raife his chin,
Like a di-dapper peering through a wave,
Who being look’d on, ducks as quickly in;
So offers he to give what fhe did crave ;
But when her lips were ready for his pay,
He winks, and turns his lips another way.

Never did paflfenger in fummer’s heat
More thirft for drink, than fhe for this good turn.
Her helg the fees, but help fhe cannot get ;
She bathes in water, yet in fire muft burn:
O, pity, ’gan fhe cry, flint-hearted boy ;
*Tisbut a kifs I beg ; why art thou coy 2

1 have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now,
Even by the ftern and direful god of war ;
Whofe finewy neck in battle ne’er did bow,
‘Who conquers where he comes, in every jar;

Again, ibid.
¢ And to the nightingale’s complaining nores
¢ Tune my difireffes, and record my woes,”

Tuning a tale to a pretty air, is reciting a ftory with harmonious ca-
dence,—as the words of a fong are recited with the accompaniment of
mufick. Maront.

6 Her bett is better'd —] This is the.reading of the edition in 1596
Thatof 1636 and the modern editions read—breaff. Maront.

7 And one fweet kifs fball pay this countlefs debt.] So, in Tirus An-
dromicus :

66 mmkifs for kife

¢ Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

¢ Oh were the fum of thefe that I fheuld pay

¢ Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them, STxxvE ;h
P et



VENUS AND ADONIS.

Yet hath he been my captive and my flave,
And begg’d for that which thou unafk’d fhalt have,

19'

Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

His batter’d fhield, his uncontrolled creft,

And for my fake hath learn’d to fport and dance,

‘To coy, to wanton 8, dally, fmile, and jeft;
Scorning his churlith drum, and enfign red,
Making my arms his ficld, his tent my bed.

‘Thus he that over-rul’d, I overfway’d,
Leading him prifoner in a red-rofe chain®:
Strong-temper’d fteel his ftronger ftrength obey’d,
Yet was he fervile to my coy difdain®,
O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might,
For maft’ring her that foil’d the god of fight.

Touch but my lips with thofe fair lips of thine,
(Though mine be not fo fair, yet are they red,)
'The kifs fhall be thine own as well as mine:—
‘What feeft thou in the ground ? hold up thy head ;
Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies :
‘Then why not lips on lips, fince eyeson eyes 2

Art thou atham’d to kifs ? then wink again,
And I will wink ; fo fhall the day feem night ;

8 To coy, to wanton, &c.] So, in A Midfummer-Night's Dream s
¢¢ While I thy amiable cheeks do coy.™
See Vol. Il. p. 509, n. 2. STEEVENS.
9 Leading bim prijoner in a red-rofe chain:] So Ronferd, Livee xive
Ode xxiiis
¢¢ Les Mufes lierent un jour
¢¢ Des cbaifnes de rofes Amour,” &c. .
"Several of Ronfard’s Odes had been tranflated into Englith, See
Puttenham, 1589, as quoted to this purpofe by Dr. Farmer, Vol. VIII,
. 114, Do 4. W,
] So:u o? Anacreon’s Odes, which Ronfard had imitated in French,
were tranflated into Englith; and it is very probable that the ode above
quoted was one of thofe which were tranflated ; for it is an imitation
of Anacreon’s thirtieth ode, beginning, A« uvoa:, &c. and ftands in Ron-
fard’s works in the oppofite page to the Bacchanalian ode which Shak-
fpeare fecms to have had in his thoughts in Timon of Atbens. MALONE,
9 — fervile to my coy difdain.] So, in Meafure for Meafure:
¢ Serwile to all the fkicyinfluences.”” STREVENS,
3 . Love

., L
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20 VENUS AND ADONIS.

Love keeps his revels where there be but twain 3
Be bald to play, our fport is not in fight:
Thefe blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean,
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

The tender fpring upon thy tempting lif

Shews thee unripe ; yet may’gt thou well be tafted ;

Make ufe of time, let not advantage ﬂig 3

Beauty within itfelf fhould not be wafte
Fair flowers that are not gather’d in their prime,
Rot and confume themfelves in little time.

.
.

Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled-old,
Ill-nurtur’d, crooked, churlifh, harfh in voice,
O’er-worn, defpifed, rheumatick and cold,
Thick-fighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice®,
Then might’ft thou paufe, for then I were not for thee ;
But having no defeéts, why doft abhar me 2

Thou canft not fee one wrinkle in my brow 3
Mine eyes are grey *, and bright, and quick in taming 3
My beauty as the {pring doth yearly grow,
My fleth is foft and plum‘}), my marrow burning ;
y fmooth moift hand, were it with thy hand felt,
Would in thy palm diffolve, or feem to melt.

Bid me difcourfe, I will enchant thine ear?,
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green,

Or, like a nymph, with long difhevell’d hair,
Dance on the fands, and yet no footing feen 4

Love

¥ o and lacking juice,] Thus the o&avo 1596. The edition of 1600
joice. The word juice, as Dr. Farmer informs me, isfo pro-
nounced in the midland counties. MaroNE.

3 Mine eyes are grey,] What we now call d/ae eyes, were in Shak-
fpeare’s time called grey eyes, and were confidered as eminently beauti-

ul. See a note on Romeo and Fuliet, A& 1], fc. ic. Maronz.

3 «=I will enchant thine ear,] It appears from the correfponding
rhime, that this word was formerly pronounced as if it were written
@ir. In our authour's native county it is fill fo pronounced by the
vulgar. Matone.

4 Or, like a nymph, with long difpevell’d bair,

Dasce on the [andsy and yes 5o focting foen:] S0y in The Tlﬂﬂﬁ .
“

e
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~ Love is a fpirit all compa& of fire,
" Not grofs to fink, but light, and will afpire$,

Witnefs this primrofe bank whereon I lie ;
‘Thefe forcelefs flowers like fturdy trees fupport me
‘Two firengthlefs doves will draw me through the fky,
From morn till night, eves where I lift to fport me:
Is love fo light, fweet Bo¥, and may it be
That thou fhould’#t think it heavy unto thee ?

Is thine own heart to thine own face affeéted ?
Can thy right hand feize love upon thy left ?
‘Then woo thyfelf, be of thyfelf rejected,
Steal thine own freedom, and compldin of theft.
Narciffus {o, himfelf himfelf forfook,
And dy’d to kifs his thadow in the brook.

Torches are made to light, jewels to wear,

Dainties to tafte, freth beauty for the ufe ;

Herbs for their fmell, and fappy plants to bear;
"Things growing to themfelves are growth’s abufe®:

¢ And ye, that on the fands with printlefs feet
¢ Do chafe the ebbin;jb-leptune,-’.’"' {l.oll.
S Loveis a fpirit nllbeon;pabé: of, 4", oo s The
Not grofs to fink, but , and will afpire.] So, in The Comedy o
EBrrors: & Let love, bem;: light, be drown’e’;, ;'! fhe fink.” 4

Compafl is, made up, compofed. See Vol. 11, p, 521, n. 6. MaiLoNzg.

& Things growing to themfelves are grow:b's abufe:] Alluding to
twinn'd cherries, apples, peaches, &c. which accidentally grow into
each other. Thus our author fays, King Henry VIII. and Francis I.
embraced ¢¢ as they gresw rogether. STxzvENS.

Shakfpeare, 1 thilﬁc, meant to fay no more than this; rBet rhyfe
things which grew only to [or for] themfelves, without ucing any
fruit, or benefiting mankind, do not anfwer the purpofe for which they
wereintended. Thus, in a fubfequent paffage :

« So in rgfe{f thyfelf art made away.”
Again, in our authour's g5th Sewner:
¢¢ The fummer’s flower is to the fummer fweet,
¢ Though te itfelf it only live and die.”
Apain, more appofitely in the prefent poem: .
¢ Poor flower ! quoth fhe, this was thy fathes’s guifey==
¢ For every little grief to wet his eyes ;
¢ To grow unto bimfelf was his defire,
¢¢ And fo 'tis thinees=," MALONE.

C3 Sceds
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Seeds fpring from feeds, and béauty breedeth beauty 3
Thou wert begot,—to get it is thy daty.

Upon the earth’s increafe 3 why fhould’ft thou feed,
Unlefs the earth with thy increafe be fed ?
By law of nature thou art bound to breed,
That thine may live, when thyfelf art dead ;
And fo, in fpite of death, thou doft furvive,
In that thy likenefs fill is left alive.

By this, the love-fick queen began to fweat,
For, where they lay, the fhadow had forfook them,
And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat,
With burning eye 4 did hotly overlook them ;
Wifhing Adonis had his team to guide,
So he were like him, and by Venus’ fide.

And now Adonis, with alazy fPright,

And with a heavy, dark, difliking eye,

His low’ring brows o’er-whelming his fair fight,

Like mifty vapours, when they blot the fky,—
Souring his checks 3, cries, Fie, no more of love ;
The fun doth burn my face ; I muft remove.

Ah me, (quoth Venus,) young, and fo unkind 62
‘What bare cxcufes mak’ft thou to be gone !

1'll figh celeftial breath?, whofe gentle wind
Shall cool the heat of this defcending fun ;

ru

3 Upon the sarth’s increafe—] i, e. upon the produce of the eal
Bee Vol. I1. p. 467, n. 8. MA]LON x. P i i

4 And Titan——with burning eye, &¢ ] So, in K. Henry V,

¢¢ —like a lackey, from the rife to fct,

¢ Sweats in the eye of Pbaebus.” MaLoNg.
3 Souring bis cheeks,| So, in Coriolanus :

4 —Some news is come,

$¢ That turns their countenances.™
Again, in Timon of Atbens:

¢¢ Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart,

€6 It turnsinlefs than two nights?” Mavrons,
® —young, a~d founkind ?] So, in K. Lear, AQ I, fc. i. 3

¢ So young, and fo wntender ?* STxEVENS,
7 Il 6ghi cbleflial breathy—] So, in Corielanus s

€€ pumm N CVEE
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I’ make a thadow for thee of my hairs ;
If they burn too, I’ll quench them with my tears.

The fun that fhines from heaven, thines but warm 8,

Andlo I lie between that fun and thee;

The heat I have from thence doth little harm,

Thine eye darts forth the fige that burneth me :
And were I not immorta¥; life were done,
Between this heavenly and earthly fun,

Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as fteel,
Nay more than flint, for ftone at rain relenteth ?
Art thou 2 woman’s fon, and canft not feel
‘What ’tis to love ? how want of love tormenteth ?
O, had thy mother borne fo bad a mind °,
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind %,

‘What am I, that thou fhould’ft contemn me this??
Or what great danger dwells upon my fuit ?
‘What were thy lips the worfe for one poor kifs ?
Speak, fair; but fpeak fair words, or elfe be mute:
Give me one kifs, I’ll give it thee again,
And one for intereft, if thou wilt have twain.

€6 emme—e—Never man
% Sigh'd truer breatb.” MaroNe!

8 Tbe fun that {bi»m from beaven, fbines but warm,] The fun affords -
only a natural and genial heat: it warms, but itdoesnotdurn. ¢ Thou
fun,” exclaims Timon, AQV. fc. ii. “thatcomfors’fy burn | ” MaLoNE,

So, in K. Lear: L3

¢¢ —her eyes are fierce, but thine
¢¢ Do comfort, and not burn.” W,

9 0 kad thy motber, &c.] So,in All's well that ends well :

¢ ——but you are cold and ftern;
¢ And now_you/bould be as your mother was,
“¢ When your fwect felt was got.”” MatrLoNE.

T —unkind.] Thatis, unnatural. Kind and natare were formerly

fynonvmous. See Vol. 111. p. 164, n. 8, and p. 210,n. 6. MaLoNE.

- 2 What am I, that thou [boul 1'fi contemn me this ? | That thou fhould’f#
contemn me this, means, that thou fbould'f} contemptuoufly refufe sbis fa-
wour that I aft. Matronk.

I fuppofe, without regard to the exaétnefs of the rthime, we fhould read
= tbuse Thus and kifs correfpend in found as well as wnlikely and guickly,
adder and foadder, which we meet with afterwards, SZEIVENS.

C 4 Fie.
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Fie, lifelefs piQure, cold and fenfelefs flone,

Weil-pai idol, image, dull and dead,

Statue, contenting but the eye alone,

Thing like a man, butof no woman bred;
Thou art no man, thouﬁh of 2 man’s complexion,

For men will kifs even by their own dire&ion.
This faid, impatience chokes her pleading tongue,
And fwelling paffion doth provoke a iaufe;
Red cheeks and firy eyes blaze forth her wrong ;
Being judge in love, fhe cannot right her caufe :
And now fhe weeps, and now fhe fain would fpeak,
And now her fobs do her intendments ? break.

Sometimes the fhakes her head, and then his hand,
Now gazeth fhe on him, now on the ground;
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band ;
She would, he will not in her arms be bound :
And when from thence he firuggles to be gone,
She locks her lilly fingers, one in one 4,

Fondling, fhe faith, fince I have hemm’d thee here,
Within the circuit of this ivory pale,

T'll be thy park, and thou fhalt be my deers ;

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale :

3 —ber intendments—] i. e. intentions. Thus, in Fuery Mas in
bis Humour : ¢¢ ——but I, fpying his intendment, difcharg'd my pe~
tronel into his bofom.” Stxxvzws.

4 Sbe locks her filly fingers, ong in ome.] Should we not read—

She locks ¢beir lilly ﬁ%n, onein one. FARMER.

1 donot fee any need of change.—The arms of Venus at prefent infold
Adonis, To prevent him from efcaping, fhe renders her hold more fea
cure, by lockisg her hands together. Marone,

SI'll bathy park, and thou fbait be my deer;] Theold copy bas—zsbe
park. For this flight emendation I am anfwerable. The fame errour has
often happeaed in our authour's plays.—The image prefented here oc-
curs again in The Comedy of Errers ;

68 —=my decayed fair

¢ A funny look of his would foon repair ;
¢ But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pule,
¢ And feeds from home.”” Mavronk.

Again, in Tbe Merry Wiwxjf Windfor : +¢ =] will never take you
for my love 2;:1, but I will siways count you my dear,” StREVENS,
Graze
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Graze on my lips 65 and, if thofe hills be dry,
Stray lower, where the pleafant fountains lie 7,

Within this limit is relief enough,
Sweet bottom-grafs, and high delightful plain,
Round rifing hillocks, brakes obfcure and rough,
To thelter thee'from tempeft and from rain;

Then be my deer, fince I am fuch a park ;

No dog fhall rouze thee, though a thoufand bark,

At this Adonis fmiles, as in difdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple :

Love made thofe hollows, if himfelf were flain,

He might be buried in a tomb fo fimple ;
Fore-knowing well, if there he came to lie,
Why there love liv’d, and there he could not die.

25

Thefe lovély caves, thefe round enchanting pits,
Open’d their moutlfs to fwallow Venus’ liking :
Being mad before, how doth fhe now for wits ?
Struck dead at firft, what needs a fecond ftriking ® ?
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn,
To love a cheek that {miles at thee in fcorn !

Now which way fhall fhe turn ? what fhall the fay ?

Her words are done, her woes the more increafing 3

‘The time is {pent, her objet will away, .

And from her twining arms doth urge releafing :
Pity,— (fhe crys) fome favour,—f{ome remorfe ;—
Away he fprings, and hafteth to his horfe.

But lo, from forth a copfe that neighbours by,
A breeding jennet, lutty, young, and proud,
Adonis’ trampling courfer doth efpy,

And forth fhe ruthes, fnorts, and neighs aload ;

The

S Feed where thom wilt, om mowntain or in dale
Grazeon my lips ;] So, in Lowe's Labour’s Lofl :
“— uZefs we feed on your lips.”” MarLoNE. .
7 —wbere 1be pleafant fountains fie.] So, Strumbo, in the tragedy
of Locrine : % —the pleafant water of your fecret fountain,'® AMNER.
® Struck dead at firft, what wieds a fecond firiking 1] Soy hC]:b{'{i;G :
L
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The ftrong-neck’d fteed, bein% tied unto a tree,
f

Breaketh his rein, and to her ftraight goes he.

Imperioufly he leaps, he neighs, he bounds,

And now his woven girts he breaks afunder ;

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he younds .,

‘Whofe hollow womb refounds like heaven’s thunder ;
The iron bit he crufheth *tween his teeth,
Controlling what he was controlled with®,

His ears up prick’d ; his braided hanging mane
Upon his compats’d creft ® now ftands on end ;
His noftrils drink the air?®, and forth again,
As from a furnace, vapours doth he fend ?:
His eye, which fcorntuily gliters lile fire,
Shews his hot courage 2nd his high defire.

Sometimes he trots, as if he told the fteps,  *5-
With gentle majefty, and modeft pride ;
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps,
As who fheuld fay, lo! thus my firength is try’d ;
And thus 1 do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is ftanding by.

What

¢¢ What fhall T need to draw my fword ? The paper
¢¢ Hath cut her throat already,” W,
® Tke bearing earth <vith bis bard boof, &c.] So Virgil, Fn. VIII,
Quadrupedante putrem fonitu quatit ungulacampum. MALoNE,
8 Controlling wbat be was controlled evith.] So, in K. Fobn:
¢ Controulment for controulment. So aniwer France.” STEEV.
9 Upon bis compafs’d crefl—] Compafs'd is arched. A compafs'd
cieling is a phrafe yet inufe. Marone.
So, in Troilus and Creffida: ¢ —fhe came to him the other day inte
the compafs’d window,”” i, e. the bow window. STFEVENS,
 H:s noftrils drink the air,—] So, Ariel in the Tempeft :
¢« 1 dyink the air before me,” STEEVENS.
Again, in Timon of Atkens :
- ¢ e——and through him
¢ Drink the free gir.”> MaLoNE,
3 Hisnofrils drink the air, and forth again,
As froma furnace, va{:ouu duth be fend ;] So, in Asyou Like it 2
€ wmAnd then the lover, *
«¢ Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad.”
In thisdefcription of a horfe Shakfpeare fgems to have had the book.
of Jeb in his thovghtss Marons. &
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What recketh he his rider’s angry ir,
His flattering holla3, or his Stund, I jay ?
What cares he now for curb, or pricking {pur?
For rich caparifons, or trapping gay?
He fees his love, and nothing elfe e fees,
For nothing elfe with his proud fight agrees.

Look, when a painter would furpafs the life,
In limning out a well-proportion’d fteed,
His art with nature’s workmanthip at {irife4,
As if the dead the living fhould exceed ; -
So did this horfe excell a common one,
In thape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone.

Round-hoofd, fhort-jointed, fetlocks fhag and long,

Broad brealt, full eyes, fmall kead, and noftril wide,

High crett, thort ears, ftraight legs, and pafiing ftroag,

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hides
Look what a horfe fhould have, he did not lack,
Save a proud rider on fo proud a back.

Sometime he fcuds far off, and there he ftares ;
Anon he ftarts at ftirring of a feather *;
T'o bid the wind a bafe he now prcparess,
And whe’r he run, or fly, they kiow not whether;
For

As from a furnacey vapoursdoth be fend;] So, in Cymbeline:
¢ He furnacetb the thick fighs from him.”” STxzvens.

3 His flatt’ring holla,] This fcems to have been formerly a term of
the manege. So, in As you like it: ¢ Cry bolla to thy tongue, I
pr’ythee; it curwers unfeafonably.”” Maronk.

4 His art wirh nature's workmansbip at ftrife,] So, in Daniel’s Com-
plaint of Rofamond, 1592 :

¢« He greets me with a cafket richly wrought ;

¢ Sorare, that arr did fcem to frive with nature,

¢ Toexprefs the cunnirg workman®s curious thought.™
See alfo Vol. VIII p. 8, n. 6, Maronz.
So, in Timon of Atbenss

It tutors nature : artificial firife

¢ Livcs in thefc touches, livelier than life.”” Strzvens.

® Anin ke flarts at flirring of a feutier ;] So, in King Richard II1:

¢ Trembls and ftart at wagging of ‘a fraw,”™ Maronz,

$ To bid tbe wwind a bafe be now prepares,] To bid the wind a bafe, is
to challenge the wind to a conteit for fuperiority. Bafe is a ruftitk game,
fomedmes termed prifon-bafe; propesly prifen-barse 1t is mcntion:d

7
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Feor throzgh his mane and cail the high wind nag:,
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d wings.

He Jooks upon his love, and neighs unto her;

She anfwers him, as if fhe knew his mind:

Being proud, as females are; to fee him woo her,

She puts on outward firangenefs?, feems unkind ;
Spurns at his love, and fcorns the heat he feels,
Beating his kind embracements with her heels.

T'hen, like a melancholy malecontent,

He vails his tail 8, that, like a falling plume

Cool fhadow to his melting buttocks%cnt;

He ftamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume :
His love perceivinghinow he is enrag’d,
Grew kinder, and his fury was affuag’d.

His tefty mafter goeth about to take him;

When lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear,

ealous of catching, fwiftly doth forfake him,
ith her the horfe, and left Adonis there :
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them,
Out-ftripping crows that ftrive to over-fly them.

All fwoln with chafing, down Adonis fits,
Banning ° his boifterous and unraly beaft;

by our authour in Cymbeline :=t¢lads more like to rus the country bafe,™
kc. Again, in The Two Gentiemen of Verona s
& Indeed 1 bid the bafe for Protheus.” Marowe.
& ud whe'r be run or fly, they knew mot whether 3] Whe'r, for whee
ther, So, in King Fobn:
¢ Now fhame upon thee, wbér he does or no.”
Again, in a poem in praife of Ladie Pe=, Epitatbes, Epigrammes, &c.
by G. Tusberville, 1567:
¢ I doubt ewbere Paris would have chofe
¢¢ Dame Venus for the bef.” Marons.

7 == outward ftrangenefs,—] i. c. feeming coynefs, fhynefs, back-
wardnes. Thus Jachimo, fpeaking of his fervant to Imogens ¢¢ He's
Pramgeand peevith,”® SrrEvENs.

s E vails bis tail,—] To wail, in old language, is to Jewer. See Vol.Ve
» 385,0.9. Maronz.

[ inmng—] i. e. curfing. So, in King Richard 11l ;

¢ Fell banning hag,” &c. STEEZVENS,
5 An
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And now the happy feafon once more fits,
‘That love-fick Love by pleading may be bleft ;
For lovers fay, the heart hath treble wrong,
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue®,

An oven that is ftopp’d, or river ftay’d,

Burneth more hotly, fwelleth with more rage :

So of concealed forrow may be faid ;

Free vent of words love’s fire doth afluage ;
But when the heart’s attorney once is mute,
The client breaks?, as defperate in his fuit,

He fees her coming, and begins to glow,
(Even as a dying coal revives with wind,)
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ;
Looks on the dull earth with di&mz«l mind?}
‘Taking no notice that fhe is fo nigh,
For alfaﬂuunce he bolds her in his eye.

O, what a fight it was, wiftly to view

How fhe came ftealing to the wayward boy !

To note the fighting confli&t of her hue |

How white and red each other did deftroy *!
But now, her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flafh’d forth fire, as lightning from the k.

3w the beart bath treble wrong,
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue.] So, in Macheths
6 e the grief that does not fpeak,
¢ Whifpers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break.” STESBYV,
2 But wben the beart’s attorney once is mate,
Tbe client breaks, &c.] Soin King Ricbard 111,
é Why fhould calamity be full of ewords ?
¢¢ Windy artormeys to their client woes,—."" STEZEVENS.
3 Looks on the dull earth, &c.] So, in Tbe Two Gent. of Verens 3
¢¢ She excells each mortal thing
¢ Upon the dutl earth dwelling.” STrzvENs.
© —ths fighting confiifl of ber bue | .
How white and red, &c.] So, in the Taming of the Shrewy
¢ Such war of white and red withia her cheeks.”
Again, in Hamlet ;
¢ Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting.” W,
Secalfo Vol. VIL p. 194, 0,70 MaLONS, N
ow
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Now was fhe juft before him as he fat,

And like a lowly lover down fhe kneels ;

With one fair hand fhe heaveth up his hat,

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels :
His tender cheek receives her foft hand’s print,
As apt as new-fall’n fnow takes any dint.

O, what a war of looks was then between them !

Her eyes, petitioners, to his eyes fuing;

His eyes faw her eyes as they had not feen.them ;

Her eyes woo’d ftill, his eyes difdain’d the wooing :
And all this damb play had his a&ts made plain
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain 4,

Full gently now fhe takes him by the hand,

A lil%y prifon’d in a gaol of fnow,

Or ivory in an a]abaf%er band ;

So white a friend engirts fo white a foe:
This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,
Show’d like two filver doves that fit a billing.

Once more the engine of her thoughts begans

O tairelt mover on this mortal round,

Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound ;
For one fweet look thy help I would affure thee,
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure thee,

Give me my hand, faith he, why doft thou feel it ?
Give me my heart, faith fhe, and thou fhalt have it ;
O give it me, left thy hard heart do fteel it 3,

And being fteel’d, foft fighs can never grave itS:

4 And all this dumb play bad bis alts made plain
Wb tears, wbich, chorus-like, ber eyes did rain.] From the
prefent paffage, I think it probable, that this firft produ@ion of our au-
thour’s mufe was not compofed till after he had left Stratford, and be-
came acquainted with the theatre. MarLonE.
5 = left thy bard beart do fteel it,] So, in Otbello:
66 e thou doft flone my beart.” STEEVENS.
6 —— foft fighs can newer grave it;] Engrave ity i, ¢» make an im-
prefliononit. STEEVENS.
Then
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Then love’s deep groans I never fhall regard,
Becaufe Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.

For fhame, he cries, let go, and let me go;

My day’s delight is paft, my horfe is gone,

And ’tis your fault I am bereft him fo ;

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone 3
For all my mind, my thought, my bufy care,
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.

Thus fhe replies® Thy palfrey, as he fhould,
Welcomes the warm approach of fweet defire.
Affetion is a coal that muft be cool’d ;
Elfe, fuffer’d, it will fet the heart on fire :
The fea hath bounds, but deep defire hath none®;
Therefore no marvel though thy horfe be gone,

How like a jade he ftood, tied to a tree,

Servilely mafter’d with aleathern rein!

But when he faw his love, his youth’s fair fee,

He held fuch petty bondage in difdain ;
Throwing the bafe thong from his bending creft,
Enfranchifing his mouth, his back, his breaft,

Who feeks his true love in her naked bed,
Teaching the fheets a whiter hue than white?,
But, when his glucton eye fo full hath fed,

His other agents aim at like delight®?

* The fea bath beunds, but deep defire bath mone ;] So, in Macbeth s
¢ —=but there’s no bottom, none,
¢ To my voluptuoufnefs.” W,
7 Who fecks bis truelove in ber naked bed,
Teacbing the fheets a whiter hue than white,] So, inCymbelines
[ Cytherea,
¢¢ How bravely thou becom’tt thy bed ! fre lilly!
¢¢ And whiter than the fheets,”
1 have followed the carlieft and moft authentick copy yet difcovered,
that of 1596. The otavo 1600, reads—=Who fees. MaLonz.
8 His ather agents aim at like delight ] So alfo Macbeth expreficth
himfelf to his wife :
6¢ e I am fettled, and bend up
8¢ Eacb corporal agent to this terrible feat.” AmNzz,

Who
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Who is fo faint, that dare not be fo beld,
To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

Let me excofe thy courfer gentle boy ;

And learn of him, I heartily befeech thee,

To take advantage on prefented joy ;

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee 3
O learn to love ; the leflon is but plain,
And, once made perfed, never loft again.

1 know not love, (quoth he,) nor will n%know it,
Unlefs it be a boar, and then I chafe it ;

*Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it ;
My love to love is love but to difgrace it?;
For I have heard it is a lifein death,
. That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a breath®,

‘Who wears a garment fhapelefs and unfinith’d ?

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth® ?

If fpringing things be any jot dimimifh’d,

‘They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth :
The colt that’s back’d and burthen’d being young,
Lofeth his pride, and never waxeth ftrong.

9 My love to love is lowe but to difgrace it ;] My inclination towards love
is only a defire to render it contemptible.—The fenfe is almoft loft ia the
yingle of words. Maronx.

8 For I bave beard it is a life in death,

That laughs and weeps, ] So, in King Ricbard III,

¢ For now they kill me with a liwing death.™
Again, in Treilus and Creffida :

¢¢ Thefe lovers cry,—~Oh | oh! they die !

¢ Yet that which feems the wound to kill,

¢ Doth turmob | ob! to bal ba! be!

¢ So dying love lives {ill :
¢ Oh! oh! a while; but ha! ha! ha!
. W;" Oh! oh! groans out for ha! ha! hal” MazonNzs
plucks thebud before one leaf pat forth?] So, in The Shepé

beard's Song of Venus and Adonis, b{ H. é. 160:!%

¢ I am now too yourg

¢ To be wonne by beauty ;

¢ Tender arc my years,

6 J ame yot a bud.” MALONE,

You
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You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part$,
And leave this idle theme, this bootlefs chat :
Remove your fiege from my unyielding heart
To love’s alarm 1t will not ope the gate4: |
Difmifs your vows, your feigned tears, your flattery s
For where a heart is hard, they make no battery.

‘What ! canft thon talk, (quoth fhe,) haft thou a tongue 2

O, would thou had’ft not, or I had no hearing !

- ‘Thy mermaid’s yoice$ hath done me double wrong ;

I had my load ?i.fore, now prefs’d with bearing :
Melodious difcord, heavenly tune harfh-founding,
Earth’s deep-fweet mufick, and heart’s deep-fore

wounding.

Had 1 no eyes, but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invifible®;
Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
Each part in me that were but fenfible :
Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor fee,
Yet fhould I be in love, by touching thee. s
87»

3 You burt my band with wringing; let ws part,] So, in the fong
above quoted :
¢ Wind thee from mee, Venus,
46 J am not difpofed ;
¢ Thou wringe# me too hard,
¢ Prythee let me goes
¢ Fie, what a pain it is,
% Thus to be enclofed!” Maroxe,
4 Remove your ficge from my unyielding beart ;
To love’s alarm it will mot ope the gate : ] So, in Romeo and Yuliet 8
“ You==to remove that fege of grief from heryems.”
Again, ibid ;
¢ She will not ftay the fiege of loving terms.”” Maronz.
3 Thy mermaid’s woice—] "Our ancient writers commonly ufe mere
maid for Syren, STRXVENS, .
See Vol. IL. p. 166, n. 1. Mavronz.
€ «= and invifible ;] Irufpect that both for the fake of better rhime,
and beteer fenfe, we'thould read invincible. Thefe words are mif-
printed, alternately one for the other, in K. Henty IV, P, 11, and
K. Fobn, Stzxvins,
In the prefent edition, however, thereader will find the word isvifble,

in the paflage referred to in K, Fobn, and invincible, in the fecond part
Vor.X. D of
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Say, that.the fenfe of feeling s were bereft me,
And that | could not fee, nor hear, nor touch,
And nothing but the very {mell were left me,
Yet would my love to thee be fill as much;
For from the ftill’tory of thy face excelling
Comes breath perfum’d®, that breedeth love by fmelling,

But O, what banquet wert thou to the tafte,
Being nurfe and feeder of the other four!
Would they not wifh the feaft thould ever laft,
And bid Sufpicion double lock the door 7}
Le#t jealonfy, that four unwelcome gueft®,
Should, by his ftealing in, difturb the feaft.

Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’d 9,
Which to his fpeech did honey paflage yield ;
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d
Wreck to the fea-man, tempeit to the field,
Sorrow to thepherds, woe unto the birds,
Guft and foul flaws * to herdmen and to herds.
A : This
of K. Henry IV. as thofe words ftand in the old copy. See Vol. IV,
P 3655 0. 6, and Vol. V. p. 368, n. 4.

An oppofition was, I think, clearly intended between external
beauty, of which the eye is the judge, and a melody of voice, (which the
poet calls inward bum) ftriking not the fight but the ear, I therefore
believe invifible to be the true reading. Marownk,

5 Say, that the [m{::f feeling—] Thus the o&avo, 1596. All the
modern editions read—mveafor. MALONE.

© Comes breath perfum’d, &c.] So, in Conftable’s poem 3

¢ Breathe once more thy batmie wind s

¢ It fmelleth of the mirth tree

¢¢ That to the world did bring thee,

¢¢ Never was perfume fo fweet.” Marone. o

7 And bid Sufpicion double lock the door # ] A bolder or happlerperfoni-

$cation than this, will not readily be pointed out in any of ouragthour's’
plays. Marone. . s
Lef jealoufy, that four-unwelcome gueft, &c.]
. —ne quis malus invidere poflit,
. Quum tantum fc’at effe bafiorum. Catulluses Marone.
9 e the ruby-colour'd portal open'd,] So, in K. Hewry 1V, P. Il
¢¢ = By his gares of breath .
¢ There hies a downy feather,”—=. Matronzx.
3 emfonl flaws=] Lo ¢ violeat blafts of wind. Sec Vol.V. p. 398, 0« §s
STtREVE :a.
¢ But
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‘This ill prefage advifedly fhe marketh:—
Even as the wind is huth’d before it raineth?,
Or as the wolf doth irin before he barketh,

Or as the berry breaks before it ftaineth,
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun?,
His meaning ftruck her ere his words begun ¢,

And at his look fhe flatly falleth down,

For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth :

A {mile recures the wounding of a frown;

But blefled bankrupt, that by love fo thriveth !
The filly boy beﬁeving fhe is dcad,
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red;

And in amaze brake off his late intent,

For fharply he did think to reprehend her,

Which cunning love did wittily prevent :

Fair fall the wit, that can fo well defend her ! o
For on the grafs the lies, as the were flain,
‘Till his breath breathethlife in her again,

He wrings her nofe, he ftrikes her on the cheeks,

He bends her fingers, holds her pulfes hard ;

He chafes her lips ; a thoufand ways he feeks

'To mend the hurt that his unkindnefs marr’d ;
He kiffes her; and fhe, by her good will,
Will never rife, fo he will kifs her fill,

The night of forrow now is turn’d to day:
Her two blue windows$ faintly fhe up-heaveth,
Like
8 Even as the wind is huth’d before it raineth,] So,in Hamlet :
¢« But, as we often fec againfl fome florm—
6 Thebold winds fpeechlefs, and the orb below
4 As bufb as desth, &c. STREVENS,
$ Or like the deadly bullet of a gun,] So, in Romeoand Fulics :
¢ — that name
¢¢ Shot from the deadly level of a gus,—."" STrxvENS.
4 His meaning firuck bery ere bis words begun.] So, in K, Heary IV,
P. 1L, Vol. V. p. 283:
¢¢ But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue.” .
Our authour is inaccurate. He thould have written began. MALONE.
.3 Her two blue windsws—] So, in Anteny and Cheepatra s
¢ —Downy wisdows, clofe;
Da “ And



36 VENUS AND ADONIS.

Like the fair fun, when in his frefh array

He cheers the morn, and all the world relieveth;
And as the bright fun glorifies the fky$,
Sois her face illumin’d with her eye 5

Whofe beams upon his hairlefs face? are fix'd,

As if from thence they borrow’d all their fhine.

Were never four fuch lamps together mix’d,

Had not his clouded with his brows’ repine;
But hers, which through the cryftai tears gave light,
Shone like the moon, 1n water feen by night 2.

O, where am I, quoth fhe? in earth or heaven,
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire ? i
‘What hour is this? or morn or weary even ?
Do I delight to die, or life defire ?
But now I liv’d, and life was death’s annoy ;
But now I dy’d, and death was lively joy.

O, thou didft kill me ;—kill me once again :
‘Thy eyes’ fhrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,
Hath taught them fcornful tricks, and fuch difdain,
‘That they have murder’d this poor heart of mine?;
And
¢ And golden Phaebus never be beheld
¢ Of eyes again fo royal I” Maronz,
‘This thought is more dilated in Cymbeline s
¢ —the enclofed /ights now canopied
¢ Under thefe windows ;—=white and axwre ! laced
¢¢ With dlue of heaven’s own tin@.” STrxvEns.
8 wuglorifies lbf/ly,] So, in King Fobn: .
¢ Do glorify the banks that bound them i, StzxvEys,
7 —bis hairlefs{na— So, in K. Foba:
¢ This unbair'd faucinefs, and boyith troops.”” STzrvzms.
$ But bersy which through the cryfal tears gave light,
Sbone like the mosn, in water feen by night.) go, in Lovse's Lge
bour's Lot ¢ '
¢ Nor fhines the filver moon one half fo bright,
¢ Through the tranfparent bofom of the deep,
¢ As doth thy face throvgb tears of mine give light ;
¢ Thou fhin'ft in every tear that I do weep.” ALONE,
9 —murder'd this poor begrt—] So, in K. Henry ¥ : '
" ¢ Theking hath &ilPd bis beart™ STrsvINS,
B ' Agaln
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And thefe mine eyes, true leaders to their queen,
But for thy piteous lips no more had feen.

Long may they kifs each other, for this cure !

O, never let their crimfon liveries wear |

And as they laft, their verdure ftill endure,

"To drive infe&ion from the dangerous year*!
That the ftar-gazers, having writ on death,
May fay, the plague is banifh’d by thy breath,

Pure lips, fweet feals in my foft lips imprinted 2,

What bargains may I make, ftill to be fealing ?

To fell myfelf I can be well contented,

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and ufe good dealing 3
Which purchafe if thou make, for fear of flips$
Set thy feal-manual on my wax-red lips.

A thoufand kiffes buys my heart from me*;
And pay them at thy leifure, one by one.
‘What is ten hundred kiffes unto thee ?

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone ?

Again, in K. Ricbard II :

¢ —"twere no good part

¢ To take on me to keep, and kill tby beart.”® MaronE.
3 —tbeir verdure fill endure,

To drive infe&ion from the dangerons year!] 1 have fomewhere
read, thatinrooms where plants are E:pt in a growing ftate, the air is
never unwholefome. STrxvENs.

2 Pare lips, fweet feals iW Joft lips imprinted,] We meet with the
fame image in Meafure for Meafure:
¢¢ Take, O take thofe lips away,
¢¢ That fo (weetly were forfworn je=
¢¢ But my kiffes bring again,
¢ Seals of love, but feal'd in vain."
Again, in Troius and Creffida
¢« With diftin& breath, and confign’d kiffss to them.”
The epithet foft has a peculiar propriety. See p. 39, n.9. MarLoONE,.
3 —for fear of flips, ] i. e. of counterfeit money. Sce note on Romey
and Fuliet, A&IL fc. iv.
¢ —what counterfeit did I give you?
¢¢ Mer. The flip, fir, the flip,” &c. STrEvENS.
44 lbonand kiffes buys my beart from me;] 8o, inTroilus and Creffida
4 We two, that with fo many thoufand tighs
¢ Did buy each other,” &c. MaLons.
D3 Say,
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Say, for non-payment that the debt fhould double,.
Is twenty hundred kiffes fuch a trouble

Fair queen, quoth he, if any love you owe me, -
Meafure my ﬂranFenefs with my unripe years4 ;
Before 1 know myfelf, feek not to know me ;
No fither bat the nnirown fry forbears :
The mellow plumb doth fall, the green ficks faft,
Or being early pluck’d, is four to tafte.

Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait,
His day’s hot tatk hath ended in the weft:
‘The owl, night’s herald, fhrieks$, ’tis very late 5
'The fheep are gone to fold, birds to their neft;
And coal-black clouds that fhadow heaven’s light,
Do fummon us to part, and bid good night.

Now let me fay good night, and fo fay you ;

1f you will {ay fo, you fhall have a kifs.

Good night, quoth fhe ; and, ere he fays adiex,

The honey fee of parting tender’d is:
Her arms do lend his neck a fweet embrace ;
Incorporate then they feem ; face grows to face®,

Till, breathlefs, he disjoin’d, and backward drew
- ‘The heavenly moifture, that fweet coral mouth,

4 Meafure my firangenefs—] i. e, my bathfulnefs, my coynefs, Sop
in Romeo and Fuliet :
¢ —1'll prove more true,’
¢¢ Than thofe that have more cunning to be frange.”™ MaLoNE.
3 Tbe owl, night's herald, thricks, &c.] So, in Macbeth:
¢ It was the owl that fbrick’d, the fatal bellman,
¢¢ Which gives the ftern’ft good-night.”
In Romeo and Fuliet, the lark is called the berald of the mors. StERV.
O wma fweet embrace;
Incorporate then they feem; face grows to face.] So, in K. Hen. V1II ;.
“ how they clung
¢¢ In their embracements, as they grew together,” STxzvews.
Again, in Ail's well that ends svell : grow to you, and our parting
is a tortured body.""—In the fame manner as hese, in Conftable’s Poem
Venus promifes to let Adonis go, it he will give her akifs, She come
plains of its fhortne(s, and takes another s
¢ When flic had thus fpoken,
¢¢ She gave him a token, /
¢ And their naked bofoms met.” Maroxg;

Whofe
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Whofe precious tafte her thirfty lips well knew,

Whereon they furfeit, yet complain on drought: :
He with her plenty prefs’d, the faint with dearth,
(Their lips together glew’d,) fall to the earth.

Now quick Defire hath caught the yielding prey,
And glutton-hke fhe feeds, yet never filleth ;
Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey,
Paying what ranfom the infulter willeth ;
Whofe vulture thought doth pitch the price fo high,
That the will draw his lips’ rich treafure dry.

And having felt the fweetnefs of the fpoil,
With blind.fold fury fhe begins to forage ;
Her face doth reek and fmoke, her blood doth boil,
And carelefs luft ftizs up a defperate courage ;
Plantin'g oblivion, beating reafon back,
Forgetting thame’s pure blufh, and honour’s wreck 7.

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
Like a wild bird being tam’d with too much handling,
Or as the fleet-foot roe, that’s tir’d with chafing, '
Or like the froward infant, fill’d with dandling,

He now obeys, and now no more refifteth,
- 'While fhe takes all fhe can, not all the lifteth®,

What wax fo frozen but diffolves with temp’ring,
And yields at laft to every light impreffion # 2

7 Forgetting [bame’s pure blufb,] Here the poet charges his heroine with
having forgotten what the can'never be (uppofed to have known, Shak-
fpeare’s Penus may furely fay with Quartilla in Petronius : *¢ Funonem
weam iratam babeam, g4am me meminerim virginem fuiffe.” STERYV,.

8 While fbe takes all fbe cas, not all peliffeth.] Thus Pope’s Eloifa;

¢ Give all thou canft, and let me dream the reft,’* AmnzR.

® — diffolves with temp'ring,

Andyields ar laft to cvery light impreffion ?] So, in K. Heary IV,
P.II: ¢ have him already rempering between my finger and my
thumb, and fhortly will I fea/ with him.” STEEVvENS, .

It hould be remembered that it was the cuftom formerly to feal with
foft wax, which was tempered between the fingers, before the impreflion

-was made. See the note on the pafflage juft cited, in the AP;; NDIX.
. ALONERe

D4 Things

AN
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Things out of hope are compafs’d cft with vent’ring,
Chiefly in love, whofe leave* exceeds commiffion :
Affe&iof faints not like a pale-fac’d coward,
But then woos beft, when moft his choice is froward.

When he did frown, O, had the then gave over,

Such neQar from his lips the had not fuck’d.

Foul words and frowns muft not repel a lover ;

What though the rofe have prickles, yet *tis pluck’d :
Were beauty under twenty locks kept faft,
Yet love breaks through, and picks them all at laft.

For pity now fhe can no more detain him ;

"The poor fool * prays her that he may depart

She is refolv’d no longer to reftrain him;

Bids him farewel, and look well to her heart,
The which, by Cupid’s bow fhe doth protet 3,
He carries thence incaged in his breaﬁ .,

Sweet boy, fhe fays, this night I’ll wafte in forrow,
For my fick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tell me, love’s mafter *, fhall we meet to morrow ?
Say, fhall we? fhall we? wilt thou make the match?

¥ ——ewbefe leave—] i. e. whofe licentioufnefs. STrxvENs,
2 Tbe poor fool—T This was formerly an expreffion of tendernafs.
So, King Lear, fpeaking of Cordelia s
¢ And my poor fool is hang'd.” Maroxnx.
3 =by Cupid’s bow fbe dotb prote,] So, in A Midfummer Night's
Dream :
¢ I fwear to thee by Cupid’s ftrongeft bow.” MaLoNE,
, o % Hecarries thence incaged in bis breafi.] Thus the o@avo, 1596.
So,in K. Rickard 11,
: ¢ And yet incaged in fo fmall a verge,”—.
The edition of 1636 and all the modern copies read——engaged.
This is a thought which Shakfpeare has often introduced. So, in
As you Like it :
¢ That thou might'ft join her hand in his,
¢ ‘Whofe keart witbin ber bofom is."
Again, in Love’s Labour’s Loft
¢ Hence ever then my beart is in thy breap.”
Again, in K. Richard I11 ;:
¢ Even (o thy breaft inclofeth my poor heart.”” Maronz,
= ® —love’s maffer~4] Thou, who art matter of me, the queen of
love. Mavronz.
He
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He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

The boar! (quoth the) whereat a fudden pale,

Like lawn being fpread upon the bluthing rofes,

Ufurps her cheek ; fhe trembles at his tale,

And on his neck her yoking arms fhe throws:
She finketh down, ftill hanging on his neck,
He on his belly falls, fhe on her back.

Now is fhe in the very lifts of love ¢,
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter:
All is imaginary fhe doth prove,
He will not manage her, although he mount her ;
That worfe than Tantalus’ is her annoy,
To clip Elyfium, and to lack her joy?.

Even as poor birds, deceiv’d with painted grapes®,
Do furfeit by the eye, and pine the maw,

§ The boar ! (quoth foe) whereat & fudden pale,
Like lawn being [pread yo- the blupping rofe,] So, in The Shespe
beard’s Song of Venus and Adonis, by H. C. 1600
¢« Now, he fayd, let’s goe ;
¢ Harke, the hounds are crying ;
¢ Griflie boare is up,
¢ Huntfmen follow faft,
s¢ At the name of boare
¢ Venus feemed dying: s
¢ Deadly-colour’d pale ’
¢ Rofes owercaff.’”” Matone.

Like lawn being fpread upon the blufping rofe,] So again, in The Rape

of Lucrece s
¢ —red as r‘c{n thaton /awon we lay.” Strzvens,

© —intbe wery lifts of love,] So alfo John Dryden, in his play called

Don Sebaflion :
¢« The fprightly bridegroom on his wedding night,
¢¢ More gladly enters not the /iffs of love.”. AMNEZRe

7 Toclip Elyfum,] To clip in old language is to embrace. MALONEe

8 ——birds deceiv’d with painted grapes,] Alluding to a celebrated
work of one of the ancient painters, STrEvENS.

Our authour alludes to the celebrated pi@ure of Zeuxis, mentioned by
Pliny, in which fome grapes were fo well reprefented that birds lighted
on them to peck at them.

Sir John Davies has the fame allufion in his Nefce teipfum, 1599 3

¢ Therefore the bee did feek the painted flower,
¢ And birds of grapes the cusning foadew peck” MM.OE x.
ven



m‘,l -

4 VENUS' AND“ADONIS.

Even fo fhe languifheth in her mifhaps,

As thofe poor birds that helplefs berries faw 9:
The warm effe@s® which fhe in him finds mifling,
She feeks to kindle with continual kiffing*:

But all in vain; good queen, it will not be:

She hath affay’d as much as may be prov’d;

Her pleading hath deferv’d a greater fee ;

She’s Love, fhe loves, and yet fhe is not lov’d.
Fie, fie, he fays, you cruth me ; let me go;
You have no realon to withhold me fo.

Thou had’t been gone, quoth fhe, fweet boy, ere this,
But that thou told’ft me, thou would’ft bunt the boar.
O, be advis’d; thou know’ft not what it is
With javelin’s point a churlifh fwine to gore,

Whofe tuthes never-fheath’d he whetteth fill,

Like to a mortal butcher3, bent to kill,

On his bow-back he hath a battle fet
Of briftly pikes, that ever threat his foes ;
His eyes, like glow-worms, fhine when he doth fret;
His fnout digs feiulchres where’er he goes ;
Being mov’d, he ftrikes what e’er is in his way,
And whom he ftrikes, his crooked tuthes flay,

O s thofe poor birds that helplefs.berries fow ] Helplefs berries are
. rrics thataltord no belp, i. ¢, nourithment. STrxvens.

1 once thought that a different meaning was intended to be con-
veyed ; but I now believe, Mr, Stecvens is right,  So, in the Comedy of
Errors:

4 S0 thouwm
¢ With urging belplefs patience would'ft relieve me.” Maroxx,
¥ The warm eftc@s—] I think we fhould read affeds. So, in Otbello ¢
46 ammmthe young affeéts
¢ In me defun@.’” STxxvens, .
3 Sbe fecks to kindle with continnal kiffing :] So, in Antony and Cleso
atra:
- ’ *¢ Quicken with kifing :—had my lips that power,
¢ ‘I'hus would I wear them out,” Strzvrws.
3 Like to a mortal buscher ;—] Mortal for deodly. So, in Othello ¢
¢¢ And you, ye mortal engines," &c, MALONE.
His
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His brawny fides, with hairy briftles arm’d,
Are better proof than thy fpear’s point can enter ;
His fhort thick neck cannot be eafily harm’d ;
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture :

The thorny brambles and embracing bufhes,

As fearful of him, pait; through whom he rufhes,

Alas, he nought efteems that face of thine,
To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes;
Nor thy foft hands, {weet lips, and cryftal eyne,
Whofe full perfeétion all the world amazes;
But having thee at vantage, (wond’rous dread !)
Would root thefe beauties as he roots the mead.

O, let him keep his loathfome cabin ftill$;

Beauty hath nought to do with fuch foul fiends :

Come not within his danger® by thy will ;

They that thrive well, take counfel of their friends:
When thou didft name the boar, not to diffemble,
I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did tremble,

Didft thou not mark my face ? Was it not white 2
Saw’ft thou not figns of fear lurk in mine eye?
Grew I not faint 7 And fell I not downright ?
Within my bofom, whereon thou dott lie,
My boJ‘i'ng heart pants, beats, and takes no reft,
But, like an earthquake, thakes thee on my breaft.

For where love reigns, difturbing jealoufy
Doth call himfelf affe@®ion’s fentinel;

& The thorny brambles and embracing bubes,
As fearful of bim, part 5 through whom be refbes.] Thus Virgil dew
fcribing the rapid paflage of two centaurs through the woods :
*“ dat euntibus ing
¢¢ Sylva locum, et magno cedunt virgulta fragore.”” STERVENS.

S —bis loatbfome cabin fill;] Cabin in the age of Queen Elizabeth
fignified a fmalf mean dwelling place, and was much in ufe. The term
Qill is ufed univerfally through Ireland, where the word cotrage is
fcarcely ever employed. Matrone.

6 Come mot within bis danger—] This was a common expreflion in
Shakfpeare’s time, and feems to have meant, Expofe not yourfelf to
one who has the power to do you mifchief, See Vols III. p. 81, n. 1.

Mavroxe,
Gives
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Gives falfe alarms, fuggefteth matiny,

And in a peaceful hour doth cry, 4/, 4ill73
Diftemp’ring gentle love with his defire,
As air and water doth abate the fire.

This four informer, this bate-breeding f"Py s,
\This canker, that eats up love’s tender {pring 9,
This carry-tale®, diffenfious jealoufy,
That fometimes true news, fometime falfe doth bring *,
Knocks at my heart, and whifpers in mine ear,
That if I love thee, I thy death fhould fear:

And more than fo, prefenteth to mine eye
‘The pi@ure of an angry-chafing boar,
Under whofe fharp fangs on his back doth lie
An image like thyfelf, all ftain’d with gore;
Whofe blood upon the frefh flowers being thed,
Doth make them droop with grief3, and hang thehead.

? And in a peaceful bour doth cry, kill, kill ;] Thefe were, I think,
the words formerly uttered when orders were iffued to an army for ge-
neral flaughter. 1 have met with a paffage to this purpofe in a book of
Shakfpeare’s age, but cannot now turn toite. MaLoNE.

So, in King Lear s

s¢ And when I have ftolen upon thefe fons-in-law,
¢ Then killy kill, kill” STrErvEns.

8 —bate-breeding—] So, in The Merry Wives of Windfor, Mrs.
Quickly oblerves that John Rugby is ¢¢ po tell-tale, no breed-bate.™
Bate is an obfoletc word fignifying firife, contention. STEEXVENS.

9 — love's tender f4 ring,} 1 once thought that love's tender [pring
meant the tender bloffoms of growing love.  Printemps d’amonr. So, in
TbeRopeof Lucrece: .

¢¢ Unruly blafts wait on the teader fpring.”

Again, in the prefent poem :

¢ Love's gentle fpring doth always freth remain j=."

But I am now of opinion that fpring is ufed here, as in other places,
for a young thoot or plant. So, in The Comedy of Errors: Vol.I1. p. 1643

¢ Even in the fpring of love, thy love-/prings rot.” MALONE.

Tbis canker, that eats up love's tender [pring, fSu, in Romeo and Fuliet ¢

¢ Full foon the canker death ears up that plant,” STxEvENs.

3 Tbis carry-tale,—] So, in Lowve's Labour’s Loff :

¢ Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man,” &c. STEEVENS.
3 That fomerimes true news, fometime falfe doth bring,)
¢ Tam fi€ti pravique tenax quam nuatia veri,” Firgil, STERV,

What
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What fhould I do, feeing thee fo indeed,
That trembling at the imagination,
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed ?
And fear doth teach it divination 3
I prophefy thy death, my living forrow,
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

But if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul’d by me;
Uncouple at the timorous flying hare ¢,
Or at the fox, which lives by fubtilty,
Or at the roe, which no encounter dare:
Purfue thefe fearful creatures o’er the downs,
And on thy well-breath’d horfe keep with thy hounds,

And when thou haft on foot the purblind hare,
Mark the poor wretch, to overfhut his troubles®,
How he out-runs the wind, and with what care
He cranks® and croffes, with a thoufand doubles:

4 And fear doth teach it divination :] So, in K. Hesry IV, P. 1L,
¢ "Tell thou thy earl, his divinarion lyes.” STrxvENS.
And fear doth teach it divination :
1 prophecy thy death, &c.] So. in Romeo axd Fuliet s
¢ O God! Ihave an ill-divining toul ;
& Methinks 1 fee 1£e-, now thou art fo low,
¢ As one dead in the bottom of a tomb.” Mavrowe,
S Bat if thou needs wilt bunt. he rul'd by me;
Uncouple at the timorons ‘!li,iu‘ bare,] So, in The Sbeepheard’s
Seng of Venus and Adonis, by H. C. 16003
) 6 Speate. [ayd fbe, no more
¢ Of following the boare,
¢ Thou unfit for fuch a chafe;
§¢ Courfe the feareful bare,
$¢ Venifon d» not fpare,
¢ If thou wilt yield Venus grace.” Maronz.
6 ——to over-thut bis troubies,] I would read over- fboot, i. e. fly beyond,
STREVENS,
To fbut up in Shakfpears’s age fignified to conclude. I belicve therea
fore the text s right. MaLonE,
® Hecranke—] i.e. the winds So, in in Coriolanss, the belly faysy
¢ I fend it through the nivers of your blood,
¢ And through the cranks and offices of man,™ &c.
Agaln, more appofitely, in K, Henry IV, P. 1.
" §¢ See, how this river comes me ¢ranking inm=,’’ MArLONE/

The
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The many mulfits through the which he goes?,
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

Sometime he runs among a flock of fheep,
To make the cunning hounds miftake their fmell ;
And fometime where carth-delving conies keep,
To flop the loud purfuers in their yell ;
And fometime forteth with a herd of deer®;
Danger devifeth fhifts; wit waits on fear:

For there his fmell with others being mingled,
‘The hot fcent-fnuffing hounds are driven to doubt 3
Ceafing their clamorous cry till they have fingled
With much ado the cold faylt cleanly out ;
Then do they fpend their mouths: Echo replies,
As if another chafe were in the kies®,

By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,
Stands on his hinder legs with liftening ear,
To hearken if his foes purfue him ftill ;
Anon their loud alarums he doth hear;
And now bhis grief may be compared well
To one fore fick, that hears the pafling bell *.

.7 The many mufits through the which be goes,] Mufits are faid by the
lexicographers to be rbe places through wbich the bare goes for relicfe
‘The modern editions read smfirse Maronz.

A mufer is a gap in a hedge. Sce Cotgrave's explanation of the Freach
word Troude. STEEVENS, .
8 And fometime (orteth with & berd of deer ;] Sorteth means accome
anies, conforts with.  Sort anciently fignificd a ¢roop, or company. Sce
col. IL. p.490, n. 5. Matrownz.,
9 =———Ecboreplies, .
As if anotber cbafe were ir the fhies.] So Dryden:
¢ With fhouting apd hooting we pierce through the ky,
¢¢ And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry.” STEEVENS. .
Y To one fore ficky that hears the pafling bell.] This thought is bortow=
¢d by Beaumont and Fletcher in Pbilafler s
66 ——like one who languithing
¢ Hears bis fad bell——: STRXEVENS.

Then
5
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Then fhalt thou fee the dew-bedabbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting with the way ;
Rach envious briar his weary legs doth fcrawch®,
Each thadow makes him ftop, each murmur lay :
For mifery is trodden on by many,
And being low, never reliev’d by any.

Lie quietly, and hear a little more ;
Nay, do not ftruggle, for thou fhalt not rife:
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar,
Unlike thyfelf,——thou hear’t me moralize3,
Applying this to that, andfo to fo ;
For love can comment upon every woe.

Where did I leave ?—No matter where, quoth hes
Leave me, and then the ftory aptly ends:
‘The night is fpent. Why, what of that, quoth fhes
I am, quoth he, expe@ted of my friends;

And now ’tis dark, and going I fhall fall ;—

In night, quoth fhe, defire fecs beft of all 4,

But if thou fall, O then imagine this,
The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips,

y

3 Each envious briar bis eweary legs dub fcratch,] So, in The Taming

of the Shrew ¢
¢ ——roaming through a rberny wood
¢ Scratchbing her legs.” STEXEVENS,

3 Unlike thyfelf, thou bear’pt me moralize,] Thus the o&avo, 15964
The edition ot 1636, and the modern coies, read: Unlike myfe/f.—But
the original copy is right. Unlike rb,[c!f refers 1o rle buntisg of tke Loary
which Venus confiders as a rude fport, ill fuited to the delicate frame of
Adonis. To moralize nere means to comment ; from mcral, which cur
authour generally ufes in the fenfe of /atent meaning. So, in the Taming
of the Shrew : ¢ He has left me here behind to expound the meaning
or no;al of his figns and ‘tlokem.” Matone. i

4 In night, quoth fbe, defire fees befi of all.] So, in Marlowe's Hero an
Leander, gﬁhic’h Erec}ebded £e {m(ent p{em :] ’

¢¢ — dark night is Cupid’s day.”” Marone.

T verily beli~ve that a fentiment fimilar, in fome fort, to another ot-
tered by that forward wanton Juliet, occorreth here:

¢ Lovers can fee to do their amorous rites
¢ By their own beauties,”” AxNzz.

And
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And all is but to rob thee of a kifs 3.

Rich preys make rich men thieves ; fo do thy lips
Make modeft Dian cloudy and forlorn,
Left the thould fteal a kifs, and die forfworn®.

Now, of this dark night I perceive the reafon:

Cynthia for fhame obfcures her filver fhine?,

T1ll forging nature be condemn’d of treafon,

For ftealing moulds from heaven that were divine 3
Wherein fhe fram’d thee, in high heaven’s defpite,
To fhame the fun by day, and her by night.

And therefore hath fhe brib’d the Deftinies,
‘To crofs the curious workmanthip of nature ;
‘To mingle beauty with infirmities,
And pure perfe@ion with impure defeature®;
Making it fubje& to the tyranny
Of fad mifchances aud much mifery ;

As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,
Life-poifoning peftilence, and frenzies wood ?,
‘The marrow-eating ficknefs, whofe attaint
Diforder breeds by heating of the blood :
Surfeits, impoftumes, grief, and damn’d defpair,
Swear nature’s death for framing thee fo fair.

S5 Tbe earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips,
And all is but to rob thee of a kifs.] So, in Tbe Two Gentlemen of
Verona: .
66 e left the bafe earth '
¢¢ Should from her vefture chance to fleal a kifs.” STEEZVENS.
© —die for{worn.] i. e. having broken her oath of virginity. STzxv.
7 Cystbia Jor fame cbfeures ber‘(flwr thine,] Shine was formerly ufed
a8 a fubftantive. So, in Pericles Prince of Tyre, 1609
“ Thou thew’dft a fubje&’s pine—." MaLoNE,
8 wdefeature;] This word is derived from defaire, Fr. to usdo. So,
In Tbe Comedy of Errors :
¢ —ftrange defeatures in my face.” STrEVENS.
9 m—gnd frepzics wood,] Weodin 0d language is franticks
Matroxne,

And
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And not the leait of all thefe maladies -
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under s .
Both favour, favour, hue, and qualities,
Whereat the impartial gazer* late did wonder,

Are on the fudden waftéd, thaw’d, and done?,

As mountain-fnow melts with the mid-day fui; E

Therefore, defpite of fraitlefs chaftity,
Loveslacking veftals; and félf-loving nuns,
That on the eafth would breed a fcarcity,
And barreri deaith of danghters and of fons,
Be prodigal: the lamp that burns by nights,
Dries up his oil, to lend the world his light.

What is thy body but a fwallowing grave*,
Seeming to bury that pofterity S

Which
% But in one minwte's fight brings beauty under 5] Thus the editioa of
1596. The leaft of thefe maladics after a momeatary eagagement fub-
dues beanty. Not belmg €l lately poficffed of the copy :f 1596, in the
former edition of thefe poems I printed fight, the reading of the o g’
1600: but I then conje@ured that fighs was the true redding, and I ao
find my conjeture confirmede Marone. .
® —tbe impartial gazer—] Thus the o&avo, 1596. Iwpartinl 1§
here ufed, I conceive, in the fame fenfe as in Meafure for Meafars,
Vol. 11, p. 114. The fubfequent copics have—imperial. "MaroNg.
2 o thaw'd, and done,] Dorne was formetly ufed in the fenfe of iufed,
confumed, deftroyed. So, in Kisg HeiryPL. P.1. Vol. V1. p. g,
¢ And now they meet, where both their lives are dowe.’’
In the Wett of England it ftill retains the fame meaning, Mazongs -
3 wmtbe lamp that burns by nighty] 1. e, :
66— Aixvoy ipaiTov,
8 Kai yapor axrobivrra eem—." Mufaus. STEXZVENS,
Ye nuns and veftals, fays Venus, initate the example of the lamp,
that profiteth mankind at the expence of its own oil.—I do hot a pre-
hend thae the poet Rad at all in his thoughts the torch of the lovés, ‘or
the noffurnal meeting of either Hefo and Leander or any other perfonte
The preceding precept here illuftrated is general, withoat any limie
tation of cither time or fpace. Matrons. M
.4 What is thy body but a twallowing grave,] So, in King Ricbard HI,
¢ —in the ‘wallowing gulph o ¥
¢¢ Of dark forgetfulnefs and deep oblivion.”
Again, in our authour’s 77th Sonnet
¢¢ The Wwrinkles which thy glafs will truly fhew,
« Of moutbed graves will give thee memory.”” Marong.
e fwallowing grave, . :
Seemingtobury thet polkesity, &c.] So, in our authous’s third Sonnetd
! Wor. X, ¢ = who

-

H
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‘Which by the rights of time thou needs muft have,
If thou deftroy them not in dark obfcurity ?

1f fo, the world will hold thee in difdain,

Sith in thy pride fo fair a hope is flain,

Soin thyfelf thyfelf art made away ;
A mifchief worfe than civil home-bred ftrife,
Or theirs, whofe defperate hands themfelves do flay,
Or butcher-fire, that reaves his fon of life.
Foul cankering ruft the hidden treafure frets,
But gold that’s put to ufe, more gold begets %

Nay then, quoth Adon, you will fall again

Into your idle over-handled theme ;

The kifs I gave you is beftow’d in vain,

And all in vain you ftrive againft the ftream ;
For by this black-fac’d night, defire’s foul nurfe,
Your treatife makes me like you worfe and worfe«

If love have lent you twenty thoufand tongues,
And every tongue more moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s fongs,
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;
For know, my hcart ftands armed in mine ear,
And will not let a falfe found enter there ;

Left the deceiving harmony fhould run
Into the quiet clofure of my breaft ;

6¢ ——who is he fo fond, will be the somé
¢ Of his felf-love, to flop pofferity #” MaroNs.
‘V But gold tbar’s put to sfe, more gold begets.] So, in The Marchast
‘emices
¢ ¢ Oris your go/d and filver ewes and rams ?
Sky. % 1 cannot tell ; I make it breed as faft.”” Strevens.
1n Marlowe’s poem, Leander ufes the fame argument to Hero, that
Wenus here urges to Adonis:
¢¢ What difference between the richeft mine
4 And bafeft mould, but ufe? for both, not us'd,
¢ Are of like worth. ‘Then treafure is abus'd,
$¢ When mifers keep it 3 being put to lone,
$¢ In time it will returnc us swo for one”® Marons.

-And
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And then my little heart were quite nndome, : ° .
In his bedchamber to be barg’d of reffs, . . .
No, lady, no; my heart longs not to gresn,
But foundly fleeps, while now it fleeps alone,

What have you urg’d, tliat I cannot reprove? -

‘The path is {i that leadeth on to r3

I hate not love, but your device in love,

That lends embracements unto every ﬂnnicr.
You do it for incresfe : O firange excufe! - .
When reafon is the bawd to luft’s abufe 7,

Call it not love, for love to heaven is fled, - =
Since fweating luft on earth ufurp’d his name %;. . '
Under whofe gmple femblance he hath fed
Upon frefh beauty, blotting it with blame;

Which the hot tyrant ftains, and foon bereaves,

As caterpillars do the tender leaves. :

Love comforteth, like fan-thine after rain,

But luft’s effe& is tempe#t after fun ; “

Love’s gentle fpring doth always frefh remain,.

Lof’s winter comes ere fammer half be done?,
Love furfeits not; luft like a glatton dies

- Love is all truth; Iuft full of forged lies.

More I could tell, bat more I dare not fay.;
The text is old, the orator too green. -

7 Whes reafon is the bawd to luf’s sbufe.] $a, iﬁ Homin s
¢ And reafos panders will.” BTesvENS, o
3 —love to heaven is fed, Coa ..
. Sisce [westingluf eu carth sfurp’d bisaymay] This information
is of as much confoquence o9 that given us by Homer aboutone of hig
celebrated rivers, which, he fays, was . . .., ., N
46 Xantbus by same to thofe of buseenly birthy
¢¢ But call'd Scamander by the fous of carth.”” SzaRVENS.
9 Love's gentle fpring doth aleways frefo romein,
Lufl's swinter comes ere fummer Mﬁodu(;] So egain, In The Rape
of Lucrece; .
% O rath falfe heat, wrapt in repentant cold | :
¢ Tby bafly fpring fill blafs, and ss'er grows old," Marawze
Ez .. 'Fhere-
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Therefore, in fadnefs, now I will away ;

My face is full of fhame, my heart of teen *:
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended,
Do burn themfelves * for having fo offended.

With this, he breaketh from the fweet embrace
Of thofe fair arms which bound him to her breatt,
And homeward through the dark lawnd * runs apace ;
Leaves Love upon her back deeply diftrefs"d.

Look, how a bright ftar fhooteth from the fky*,

So glides he in the night from Venus' eye ;

Which after him fhe darts, as one on fhore
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend s,

Till the wild waves will have him feen no more,
Whofe ridges ® with the meeting clouds contend :

3 My face is full of fbame, my beart of teen :] Teen Is forrowe See
Vol. V’l/ p- 559{ n. '6{ The wozd is ofu?{; ufed ey Spenfer.f MaAtoxz.
2 Mine ears, that to your waston talk attended,
Do burn, &c.] So, in Cymbeline :
¢ — I do condemn mine ears, that have
¢¢ So leng artended thee.” STEEVENS,
3 —tbe dark lewnd—] So the o@avo, 1596. Lewsd and lesvx were in
old language fynonymous. Themodern editors seadeianes. MasoNx.
4 Look, bow a bright ftar thooteth from the ﬁ],] Soyin K, Rickard If 5
¢¢ I fee thy dloty like a fhooting farem,” * i
Again, in A Midfummer-Night's Dream: )
¢ And certyin flars ﬁot madly from their fpberes,
¢ To hear the fea-maid’s mufick,” MaLonzx.
Again, in Troilss and Creffida : )
¢ —and flylike chidden Mercury, :
¢¢ Or like a far dif-orb’d.™ STEEvVEINS,
S, =mgs on¢ on foore.
! Gaxzi :{u latexmbarked friend,] Perhaps Otway had this
yaflage in his thoaghts when he wrote the following lines:
¢¢ Methinks I ftand upon 2 naked beach,
¢¢ Sighing to winds, and to the feas complaining ;
¢¢ While afar off the veffel fails away, .
€¢ Where all the treafure of my foul’s embark’d. Maroxz.
- Sce the fcene in Cymbeline where Imogen tells Pifanio how he ought
tohave gazed after the veflel in which Pofthumus was embark'd. STEE V.
© Till the wild wavesem
Wbeferidges=] -So, in King Lear:
. 8 Horaswelk'd and wav'd like the enridged %ea,” STzEVvENS.
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So did the mercilefs and Xitchy night

Fold in the obje¢t that did feed her fight.

Whereat amaz’d, as one that unaware

Hath dro P’d a precious jewel in the flood, -

Or ’!ﬁonitﬁ d as night-wanderers often are?,

Their light blown out in fome miftruftful wood s
Even fo confounded in the dark fhe lay,
Having loft the fair difcovery of her way®.

And now fhe beats her heart, whereat it groans,
That all the neighbour-caves, as feeming troubled,
Make verbal repetition of her moans ;
Paflion on paffion deeply is redoubled :
Ab me! the cries, and twenty times, wos, awoe ! )
And twenty echoes twenty times cry fo.

She marking them, begins a wailing note,
And fings extemp’rally a woeful ditty ;
How love makes young men thrall, and old men dote ;
How love is wife in folly, foolith-witty:
Her heavy anthem ftill concludes in woe,
And flill the choir of echoes anfwers fo.

Her fong was tedious, and outwore the night,
For lovers’ hours are long, though feeming fhore :
If pleas’d themfelves, others, they think, delight
In fuch like circumftance, with fuch like fport :
Their copiqus ftories, oftentimes begun,
End without audience, and are never done.

7 Or *Ronith’d as night-wanderers oftem are,] So, in K. Lears
66 —the wrathful fkies
¢¢ Gallow the very wanderers of the dark.” STREVENS,
$ —tbe s/‘-ir difcovery of ber wey.] 1 would read—difcoverer, i. e,
Adonis. STrRVvRNs,
The old reading appears to me to afford the fame meaning, and is
lf:rely more poetical. Our authour ufes a fimilar phrafeology in Corie-
LY :
¢ Lef you fhould chance to whip your information,
{i. e. your informer.
¢¢ And beat the meflenger who bids beware
¢ Of what is to be dreaded.” Marownx, '
E 3 For
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For who hath fhe to fpend the night withal,
But idle founds, refembling parafites ;
Like fhrill-tongu’d tapfters anfwering every call, -
Soothing the humour of fantaftick wits?
She faid, ’tisfo: they anfwer all, *ris fo;
And would fay after her, if fhe faid »o.

Lo! here the gentle lark, weary of reft,
From his moift cabinet mounts nE on high,
And wakes the morning, from whofe filver breaft
"The fun arifeth in his majefty ;
Who doth the world {o glorioufly behold,
That cedar-tops and hills feem burnifh’d gold *.

Venus falutes him with this fair good-morrow:

O thou clear god®, and patron of all light,

From whom each lamp and thining ftar doth borrow

The beauteous influence that makes him bright,

. - There

9 Like prill-tongu’d tapfers anfewering every call,

Soolﬁ;‘ the tﬁow?fauﬁick wits ?]”,But the exercife of this
fantaflick humour is not fo properly the charalter of wits, as of per-
fons of a wild and jocular extravagance of temper, To fuit this idea,
as well as to clofe the rhime more fully, I am perfuaded the poet wrote 3

Soothing the humour of fantaftick wightss Tanesasd.

Like fhrill.tongu’d taplers anfwering every call,

Scotbing the bumeur of fantaftick wits ?] See the fcene of ¢ Aaow,
anon, Sir," in K. Henry IV. P, 1.——Had Mr. Theobald been asfamiliar
with ancient pamphlets as he pretended to have been, he would have
known that the epithet fesreffick is applicd with fingular propriety to
the wits of Shakfpeare's age. The rhime, like many others in the fame
piece, may be weak, but the old reading is certainly the true one.

SrrEvNs,
3That cedar-tops and bills feem burnifp'd gold.] So, in his 33d Sonnets
¢ Full many a glorious morning have I feen
¢ Flatter-the mountain-tops with fovereign eye §
¢« Kiffing with golden face the meadows green ;
¢¢ Gilding pale ftreams with heavenly alchymy.” Maroxzx,

2 O thow clear gody &c.] Perbaps Mr. Rowe had read the lines that
compofe this fanza, before he wrote the following, with which the firft
a& of his Ambisions Stepmecber concludes :

. + 6 Our glorious fun, the fource of light and heat,
(] Wbo"e influence chears the world he did create,
¢¢ Shall fmile on thee from his meridian fkies,
-~ % And own the kindred beauties of thine eyes j
¢ Thine

.
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There lives a fon, that fuck’d an earthly mother,
May lend thes light?, as thou doft lend to other.

This faid, fhe haficth to a myrtle grove,
Mufing ¢ the morning is fo much o’er-worn §
And yet fhe hears po tidings of her love
She hearkens for his hounds, and for hishorn g
/Anon fhe hears them chsunt it luftily,
And all in hafte fhe coagioth to the cry *.

And as fhe runs, the bufhes in the way

Some catch her by the neck, fome kifs her face,

‘Some twine aboat her thigh to make her flay ;

She wildly breaketh from their ftri&t embrace,
Like a milch doe, whofe fwelling dugs do ake,
Hafting to feed her fawn $ hid in fome braké.

By this, fhe hears the hounds are at 2 bay,

Whereat fhe ftarts, like one that fpies an adder

‘Wreath’d up in facal folds, jugt in his way, -

"The fear whereof doth make him fhake and thudder ;
Even fo the timareus zelpin -of the hounds
Appals her fenfes, and ker {pright confounds.

¢¢ Thine eyes, which, could his own falr beams decay,
¢ Might thine for him, and blefs the world with day.”” 8Tx V.
3 Tbere lives ¢ fon, thot [weh'd an sarshly masber,
May lend thee light,—] 80, in Remeo and Fuliet ;
¢ —Her eye in haaven, . _—
¢ Would through the airy reglon ftream fo bright,
¢¢ That birds would fing, and think it were not night.”
: Maronz,
4 Mufing—] in ancient language is wondering. Ses Vol. IV. p. 375,
n.8. Marone.
® —be coafteth to tbe cry.] is e. She advanceth. So, In Treifus
aad Creffida :
¢ O thefe enconnterers, fo glib of tongue, *
% That give a coafling welcome, ere it come!' MaLoxx.
S Like a milch doe, wkofe fwelling dugs de ake,
Haping tofeed her fawn—] So,in As you fike it
¢ While, like a doe, 1 go to find my faws,
“ Andgiveit food,”” STEEVENS.

E 4 For
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For now fhe knows it is no gentle chafe,
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, -
Becaufe the cry remaineth in one place,
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim -aloud :
Finding their enemy to be fo curft,
They all frain court’fy who fhall cope him firft,

‘This difmal cry rings fadly in her ear,

‘Through which it enters to furprife her heart ;

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodlefs fear,

‘With cold pale weaknefs numbs each feeling part:
Like foldiers, when their captain once doth yield,
They bafely fly, and dare not ftay the field.

Thus ftands fhe in a trembling ecftacy ®;

Till, cheering up her fenfes fore-difmay’d,

She tells them, ’tis a caufelefs fantafy,

And childith errour that they are afraid ;
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more 3w
And with that word fhe {py’d the hunted boar ;

Whofe frothy mouth, bepainted all with red,

Like milk and blood being mingled both together,

A fecond fear through all her finews fpread,

Which madly hurries her fhe knows not whither :
This way fhe runs, and now fhe will no farther,
But back retires, to rate the boar for murther,

A thoufand fpleens bear her a thoufand ways ;
* She treads the path that fhe untreads again ;

Her more than hafte is mated with delays?,

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain ;

® Tbus fands fbe in a trembling ecRacy 3] Ecfacy anciently figni
any violent pertugpation of mind. gSee Vol. V. p. 361, 0. 9. 184

Ags 5 Maronz,
Again, in tbe Comedy of Ervors :
"¢ Mark, how he sremblech in his eclacy I STxERVENS,
7 Her more thax bafle is mated with delays,] is confounded or deftray-
ed by dejay. Ses Yol, IV.p, 116, o, 8, The modern cditigns read
warred, MAavLoNx.

Full
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Full of refpe&;l{et nought at all refpe@ing ® 3

In hand with all things, nought at all effeing.

Here kennel'd in a brake fhe finds a hound,
And atks the weary caitiff for his mafter ;
And there another licking of his wound, ,
*Gainft venom’d fores the only fovereign plafter ;
And here fhe meets another fadly fcowling,
To whom the fpeaks; and he replies with howling.

When he had ceas’d his ill-refounding noife,
Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim,
Againft the welkin vollies out his voice ;

Another and another anfwer him ;

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below,
Shaiing their fcratch’d ears, bleeding as they go,

Look, how the world’s poor people are amaz’d
At apparitions, figns, and prodigies,
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz'd,
Infufing them with dreadful prophecies ;
So fhe at thefe fad figns draws up her breath,
And, fighing it again, exclaims on death,

Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,
Hateful divorce of love, (thus chides fhe death,)
Grim-grinning ghoft, earth’s worm, what doft thop mean,
To Rifle beauty, and to fteal his breath,

Who when he liv’d, his breath and beauty fet

Glofs on the rofe, fmell to the violet ?

If he be dead,—O no, it cannot be,

Seeing his beauty, thou fhould’ft ftrike at it j=
O yes, it may ; thou haft no eyes to fee,

But hatefully at random doft thou hit,

. ® Full of refpe@ —] i. e, full of circumfpe&ion, and wife confidera-
tion. See anote in the Rape of Lucrce, ft. 40, on the words—m¢¢ ¢¢ Rew
Jpe& and reafon wait on wrinkled age.”’—This is one of our authour’s
Rice obfenations, No one affe@s more wifdom than a drunken man,

Matonz,

Thy
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Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy falfe dart
Miftakes that aim, and cleaves an infaut’s hoart,

Hadit thou but bid beware, then he had fpoke,

And hearing him, thy power had loft his power,

The deftinies will curfe thee for this firoke ;

They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’ft a flowers
Love’s golden arrow at him thould have fled,
And not death’s ebon dart, to frike him dead.

Doft thou drink tears®, that thon provok’# fach weeping 2
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ?
‘Why haft thou cak into cternal fleeping
‘Thofe eyes that taught all other eyes to fee??
Now Natare cares not for thy mortal vigour,
Since heg beft work is ruin’d with thy rigour.

Here overcome, as one full of defpair,
She vail’d her eye-lids®, who, like fluices, fopp’d
‘The cryftal tide that from her two cheeks fair
In the fweet channel of her bofom dropp’d ;
But through the flood-gates breaks the filver rain ®,
And with his ftrong courfe opens them again,

8 wdrink tearsy—] So, in Pope's Blifa :
¢ And drink the falling tears each other theds.™® Srzevrng.
Rowe had before adopted this expreffion in his Fase Sbore, 27131
¢ Feed on my fighs, and drisk my falling tears.”
See alfo K. Hery ¥1. P. 111, .
¢« —for every word I fpeak,
¢¢ Ye fec I drink the water of mine eyes.” Marone,
9 Thofe cyes that taughi all otber eyes to fee #] So,in Remes.and Fuliars
¢ O, fhe doth reach the torches to burn bright.* Marowz.
Y Sbe vail'd ber gye-fids,~—) She lossered or clofed her cye.lids. 8o,
in Hamlet:
¢ Do not for ever with thy wvailed lids
¢ Seek for thy noble father in the duft,”
See alfo Vol. V. p.285,n.9. Maronz. | .
t But through the flood-gates breaks the filoor rain,] So, in King
8eniy 1V, P. 1:
¢ For tears do Rop the food-gares of her cyes.,” Strzvans.

O how
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O how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow !
Her eyes {een in the tears, tears in her eye;
Both cryftals, where they view’d each other’s forrow 3
Sorrow, that friendly fighs fought fill to dry 5
But like a flormy day, now wind, now rain 3,
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again.

Variable paflions throng her conftant woe,
As ftriving which fhould beft become her grief3
All entertain’d, each paflion labours fo,
That every prefent forrow {eemeth chief,
Bat none is beft ; then join they all together, °
Like many clouds confulting for foul weather.

By this, far off the hears fome huntfman holla ;
A nurfe’s fong ne’er pleas’d her babe fo well ;
‘The dire imagination fhe did follow 4
‘This found o hope doth labour to expell ;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice,

And flatters her, it 1s Adoais’ voice.

‘Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,

Being prifon’d in her eye, like pearlsin glafs$;

Yet fometimes falls an orient drop befide,

Which her cheek melts, as fcorning it fhould pafs,
To wath the foul face of the fluttith ground,
Who is bat drunken, when fhe feemeth drown’d.

3 —like a flormy day, now windy now rein,] In this fanza we meet
with fome traces of Cordelia’s forrow 3
¢¢ — you havefeen .
¢¢ Sunfhine and rain at oncs,” &c. STERIVENS,
80 alfo, in A/I's well thas ends well :
¢¢ I am not a day of the feafon,
¢¢ For thou may'ft fec a funthine and a hail
¢ In meat once.” MarLoNE.

& Thedire imagingtion fboc did follow] So the o&avo, 1506. The edi-
tion of 1600 has—dry. The conftruion is, this found of hope doth la-.
bour to expel the dire imagination, &c. MaLons,

S e=like pearls is glafe;] So, in X, Lear:

¢ Like pearls from diamends dropt.” STEZVENSe
® —tbe fluteifl ground, .
Whois but drunken,—] S> in K. Ricbard 11 :
¢ —England’s lawful eartd, .
@ Unlawfully made drunk withinnocentblood,” Matonz.

5 O hard-
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O hard-believing love, how firange it feems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous !
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes
Defpair and hope make thee ridiculous :
he one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,
‘With likely thoughts® the other kills thee quickly.

Now fhe unweaves the web that fhe had wrought 3

Adonis lives, and death is not to blame ;

It was not fhe that call’d him all to nought ;

Now fhe adds honour to his hateful name ; -
She clepes him king of graves, and grave for kings 3
Imperious fupreme? of all mortal things.

No, no, (quoth fhe,) fweet Death, I did but jeft;
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear,
When as I met the boar?, that bloody beaft,
Which knows no pity, but is fill fevere;

Then, gentle fhadow, (trath I maft confefs,)

I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s deceafe.

*Tis not my faclt: the boar provok’d my tongue;
Be wreak’d on him, invifible commander?;
>Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong ;
1 did but a&, he’s authour of thy flander:
Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet
Could rule them both, without ten women’s wit.

© With likely thosghts—] The edition of 1596 has—Tbe likely
&c. the compofitor having caught the word Tbe from the line above.
‘The corre€tion was made in that of 1600, Matronx,

7 lmperious fupreme—] So the firft o&avo. That of 1600 reads Fm-
perial.  The original is the true reading, and had formerly the fame
meaning. So, in Troilus and Creffida :

¢¢ I thank thee, moft imperions Agamemnon.” Maronk.

8 When as I wer the boar,—] When as and whes were ufed indife
criminately by our ancicnt writers. MAronk,

9 —iwgbh commander ;] 8o, in K. Yobn;

¢ Deatb, baving prey'd upon the outward parts,
¢¢ Leaves them invifible; and his fiege is now
$¢ Againft the minds” Maronz.

Thus
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Thus hoping that Adonis is alive,

Her rath fufpe& fhe doth extenuate* ;

And that his beauty may the better thrive,

With death fhe humbly doth infinuate?;
Tells him of trophies, flatues, tombs?; and fories*
His viQories, his triumphs, and his glories.

O Jove, c}uoth fhe, how much a fool was I,
‘To be of fuch a weak and filly mind,
‘To wail his death, who lives, and muft not die,
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind !
For he being dead, with him is beauty flain 9,
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again®.

Y Her rafb fufpe e doth extenuate ;] Su/pel is fafpicion. So, ia

our authour’s 7oth Soanes ¢
¢ The ornament of beauty is fufpe2.”” MaLronz.

2 Wub death fbe bumbly doth infinuate ;] To infisuate meant formere
1y, to footh, o flatter. To infinuate with was the phrafeology of Shake
fpeare’s time.  So, in Twelfth Night :

¢¢ Defire him not to flatter with his lord.” Mavronz.

3 Tells bim of tropbies, fatues, tombs;—] As Venus is here bribing
Death with flatteries to fpare Adonis, the editors could not help think~
ing of pompous tombs. But tombs are no honour to Death, confidered
as a being, but to the parties buried. I much fufpe® our author intended :

Tells him of trophies, ftatues, domes—. Tuxzosarp.

The old copy is undoubtedly right. Tomds are in one fenfe beaonrs to
Deatb, inafmuch as they are fo many memorials of his triumphs over
mortals. Befides, the idea of 2 number of tombs naturally prefents to our
mind the dome or building that contains them ; fo that nothing is obe
tained by the change.

As. Mr. Theobald never publithed an edition of Shakfpeare’s poems,
thie reader may perhaps wonder where his obfervations upon them have
been found. They are inferted in the fecond velume of Dr. Jortin's
Mifcellansons Obfervations s antbors, 8vo, 1731. Maronz.

4 ——and ftories

Hiy wiGories, bis triumpbs, and bis glovies.] This werb is allo ufed
in The Rape of Lucrece: '
: ¢ ‘He fories to her ears her hufband’s fame—",

Again, in Cymbeline: % How worthy he is, I will leave to appear here-
after, rather than flory him in his own hearing.” Maronx.

5 For be being dead, with bim is beauty flain,] So, in Romeo and Fuliet :

¢¢ O, the is rich in beanry ; only poor,
¢ That, when the dies, with bcanty dies ber flore.” MarLoNg.

S And, beanty dead, black chaos comes again.] The fame expreffion

oscurs jn Ocbello :
¢ Excellent wretch | Perdition catch my foul, “B
* Bat
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Fie, fie, fond love, thou art fo full of fear,
As one with treafure laden, hemm’d with thieves g
Trifles, unwitnefled with eye or ear,
Thy coward heart with falfe bethinking grieves ®.
ven at this word fhe hears a merry horn,
Whereat fhe leaps, that was but late forlora.

As faulcon to the lure, away fhe flies; :

The grafs ftoops not, fhe treads on it fo light7;

And 1n her haite unfortunately fpies

The foul boar’s conqueft on her fair delight 3
Which feen, her eyes, as murder’d with the view,
Like ftars atham’d of day, themfelves withdrew.

Or, as the fnail, whofe tender horns being hit,
Shrinks backward in his fhelly cave with pain®,
And there, all fmother’d up, in fhade doth fit,
Long after fearing to creeﬁ forth again ;
So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled
Into the deep dark cabins of her head :

Where they refign their office and their light

To the difpofing of her troubled brain ; '

Who bids them fill confort with ugly night?,

And never wound the heart with loogs again ;
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, .
By their fuggeftion gives a deadly groan,

¢¢ ButI do love thee! and when I love thee not,
¢ Chavs iscome again. MaLONER. .
® —with falfe besbinking grieves.] Here the falfe concord cannet b
corre@ed on account of the thyme. ~See p. 66, n. 9. MALONE.
7 TDe grafs floops not,y fbe treads o it fo light 3 ]
¢¢ 1lla per intaétas fegetes, vel fumma volaret
¢¢ Gramina, nec tencras curfu leefiffet arittas.” Virgil, STzzve
$ Or, as the fnail, whofe tender horns being bity
Sbhrinks backward in bis thelly cawe with pain,] So, in Corielanus !
¢ Thrufts forth his borss again into the world ;
¢ Which were in-/bell’d when Marcius ftood for Rome.”™
The former of thefe paffages fupports Mr, Tyrwhitt's readiog of ane
other. See Vol, VIIL. p. 271, and Vol. Il p. §3, n. 5. ST2xVENS,
9 —confort with ugly night,] So, in Remes and Fuliat :
£ To be conforred with the humorous sight.” Mazoxz.
Whereat
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Whereat each tributary fubjet quakes?®;
As when the wind, imprifon’d in the ground 3,
Strugﬁling for paflage, earth’s foundation fhakes,

Which with cold terrour doth men’s mind confound :
This mutiny each part doth fo furprife,
That from their dark beds, once more, leap her eyes;

And, being open’d, threw unwilling fight ?

Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d¢

In hisfoft flank ; whofe wonted lily white

With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench’d$:
No flower was nigh, no grafs, herb, leaf, or weed,
But ftole his blood, and feem’d with him to bleed.

This {olemn {fympathy poor Venus noteth ;
Over one fhoulder doth the hang her head ;
Dumbly the paffions, frantickly fhe doteth®;
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead :
Her voice is ibopg’d, her joints forget to bow 3
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now.

8 Who like a kingesemes
Whereat cach crit.u? fabje& quakes;] So, in Kiwg Lesr?
¢ Ay, svery inch a ks :
. ® When I do ftare, feec how the fubjoi? guakes.”” STaZVENS,
3 As when the wind, imprifon'd ix the gronnd, R
s".‘i’”' Sor paffage, earth’s foundation thakes,] So, in Kisg
Bury 7. P.1:
6 emmoft the teeming esrth
 Jg with a kind of cholick pinch'd and vex'd
¢ By the imprifening of unrely wind
* Within her womb § which, for enlargement ftriving,
¢¢ Shakes the old beldame earth,” &c. STzavens.

3 —wnwilling fight—] The carlieft oftavo reads—mighr. The correc-
tion wae made in the edition of 1600. Mavoxs.

4 —tbat the boer bad trench’d—] Trench'd is cut. Trawcher, Fr. See
Vol.IV. p. 368, n. 9. Masone.

S ewiwas dresch’d ;] Firft oavo—bad drench’d, the compofitor having
caught the word bad from the line above, Corre@ed in the edition of
O Dumbly o pui ly fbe dueth,] This vesb ufed

© Dumbly fbe paffions, ick 3 is vesb is again
by our aut.ﬁ'cmp; in The T-z{:‘::ﬂ{-ﬁ’o Verona:

: “ Madam, 'twas Arsiadace, pafionin
¢ For Thefeus’ pesjury and unjuft éght.” Mazouz.

Upon
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Upon his hurt fhe looks fo ftedfaftly, .

ngt her fight dazling makes the wound feem three ;

And then fhe reprehends her mangling eye,

That makes more gafhes where no breach thould be :
His face feems twain, each feveral limb is doubled ;
For oft the eye miftakes, the brain being troubled.

My tongue cannot exprefs my grief for one,

Ax{d yetg, quoth fhe, ’g::hold twg Adons dead!

My fighs are blown away, my falt tears gone,

Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead:
Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire?!
So fhall [ die by drops of hot defire.

Alas, poor world, what treafure haft thou loft!
‘What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing ?
‘Whofe tongue is mufick now ®? what canft thou boaft
Of things long fince, or any thing enfuing ?
The flowers are fweet ®, their colours frefh and trim ;.
But true-fweet beauty liv’d and dy’d in him.

Bonnet or veil henceforth no creature wear !

Nor fun nor wind will ever ftrive to kifs you?:

Having no fair to lofe*, you need not fear ;

‘The fun doth fcorn you, and the wind doth hifs you®: B
at

7 —mine eyes” ved fire 1] The edition of 1506 reads——red os fire, Iny
the copy of 1600 red is omitted, and asretained. MatroNk.

8 Whofe tongue is mufick now P —) So, in The Comedy of Errors :

¢¢ That never words were mufick to thine ear.” MaLoNz.

® The flowers are fweet—] I fufpe@ Shakfpeare wrote—Tby flowersy
&c. Maronz. '

9 e—ntor wind will ever firive to kifs you :] So, In Otbellos

¢ The bawdy wind that kiffes all it meets. STEXVINS,

Again, in Tbe Mercbant of Venice.

: ¢ Hugg'd and embraced by the ftrumpet wind.” MALONE.

* Having no fair to lofe—] Fair was form-rly ufed as a fubftantive, in
¢he fenfe of bcauty. So, in The Comedy of Ervers:

¢ wmMy decayed fair
¢ A funny look ot his would foon repair."

See alfo Vol, 111. p. 170, n. 6.

Ic appears from the correfponding rhime, and the jingle in the prefeat
line, that the word fear was pronounced in the time of Shakfpeare as if
It were written fare, It is 1till fo pronounced in Warwickfhire, and by
the vulgarin Ireland. Maronk.

8 etbe wind dotb hifs you ;] So, in Rimes and Julics :

€6 amthe
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But when Adonis liv’d, fun and fharp air
Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of his fair;

And thercfore would he put his bonnet on, ,
Under whofe brim the gaudy fun would peep 3
The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,
Play with his locks 3 ; then would Adonis weep :
And ftraight, in pity of his tender years,
They both would ftrive who firft thould dry his tears.

To fee his face, the lion walk’d along
Behind fome hedge, becanfe he would not fear him*;
To recreate himfelf when he hath fung,
The tyger would be tame *, and gently hear him §
If he had fpoke, the wolf would leave his prey,
And never fright the filly lamb that day.

‘When he beheld his fhadow in the brook,

The fifhes {pread on it their golden gills ;

‘When he was by, the birds fuch pleafure took,

‘That fome would fing, fome other in their bills
Would bring him mulberries, and ripe red cherries g
He fed them with his fight, they him with berries.

Bat this foul, grim, and urchin-fnouted boar9,
Whofe downward eye fill looketh for a grave,
Ne’er faw the beauteous livery that he wore ;
Witnefs the entertainment that he gave :

If he did fee his face, why then I know,

He thought to kifs him, and hath kill’d him fo®.

Tis
€6 e the winds, )
¢ Who, nothing hurt withal, bifs’d him in fcom.” Strzvens.
3 Play’d witbh bislocks ;] So the o&avo, 1596, That of 1600 has—e
lokes. Maronk, .
4 —becaufe be would not fear bim ;] Becaufe he would not terrify
him. So, in K. Hesry V1. P.11:
¢ For Warwick was a bug that fear’d usall.” MaroNEe
S —xoben be bath fung,
Tbe tyger would be tame,] So, in Otbello s
¢ She would fing the favagene[s ous of a bear.™ STEEIVENS4
6 —urebin- fnouted boar,] An urchin is a_hedgehog, MAroNE.
® He thought to kifs bimy and batb kill'd bim fo.] This conceit of th'o
Vou. X, F boar’s
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>Tis true, ’tis true ; thus was Adonis flain;

He ran upon the boar with his fharp fpear, -

‘Who would not whet his teeth at him again,

But by a kifs thought to perfwade him there ;
And nuzzling in his flank, the loving fwine
Sheath’d, unaware, his tufk in his foft groin?,

Had I been tooth’d like him, I muft confefs

With kiffing him I fhould have kill’d him firft ;

But he is dead, and never did he blefs

My youth with his ®; the more I am accurft.
With this fhe falleth in the place fhe ftood,
And fains her face with his congealed blood,

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale;
She takes him by the hand, and that 1s cold ;
She whifpers in his ears a heavy tale,
As if they heard the woeful words fhe told ;
She li(}t's the coffer-lids that clofe his eyes,
‘Wherelo! two lamps, burnt out, in darknefs lies? T
' wo

boat"s having killed Adonis inadvertently , when he meant only to kifs
" him, is found in the joth Idyllium of Theocritus, but there was no
granflation of that poet in our authour’s time. MALONEZ.
7 ——tbe loving fwine
Sbeath'd, unaware, bis tufk in bis foft groin.] So, in Tde Shespe
Peard's Song of Venss and Adonis, 1600 o
¢ On the ground he lay,
¢ Blood had left his cheeke 3
¢¢ For an orped fwine ' !
¢ Smit bim in the groyne;
¢¢ Deadly wotnd his death did bring ;
¢ Which when Venus found,
¢¢ She fell in a fwound,
% And, awakte, her hands did wring.” Matroneg.
$ My youth witb bis;] Thus the o&avo, 1596. The edition of 1636,
and the modern copies, read,—my moutb; which cannot be right, for
Adonis bad granted her a kifs. )
¢ He with her plenty prefs’d, fhe faint with dearth,
8¢ (Their lips together glew'd ) fell to the earth.”” Marong.
9 ==two lamps, durnt eut, in darknefs lies.] The fame want of grame
mar isdifcoverable in Cymbeline :
¢ His fteeds to water at thofe /prings
§¢ On chalic’d flow’rs that /i, STxzVENS, s
' . ¢



VENUS AND ADONIS. 6

Two glafles, where herfelf herfelf beheld

A thoufand times, and now no more refle& ;

Their virtue loft, wherein they late excell’d,

And every beauty robb’d of his effeét:
Wonder of time, ‘quoth fhe, this is my fpite®,
That, you being dead, the day fhould yet be light.

Since thou art dead, lo! here I prophefy,
Sorrow on love hereafter fhall attend ;
It fhall be waited on with jealoufy,
Find fweet bcginninf, but unfavoury end ;
Ne’er fettled equally, but high orlow?;
That all love’s pleafure fhall not match his woe.

It fhall be fickle, falfe, and full of fraud ;

Bud and be blafted in a breathing-while;

‘The bottom poifon, and the top o’er-ftraw’d ®

With fweets, that fhall the trueft fight beguile:
The ftrongeft body fhall it make moft weak ;
Strike the wife'dumb, and teach the fool to fpeak.

It fhall be fparing, and too full of riot,

‘Teaching decrepit age to tread the meafures ?;

The ftaring ruﬂi‘;u fhall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treafures :
It thall be raging-mad, and filly-mild,
Make the young old, the old become a chjld.

So, alfo, in K. Richard 11,
& ammmthere lies
¢ Two kisfmen digg’d their graves with weeping eyes.”

‘This inaccuracy may be found in every page of our authour’s works,
as well asin thofe of many of his contemporaries and predeceflors. In
a very few places either the metre or the rhimes render it incurabig.
See Vol. L. p. 46, n. 8, and Vol. IL, p. 419, n. 7. MaLoONE.

8 —tbis is my [pite,] This is done, purpofely to vex and diftrefs me.

Matrosz.

2 Neer fettled equally, but high, or low;] So, in The Midfummer

Night's Dream :
¢¢ The courfe of true love never did run fmooth, &c.
¢ Ocrofs! too bigh to be enthrall'd to lew, &c. STEEVENS.

® wo'er-firaw’d :] So the old cop{, and fuch perhaps was the pro-
nunciation of o’er-firew’d in our authour’s time. Formerly, however,
our poets often changed the termination of words for the fake of rhyme.

Mavons,

3 nte tread the meafures ;] To dalv;ce. SeeVol. I1.p.405, 0. 4. MaLoN In.

2 t
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1t fhall fufpe&, where is no caufe of fear;

It fhall not fear, where it fhould moft miftruft;

It fhall be merciful, and too fevere,

And moft deceiving, when it feems moft juft;
Perverfe it thall be, when it fhews moft toward 3
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward.

It fhall be caufe of war#4, and dire events,
And fet diffention ’twixt the fon and fire ;
Subje& and fervile to all difcontents,
As dry combuftious matter is to fire ;
Sith in his prime death doth my love deftroy,
They that love beft, their loves fhall not enjoy,

By this, the boy that by her fide lay kill’d,
Was melted like a vapour from her fight 3,

And in his blood, that on the ground lay fpill'd,
A purple flower fprung up, checquer’d with white
Refembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood

Which in round drops upon their whitenefs ftood,

She bows her head, the new-fprung flower to {mell,
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath ;
And fays, within her bofom it fhall dwell,
Since he himfelf is reft from her by death:
She cr?s the ftalk, and in the breach appears
Green dropping fap, which fhe compares to tears,

Poor flower, quoth fhe, this was thy father’s guife,
(Sweet iffue of @ more fweet-{melling fire,)

& It pall be caufe of war, &c.] Several of the effedls here pres
diQed of love, in Tim:n of Atbens are afcribed to go/ds STEEVENI,
$ Was melted like a vapour—] So, in Macbeth :
¢¢ —and what feem'd corporal, me/ted
¢ Like breath into thewind.” STEEvENS,
Again, in Tbe Tempeft
¢¢ ——Thefe our a&ors,
¢ As 1 forctold you, were all fpirits, and
¢¢ Are melted into air, into thig aif,”” MaLONE.

[ . Fer
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For every little griefto wet his eyes:
‘To grow unto himfelf was his defire,
And fo ’tis thine ; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breaft, as in his blood.

Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breaft$;

‘Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right:

Lo! in this hollow cradle take thy reft,

My throbbing heart thall rock thee day and night:
There thall not be one minute in an hour,
‘Wherein I will not kifs my fweet love’s flower.

Thus weary of the world, away fhe hies,
And yokes her filver doves ; by whofe fwift aid,
"Their miftrefs mounted through the empty fkies
In her light chariot quickly is convci’d;
Holding their courfe to Paphos, where their queen
Means to immure herfelf and not be feen?,

6 —bere in my breaft;] The old copy reads—=here is my breaft, I

have received Mr, Theobald’s emendation for the reafons he afligns.
Matroxe,
As Venus fticks the flower to which Adonis is turned, in her bofom,
I think we muft read againft all the copies, and with much more ele-
ance:
¢ Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breaft—
for it was her breaft which the would infinuate to have been Adonis®
beds Theclofe of the preceding ftanza partly warrants this changes
¢ ——but know it is as good
¢¢ To wither in my breaft, as in his blood.™
as the fucceeding lines in this ftanza likewife do:
¢ Lo | in this hollow cradle take thy ret.,” TuzomaLD,

7 This poem is reccived as one of Shakfpeare’s undifputed per-
formances,—a circumftance which recommends it to the notice it mighe
otherwife have efcaped.

There are fome excellencies which are lefs graceful than even their
oppofite defe@s ; there are fome virtues, which being merely conftitu-
tional, are entitled to very fmall degrees of praifc. Our poet might
defign his Adonis to engage our eftecm, and yet the fluggith coldnefs of
his difpofition is as offenfive as the impetuous forwardnefs of his wanton
miftrefs. To exhibit a young man infenfible to the carefies of tranfcen
dent beauty, is to defcribe a being too rarely feen to be acknowledged as
a natural chara@er, and when feen, of too little value to deferve fuch
toil of reprefentations No elogiums are due to Shakfpeare’s hero on
the fcore of mental chaflity, for he does not pretend te have fubdu;;l

Fj s
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his defires to his moral obligations. He ftrives indeed, with Platoniek
abfurdity, to draw that line which was never drawn, to make that dif-
tin&ion which never can be made, to feparate the purer from the

part of love, affigning limits, and afcribing bounds to each, and calling
them by different names; but if we take his own word, he will be
found at laft only to prefer one gratification to another, the fports of the
field to the enjoyment ofimmortal charms. The reader will eafily cone
fefs that no great refpe@ is due to the judgment of fuch a would.be
Hercules, with fuch a choice before him.—In fhort, the fory of Jofe
and the wife of Potiphar is the more interefting of the twoj
paffions of the former are repreflfed by confcious re&itude of mind, and
obedience to the higheft law. The prefent narrative only includes the
difappointment of an eager female, and the death of an unfufceptible
boy. The deity, from her language, fhould feem to have been edu-
cated in the fchool of Meflalina; the youth, from his backwardnefs,
might be fufpeéted of having felt the difcipline of a Turkifh feraglio.

It is not indeed very clear whether Shakfpeare meant on this occa~
fion, with Le Brun, to recommend continence as a virtue, or to try his
hand with Aretine on a liczntious canvas. If our poet had any moral
defign in view, he has been unfortunate in his condu& of it. The
fhield which he lifts in defence of chaftity, is wrought with fuch mere.
tricious imagery as cannot fail to counterpoife a moral purpofe.e=Shakf-
peare, however, was no unfkilful mythologi®t, and muft have known
that Adonis was the offspring of Cynaras and Myrrha, His judgment
therefore would have prevented him from raifing an example of conti-
nence out of the produce of an inceftuous bed.— Confidering this piece
only in the light of a jeu d’¢fprit, written without peculiar tendency,
we fhall even then be forry that our author was unwilling to leave the
chara@er of his hero as he found it; for the common and more pleafing
fable affures us, that

¢ ——when bright Venus yielded up her charms,

¢¢ The bleft Adonis languifh'd in her arms.”
We fhould therefore have been better pleafed to have feen him' in the
fituation of Afcanius,

¢ —cum gremio fotum dea tollit in altos

¢¢ Jdaliz lucos, ubi mollis amaracus illum

¢¢ Floribus et multa afpirans comple@itur umbra 3"
than in the very a& of repugnance to female temptation, felf-denial
being rarely found in the catalogue of Pagan virtues.

If we enquire into the poctical merit of this performance, it will do
0o honour to the reputation of its author. The great excellence of
Shakfpeare is to be fought in dramatick dialogue, exprefling his inti-
mate acquaintance with every paffion that fooths or ravages, exalts or
debafes the human mind. Dialogue is a form of compofition which
hasbeen known to quicken even the genius of thofe who in mere unin-
terrupted narrative have funk to a level with the multitude of common
writers, The fmaller picces of Otway and Rowe have added nothing to
their fame,

St
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Let it be remembered too, that a contemporary author, Dr, Gabriel

o

Harvey, points out the Vewnus and Adonis as a favourite only with rbe
Joung, while graver readers beftowed their attention on the Rape of
Lucrece.  Here I cannot help obferving that the poetry of the Roman
legend is no jot fuperior to that of the mythological flory. A tale which
Ovid has completely and affeingly told in about one hundred and forty
werfes, our author has coldly and imperfetly fpun out into near two
thoufand. The attention therefore of thefe graver perfonages muft
have been engaged by the moral tendency of the piece, rather than by
the force of ftylc in which it is relatede STxxVENS.

This firft eflay of Shakfpeare’s Mufe does not appear to me by an
means fo void of poetical merit as it has been reprefented. In what hig
eftimation it was held in our authours life-time, may be colle@ed from
what has been already obferved in the preliminary remark, and from
the circumftances mentioned in a note which the reader will find at the
end of The Rape of Lucrece,

Gabriel Harvey's words as quoted by Mr. Steevens in a note on Ham-
Jty (not that tﬁe judgment of one who thought that Englith verfes
ought to be conftru&ted according to the rules of Latin profody, is of
much value,) are thefe. ¢ The younger fort take mach delight in
Shakefpeare’s Venus and Adonis: but his Lucrece, and his tragedy of
Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, have in them to pleafe the wifer fort.””

To the other elogiums on this piece may be added the concluding lines
of a poem entitled Mirrba the Motber of Adonis; or Lufles Prodegies,
by William Barkfted, 1607 :

¢« But ftay, my Mufe, in thine own confines keep,

¢ And wage not warre with fo deere-lov'd a neighbor ;
¢¢ But having fung thy day-fong, reft and fleep;

¢ Preferve thy fmall fame, and his greater favor.

¢¢ His fong was worthie merit; Shakefpeare, hee

¢« Sung the faire bloflome, thou the wither’d trees

¢ Laurel is due to him; his artand wit

¢ Hath purchas’d it; cyprus thy brows will fit.*

¢¢ Will you read Virgil?* fays Carew in his Differtation on T3¢ exo
cellencic of the Englifb tongne, (publithed by Camden in his Remaines,
3614,) ¢ take the earl of Surrey ;™ [he means Surrey’s tranflation of
the fecoud and fourth /Eneid.] ¢ Catullus? Shakefpeare, and Mar-
lowe’s fragment.” .

In A Remembrance of fome En“léb poets, at the end of  The Com-
plaints of Poetry,” nodate, the authour, after praifing fome other writers,
thus fpcaks of our poet:

¢ And Shakefpeare, thou, whofe honey-flowing vaine

¢ (Pleafing the world) thy praifes doth containe ;

¢ Whofe Venus and whofe Lucrxck, fweet and chafte,
¢ Thy name in fame’s immortal booke have placte ;

¢ Live ever you, atleaft in fame live ever !

¢ Well may the body die, but fame die never.”

To thefe teffimonies I may add that of Edward Phillips, and perbaps
that of Milton, his uncle ; for it is highly probable that the elogium on

F 4 Shakfpeare,

.
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Shakfpeare, given in the Theatrum Poetarum, 1674, was either writtem
or revifed by our great epick poet. In Phillips’s account of the mo-
dern poets our authour is thus defcribed 3

6 WiLL1AM SHAXESPEARE, the glory of the Englith ftage, whofe
nativity at Stratford upon Avon is the higheft honour that town can
boaft of. From an alor of tragedies and comedies, he became a
maker ; and fuch a maker, that though fome others may perhaps pre-
ferve a more exal decorum and aconomie, efpecially in tragedy, never
any exprefs’d a more lofty and tragick heighth, never any reprefented
nature more purely to the life; and where the polifaments of art ate
moft wanting, (as perhaps his learning was not extraordinary,) he
pleafeth with a certain wild and native elegance ; and in a// his writings
hath an unvulgar ftyle, as well in his Penus and Adonis, his Rape of
Lucrece, and other various poems, as in his dramaticks.”

Let us, however, view thefe poems, uninfluenced by any authority.==
‘To form a right judgment of any work, we fhould always take into our
confideration the means by which it was executed, and the contempo-
rary performances of others. The fmaller pieces of Otway and Rowe
add nothing to the reputation which they have acquired by their
dramatick works, becaufe preceding writers had already prodaced
happier compofitions; and becaufe there were many poets, during the
t:riod in which Rowe and Otway cxhibited their plays, who produced

tter poetry, not of the dramatick kind, than theirs: but, if we exe
cept Spenfer, what poet of Shakfpeare’s age produced poems of equaly
or nearly equal, excellence to thofe before us ? Did Turberville? Did
Golding? Did Phaer? Did Drant? Did. Googe? Did Churchyard?
Did Fleming? Did Fraunce? Did Whetflone? Did Gafcoigne ? Did
Sidney? Did Marlowe, Nafhe, Kyd, Harrington, Lilly, Peele,
Greene, Watfon, Breton, Chapman, Danicl, Drayton, Middleton or
;onfon ? Sackville’s Indu&ticn is the only fmall piece of that age, that

recolle®, which can ftand in competition with them. 1f Marlowe
had lived to finith his Hero and Leander, of which he wrote little more
than the firft two Seftiads, he too perhaps might have contefted the
palm with Shakfpeare.

Concerning the length of thefe pieces, which is, 1 think, juftly objected
to, I fhall at prefent only obferve, that it was the faflifon of the day to
write a great number cf verfes on a very flight fubje@®, and our poet in
this as in many other inftances adapted himfelf'to the tafte of his own age.

Itappears to me in the higheft degree improbable that Shakfpeare bad
any moral wiew in writing this poem ; Shakfpeare, who, (as Dr. Joha-
fon has juftly obferved,) generally ¢ facrifices virtue to convenience,
and is fo much more careful to pleafe than to inftru@, that he feems
to write without any moral purpofe ;"*~—who ¢ carries his perfons in-
differently through right and wrong, and at the clofe difmiffes them
without further care, and leaves their examples to operate by chance.”
As little probable is it, in my apprehenfion, that he departed on any
fettled principles from the mythological ftory of Venusand Adonis. As
well might we fuppofe, that in the confiru@ion of his plays he delibe=
fately deviated from the rules of Ariftotle, (of which after the publi-

cation
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cation of Sir Pbilip Sidney’s Treatife he could not be ignorant,) with
a view to produce a more animated and noble exhibition than Ariftotle
or his followers ever knew. His method of proceeding was, I appre«
hend, exally fimilarin both cafes; and he no more deviated from the
claffical reprefentation on any formed and digefted plan, in the one cafe,
than he negle@zd the unities in the other. He merely (as I conceive,)
in the prefentinftance, as in many others, followed the ftory as he found
it already treated by preceding Englith writers; for I am perfuaded
that The Sheepbeard's ;0!‘ of Venus and Adonis, by Henry Conftable,
receded the poem before us. Of this, it may be faid, no proof has
Ceen produced ; and certainly 1 am at prefent unfurnithed with the
means of eftablithing this faét, though I have myfelf no doubts
the fubje@®. But Marlowe, who indifputably wrote before Shakfpeare,
had in like manner reprefented Adonis as ¢ infenfible to the careffes
of tranfcendent beauty.” In his Hero and Leander he thus defcribes
the lady’s drefs :
«¢ The outfide of her garments were of lawne ;
¢¢ The lining purple ilke, with guilt ftars drawne ®;
¢ Her wide fleeves greene, and border’d with a grove,
¢¢ Where Venus in ber naked glory firove
¢ To pleafe the careleffe and difdainful eyes
¢ Of prond Adonis, that before her lies.”
See alfo a pamphlet entitled Newer r00 late, by Robert Green, A, M.
3590, in which the following madrigal is introduced s
¢ Sweet Adon, dar'ft not glance thine eye
¢ (N'oferes wousy mon bel amy ? )
¢¢ Upon thy Venus that muft die ?
¢ Fe wons en prie, pitty me s
8¢ N'oferes wous, mon bel, mon bel,
8¢ N'oferes vousy mon bel amy P

6¢ See, how fad thy Venui lies,
O (N'oferes wous, mon bel amy ?)
¢ Love in hart, and rearsin eyes ;
€6 Fe wons en prie, pitty me.
6¢ Noferes wous, mon bely mon bel,
6 Noferes wous, mon bel amy ¥

. [ .

¢¢ All thy beauties fting my heart ;
§¢ (N'oferes vems, mon belamy 7 )
¢¢ I muft die through Cupid’s dart;
§¢ Fe wous en prie, pitty me.
¢ Noferes wous, mom bely mon bel,
$¢ Noferes wons, mon belamy " &c.
T have not been able to afcertain who it was that firft gave fo extra.
® — with guilt flars drawne;] By drawse I fuppofe the poct ’
that ftars were here and there interfperfed. So, in Kind-Haytes Dreame,
a pamphlet written in 3892 : ¢ = his hofc pain'd with yellow, drawn
out with blew.,” MaLoxx. : '
Vor. X. Fgs ordinary
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ordinary a turn to this celebrated fable, but I (ufpe@ it to have proceeded
from fome of the Italian poets.

The poem already quoted, which I imagine was written by Henry
Conitable, being only found in a very fcarce mifcellany, entitled Eng-
land’s Helicon, quarto, 1600, 1 fhall fubjoin it. Henry Conftable was
the author of fome fonnets prefixed to Sir Philip Sidney’s Defence {
Pocfie, and is « worthily joined (fays A. Wood, ) with Sir Edward s
fome of whofe verfes are preferved in the Paradife of Daintie Dewifesy
1580.—Conftable likewife wrote fome fonnets printed in 1594, and
fome of his verfes are cited in a mifcellaneous colletion entitled Eng-
land’s Parnaffus, 1600. He was of St. John’s college, in Cambridge,
and took the degree of bachelor of arts in 1579. Edmund Bolton in
bis Hypercritica, (which appears to have been written after thé year
3616, and remained in manufcript till 1722, when it was printed by
Hall at the end of Triveti Annales,) has taken a view of fome of our
old Englith pocts, and claffes Conftable with Gafcoigne, Dyer, Warner
and Thomas Sackville, earl of Dorfet.—¢ Noble Henry Conftable
(fays he,) was a great mafter of Englifli tongue, nor had any gentie-
man of our nation a more pure, quick, or higher delivery of conceit;
witnefs among all other, that fonnct of his before his majefty’s Lepanto.
1 have not feen much of Sir Edward Dyer's poetry. Among the leffer
late poets George Gafcoigne’s works may be endured. But the beft of
:‘b/u times, (if Albion's England be not preferred,) is The Mirrour of

lagifirates, and in that Mirrour, Sackville’s Indu&icn,” &c.

The firft eight lines of each ftanza of the following poem ought perhaps
rather tobe printed in four, as the rhymes are in the prefent mode not fo
obvious; but I have followed the arrangement of the old copy, whick
probably was made by the author. Maroxx.

THE SHEEPHEARDS SONG
oF
VENUS AND ADONIS,

VE NUS faire did ride,
siluer doues they drew her,
By the pleafant lawnds, .
ere the funne did rise:
Veftaes beautie rich
open'd wide to view hery
Philomel records
pleafing harmonies.
Euery bird of fpring
Cheerfully did ﬁns,
Paphos® goddefle they falute s
Now
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Now loues queene fo faire
Had of mirth no care,

For her fonne had made her mute;
In her breaft fo tender
He a fhaft did enter,

When her eyes beheld a boy ;
Adonis was he named,
By his mother thamed,

Yet he now is Venus® joy.

Him alone the met,
. ready bound for hunting j
Him fhe kindly greets,
and his journey ftayess
Him fhe feckes to kifle,
no deuifes wanting 3
Him her eyes fill wooe,

bia her tongue fill prayes.
He with bluthing red,

Hangeth downe the head,

Not a kiffe can he afford 3
His face is turn’d away,

Silence fay’d her nay,

Still the woo'd him for a word.
Speake, thee faid, thou faireft,
Beautie thou impaireft ;

See mee, I am pale and wan s
Louers all adore mee,

I for loue implore thee ;
Chriﬂalr teares with that downe ran;

Him heerewith fhee forc’d
to come fit downe by her
Shee his necke embracde,
gazing in his face:
Hee, like one transform’d,
ftir'd no looke to eye her.
Euery hearbe did wooe him,
growing in that place.
Each bird with a dittie,
Prayed him for pitty,
In behalfe of beauties queene
‘Waters® gentle murmour
Craved him to loue her,
Yet no liking could be feene,
Boy.
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Boz', thee fay’d, looke on mee,
|

8till I gaze vpon thee; .
Speake, I pray thee, my delights
Coldly hee reply’d,
And in breefe deny'd

To beffow on her a fight,

I am now too young
to be wunne by beauty ;
Tender are my yeeres ;
Iam yeta bud:
Fayre thou art, fhee faid ;
" then it is thy dutie,
‘Wert thou but a bloflome,
to effe@ my good.
Every beauteous flower
Boalteth in my power,
Byrds and beafts my lawes effe&t ;
Mirrha, thy faire mother,
Mot of any other,
Did my louely hefts refpe&.
Be with me delighted,
Thou fhalt be requited,
Every Nimph on thee fhall tend ;
All the Gods fhall loue thee,
Man fhall not reproue thee,
Loue himfelfe thall be thy freend,

Wend thee from mee, Venus,
I'am not difpofed ;
‘Thou wringelt mee too hard ;
pree-thee, let me goes
Fiel what a paine it is
thus to be enclofed ?
If loue begin with labour,
. it will end in woe.
Kifle mee, I will leaue
Heere, a kiffe receiue ;—
A fhort kifs I doe it finds
‘Wilt thou leaue me fo ?
Yet thou fhalt not goe 3
Breathe once more thy balmie wind ¢

It
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1t fmelleth of the Mirh-tree,
That to the world did bring thee ;
Neuer was perfume fo {weet,
‘When fhe had thus {poken,
She gave him a token,
And theyr naked bofoms meet,

Now, hee fayd, let’s goe;
harke, the hounds are crying;
Grieflie boare is vp, ’
. huntsmen tollow faft,
At the name of boare
Venus feemed dying ;
Deadly-coloured pale .
roses oucr - caft,
Speake, fayd fhee, no more
Of following the boare,
Thou unfit for fuch a chafes
Courfe the fearfull hare,
Venfon doe not fpare,
If thou wilt yeeld Venus grace,
Shun the boare, I pray thee,
Elsc I ftill will Ray thee :
Herein he vow'd to pleafe her minde §
Then her armes enlarged,
Loth fhee him difcharged 5
Forth he went as {wift as winde,

‘Thetis Phoebus® fteedes
in the wetft retained ;
Hunting fport was patt,
Loue her loue did feeke ¢
Bight of him too foone
gentle queene fhee gained ;
On the ground he lay,
blood had left his cheeke s
For an orped fwine
Smit him in the groyne
Deadly wound his death did bring s
‘Which when Venus found,
Shee fell in a swound,
And, awake, her hands did wring.

Nimphe
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Nimphs and Satires skipping
Came together tripping ;

Eccho euery cry expreft:
Venus bK her power
‘Turn'd him to a flower,
Which fhe weareth in her creaft ®.
. c'

® —in ber creaft.] I fufpet this is a mifprint, and that the poet
wrote breafl. ’

The word or’td, which occurs in this ftanza, and of which I know
not the derivation, is ufed by Golding, (as an anonymous writer has
obferved,) in his tranflation of Ovid's Meramorpbofes, 1587, B. VILI,

¢¢ —Yet thould this hand of mine,

¢ Even maugre dame Diana’s hart, confound this orped fwine."
Again, in the thirteenth book :

¢ emthe orped giant Polypheme,”

Terridilem Polyphemum.

Again, in A Herrings Tale: containing & poetical fillion of diverfe
mattters worthy the reading, quarto, 1598 :

¢¢ Straight as two launces coucht by orped knights at reft.”

Gower ufes the word in like manner in his Confeffio Amantisy 1554y

B. L fol. 22:
¢ That thei woll gette of their accord
¢ Some orped kaight to fle this lord.”

So alfo Gawin Douglas in his tranflation of Virgil, £n. X.

¢¢ And how orpir and proudly rufchis he

¢¢ Amid the Trojanis by favour of Mars, quad fche.™
—Turnufque feratur

Per medios infignis equo rumidufgue fecundo

Marte ruat.

Orped feems to have fignified, proud, fwelling; and to have included
largenefs of fize, as well as haughtinefs and fiercenefs of demeanour,
Skinner idly enough conje@ures that it is derived from oripeaw, Fr,
leaf-brafs, or tinfel ; in confequence of which in Cole's and Kerfey's
diQionarics the word has been abfurdly interpreted gilded, Marows,
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THE

E P IS T L E

TO THE.RIGHT HONOURABLE
HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

Earr of SouTHAMPTON, and Barox of TicurisLp.

. THE love I dedicate to your lordfhip is with-
out end ; whereof this pamphlet, without beginning, is
but a fuperfluous moiety *. The warrant | have of your
honourable difpofition, not the worth of my untutored
lines, makes it affured of acceptance. What I have
_ done is yours; what I have todo is yours ; being part in
all T have devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my
duty would fhew greater ; mean time, as it is, it is bound
to your lordfhip, to whom I with long life, ftill length-
ened with all happinefs.

Your lordfhip’s in all duty,
" WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE.

3 —d fuperflaows moiety.] Muisty in our authour’s time did not al-
ways figni If¢ it was fometimes ufed indefinitely for a portion or
part. See Vol.V, p. 195, 0. 3. MaroNZ.

You. X. G THE



THE ARGUMENTP? '

Lucius Tarquinius (for his exceflive pride furnamed
Superbus) after he had caufed his own father-in-law,
Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and, ¢ontrary-
+to the Roman Jaws ~nd cuftoms, not requiring or ftaying
for the people’s fuffirages, had poflefled himfelf of the
kingdom ; went, accompanied with his fons and other
noblemen of Rome, ‘to befiege Ardea. During which
fiege, the principal men of the army meeting oné eve:
ning at the tent of Scxtus Tarquinius, the king’s fon,
in their difcourfes after fupper every one commended the
virtues of his own wife ; among whom, Collatinus extoll-
ed the incomparable chaftity of his wife Lucretia. Ia
that pleafant hymour they all pofted to Rome¢; and in-
tending, by their fecrct and fudden arrival, to make
trial ot that which every one had before avouched, only
Collatinus finds his wife (though it were late in the night)
fpinning amongft her maids; the other ladies were all
found dancing and revelling, . of.in feveral difports.
‘Whereupon the noblemen yielded Collatinus the vitory,
and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius
being inflamed with Lucrece’ beauty, yet fmothering his
pafions for the prefent, departed with the reft back to
the camp; from whence he fhortly after privily withe
drew himiclf, and was (according to his elftate) royally
entertained and lodged by Lu¢rece at Collatium. The
fame night, he treacheroufly ftealeth into her chamber,
violently ravifhed her, and early in the morning {fpeedeth

2 This argument appears to have been written by Shakfpeare, being
prefixed to the original edition in 1594 and is a curiofity, this, and
the two dedicgtions to the earl of Southumgpton, being the only prefe
_compofitions of our great pogt (not in # dragatick form) now remain-
ing. .

‘To the edition of 1616, and that printed by Lintotin 1710, # flhorter
argument is likewile prefixed, under the name of Conteats; which not
being the groduction of our authour, mor throwing any light on the
poem, is now omitted. MaLoNx .

. away.
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away. Lucrece,” in this lamentable plight, haftily dif-
patcheth meflengers, one to Rome for her father, another
to the ca_mgl for Collatine. They came, the one accom-

panied with Junius Bratus, the other with Publius Vale-
rius; and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit,
demanded the caufe of her forrow. She, firft taﬁing an
"oath of them for her revenge, revealed the afor, and
_whole manner of his dealing, and withal fuddenly ftabb-
ed herfelf. Which done, with one concent they all vowed
to root out the whole hated family of . the Tarquins; and
bearing the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the
people with the doer and manner of the vile deed, with
a bitter invetive againft the tyranny of the king : where-
with the people were fo moved, that with one concent-
and a general acclamation the Tarquins were all exiled,
and the ftate government changed from kings to confuls,

G2 THE
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ROM the befieg’d Ardea all in poft 2,
Borne bx the truftlefs wings of falfe defire,
uft-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman hoft,
And to Collatium bears the lightlefs fire
‘Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to afpire,
And girdle with embracing flames the waift
Of Collatine’s fair love, Lucrece the chafte.

Haply

¥ ¢ A book entitled Tbe Ravihment of Lacrece,” was entered on the
Stationers® regifter, by Mr. Harrifon, fen, May 9, lf94, and the
poem was firft printed in quarto, in the fame year. It was
publithed in fmall o&avo in 1598, 1600, and 1607. I have heard
of editions of this piece likewife in 1596 and 1602, but I have not feen
either of them. In 1616 another edition appesared, which in the title-
page is faid to be wnewly revifed and correfled.  When this copy firft
came to my hands, it occurred to me, that our authour had perhaps am
intention of revifing and publithing all his works, (which his fellow=
comedians in their preface to bis plays feem to hint he would have done,
if he had lived,) and that he began with this early produion of his
mufe, but was prevented by death from completing his fcheme; for he
died in the fame year in which this corre@ed copy of Lucrece (as it is
called) was printed. But on an attentive examination of this edition,
have not the leaft doubt that the piece was revifed by fome other hand.
It is fo far from being corre, lgat it is certainly tKe moft inaccurate
and corrupt of all the ancient copies. In fome paffages emendations
are attempred merely for the fake of harmony ; in others, a word of an
ancient caft is changed for one fomewhat more modern; but moft of
the alterations feem to have been made, becaufe the revifer did not
underftand the poet’s meaning, and imagined he faw errours of the
prefs, where in fa& there were none. Of this the reader will find in-
ftances in the courfe of the following notes; for the variations of the
editions are conftantly fet down. I may alfo add, that this copy (which
3ll the modern editions have followed) ‘appears manifeftly to have been .
printed from the edition in 1607, the moft incorre@ of all thofe that
preceded, as being the moft diftant from the eriginal, which there is
. e} 3 reafos
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Haply that name of chafte unhapp’ly fet
This batelefs edge on his keen appetite 3 .
When Collatine unwifely did not let3 .
To praife the clear unmatched red and.white *
Which triumph’d in that fky of his delight 3
"Where mortal ftaré#4, as bright as heaven’s beauties,
With pure afpééts did him peculiar duties.

¥For he the night before, in Tarquin’s tent,
Unlock’d the treafure of his happy fate ;

What pricelefs wealth the heavens had him lent
In the pofleffion of his beauteous mate; |
Reckoning his fortune at fuch high-proud rate,

reafon to fuppofe was publithed under the authour’s immediate infpec-
tion. Had be undertaken the tafk of revifing and corre@ing any part
of his works, he wou!d furely have made Bis own edition, and not a
wery inaccurate re-impgeffion of it, the bafis of his improvements.

The ftory on which this poem is formed, is related by Dion. Halie
carnaflenfis, lib. iv. c. 72 ; by Livy, lib. i. ¢. 57, 58 ; and by Ovid, Faff.
tib. ii. Diodorus Siculus and Dion Caflius have alfo related it. The
hiftorians differ in fome minute particulars. .

The Legend of Lucretia is found in Chaucer. In 1558 was entered
on the Stationcrs” books, ¢ A bullet called The grevious camplaint of
Lucrece,” licenfed to John Alde: and in 1569 was licenfed to James
Roberts, < A ballad of thedeath of Lucryfiia.”  There was alfo a
ballad of the legend of Lucrece, printed in 1576. Some of thefe, Mr,
Warton thinks, probably fuggefted this ftory to our authour. ¢¢ Lucretia
(be adds,) was the gramd example of conjugal fidelity througliout the
gothick ages.”’ R

Since the former edition, I have obferved that Painter has inferted
the ftory of Lucrece in the'firtt volume of his Palace of Pleafure, 1567
on which I make no doubt our authour formed his poem. This goty
b likewife told in Lydgate’s FALL or PriNcEs. Maronz.

3 —allin poft,] So, in Painter’s Novel :—¢ Let us take our horfe
to prove which of oure wives doth furmount. Whereuppon they roods
to Rome in poff.” Mavrone, .

3 —did not let] Did not forbear, Mavronz.

4 Wbhere morral ftars,—1] i. e. eyes, Our authour has the fame allu~
fion in A Midfummer-Night's Dream :

¢ —who more engilds the night,
¢¢ Than all yon firy o's and eyes of light,*
Again, in Romeo and Fulict :
¢¢ At my poor houfe look to behold this night
¢ Earch treading flars, that make dark heaven light.”
Maronsz.

.



RAPE OF LUCRECE. 87

That kings might be efpoufed to more fame,
- But king nor peer to fuch a peerlefs dame 3,

O happinefs enjoy’d but of a few !
" And, if poflefs’d, as foon decay’d and done®
As is the morning’s filver-melting dew 7
Againft the golden fplendour of the fun !
An expir’d date, cancel’d ere well begun®: '
Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms,
Are weakly fortrefs’d from a world of harms.

S Reckoning bis fortune at fuch high-proud rare,
That kings might pe efpoufed to more fame,
But king nor peer 10 fuch a peerlefs dame.] Thus the quarte, 1594,
and three fubfequent editions. The o&tavo, 1616, reads
——at fo high a rate,
and in the next line but one,
But king nor prince ¢o (uch a peerlefs dame.
The alteration in the firft line was probably made in confequence of the °
editor’s not being fufficiently converfant with Shakfpeare’s compounded
words 3 (thus, in AlPs Well that ends Well, we find bigh-repented
blames; and%in ‘Tw:{f:b Night, bigh fantaftical;) in thelaft, to avoid
that jingle which the authour {eems to have confidered as’a beauty, or
received as a fathion. MaLonrk. .
S —as foon decay’d and done—] Done is frequently ufed by our ancient
writers in' the fenz of confumed. So, in Venss and Adonis, p. 49.
¢ —wafted, thaw’d, and done,
. % As mountain fnow melts with the mid-day fun.” Matronx,
* 7 Asis the morning's filver-melting-dew,] The otavo 1616, and the .
modera editions, read corruptedly: ~ ° .
Asif the morning’s filver-melting dew. Maronz,

8 Anexpir'd date, cancel'd ere well begun :] Thus the quarto, 1594,
the editiqns of 1598, 1600, and 1607. That of 1616 reads, apparently
for the fake of fmoother verfification:

A date expir’d, and cancel’d ere begun.
3ur aut;mur feems to have remembered Danicl’s Complaint of Rofae
Mmondy, 16923 .
¢ Thou muft not thinke thy flowre can always florith,
¢ And that thy beauty will be fiil admir’d,
¢¢ But that thofe rayes which all thefe flames do nourith,
¢ Cancell'd with time, will have their date expir’d.”
Again, in Pericles, Prince of Tyre :
¢ Diana’s temple is not diftant far,
¢ Where you may “bide untill your date expire.”” MaroNEe
So, in Romes and Fuliet:
¢ ——and expire the term .
¢ Of a defpifed life.”” S7PEEVENS,
Gs . . . Beauty
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Beauty itfelf doth of itfelf perfuade

The eyes of men without an orator 2;

‘What needeth then apology be made,

To fet forth that which is fo fingular ?

Or why is Collatine the publither
Of that rich jewel he fhould keep unknown
From thievith ears, becaufe it is hisown® 2

Perchanee his boaft of Lucrece’ fovereignty

Suggefted this proud iffue of a king *;

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be:

Perchance that envy of fo rich a thing,

Braving compare, difdainfully did fing
Hishigh-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men fhould vauns
‘The golden hap which their fuperiors want.

. Bat fome untimely thought did inftigate
His all-too-timelefs fpeed, if none of thofe :
His honour, his affairs, his friends, his ftate,

9 Bean() tfelf doth of itfelf perfuade
Tbe 2::{[’:0: w,i'rb{u{fn {rmr 3] So, Daniel, in his Rofamond,
3594 .
594 €€ emmemwhofe power doth move the blood
¢ More than the words or wifdom of the wife.”
Again, in The Martial Maid, by B. and Fletcher:
¢ wmfilent orators, to move beyond
¢¢ The honey-tongued rhetorician,”” STXxvENS.
3 by is Collatine thé publifber
Of that ricb jewel be Aul keep unknown .
rom thievifh ears, becaufe it is bis own #] Thus the old copy. The
moderr. editions read : From thievith cares—. MaLonz.

The condu& of Lucretia’s hufband is here made to refemble that of
Pofthumus in Cymbeline. The prefent fentiment occurs likewife in
Much ado about Notbing : ¢¢ —The flat tranfgreffion of a fchovl-boy;
who being over-joyed with finding a bird’s neft, fhows it his companion,
and he fleals it.”” STxxvens, "

2 Suggefled tbis prowd iffue of a king ;] Saggefled, T think, here
means d, pr {‘ ‘,ir'lq', f‘ Sﬁ, i]n K.‘Fi‘{b‘rd II;

o ﬁVhatEve, what ferpent, hath fuggefed thee, .
¢ To make a fecond fall of curfed man ?**
Agaln, in Love's Labour's Loft :

¢ Thefe heavenly eyes that look into thefe faults,

§¢ Suggefied us to make.” MaLonz, Neple@ted
glecte
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Negle&ed all, with fwift intent he goes
To quench the coal which in his liver glows 3.
O rafh-falfe heat, wrape in repentant cold ¢,
Thy hatty {pring fill blafts, and ne’er grows old3!

When at Collatium this falfe lord arriv’d,

Well was he welcom’d by the Roman dame,

Within whofe face beauty and virtue ftriv’d

Which of them both fhould underprop her fame ¢
When virtue bragg’d, beauty would blufh for fhame ;

3 ——wbich in bis liver glows.] Thus the quarto, 1594 Some of
the modern editions have grows.—=The liver was formerly fuppoled to
be the feat of love. Maronz.

4 —ywrapt in repentant cold,] The oQavo, 2600, reads :

—wrapt in repentance cold,
but it was evidently an errour of the prefs, The firft copy has rapentante
Matonse
o guench the coal which in bis liver glows.

—wrapt in repentant cold,] So, in K. Fobn:
¢ There is no malice in this burning ceal; .
¢¢ The breath of heaven hath blown his fpirit out,

ﬂ“ And ftrew’d repentant athes on his head: SteEvewNs, .

H ba ring flill blafts, and ne'er grows old!] Like a too ear
{pring, {vh‘fg {?fresﬁntly checked by Hi'gbu, and lever produces any
ripened or wholefome fruit, the irregular forwardnefs of an unlawful
paflion never gives any folid or permanent fatisfalion. So, in a fubles
quent ftanza;

¢ Unruly blafs wait on the tender fpring.”
Again, in Hamlet :
¢ For Hamlet, and the trifttng of his favour,
¢ Hold it-a fathion and a toy of blood ;
¢ A violet in the youtb of primy nature,
¢ Forwward, not permanent § fweet, not lafling 5
¢ The perfume and fuppliance of a minute :
¢ No more.”
Again, in King Ricbard Il :
¢ Short fuwmers lightly have a foreward [priu&"
Blafts is here a neutral verb; it is ufed by Sir W. Raleigh in the
fame manner, in his poem entitled the Fareavells
¢ Tell age, it daily wafteth;
¢ Tell honour, how it alters ;
¢ Tell beauty, that it blafeth ;** &e.
In Venus and Adonis we find nearly the fame fentiment:
¢¢ Love's gentle fpring doth alway freth remain ;
¢ Luft's winter comes ere fummer half be done,” Matove.
When
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When beauty boafted blufhes, in defpite
Virtue would ftain that o’er with filver white®.

But beauty, in that white intituled?, .

From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fair field §

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red,

Which virtue gave the golden age, togild

Their filver cheeks, and call’d it then their fhield ;
Teaching them thus to dfe it in the fight,— '
When fthame affail’d, the red fhould fence the white. s

S Virtae would flain that o’cr with filver white.] The otiginal editlod

exhibits this line thus .
Virtue would ‘ftain that ore with filver white. .

Ore might ceetainly have been intended for o'er, (as itis printed in the
text,) the word over, when contra&ted, having been formerly written
‘ere. But in this way the paffage is not reducible to grammar. Virtue
would ftain that, i. e blufbes, o'er with filver wiite.—The word intend-
ed was, perhaps or, i. €. gold, to which the poet compares the deep co.

lour ofsa bl .
* Thus in Hamlet we find ore ufed by our authour manifeftly in the fenfe

of or or gold :
- ¢ O'er whom his very madnefs, like fome ore
¢¢ Among a mineral of metals bafe,
¢¢ Shews itfelf pure.”’

‘The terms of heraldry n the next fanza feer to favour this fuppo-
fition; and the oppofition between or and the filver White of virtue is
eatirely in,Shakfpeatg’s manner,  So, afterwards:

. "¢« Which virtuc gave the golden age, to gild
¢¢ Their filver cheelts—,” MaLONE,

Shak(peare delights in oppofing the colours of gold and fluer to each
othere So, in Macheth : N .

s¢ His filver (kin lac’d with his golden blood.” .
‘We mect with a defcription, allied to the prefent one, in Much ade
about Notbing : . .
¢ %1 have mark'd
¢¢ A thoufand dlufping apparitions )
¢¢ Toftart into her face ; a thoufand inamocent thames
¢ In angel wairenefs bear away thofe blufbes.” STrEVINS.

7 —in that white intituled,] I fuppofe he means, rhag confifis in that’
awbitencfs, or takes its title from it. STEXEVENSs.

Qur authour has the fame phrafe in his 37th Soanet :

¢ For-whcther beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit, .
¢ Or any of thefeall, or all, or more, . Co
¢ Intisled in their parts, do crowned fity=m,”" MALONE.

his
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*T'his heraldry in Lucrece’ face was feen,
Argued by beauty’s red, and virtue’s white.
Of either’s colour was the other queen,
Proving from world’s minority their righe:
Yet their ambition makes them fill 1o fight 3
The fovereignty of either being fo great,
That oft they interchange each other’s feat.

This filent war of lilies and of rofes,
‘Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field®,
In their pure ranks his traitor eye enclofes ? ;
‘Where, left between them both it fhould be kill’d,
The coward captive vanquithed doth yield
To thofe two armies, that would let him go,
Rather than triumph in fo falfe a foe.

Now thinks he that her hufband’s fhallow tongue
(The niggard 'prodigal that prais’d her {o) . -
1n that high tatk hath done her beauty wrong, .

8 —in ber fair faoe's field,] Field is here equivocallyufed. The wer
of lilics and rofes requires a fie/d of battle ; the beraldry in the preceding
ftanza demands anather field, i. e. the groun‘d or furface of a fhield or

' ‘efcutcheon armorial. STEErveNs.

9 Tbis filent war of lilies and of rofes,
. Wbich Tarquin iew'd in ber fair face’s ficldye : .
In their pure ranks bis traitor’ eye enclefes ;] There is here much
confufion of meiaphore  Wur is, in the firft line, ufed meraly to fignify
the conreft of lilies and rofgs for fuperiority ; and in the'thfrd, as aétuat-
jng an army which takes Tarquin prifoner, and enclofes bis cye in the
pure ranks of white and red. .
Our authour has the fame expreflion in Ceriolanus :
§¢ —==Qur vail'd dames .
¢ Commit the.war of wiire and damaft in
¢¢ Their nicely gauded cheeks, to the wanton fpoil
¢ Of Pheebus’ burning kifles.”
,Again, ia Verys and Adori: : .
¢ Topote thoﬁgl’:ing c:nflic? of her hue,
.. How avbite and red each other did deftroy.,”== MaroXNEg,
So, in The Taming of » Shreav: :
¢ 'Haft thou beheld a frefher gentlewoman ?
.. % Suchawar of white and red within her cheeks 1™
Again, in Venus and Adonis ;

¢ O, what a war of looks was then betweea them |? STEXRY.

Which
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Which far exceeds his barren fkill to fhow :
*Therefore that praife which Collatine doth owe?®,
Enchanted Tarquin anfwers with furmife,
In filent wonder of ftill-gazing eyes.

This earthly faint, adored by this devil,
Little fufpe&eth the falfe worfhipper ;
For unftain’d thoughts do feldom dream on evil
Birds never lim’d no fecret bufhes fear® :
So guiltlefs fhe fecurely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely gueft,
Whofe inward ill no outward harm exprefs’d :

For that he colour’d with his high eftate, . '
Hiding bafe fin in plaits of majefty3;
‘That nothing in him feem’d inordinate,
Save fometime too much wonder of his eye,
Which, having all, all could not fatisfy ;
But, poorly rich, fo wanteth in his ftore,
That cloy’d with much, he pineth till for more.

But fhe, that never cop’d with firanger eyes*,
Could pick no meaning from their parling looks$,
Nor read the fubtle-thining fecrecies

‘Writ in the glafly margents of fuch books® ;

She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no hooks 3

Nor

"+ ¥ Therefore that praife which Collatine doth owe,) Praife here fignie
fies the objeft o 6ruj¢, i.e. Lucretia. To owe in old language means
20 peffefs. Sec Vol. 1L, p. 24, n. 1, and p. 160, n. 3. MALONE.

3 Birds mever lim'd mo fecret buthes fear :] So, in K. Henry V1. P. 1112
¢ _The bird that bath been limed in a bufb,
¢¢ With trembling wings mifdoubseth every bufp.” STERvENS.
3 Hiding dafe fin in plaits of majefty:] So, in King Lear :
. “ Iz‘o;u ard furr'd gowns bideall.'” STrevENns.
~—xith firanger éyes,] Stranger is here ufed as an adje@ive. So, in
K. Ricberd 1115 241 Sreng ? ’
¢ And tread the ffranger paths of banifhment.” Matroxz.
. $ Could pick no meaning from their parling looks,] So, Daniel in
his Rofamend :
¢¢ Ah beauty, Syren, fair enchanting good !
¢« Sweet filent rberorick of perfuading eyes " Marone.
& Writ in the glafy margeats of fuch books ;)] So, in Romeo and Fuliet :

“ Asd
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Nor could fhe moralize his wanton fight7,
More than his eyes were open’d to the light,

He ftories to her ears her hufband’s fame,

Won in the fields of fruitful taly ; .

And decks with praifes Collatine’s high name,

Made glorious by his manly chival

With bruifed arms and wreaths of victory ¥ ;
Her joy with heav’d-up hand fhe doth exprefs,
And wordlefs, fo greets heayen for his fuccefs.

Far from the purpofe of his coming thither,
He makes excufes for his being there.
No cloudy fhow of ftormy bluftering weather
Poth yet in his fair welkin once appear ;
Till fable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,
Upon the world dim darknefs doth difplay,
And in her vaulty prifon flows the day®, i
‘ For
s¢ And what obfcur'd in this fair volume lies,
¢ Find written in the sargin of his eyes.”
ABgain, in Hamles :
: ¢« I knew you muft be edified by the margent, ere you had done.*?
Ja all our ancient Epglith books, the comment is printed in the margine
MaLoNzx.
7 Nor cosld fbe moralize bis wanton fight,] To moralize here fignifies
to interpret, to invelligate the latent meaning of his looks. So, in Mach
abost Notbing : ¢ You have fome sworal in this Benedi@us.” Again,
Tbe Taming of the Sbrew : “—anl’has left me hers to.expound the
meaning or moral of his figns and tokens.” Sece alfo Vol. VII. p. 529,
8.7, Marownx,
8 Withbruifed arms asd wreaths of viQory :] So, in K, Ricberd Il }
¢¢ Now are our brows bound with viforisas wreaths,
$¢ Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments,”” MALoNE.
9 Till fable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,
‘I.Z;n the world dim darknefs doth dyﬂd ,
in ber vanlty prifon Rows the q.]' So, Daniel in his Refs-
®oad, 15023
¢ Com"'d was the night, motber of fleep and Jear,
¢¢ Who with her fable mantle friendly covers
¢¢ The fweet flolne fports of joyful meeting lovers.”
Thus the quarto, 1594, and the three fubfequent editions. The
vo, 1616, without any authority, reads thus : .
Till fable night, fad fource of dread and fear,
Upon the world dim darknefs doth difplay,
And in her vaulty prifon Suts the day, Masonz. Stows
. L
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For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed,
Intending wearinefs with heavy fpright?;
For, after fupper, long he queftione

+ With modeft Lucrece.?, and wore out the night : .

Now lcaden flumber? with life’s ftrength doth fight 3 .
And every one to reft himfelf betakes, .
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, tha¢
wakes*4.

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving

"The fundry dangers of his will’s obtaining ;

Yet ever to obtain his will refolving,

‘Though weak-built hopes perfuade him to abftaining ¢

Defpair to gain, doth trafick oft for gaining ;
And when great treafure is the meed propos’d,
‘Though death be adjunét *, there’s no death fuppos’d,

Stowws 1 believe to be the true, though the leaft clegant, readings So,
30 Hamlidy AQ LV (c,i: ¢ Safely fow'd’® STEXVENS,
* Intending wwcarirefs with beavy fpright;] Intendipg is pretending.
See Vol. VII. p. s4cyn. 5. MaLoNEe
2 Foryafter fupper, long be queftioned
With'modefi Lucrecey—] Hcld a long converfation, 8o, in T3¢+
Mercbant of Venice :
¢ I'pray you, think you guefiion with the Jew.”
Again, in As you Like ir: 1 met the duke yeferday, and had much
gueflion with him.”  Mavrone.
3 —rleader flumber—1] So, in K. Ricbard III: .
¢ Lzft leailen lumber peife mc down to-morrow.”” STEEVENS,
4 And every one to reft himfelf betakes, .
Sawe thicvesy and cares, and troubled minds, that wakes.] Thus the

?_uarto. The oftavo 16c0, reads:—tbemfelves betake, and in the next
ine:

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds that wwake.
But the firft copy was right. This difregard of .concord is not uncam.
mon in our ancient poets.  So, in our authour’s ¥enus and Adenis ;
¢ —two lamps burnt out in darkanefs Lies,” ’
Again in rbe ‘Z'nr:pe/{; 1623 ’
¢¢ —at this hour *
¢ Lies’at hy mercy all mine enemies.”
See p. 96, n. 9. Marone.
5 Tbough death be adjunét, ] So, in King Fibn:
"¢ Though that my dvarb were adjuné? to the a®.” StTgxvENs.

oo Thofe
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T'hofe that much covet, are with gain fo fond,
"That what they have not, (that which they poflefs$,)
They fcatter and unloofe it from their bond,
And fo, by hoping more, they have but lefs ;
Or, gaining more, the profit of excefs
Is but to furfeit, and fuch griefs fuftain,
That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich gain.

The aim of all is but to nurfe the life

"With honour, wealth, and eafe, in waining age ;

And in this aim there is fuch thwarting ftrife,

‘That one for all, or all for one we gage;

As life for honour, in fell battles’ rage ; .
Hongur for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth coft
*The death of all, and all together, loft,

6 That what they bawe not, (that wobich they poffefs,)] Thusthe qu
3594, The editign of 16|6£eads: 9 )] quarty,
Thofe that much covet, are with gain fo fond,
“Fhat oft they have not that which they poffefs;
They fcatter and unloofe it, &c,
T he alteration is plaufible, but not neceffary. If it be obje&ed to the
reading of the firft copy, that thefe mifers cannot fcatter ebat rhey bave
mot, (which they are made to do, as the text now ftands,) it thould be
obferved, that the fame objeion lies to the pailage as regulatei in the
latter edition ; for here alfo they are faid to fcatter and unloofe it,”* &c.
although in the preceding line they were faid < oft nct to bave it.”’ Poeti-
cally fpegking, they may be faid to fcatter wtat they bave not, i. e, what
they cannot be rruly faid to have; what they do not enjoy, though pef-
Jeffed of it Underftanding the words in this fenfe, the old reading may
zemain.
A fimilar phrafeology is found in Daniel’s Rofamond, 15928
« Aswedded widows, wanting what we bave.'’
Again, in Cleopatra, a tragedy, by the fame authour, 15943
¢ mtheir ftate thou ill defineft, *
¢ And liv'ft to come, in prefent pineft;
«¢ For what thou baft, thow Rill doff lacke:
¢¢ O mindes tormentor, bodies wracke s
¢« Vaine promifer of that (weete refte,
¢ Which never any yet poffeft.’’ . .
¢ Tam avaro deefpt guod babet, guam gquod nos babet," is one of the
fentences of Publius Syruse MaLonz,

Se
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So that in vent’ring ill7, we leave to be
The things we are, for that which we expe& 3
And this ambitious foul infirmity,
In having much, torments us with defel
Of that we have: fothen we do negle®t
The thing we have ; and, all for want of wit,
Make fomething nothing, by augmenting it®,

Such hazard now muft doting Tarquin make,
Pawning his honour to obtain his luft;
And, for himfelf, himfelf he muft forfake :
Then where is truth, if there be no felf-truft?
When fhall he think to find a ftranger jutt,
When he himfelf himfelf confounds ®, betrays
To flanderous tongues, and wretched hateful days®?

Now ftole upon the time the dead of night*,

When heavy fleep had clos’d up mortal eyes ;

No comfortable Kar did lend his light,

No noife but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding cries

Now ferves the feafon that they may furprife The

? So that in vent'ring ill,=] Thus the old copy. The modern editioas
vead:

. So that in vent’ring all,
But there is no nced of change. In venturing ill, means, from an evil
fpirit of adventure, wbhich prompts us to coves what we are set poffeffed

. Mavronte,
.f‘ Make fometbing nothing, by augmenting itz.] Thus, in BMecheth 2
[ fo 1 /.fe no honbur
¢« By feeking to avgment it,"” &c. STEEVEINS.
® —Limfelf confounds,] i. e. deftroys. Sce Vol. V. p. 5§06, 0. 4.
Matoxs,
; ?N—-aud wretched bateful days?] The modern editions read, unintel-
181 ye

To flanderous tongues, tbe wretched hateful lays. Maroxe,
8 Now flole upon the time the dead of night, &c.] So, in Macbeth 3

66 e—mNow o'er the one half world

¢¢ Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe

€ Tbe curtain'd fleep : now witchcraft celebrates

¢¢ Pale Hecat's offerings ; and wither'd murder,

¢ Alarum’d by his fentinel, the wol{,

¢ Whofe bew!’s his watch, thus with his fealthy pace,

¢ With Tarquin’s ravithing fides, towards his defign

$¢ Moves like a ghoft,”” MaroNx.

New
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The filly lambs ; pure thoughts are dead and #ill,
While luft and murder wake, to ftain and kill,

And now this luftful lord leap’d from-his bed, '
‘Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm ;
Is madly tofs’d between defire and dread; |
‘The one {weetly fatters, the other feareth harm 3
But honeft Fear, bewitch’d with luft’s foul charm,
Doth too too oft betake him to retire*,
Beaten away by brain-fick rade Defire.

His falchion on a flint he foftly fmiseth,
‘That from the cold flone fparks of fire do fly;
‘Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, :
‘Which muft be lode-ftar to his luftful eye3; '
And to the flame thus fpeaks advifedly : .
As from this cold flint I eaforc’d this fire,
So Lucrece maft I force to my defire 4.

Here pale with fear he doth premeditzto;:, .
‘The dangers of his loathfome enterprife,
And in his inward mind he doth debate

Noww Jlole upon bt time the dead of night,

When beavy fleep bad clos’d up mortal eyes 3 ’

No comfortable far did lend bis light— .

s=——pure thoughts ave dead and Rill,

Mbile lutt and murder wake—] From this and two following paf-
fages in the poem before us, it is hardly poffible to fuppofe but that Mr;
Rowe had beea perufing it before he fat down to write The Fair Penje
sent 2

¢ Once In a lone and fecret bonr of night,
¢¢ When every eye was clos’d, and the pale moon,
¢« And filent flars—
< Fiercencfs and pride, the guardians of ber benonr,
¢ Were Inll’d to reff, and love alone was waking.” STEZVENS,
2 Dotb too toe oft betake him to retire,] That is, Fear betakes bimfelf
to flighte MAronEz.
3 —lode-far o bis Iufiful eye;] So, in A Midfummer-Night's Dream 3
¢ Youreyes are lude-flars='’ STEIEVENS:
4 As from this cold flint I enforc’d this fire,

So Lucrecs mup I force 15 my defirs.

Vor. X. H « Limus



o8 RAPE OF LUCRRCE.

What following forrow may on this arife :
Then lookin, y, he doth defpife
His armour of fiill-flaughter’d laft 5,
And juftly thus controls his theughts unjutt.

Fair torch, bura ogt thy light, and lend it not
To darken her whofe light exeelleth thine®|
And dic, unhallow’d theughts, before you blot
With your uncleannefs that which is divine$
Offer pare incenfe te fo pure a fhrine :
Let fair humanity abhor the deed .
That fpets and Rains love’s modeft faow-white weed ,

Q thame to knighthood and to thining arms !

O foul difhoneur to my houthold’s grave !

O impious a&, including all fou} harms?

A martial man to be foft fancy’s flave ¥ !

True valour filla true refpe& fhould have;
Then my digreffion ® is fo vile, fo bafe,
‘That it will live engraven in my face.

¢ Limus ut hic durefcit, et hac ut cera liquelcit,
¢ Uno eodemque igni; fic nofirp Daphnis amore,

s Pl fanghte'd ] i . B3} Danghioiog . wole
armonr of Pill-flaugbter ,] i e. Alap 3w
the poet means to dei{’ribi it as a pallion that il‘dwgyp a kilﬁn. but

mever dies, STXEVENS.

© Fair torch, burn out tby light, and lend it not

To darken ber whofe light excellash thine |] In Othello, we meat with
the fame play of terms: ' '
¢¢ Put out the /ight, and then put oyt tbe fght :—
¢ If I quench thee,’* &c. Matonz.

T w=love's modeft fnowv-white weed.] Weed, in old lgnguage, is gar
mente Marons,

s —j%r fancy’s flave!] Fancy for love or affeBlim. So, in A Mid-
Jummer-Night's Dream : '

¢ Withes and tears, poor fancy's followers,” Matromz.

9 Then my digreflion—] My deviation from virtue. So, in Lewr’s
Labour’s Loft: ¢ [ will have that fubje&@ newly writ o’er, that I may
example my aigreffion by fome mighty precedent.” Maroxs,

Again, in Romeo and Fuliet :

¢ Thy noble thape is but a form in wax,
« Digreffing from the valour of a man,” STXXZVENS.

Yea,
5
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Yes, though I die, the fcandal will furvive,
And be sn cye-fore in my golden coaty, -
Some loathfome dafk the herald will contrive®,
To cipher me, how foudly 1 did dote;, |
‘That my pofterity, fham’d with the. note,
Shall curfe my bones, and hold it for no fin
To wifh that I their father had not been.

What win I, if I {:ip the thing I feck ?

A dream, a breath, a froth of Heeting joy.

Who buys a minute’s mirth, to wail a week ®?

Or fells eternity, toget a to{?

For one fweet grape who will the vine deftroy ?
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown,

Would with the fceptre firaight be ftracken down

If Collatinus dream of my intent, _
Will he not wake, and in a defperate ra
Poft hither, this vile purpofe to prevent
‘This fiege that hath engirt his manisfc, .
‘This blur to youth, this forrow to the fage,
This dying virtue, this furviving thame,
Whofe crime will bear an ever-during blame ?

B emnthbe [candeal will furvive, )

And bean eye-fore i-zﬁb coary :

Some loathfeme dath rhe derald will contrive,] In the books of he.
saldry a particular mark of difgract is mentioned, by which the efs
cutcheons of thofe perfons were anciently diftinguthed, who ® &ijcourte-
osfly ofed & widoww, maid, or wi{:, againft her will.”” There were ikewife
formerly marks of difyrace for him that reweled & challenge, or wem from
bis word ; for bi-'b‘o{djnnﬂnalnn, &c. In the prefent inftance
our authour feems to aflude to the mark firt mentioned. Marowx,

Some loathfome dafh e bevald will eontriwe,) So, in King Fobus
;‘ ’g:'look im; the blors and fains ::lnghxt:” Ricberd Il

in, in ton’s Bpifile from Rueen Ifabel ro Kin ]

Apm,“ No b’:ﬁlrd’s’uja,rk{kth ot ny/ mqouh: fhield."
This difinQion, whatever it was, was called in ancient heraldry a biw
o¢ difference. STzzVvENS.
S Whe buys & minute's mirth, s wail a week ?] 8o, in X, Rich. 111 :
¢« Eighty odd years of forrow have I feen,
¢ And each bour’s joy wreck'd with & week of rers.” ST2RYV.
Again, in Pericles, Prince of,& res
¢ Whese's hourly m-{hfw s minute’s eafe,® Maronsz.
Ha O, whag
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O, what excufe can my invention make, - ce S

When thou fhalt charge ‘me with fo black a deed? - it

Will not my fongte be mute, my frail joints thake ? .

Mine eyes forego their light, my falft heartbleed? -

The guilt being great, the fear doth fill exceed 5 e
And extreme fear can neither fight norly, °~  -*
But coward-like with trembling terrour dig, -

Had Collatinus kill’d my fon or fire, : oo
Or lain in ambufh'to hetray my life, -
Or were he nat my dear friend, this defire /’ .
Might have excufe to work ypon his wife ; .
As in revenge or quittal of fuch ftrife :

But as heis ;ng kinfman, my dear friend$,

The thame and faolt finds no excafe nor end, -

Shameful it is ;—ay, if the fa& be known 42
Hateful it is j—ahere is no hate in loving
I’ll beg her love ;—&az foe is not ber own;
‘The worft is but denial, and reproving :
My will is ftrong, paft reafon’s weak removing ;
ho fears z {fentence, or an old man’s faw,
Shall by a painted cloth bekept in awes,

‘Thus, gracelefs, holds he difputation
*Tween frozen confcience and hot burning will,
And with good thoughts makes difpenfation,

3 Butasheis m] kinfmap, my dear friend,] So, in Macbetd :
“¢ Firft, as I am bis kinfman, and his fubje&,
¢¢ Strong both againft the decdj—.’* STrEzvENS.
4 Sbameful it is j==ay, t{ the fa&t be knowwn:] Thus all the editions
before that of 1616, which reads:
Sbapeful itis; if omce the fa& be known,
The words in Italicks in the firft three lines of this ftanza, are fuppofed
to be fpoken by fome airy monitor. Marone.
S Who fears a fentence, or an old man's faw,

Sball by a painted cloth b¢ kept in awe,] In the old tapeftries or
peinted clubs many moral fentences were wrought, 8o, in If tbis be not
¢ good Play, the Devil is in'ty by Decker, 16123

‘¢ What fays the prodigal child in the painted cloth 2’
See Vol 1L, p. 179,8¢ 9. Maroxsg, )

Urging
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Urging tbe worfer fenfe fof vantageflill;. .. .-, ...
Which in a momont doth confoundiand kill- . . - "=,

All pure ¢ffc@ls ¢, and doth fo far proceed, - .-
That wifet is vile fows like.a, virtpous desd, !

Quoth he, the tébl mé kindly by the hend, : -
And gaz'd for tidings in. my eaget eycs; ;. . -
Fearinifome.hr'd news? from the warlike band
‘Where her beloved Collasinus liege -« . . :

O, how Her feardid make her coloar rife! | ;-7
Firft red as rofes thiaton lawn welay%: . . ;"'
Thn whiteas lawn, the rofes tockawayPs. |, ;|

And how her basd, in-my hand being logk’d*; . . .,

Forc’d it to tremble with her loyal feard :, © = =« -

Which ftruck her fad; and then it fafter rock’d, = =

Uhtil her hufband’s welfare fhe did hear ;

‘Whereat fhe fmiled with fo {weet a cheer

. That had Naréiffus feen her as the floed, -
Self-love had never drown’d him ini the fiood, -

Why hunt I then for colour or excufes? . .
:All orators arc-dumb when beauty pleadeth 3 .
Poor wretches have remorfe in poor abufes 3

© Allpureeffie@sy—] Pethaps we thould read affeds. So, i Orbelle s
3¢ azthe young affeéts P §
¢ In me defunfl ="« STREVENS. .

* Fearing fome hard mewi—] So, in tbe Defiruion of Trey, tranf-
lated by V} Caxton, sth edit. 1617: ¢ Why, is there any thing. (faid
Deyanira) ? what tydings? Lycos aunfwered, hard tydingss™

‘ Marons.

S0, in Antony and Clespasra !

¢¢ —this is fiff news.”
The modern editors read —bad news, StxzvExs.
> —red as rofes that on laven we lay,] So, in Veaus and Adesis :
¢ —a fudden pale, )
¢ Like /awn being laid upon the bluthing rofe.”” Masoxx.

9 ——therofes took away,] The rofes being saken swsy. Maronz.

' And how ber band, in my band being lock'd,] Thus all tLe editions
before that of 1616, which has:

And 20w her hand, &c. Maronz.
Love

Hjs
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Love thrives not in the beart that thadows dreadeths
AffeQion is my captsin, and he leadeth ;

And when his gawdy banmer is difplay'd®,

The coward fights, and will not be difmay’ds

Then childith fear, an'unt! debating, die!
Refpe@ and reafon, wait on wrinkled age ! #
My hears fhall never countermand mine eyes -
Sad paufe and deep reﬁrd befeem the (age*;

M t is youth, and beats thefe from the flage 92
i)zge my pilot is, beauty my prize ;

Then who fears finking, whese fuch treafore lies?

As corn o’er-gsown by weeds, o heedful fear
1s almoft chok’d by unyreﬁﬁed loft®,
Away he fteals with open liftening ear, 20

3 And-wben his.gandy banner is difplay*d,] Thus the quarto, 1594
The edition of 1636 resds——rbis gawdy banner; and in the former part
of the ftansa, pleads and dreads, inftead of pleadeth and dreadeth.

Mazioxs.
3 Then childifp fear, avaunt! debating, dicl
Refpe& mﬁ{a %, it 08 wriuﬁ?t:llzv, &c.] Soyin K, Rich. 213
¢¢ —1I have learn’d that fearful commenting .
¢+ 15 Jeaden fervitor to dull delay jem
2 ¢¢ Then firy expedition be my guide !** ol
' fpef? means, cautious prudence, that ¢ weighs all confequences/
o, i{Troilu and Creffida, AR 1l fcvis eoly
66 ammmreafon and refpe?
¢ Make livers pale, and Juftihood deje&.*
Scepo 57,00 *. Masonz.
4 Sad pauje and deep regard befeem the ggr;] Sad, in "anclent laae
guage, Is grave.  So, in Much ado about Nothing *
¢ The conference was fadly borne.” MALOXE,
$ My part is youtb, and beats :bg: g:- the ftage :] The poet feems.
to have had the confli€s between the Devil and the #ics of the old mo-
ralities, in his thoughts. In thefe, the Pice was always viQorious, and
drove the Devil roaring off the flage. Matonsz. .
My pare is youth,—=] Probably the poet was thinking on that pare’
ticular interlude intitled Zufly Fawenras. STREVENS.
S eeeenlivodful fear
I:;’Im} chok'd by smrefified Iufi.] Thus the old copy. S0y In Ko
. A .

¢ And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos’d
¢ Chok'd the refpel of likely peril fear'd.™



RAPR OF LUTRECE. 103

Full of foul hope, and full of fond mifirett ;
Both which, as fezvitors e¢ the uajuft,
8o crofs him with their oppofite perfuafion,
That now he Yows a feagae, and now invafion:

Within his thought her heavenly image fits,
And in the felf-{ame feat fits Coliatine :
‘That eye which looks on her, confounds his wits ;
"That eye which him beholds, as more divine,
Unto a view fo falfe will not incline ;
But with a pare appeal feeks to the heart,
Which once corrupted, takes the woifer part

And therein heartens up his fervile powers,
Who, flatter’d by their leuder’s jocund thow,
Stuff up his luft, as minutes fill up houts? ;
And as their ¢aptain, fo their pride doth grow,
Paying mote flavith cribute than they owe.

By reprobate defire thus madly led,
he Eomn jord marcheth to Lugrece’ bed ®.

The locks between her chamber and his will,
Each one by him enforc’d, retires his ward?;
But as they open, they all rate his ill, -

80 aife, Dryden: )
¢« No fruitful crop the fickly fields return,
¢ But docks and darnel cbeke the rifiag coen.”
‘The modern editions erroneoufly read s .
——tlosk’d by uirefifted luft. Srzzvaxs,
P 71 xf"".' bislsfl, ds minutes il up heurs;] So, in K. Heary VI,
66 ammsety fec the sisutes how they run, -
¢ How many make the bour full-complete.”” Maroxz.
8 Tbe Roman lord marcheth to Luerece’ bad.] Thus the quarto 1594
The edition 6f 1616 readomedorh merch. Marows.
® —retires bis ward ;] Thus the quarto, and the editions 1598 and
8600. That é¢f 1616, and the modemn eopies, read, wnintelligibly s
Each one by one enforc’d, recites his ward,
Retires is draws back. Retirer) Fr. Sey in X, Richard I1:

$¢ That be, our hope, might have retir’d his power.”
MazoNge

Ha Whick
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‘Which drives the creeping thief to fome '

The threfhold grates the door to have him *s
Night-wandering weefels 3 fhriek, to fee him these 3
They fright him, yet he fill parfues his fear.

As each unwilling portal yields him way, ‘
Through little vgm and crannies of the S;ee
‘The wind wars with his torch, to make him flay,
And blows the {moke of it into his face,
Extinguifhing his condu& in this cafe*;
But his hot heart, which fond defire doth fcorch,
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch :

And being lighted, by the light he fpies

Lucretia’s glove, wherein her needle fticks 3

He takes it from the ruthes where it lies3;

And griping it, the neeld his finger pricks®:

As who thould fay, this glove to wanton tricks L
s

* Which drives the cresping thief to fome regard 1] Which makes him
paufe, and confider what he is about to do. So before 3
¢ Sad paufe and deep regard befeom the fage.” Maromsz.
2 —to bave bim beard 3] That is, to difcover him ; to proclaim his
approach. Matrownz. A
3 Night-wandring weefels fbriek, &¢c.] The property of the wesfel is
to fuck eggs. To this circumftance our author alludes in As you liko
it # ¢ 1 fuek melancholy out of a fong, as a weefel fucks eggan™" "Againy
‘in King Henry V., . ’
¢ For once the eagle England being in prey,
¢ To her unguaraed neft the wesfel Scot
. ¢¢ Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her princely :F."
#erhape the poet meant to intimate, that even animals intent en matri-
monial plunder, gave the alarm at fight of a more powerful invader of
the nuptial bed. But this is mere idle conje@ure. STxRVENS,
4 Extinguifbing bis condu& in this cafe;] Condu& for cendutlor. So,
ih Romeoand Fuliet, AQ V. fc. i3
¢ Come, bitter condwé?, come, unfavoury guide—."" Marowz.
'S Me takes it from the rothes swbere it lies,] The apartments in Eng-
land being firewed with ruthes in oor authour's time, he has given Lus
cretia’s chamber the fame covering. The coatemporary poets, how-
ever, were equally inattentive to propricty. Thus Marlowe in his
Hero and Leander :
¢¢ She fearing on the rufbes to be flung,
¢¢ Striv’d with redoubled ftrength.” Maronz.
. S And griping it, the neeld bis fnger pricks :] Neeld for secdls. Oue
authour has the fame abbreviation in his Pericles ; «
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s not inur’d ; return again in hafte ;
‘Thou feeft our miftrefs’ ornaments are chafte?

Bat all thefe poor forbiddings could not ftay him ;
He in the worft {fenfe conftrues their denial : .
‘The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay him,
He takes for accidental thangs of trial ; .
Or as thofe bars which ftop the hourly dial;
Who with a ling’ring ftay his courfe doth let 7,
Till every minute pays the -hour his debt.

So, fo, quoth he, thefe lets attend the time,
Like little frofts that fometime threat the {pring,
To add a more rejoicing to the prime®,
And give the fncaped birds more caufe to fing %
Pain pays the income of each precious thing ;
Huge r?ck;; high winds, ftrong pirates, fhelves and
ands,
‘The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.

Now is he come unto the chamber-door,

‘That fhuts him from the heaven of his thought ®,
‘Which with a yielding latch, and with no more,
Hath barr’d him from the blefled thing he fought.
So from himfelf impiety hath wrought,

¢¢ Deep clerks the dumbs, and with her see/d compofes
¢ Nature’s own fhape—."

Again, in A Midfummer-Night's Dream 2
¢ Have with our unii- created both one flower.” Marownr,

7 —mbis courfe doth let,] To lety in ancient language, is 0 0dfiraéd, to
retard.  So, in Hamlet :

“ I'll makea ghoftof him that /ets me.”” Matroxe.

$ To add a more rejoicing to the prime,] That is, a greater rejoicing.
So, in K. Ricbard 11:

¢ To make a more requical of your loves.”

The prime is the fpring. Marone.

9 And give the (neaped birds—] Sneapedis checked. So, Falftaff, in
K. Heary IV, P, 1I: ¢ My lord, I will not undergo this fnesp with-
outreply.” Maronrk.

* That fbuts bim from the heaven of bis thought,] So, in The
Comedy of Errors :

¢ My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope’s aim,
¢ My fole carth’s beaven—:'’ Marong.

That
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‘That for his prey to pray he doth begin ®,
As if the heavens fhould countenance his fia,

But in the midft of his nnfruitful prayer,

Having folicited the eternal power

‘That his foul thoughts might compafs his fair fair$,

And they would ft¢nd aufpicions to the hours,

Even there he-ftarts :—?noth he, I muft deflower ; .
The powers to whom I pray, abhor this fa&,

How can they then aﬁlr me in the aét?

‘Then Love and Fortuné be my gods, my guide ¥

My will is back’d with refolution :

‘Thoughts are but dreams till their effe&s be tried,

‘The blacketft fin is clear’d with abfolution s ;

Againft love’s fire fear’s froft hath diffolution.
The eye of heaven isout, and mifty night .
Covers the fhame that follows fweet delight,

2 That for bis prey to pray be doth begin,] A jingle not lefs difgufting

occurs in Ovid's narration of the fame event:
¢ Hoflis ut bofpes init penetralia Collatina,” STRR?RR

Prey was formerly always fpelt pray. MaLonE.

3 —migbt compafs bis fair {air,f His fair beauty. Fair, it has been
already oblerved, was ancieatly ufed as a fubftantive. Maioxr.

4 And they would pand aufpicions to tbe bour,] This falle concord
perhaps owes its introduétion to the rhime. 1In the fecond line of the
flansa one deity only is invoked; in the fourth line he talks of more.
‘We muft thetefore either acknowledge the want of grammar, or read :

And be would ftand aufpicious to the hour, &c, Stzzvxxns.

The fame inaccuracy is found in King Ricbard I11:

¢¢ Ricbard yet lives, be/l's black intelligencer,
¢ Only referv'd their falor, to buy fouls,
¢ And fend them thither.”
Again, in the fame play, A& I, fc. fii:
¢ If beawen have any grievous plague in flore,
¢ O, let them keepit till thy fins be ripe. Mavowne,

S Theblackett fin is clear’d with abfolution ;] The ollavo, 1636, and

the modern editions, read :

Black fin is clear’d with abfolution.
Our authour has here rather prematurely made Tarquin a difciple of
modern Rome. MavLoNE. .

6 Tbhe eye of heaven—] So, in K. Rickard II :

¢ All places that the cye of beaven vifits’’ STREVENS,
Again, in Romeo and Fulier :

¢¢ Now ere the fun advaace his burning eyem='’s Maroxr.

This
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is faid, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch,
And with his Enee the doot he opens wide :
“The dove fleeps faft that this night-ow! will catchs
*Thus treafon warks ere traitors be efpy’d. :
‘Who fees the lurking ferpent, fteps afide ;

But the, found flecping, fearing no fuch thing,

Lies at the mercy of his mortal fting.

Into the chamber wickedly he ftalks?,

And gazeth on her yet-unftained bed.

The curtains being clofe, about he walks,

Rolling his reedy eye-balls in his head :

By their higi treafon is his heart mifled ;
Which gives the watch-word to hjs hand full foon *,
To draw the cloud that hides the filver moon.

Look, as the fair and firy-pointed fun?,
Ruthing from forth a cloud, bereaves our fight 3
Even fo, the curtain drawn, his cyes begun -
To wink, being blinded with a greater light:
Whether it is, that the refle@s fo bright,
That dazzleth them, eor eMe fome thame fuppofed 3
Bat blind they are, and keep themfelves enclofed.

7 Into the chamber wickedly be Ralks,] That the post meant by the
word falk to cunvey the notion, not of a boifterous, but quiet, MOve~
ment, appears from a fubfequent paflage s

¢ For in the dreadful dark of deep midnight,

¢ With thining falchion in my chamber came

€6 A creeping creature, witly a flaming light,

¢ And foftly cry’dem,"
‘Thus alfo, in a preceding Ransa :

¢¢ Which drives the cresping thief to fome regard.”,
Again, in Cywbelines

¢ —Qur 'XI';:quin thus e

& Did foftly prefs the rufpes, ere he wakea'd

“ Thcj cfhaﬁl,tﬁy{e vomﬁe‘d-"

A perfon apprehenfive of being difcovered, maturally takes lowg flepss
the fooner to arrive at his point, whether he is approaching or retiring,
and thus thorten. the moments of danger. Marowx.

S Which gives the watch-word to bis band full Joen,] The oQavo,
3616, rcads—ro0 foone Marowz.

9 =firy-pointed fus,] ¥ would read s=fire-ypointed. So, Milton :

¢ Under a far-ypointing pyramid.” STREVENS.

T fuppofe the old reading to be right, becaufs ia Shakfpeare’s edition
the word is fpelt fierie-pointed, Maronz.

O, had,

-
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O, had they in that darkfome prifon died,

Then had they feen the period of their ill!

Then Collatine again, by Lucrece’ fide,

In his clear bed* might have repofed full: *.

But theK uft ope, this blefled league to kill 5 _ .
0

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their fight
Matt fell her joy, her life, her world’s delight.

Her lily hand her rofy cheek lies under?, i
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kifs?; I
‘Who, therefore ‘angry, feems to part in funder,
Swelling

 In bis clebr bed—] Clear is pure fpotlefs. Sce Vol. VIIL p. 61,
B.9. Maroxs.

3 —ber rofy chcel lies under,] Thus the firft copy. The edition of
3600 and the fubfequent impreflions have checks. MALonx.

3 Her lily band ber rofy cheek lies ander, T

Cozening the pillrw of a lawful h‘{:;] Among the poems of Sir
John Suckling, (who is faid to have been a great admirer of our au-
thour,) is one entitled, 4 Supplement of an iu{‘cr e@ Copy of Perfes of
My. William Sbakefpears ; which begins with thefe lines, fomewhdt va-
gsied. We can hardly fuppofe that Suckling would have called & paffage
extralted from a regular poem ax imperfe@ copy of werfes. Perhaps
Shakfpeare had written the lines quoted below (of which Sir Joha
might have had a manufcript copy) on fome occafion ious to the
publication of his Lucrece, and afterwards ufed them in this poem, with
fome varistion. In a fubfequent page the reader will find fome verfes thet
appear to have been written before Pewws and Adoris was compofed, of
which, in like manner, the leading thoughts were afterwards employed
in that poem. This fuppofed fragment is thus fupplied by Suckling,—e
The variations are diftinguithed by Italick duraﬁpepn.
1

¢ One of ber bands one of ber cheeks lay under,
& Cozening the pillow of a lawful kifs; -
« Which therefore fwell'd, and feem’d to part afunders
& As angry to be robb’d of fuch a blifss
¢ Tbe one look'd paley and for revenge did long,
¢ Wbhile totber blufo'd 'r;ujc it bad done the wrong.”
1

¢ Out of the bed ri¢ other fair hand was,

€ On a green fattin quilt ; whofe perfe@ white

¢ Look'd like a daify in a ficld of grafs *,

8¢ And thew'd like unmelt fnow unto the fights
¢ There lay this pretty perdue, fafe to keep
¢ The reft o* the body that lay faft aflecp.

© Tow far (fays Suckling) Sbatypsare. -
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Bwelling on either fide, to want his blifs ;

Between whofe hills her head intombed is:
Where, like a:virtuous monument, fhe ligs¢4,,
To be admir'd of lewd ynballow’d cyes.

Without the bed her other fair hand was,
On the green coverlet ; whofe perfe® white
Show’d like an April daify on the grafs,
With pearly fweat, refembling dew of nighe?*. :
Her eyes, like marigolds, had fheath’d their light ;
And, canopied in darknefs, fweetly lay ®,
Till they might open to adorn the day,

1.
¢ Her eyes (and therefore it was night) clofe laid,
¢¢ Strove to imprifon beauty till the morn;
¢« But yet the doors were of fuch fine ftutf made,
#¢ That it broke through and fhew'd itfelf in fcornj
¢ Throwing a kind of light about the place,
¢¢ Which turn’d to fmiles, ®ill as’t came near her face,

1v. ,
¢ Her beams, which fome dull men call'd hair, divided
#¢ Part with her cheeks, part with her lips, did fport ;
¢ But thefe, as rude, her bieath put by ftill ; fome ®
¢¢ Wifelier downward fought ; but falling fhort,
¢¢ Curl'd back in rings, and feem'd to turn again,
¢ To bite the part fo unkindly held them in.” Mazone.

4 Whbere, like a wirtuous monument, fbe lies,] On our ancient monwe
ments the heads of the perfons reprefented are commonly repofed oa
pillows.  Our author has nearly the (ame image in Cymbeline s

¢ And be her fenle dut a5 a monument,
“ Thus in a chapel lying.™ StzxvENS.
Again, in All's well thas ends wells
¢ You are no woman, but a monament.
See Vol. IIL. p. 436, n. 9. MarLoNzx.
5 With pearly (weat, refembling dew of night.] So, Dryden ¢
¢ And fleeping flow’rs beneath rbe night-dew [west. STEE YV,

8 Her eyes, like marig.lds, bad foeath’d their light,

And, canopied in ﬁarheﬁ, ‘/‘:mlj lay, &c.] So, in Cymbeline:
© ¢¢ ——The flame o’ the taper

¢ Bows toward her, and wuuld underpeep her lids,

¢ To fee the enclofed lights, r.ow canopied

¢ Under thefe windows.” Maronz.

¥ Suckiing probably wrote divide in the former lines snd here,
© # Butthefe, as rude, by her breath put full afde,—"

Her
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Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her breathy
O modeft wantons ! wanton modefty ! S
Showing ljfe’s triomph? in the map of death®,
And death’s dim look in life’s mortality :
Each in her fleep themfelves fo beautify, .

As if between them twain there were no frife”,

But that life liv’d in death, and death in life.

Her breafls, like ivory globes circled with blue,
A pair of maiden worlds anconquered *,
Bave of their lord, no bearini yoke they knew?®,
And him by oath they truly honoured 3.
Thefe worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred 3
Who, like a foul ufurper, went about
From this fair throne to heave the owner out®,

7 Showing /ife's triumpbee=] The o&avo, 1616, reads Shoswring.

Marong.

S —in the map of death,}] So, in King Ricbard I :

¢ Thou map of honour,™ STEzviNs.
9 As if betwween them 1evain there were no frife,
Bot ther life liv'd in death, and death in life.] So, in Macheth 3
¢ That death and nature do contend about them,
¢¢ Whether they /ivs or die,™ STagyzns,
Again, in Alls well that ends woell :
¢ —=Nature and ficknefs
¢ Debate it at their leifure,” Marone.

T A pais of maiden worlds wnconquered,] Maiden worlds! How hg-
peneth this, friend Coilatine, when Lucretia hath fo long lain by thy
fide ? Verily, it infinuateth thee of coldnefs. AmNz2.

3 Save of their lordy wo bearing yoke 1bey knew,] So, Ovid, defcribing
Lucretia in the fame fituation

¢« Effugiet? pofitis urgetur pe@ora palmis,
¢ Nunc primum externd pefiora talla manv.” MaLONE.
3 Axd bim by oath tbey truly bonoured.] Alluding to the ancient prac-
tice of fwearing domefticks into fervice. ~ So, in Cymbeline
4 Her fervants are all (soorn and honourable.” STzzvews.
‘The matrimonial oath was, [ believe, alone in our authour's thoughts.
. Mavroxz.
4 o=t heave the cvomer ont.] So, in a fubfequent ftanza
« My fighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to besve thee.”
The o&avo, 1616, and the modern editions, read ;
=—nto bowe the ewnes out. Maronx.

What
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‘What gould he fee, but mightily he noted?
What did he note, but frongly be defir’d?
What he beheld, on,that he firmly doted,
And in his will his wilful eye he tir'ds.
With more than admiration he admir'd

Her azure veins, her alabafter fkin,

Her coral lips, her fnow-white dimpled chin.

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey,

SharP hungor by the conqueft fatisfied,

So o’er this fleeping foul doth Tarquin ftay

His rage of luft, by rgazing,qv.mliﬁed“;

Slack’d, not fupprefs’d ; for ftanding by her fide,
His eye, which late this mutiny reftrains,
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins:

And they, like ftraggling flaves for pillage fightin
Obdurate vaflals, fell exploits cﬁ'e&itr: g ",g g,
In bloody death and ravifhment delighting,

S And in bis will bis wilful eye be tir’d.] This may mean—He glatsed
bislufiful eye in the imagination of what be bad refoived to do. To tire
js aterm in falconry. So, in Heywood’s Rape of Lucrece : ¢ Muft with
keen fang tire upon thy fleth.” Perhaps we fhould read—And on his
will, &c. STEzEVENS.

6 —by gaxing qualified ;] i. e. foftened, abated, diminithed, So, in
Tbe Marcbant of Venice :

6 eeeem] have heard
¢ Your grace hath ta‘en great pains to gualify
<« His rigorous courfes.”” STrevEns.

Agrin, in Otbello: “ 1 have dreok but one cup to-night, and that
was craftily gualified too.”” Marone.

7 e=fell exploits effeing,] Peshaps we thould read—wffefting.

STeRvVENS.

‘The preceding line, and the two that follow, fuppert, I think, the old
reading. Tarquin only c?:ﬂx the onfet j but the flaves here mentione8
do not affes? or meditate fell exploits, they arc fuppoled to be a@ually
employed in carnage s

L for pillage fighting,

¢ Nor children’s tears, nor mothers’ groans refpefing.”
The fubfequent line,

¢ Swell in their pride, the onfet fill expefFing, ="
sefers, not to the flowes, but to T'arquin’e wems. Maroxz.

Nor
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Nor children’s tears, nor mothers’ groans ;g{pean‘ ing .

Swell in their pride, the onfet #ill ing : i
Anon his beating heart, alarum ftriki 5‘,‘ =
Gives the hot charge®, and bids them do their liking, .

His drumming heart chears up his burning eye,
His eye commends the leading to his hand 9 ;
His hand, as proud of fuch a dignity,
Smoking with pride, march’d on to make his f#and .
On her bare breaft, the heart of all her land *;
‘Whofe ranks ef blue veins, as his hand did feale,
Left their round turrets deftitute and pale.,

‘They muftering to the quiet cabinet

Where their dear governefs and lady lies,

Do tell her fhe is tﬁ'zadfully befet,

And fright her with confufion of their cries :

She, much amaz’d, breaks ope her lock’d-up eyes,
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold, .
Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and controll’d.

Imagine her as one in dead of night
From forth dull fleep by dreadful fancy waking,
‘That thinks the hath beheld fome gattly fprite,

8 Gives the bor charge,—] So, in Hamlet:
“ proclaim no thame, .
¢ When the compulfive ardour giwes the charge.”” StaRVvENS,
9 His eye commends the leading to bis bend ;] To commend in our au-
thour's time fometimes fignified to commir, and has that fenfs hese. $o,
in the Winter's Tale : :
$¢ ——commend it ftrangely to fome place,
¢¢ Where chance may nurfe, or end it.”
Again, in King Ricbard 11:
¢¢ His glittering arms he will commend to ruft.”
See Vol. V. p. 65, n.®*. Marone. ’
Y On ber bare breaft, the heart of ail ber land ;] So, in Asteny asd
‘Cleopatra : N
¢ wmthe beart of lofs.”
Again, in Ha-le'te.-ry Y of
66 e will wear him
¢ In my heart's core; ay, in my beare of heart.,” Maronz,

Whofe
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Whole grim afpé& fets every joint a haking ; :
What teg:lrour ’?iés ! but fhe, in worfer taking,
From flgep difturbed, heedfully doth view
_The fight which makes fuppofed terror true?

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thoufand fears,
Like to a new-kill’d bird fhe trembling lies 3;
She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears
Quick-fhifting anticks, ugly in her eyes: '
Such fhadows are the weak brain’s fortieries 4;
Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights$,
In darknefs daunts them with more dreadful fights.

His hand, that yet remains upon her breaft,
(Rude ram, to batter fuch an ivory wall !)
May feel her heart (poor citizen !) diftrefs’d,
Wounding itfelf to death, rife up and fall,
Beating her bulk, that his hand fhakes withal®,
* This moves in him more rage, and leffer pity, ]
To make the breach, and enter this fweet caty?,
Firtt,

3 The fight wbich makes fuppofed terror true.] The o@avo, 31616,
and the modern editions, read: = -
w—which makes fuppofed tertor rue. MALONE.
3 Wrapp'd and confounded in a thoufand fears,
Like to a new-kill'd bird fbe trembling lies;] So Ovid, dekribing
Lucretid in the fame fituation s
% Jlla-nihil ; neque enim vocem virefque loquendi
¢¢ Aut aliquid toto pe@ore mentis habet.
¢ Sed tremit—"" MavLoNE.
4 Such Padews are the weak brain’s forgeries;] So, in A Midfummer-
Night's Dream:
¢ Thefe are the forgeries of jealoufy.”” STrEvENS,
Again, in Hamlet :
¢¢ This is the very coinage of your brain:
¢« ‘This bodilefs creation ecftacy
¢¢ Is very cunning in.”” MAvrLoONE. .
S Z—tbe eyes fly from their lights,] We meet with this conceit again in
Fulivs Cafar :
¢ His coward lips did from their colour fy.”” STxEZVENS.
© Beating ber bulk, that bis band [bakes witbal.] Bulk is frequently
ufed by our authour, and other ancient writers, for dedy, S0, in ]
¢ As it did feem to fhatter all his bulk,
¢ And end his beirfg.”
See alfo Vol. V1. p. 488, n. 3. Marows, : .
7 Tomake the breach, and enter this fwest city.] So, in our authour's
Lover's Complaint ¢ :
Vor. X. 1 ¢ Aad
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Firft, like a trampet, d_oth his tongue begin

To found a parley to his heartlefs foe ;, .

‘Who o’er the white theet peers her whiter chin®,

The reafon of this rafh alarm to know,

Which he by dumb demeanour fecks to fhow ;
But fhe with vehement prayers urgeth #ill, +
Under what colour he commits this ill.

Thus he replies: The coloar in thy face®
(That even for anger makes the lil! ‘pde,
And the red rofe blufh at her own difgrace®,)
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale:
Under that colour am I come to fcale
Thy never-conquer’d fort ® ; the fault is thine,
For thofe thine eyes betray thee unto mine.

¢ And long upon thefe terms I held my cizy,
¢ Till thus he "gan beficge me.” ‘
Again, in AIl's well that ends welly Vol. IIL. p. 3593 & —=mary, in
blowing him down again, with the breach yourfelves made, you lofe
your city.” Maronz. . o
8 —v'cr the white fbeet pecrs ber whiter chiny] So, in Cymbelice:
« freth lily, .
¢ And wbiter than the fheets” MALONE.
So, Otway, in Venice Preferved :
¢¢ —in virgin fheets,
¢¢ White as her bofom.” STrzrvexs.
© Under what colour be commits tbis ill. .
Tbus be replies: The colour in tby l['a:c—] The fame play oa the
fame words occurs in K. Henry 1V, P. 11 :
66 —this that you heard, was but a colowr.
Sbal.*¢ A colowr, 1 fear, that you will diein, fir Joha.” Stzzv.
Y And tbe red rofe blufh at her own difgrace,] A "thought fomewhat
fimilar occurs in May’s Svpplement to Lucan : .
¢ —— labra rubenus
¢ Non rofea zquar:t, nifi primo vi&a fuiffet,
¢ Et pudor augeret quem dat natusa ruborem,"
® Under that colour am I come to fcale
Tby never-conguer'd fort ;] So, in Marlowe's Here and Loander &
4 amevery limb did, as a fouldier ftout,
¢ Defend the fort, and keep the foe-man outs
¢¢ For though the rifing ivory mount he fcal’d,
¢ Which is with azure circling lines empal’d,
§¢ Much like a globe,” &c.
We have had in a former ftanza—

¢ Her breafls, like ivory globes circled with blye™ Mazoxzs
’ Thus.

STERVENS.

»
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T hus I-foreftall thee, if thou mean to chide :

'Thy beauty hath enfnar’d thee to this night,
‘Where thouwith rzuienqe muft my will abide ; -

My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight?,
Which I to conquer fought with all my might ;
But as’rep and reafon beat it dead,
By thy bright beauty was it newly bred.

I fee what troffes my attempt will bring; -

I know what thorns the growing rofe defends ;

I think the honey guarded with a fting? ;

All this, beforehand, counfel comprehends:

But will is deaf, and hears np heedful friends ;
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beau?',
And dotes on what he looks *, ’gainft law or duty,

I have debated ¢, even in my foul,
‘What wrong, what fhame, what forrow I fhall breed ;
But nothing can affeion’s courfe control,
Or ftop the headlong fury of his fpeed.
I know repentant tears enfue the deed ;
Reproach, difdain, and deadly enmity 3
Yet ftrive I to embrace mine infamy.

This faid, he fhakes aloft his Roman blade,
Which, like a frulcon towering in the fkies,
Coucheth the fow! belew with his wings’ thade$, Whofs
s ol¢

S avmy earth’s delight,] So, in The Comedy of Errors :
- ﬂ:‘ nlkdybfole earth’s ;;ven.: Srnillm. that the b
ink tbe beney guarded with a ping ;] I am aware that oney
{s guarded with a am:. Mavons. g
® emon whar be losks,] . on what he looks en—=Many inflances of
this inaccaracy are found in our authour’s plays. See Vol, VIIL p. 104,
8.7. Mavroxzx,
4 I fee what croffasmmmmems
baxe debated, &c.] On thefe fanzas Dr. Young might have founded
the lines with which he difmiffes. ince of Egypt, who is preparing to
¢ommit a fimilar 2& of violeace, at the end of the third a& of Bufiris ¢
¢¢ Deftrultion full of tranfport | Lo I come :
¢ Swift on the wing to meet my certain doom 3
¢¢ 1 know the danger, and I knew the hamej .
. & But, like our phenix, h; fo rich a Aams
a .

¢ 1 ploage
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Whofe crooked beak threats, if he mount he dies s
So under his infulting falchion lies
Harmlefs Lucretia, markin§ what he tells,

With trembling fear, as fow] hear faulcons® bells®,

Lucrece, quoth he, this night I muft enjoy\ thee:
If thou deny, then force muft work my way,
For in thy bed I purpofe to deitroy thee ;
That done, fome worthlefs flave of thine I'll flay, -
To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ;
And in thy dead arms do [ mean to placehim, .
Swearing I flew him, feeing thee embrace him,

So thy furviving hufband fhall remain .
The {cornful mark of every open eye?; .
Thy kinfmen hang their heads at this difdain,
Thy iffue blurr’d with namelefs baftardy® s
And thou, the authour of their obloquy,
Shalt have thy trefpafs cited up in rhimes9,
And fung by children in fucceeding times®.

¢¢ 1 plunge triumphant my devoted head,
¢ And dote on death in that luxurious bed.”™ STEEVENS,
S —like a faulcon rowering in tbgiu.
Coucheth tbe fowl below==] So, in Meafure for Maafares
¢ Nips youth i* th® head, and follies doth ecamew. = .
¢ As fanlcon doth the fow/l.”

T am not certain but that we fhould reade=Cov’reth. T comch the
fowl may, however, mean, to make it couch ; as to brave 8 man,in our
suthor’s language, fignifies cither to infulr him, or to make bim brawey
i, e.fine. So,in The Taming of the Shrew : ¢—thou hatt érev’d many
men ; bravenot me,” Petruchio is fpeaking to the taylor, STzEve

© e—as fowl bear faulcons' bells.] So, in King Henry P1. PJINY

€¢ w=not he that loves him beft .
“ Dares ftir a wing, if Warwick fbake bis bells.”” STREYRNS,

7 The fcornful mark ;f every open eves] So, in Otbelle: :

“ A fixed figure for the timeof fcorn.” STETEVENS.

$ Dby iffae biurr'd with namelefs baflardy :] So, in the Tee Gentle
menof Verona : « That’s as much as to fay daffard virtues, thatindeed
know not their father’s names, and therefore bave s memes.” The
poet calls baftardy namelefs, becaufe an ' illegitimate child has no name
by inheritance, being confidered by the law as nullins flins, Maroxsz.

9 Shalt bawe thy trefpafu cited up in rhimes,] So, in K. Hese IV. P. 13

¢ He made a bluthing cira/ of his fanlts."
Again, in The Two Gentlemen of Ferona: ™ .
$§ e=for we gite our fasks STEEVINS. B
: : - Sut

-
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But if thou yield, I reft thy fecret friend :

The fault unknown 1s as a thought una&ed;

A little harm, done to a great good end,

For lawful policy remais enated. ,

‘The poifonous fimple fometimes is compa&ed -
In a pure compound®; being fo applf , -
His venom in effet is purified. :

Then for thy hiifband and thy children’s fake,
‘Tender my fuit?: bequeath not to their lot
The thame that from them no device can take,
The blemith that will never be forgot ; -
Worle than a flavith wipe#, or birth-hour’s blot$ : )
o : N For
8 Sbak bave thy trefpafs cited up ix rhimes,
And fung by children in fucceeding times.) So,in King Richard III3
¢ —=Thence we looked.towards England,
"¢¢ And cited #p a thoufand heavy times.™ :
Again, in Astony and Cleopatra : :
* ¢ —Saucy lifors. . :
¢¢ Will catch at us like Rrumpets, and fcald rbimers
. * ® Bellad us out o’tune,”™ . - - -
Qui me commdrit, (mclias rion tangere, clamo,)’
Flebit, et infignis tota cantabitur urbe.” Hor, .
Thus elegantly imitated by Pope : SR
¢« Whoe'er offends, at fome unlucky time
¢¢ Slides into verfe, and hitches in a rhime;
¢ Sacred to ridicule his whole life long,
¢¢ And the fad burthen of fome merry fong.” Matowne,
8 In a pure ¢omposnd—] Thus the quarto. The edition of 1616 reads 3
. In pareft compoundsem Marons.
A thought fomewhat fimilar occurs in Roseo and Yuliet
& Within the infant rind of this fmall flower
¢ Poifon hath refidence, and medicine power.” SrteEveNs,
3 Tender my fuit :~==] Cherith, regard my fuit. 83, in Hamber :
$¢ Tender yourfelf mqre dearly.” MaL®Nz. )
4 Warfe than a flavith tiped More difgraceful than the brand with
which flaves were marked.  Maronz.
S wmor birth-bour's blot1] So, in King Foba :
¢¢ If thou that bid'ft me be eontent, wert grim,
¢ Ugly and flanderous to thy metber’s ewomb,
L Ful(of unpleafing blots, and fightlefs ftains,~ -
¢ Patch’d with foul moles and eye-vffcading tarks,
¢ 1 would not care.” " . .
ls. K

N
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For marks defcried in men’s nativity ,
Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy ¢,

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye?,

He roufeth up himfelf, and makes a paufe ; ‘

While fhe, the piture of purg piety, . . = . .

Like a white hind under the gryp¢'s tharp claws?,, .

Pleads in a wildernefs, where are no laws, :
To the rough beaft that knows no geatle right, -

Nor aught obeys bat his foul appetite,

It appears that in Shakfpeare’s time the arms of baftards:were digting
guithed by faae kind of &or.  Thus, in the play sbove quoteds . -
¢ To look into the dlors and Rains of right.*
But in the paffage now before us, thofe corporal blemifhes with which
children are fometimes born, feem alone to have beea in our authows's
contemplation. Mavroyr. .
6 For marks defcried in men's nativity T
Are nature’s faults, not their uwn infamy.] So; in Hamlet :
¢ That for fome vicious mo/e of sarurein them, e
¢ As, in their birth (wherein they are wot guilty Jom, STEEVe ~
7 ==with a.cuckatrice’ dead-killing eye,] So, in Romeo and Fuliet ¢
¢¢ From the Jc;tl::darﬁnf‘cjt of mum'u_.; Srlgv:ns.
$ Like a white bind under the grype's claws,] So, ip X
Ricbard 111 ; e pep 1 8o by sa
¢¢ Ah me! I fee the ruin of my houfe;;
¢ Tbe tyger now basb fein'd the gentle kinds™
All the modern editions read:
=——beneath the gripe’s tharp claws,
‘The quasto, 1594, has
Like a white hinde ygder the Lryps's (harp clawses .
The grypbon was meant, which in our authour’s time way ufually
written grype, or gripe. MavLoNz. '

The gripe is properly the griffin. See Cotgrave's Ditionary, and Mr.
Reed's improved edition of sod[lq': old Plays, Vol. 1. p. 124, where
gripe feems to be ufed for wuitar : C

¢¢ —lxion's wheele,
4 Or cruell gripe to gnaw my growing harte." .
Ferrex and Porrex.
It was alfo a term in the hermetick art, Thus, in B. Jonfon's Acbemif ;
¢ —lct the water in glafs E be filter'd,
¢ And putinto the gripe's egg.”
As griffe is the French word for a claw, perhaps anciently thofe birds

which are remarkable for griping their prey in theis talons, wese occa~
Sionally called gripes, St‘x?um. it ’

Look,
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Look, when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth threat®,
In his dim mift the afpiring mountains hiding,
From earth’s dark womb fome gentle guit doth get,
Which blows tliefe pitchy vapours from their biding,
Hindering their prefent fall by this dividing ;

So his unhallow’d hafte her words delays,

And moody Pluta winks while Orpheus plays,

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally,
While in his hold-faft foot the weak moufe panteth :
Her fad behaviour feeds his vultur folly *,
(A fwallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth :
His ear her prayers admits, but his heart granteth

No penetrable entrance to her plaining ;

Tears harden luft, though marble wear with raining,

Her pity-pleading eyes are fadly fix’d

In the remorfelefs wrinkles of his face®;

Her modeft eloquence with fighs is mix’d,

Which to her oratory adds more grace.

She puts the period often from his place ;
And *midft the fentence fo her accent breaks,
That twice fhe doth begin, ere once the fpeaks 3,

9 Look, wwben a black-fac'd clond the vosrld doth threat,] The quarte,
3594, readst Busr when, &c. For the emendation I am refponfible.
Bat was evidently a mifprint ; there being mo oppofition whatfoeves
between this and the preceding paflage. We had before s
¢ Look, as the fair and firy- pointed fun,~
¢¢ Even fo—"" :
Again, in a fubfequent ftanza, we haves
¢ Look, as the full.fed hound, &e, -
6 So furfeit-taking Tarquin—="" .
" Again, in Feaus and Adonis:
¢ Look, how the world’s poor people are amaz’d, ==’
¢ So the with fearful eyes.—."" Mazone.
8 —bis waltur folly,] Folly is ufed here, as it is in the facred wri.
tings, for depravity of mind. S0 alfo, in Otbello s
¢ She turn’d to folly, and the was a whore.” Mazone.
3 In the remorfelels wrinkles of bis face;] Remorfelefsis pitilefs, . See
Vol. IL p. 37, 0. 5; and Val. IV, p. 295, 0.3, Maroxz,

) She
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cénjures him by high almighty Jove, . .
gl;eknigjhthood, gct’nyt.ry.g and fwgeg'r{endihip'l oath,
By her untimely tears, her hufband’s love,

By holy human law, and common troth, .

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both,
That to his borrow’d bed he make retire,
And ftoop to honour, not to foul defire.

uoth fhe, reward not hofpitality+ '
With fuch black payment as thon haft pretended$ ;
Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee;
Mar not the thini that cannot be amended ;
End thy ill aim, before thy fhoot be ended ®2
. - He

3 Ske }mn the period often from his place, .
And *midtt the fentence fo ber accent breaks, . .
That twice fbe doth begin,] So,in A Midfummer-Night's Dream:
¢¢ Make periods im the midft of femtences, ’ *
¢¢ Throttle their prais’d accest in their fears,
¢ And in conclufion dumbly have lrokeoft, &ce STERVENS,
4 wmreward not hofpitality, &c.] So, in King Lear 3
€6 w—my bofpitable favours ’
¢ You fhould not ruffle thus.”” Strzvews. '
S wmpretended ;] i . propofed to thyfelf, So, in Macbesh2
¢¢ —Alas the day!
¢ What good could they prerend 2 STxrvENs.
© End thyill simy before thy fhoct be ended :] It is manifeft from the
context, that the authour intended the woyd [Poet to be taken in a doubje
fenfe; Juit and fboot being in his time pronoupced alike. $o, in Tbe
London Prodigal, 1605 : ; e
¢ But there’s the other black-browes, a fhrood girl,
€6 She hath wit at will, and futers two or three,”
Again, in Tbe Puritan, a Comedy, 1607:
¢ Eater the Swsors.
€¢ Are not thefe archers —what dy you call them y——fbocters,™ &to
Again, in Lilly's Eupbues and bis England, 1580: ¢ There wasa
hdy in Spaine, who after the death of her father had three {;nn, and
yet never a good archery™ &c. See alfo Vol. I1. p. 362, n. 8. Maroxs.
1 adhere to the old reading, nor apprehend the leaft eqyivoque. A
fentiment nearly parallel occurs in Macbeth ; ’
' ¢¢ —the murd’rous fhaft that's (hot,
¢ Hath not yet lighted,”
He Is no wood-man ‘that doth lend bis bow,
very ftrongly fupports my opinione STEEVENS. | :
Thereis no doubt that fboot was one of the ideas intended to be cone
‘weyed, Itis, in my apprehenfign, equally clear, that the fuir or folicita-
tion
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He 1s 80 wood-man, that doth bend his bow
To ftrike a poor unfeafonable doc.

. My hufbsand §s thy friend, for Ris fake ffaare me;
Thyfelf art mighty, for thine own.fake leave me;
Myfelf a weakling, do not then enfnare me :

Thou look’ft not fike deceit ; do not ‘deceive me:

My fighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave thee,
If ever man were mov’d with woman’s moans,
Be moved with my tears, my fighs, my groans;

All which together, like a troubled ocean,
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threat’ning beart,
To foften it with their continual motion ;
For flones diffolv’d to watér do convert,
O, if no harder than a ftone thou art,

Melt at my tears, and be compaffionate?
" Soft pity enters at an iron gate?.

In Tarquin’s likenefs I did entertain thee:
Haft thou put on his fhape to do him thame ?
To all the hoft of heaven I complain me,
‘Thou wrong’ his honour, wound’#t his princely name.
‘Fhou art not what thou feem’ft ; and if the fame,
.Thou feem’ft not what thou art, a god, a king ;
For kings like gods fhould govern every thing.

How will th{ fhame be feeded in thine age,
When thus thy vices bud before thy fpring *?
If in thy hope thou dar’ft do fuch outrage, .
A . What
tion of a lover was alfo in our authour’s thoughts. S3oct ‘(the pronua- °
ciation of the two words being granted to be the fame) fuggefts both
ideas, «=The paffage quoted from Macheth, in the preceding note,
- does not, as I conccive, prove any thing. The word fbor has there its .
ufual fignification, and no double meaning cow/d bave been intended.
i Marowsz.
7 Sofe pity enters at an iron gate.] Meaning, I fuppofe, the gates of
« @prifm. STrEvENs. s
8 How will tLy fbame be feeded in thine age,
When thus thy vices bud before tby [prisg?] Thjs thought is more
_» apoplificd in our author's Treilus and 6,:}1- : - o —th
: . . ~—the

Y%
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What dar’t thou not, when once thou art aking®?
O, be remember’d*, no outrageous thing

From vaffal aftors can be wip’d away ;

Then kings’ mifdeeds cannot be hid in clay?,

This deed will make thee only lov’d for fear, -

Bat happy monarchs ftill are fear’d for love: -

With (ou{ oftenders thou perforce muft bear,

When they in thee the like offences prove :

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ;
For princes are the glafs, the fchool, the book,
Where fubje&ts’ eyes do learn, Jdo read, do look 3, ~

And wilt thou be the fchool where Luft thall learn ?
Mautft he in thee read letures of fuch thame 2

Wilt thou be glafs, wherein it fhall difcern
Authority for fin, warrant for blame,

To privilege difhonour in thy name?

“ the feeded pride,

¢¢ ‘L hat hath tni.s maturity grown up

¢ In rank Achilles, muft or now be cropt,
¢ Or, fh-dding, breed a nurfery of evil,

¢ Toover-bulk usall” STxzvEns,

8 If intby bepe thou dar'f ds fuch outrage,

Wbat d.r'fl thou not swben thou art once & king #] This fentiment
reminds us of King Henry IV.th’s queftion to his fon
¢ When that my care could nnt withhold thy 1lots,
¢ What wiit thou do, when riot is thy care?** STzrvEws,
¥ 0, he remember’d,] Bear it in your mind. So,in K. Richerd Il
¢ joy being wanting, )
¢¢ 1t dth rememier me the more of forrow.” Maroxz.

2 Then bings® mifd-eds cann~t be hid in clay.] The memory of the ill
a&lions of kings will remain even after their death. So, in Tbe Porwe
dife f Dainty Devifes, 15801

4. Mine owne guod father, thou art gone; thine ears are fopp'd
with c/ay.”
Again, in Kendal's k lowers of Epigrams, 15773
¢t The corgs clapt faft in clotted elay,
¢¢ Th.t here engrav'd doth lie.” Mavrowz,
3 For princes aretbe glafs, tke fchool, the book,
P Whers [ubjefls’ eyes do learny do ready do look.] So, in K. Henry IV
. 113
¢ He was the mark and glafs, copy and ook,
¢¢ That fathion’d others.”
Regis ad encmplum totus componitus osbls, Clasde Marowz.

5 Thoa
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Thou back’ft reproach againft long-lived laud,
And mak’it fair reputation but 3 bawd.

Haft thou command? by him that gave it thee,
From a pure heart command thy rebel will :
Draw not thy fword to.guard iniquity,
For it was lent thee all that b to kill.
Thy princely office how canft thou fulfill,
When, pattern’d by thy fault *, foul Sin may fay,
He learn’d to fin, and thou didft teach the way ?

Think but how vile a fpe@acle it were,
‘To view thy prefent trefpafs in another.
Men’s faults do feldont to themfelves appear;
Their own tranfgreflions partially they {mother:
This guilt. would feem death-worthy in thy brother.
O, how arethey wrapp’d in with infamies,
That from their own mifdeeds atkaunce their eyes!

To thee, to thee, my heav’d-up hands appeal,
Not to feducing luft, thy rafh relier*;
I fue for exil’d majefty’s repeal $ ;
Let him return, and Hattering thoughts retire s
His trye refpeét will *prifon tgalfe defire,

And wipe the dim mift from thy doting eyne,
" ‘That thou fhalt fee thy ftate, and picy mine.

Have done, quoth he ; my uncontrolled tide
Turns not, but {wells the higher by this let.
Small lights are foon blown out, huge fires abide®,

® —pattern'd by rby faslt,] Taking thy fault for a pattern or ex-
ample. So,in the Legend of Lord Hattings, Mirrour for Mazifiratesy
15871
574 By this my pattern, all ye peers, beware,” Mavrowz,
4 Not to{tducing Iufty thy rafh relier;] Thus the firft copy. The edi-
tion of 1616 has—thy rath reply. Dr. Sewel, without authority, reads s
Not to feducing luft’s outrageons f‘m Matrowe.
S —=for exil'd majefly’s repeal 5] For the recall of exiled majesty. So,
in one of our authour's plays:
#“ if the time thruft forth &
¢ A caufe for thy repeal—." Maroxe, ‘
6 Small lights are foon blown out, buge fires abide,] Say in K. Hen. VIs o,
. Alintle fireis quickly trodden oxt,” &co STERVENS,

And
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And with the wind in greater fury fret?:

The petty fireams that pay a daily debt
To their {alt fovereign, with their frefh falls’ hafte,
Add to his flow, but alter not his tafte ., : g

Thou art, quoth the, a fea, a fovereign king 3

And lo, there falls into thy boundiefs flood

Black luft, dithonour, fhame, mifgoverning,

Who feel} to ftain ]tlhemoclelax;l of thy l3‘>loot'l. .

If all thefe petty ills fhall change ¢ ,
Thy fea v%;th{n a puddle’s wcgnnb {sg;:r?ed %
And not the puddle in thy fea difperfed:

So fhall thefe flaves be king, and thou tlreir flave® ;-
Thou nobly bafe, they bafely dignified ; .
‘Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave:
Thou loathed in their fhame, they in thy pride:
The lefler thing fhould not the greater hide ;

The cedar ftoops not to the bafe fhrub’s foot,

But low fhrubs wither at the cedar’s root.

So let thy thoughts, low vaffals to thy Rate—
No more, quoth he, by heaven, I will not hear thee 3
Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate, :

7 Ard with the wind in greater fury fret1] So, in The Merchant of

Venice :
¢ When they are frerged with the gufls of heaven.” STxxveNs,
$ Add to his flow, but glter not his tafic.] The o@avo 1616, 1¢ads3
Add to ¢bis flow, but alter not the tatte, Marowz. .
® Tby fea witbin a puddle’s womb is herfed,] Thus the quarto, The
o&avo 1616, reads, unintelligibly :
Thy fea withia a pudd/e womb is berfed. .
Dr. Sewel, not being able to extract any meaning from this, reads 3
Thy fea within a puddie womb is burft,
And not the puddle in thy fea difpers’d.
Our authour has again ufed the verb to berfe in Hamlet ¢
¢¢ Why thy canoniz’d bones, berfed in death,
¢ Have burft their excrements,” Matone,
¥ So fall thefe fNlaves be kings, and thow their flave;] In King Laar
we meet with a fimilar allufion:
¢ it feem'd fhe was a gueen
¢¢ Over her paffiony who, moft rebel-like,
¢ Sought to be king o’er her,” MaLoxze
Inftead
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Inftead of love’s coy touch 2, fhall rudely tear thee;
‘That done, defpitefully I mean to bear thee .
Unto the bafe bed of fome rafcal groom,
To be thy partner in this fhameful doom.,

‘This faid, he fets his foot upan the light,

For light and luft are deadly enemies ;

Shame folded up in blind concealing night,

‘When moft unfeen, then moft doth tyrannize, :

The wolf hath feiz’d his prey, the poor lamb cries?;
Till with her own white fleece her voice controll’d
Entombs her outcry in her lips’ fweet fold ;

For with the nightly linen that the wears4,
He pens her piteous clamours in her head;
Coofing his hot face in the chafteft tears
That ever modeft eyes with forrow fhed.
O, that prone luft fhould ftain fo pure a beds)! —.-
The {pots whereof could weeping purify,
* Her tears fhould drop on them perpetually,

3 —Jowe’s coy touchy=] i. ¢. ‘the delicate, the refpe@ful approach
of love. STxrvENs.

3 The wolf batb feiz*d bis prey, the poor lamb cries ;]

¢ [lla nihil temm—
¢+ Sed tremit, ut quondam ftabulis deprenfa reli@is,
¢ Parva fub infefto cum jacet agna lupo,” Owid.

T have never feen any tranflation of the F;ﬁi fo old as the time of
Shakfpeare; but Mr. Coxeter in hia manufcript notes mentions one
printed aboat the year 1570. - Marons. ’ :

4 For with the nightly lined that fos wears,] Thus the firt quarto.
The oftavo, 1616, reads, unintelligibly ¢ .

' For with the mighty linen, &. Matrows.
. $ O, that prone Isft fbould flain fo purea bed |1 Thus the firft quarto.

The edition of 1600 inftead of prome has prowd. ~That of 1616 and the
modern copies foul. Prone is headftrong, forward,- prompt. In Aes-
fure for Meafure it is ufed in fomewhat a fimilar fenfe s '

€6 e—in her youth
¢« There is a prone and fpeechlefs diale@.” Maroxz.

. Thus, more appofitely, in Cymbelines ¢ Unlefs a man would marrya

gallows, and beget young gibbets, I never faw one fo pngc."
TERVENS,

But
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But fhe hath loft & dearer thing than life®,
And he hath won what he would lofe again.
*This forced league doth force a further ftrife 3
‘This momentary joy breeds months of pain;
This hot defire converts to cold difdain:

Pure chattity is rifled of her ftore,

And luft, the thief, far poorer than before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk,
Unapt for tender {fmell or fpeedy flight,
Make flow purfuit, or altogether baﬁ:
The prey wherein by nature they delight ;
So furfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night:
His tafte delicious, 1n digeftion fouring,
Devours his will, that liv’d by foul devouring.’

O deeper fin than bottomlefs conceit
Can comprehend in fill imagination!
Drunken defire muft vomit his receipt?,
Ere he can fee his own abomination.
While luft is in his pride, no exclamation
Can curb his heat, or rein his rath defire,
Till, like a jade, felf-will himfelf doth tire®,

And then with lank and lean difcolour’d cheek,
With heavy eye, knit-brow, and ftrengthlefs pace,
Feeble defire, all recreant, poor, and meek,
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his cafe :
The fleth being proud, defire doth fight with grace,
For there it revels ; and when that decays,
‘The guilty rebel for remiflion prays.

S But foe bath loft, &c.] Shak(peare has in this inflance pra&ifed the
delicacy recommended by Vida s
¢ Speluncam Dido dux et Trojanus candem
¢¢ Deveniant, pudor ulterius nihil addere curet.” STexvews.
? Drunken defire mufi vomit bis receipt,] So, in Cymbeline s
¢ To make defire womit emptine(s.”” STEEvVENS.
3 Till, like & jade, felf will bimfelf dotb tire.] So, in K, Hesry V1l
¢ e Anger is like
€ A full-bot berfe, awko being aliow’d bis way,
& Self-mettletires bim™ STEEVENSe

So
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So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
‘Who this accomplifhment fo hotly chas’d ;
For now againft himfelf he founds this doom,—
T hat through the lengthof times he ftands difgrac’ds
Befides, his foul’s fair temple is defac’d?;
To whofe weak rdins mufter troops of cares,
To atk the fpotted princefs how fhe fares.

She fays, her fubje@s with foul infarreQion

Have batter’d down her confecrated wall,

And by their mortal fault brought in fubje®ion

Her immortality, and made her thrall

To living death, and pain perpetual ; :
Which in her prefcience the controlled fill,
But her fore-fight could not fore-ftall their will.

Even in this thought, throulgh the dark night he ftealeth,
A captive vior, that hath loft in gain*;
Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,
‘The fcar that will, defpite of cure, remain ;
Leaving his fpoil ? gerplex’d in greater pain,
She bears the load of luft he left behimf,a
And he the burthen of a guilty mind.

He, like a theevith dog, creeps fadly thence,
She like a wearied lamb lies panting there;

He fcouls, and hates himfelf for his offence,

She defperate, with her nails her flefh doth tear;
He faintly flies, fweating with guilty fear;

9 ambis foul's fm’r temple is defae’d3] 8o, in Macbeth s
¢ Moft facrilegeous murder hath broke ope
¢¢ The lord's anointed remple, and flole thence
¢ The life of the building.” Maronz.
¥ —tbat batk loft in gain;] So, in Romeo and Faliet ¢
¢¢ smteach me how to lefe & svinning matcb—" StRXVEWS.

2 Leaving bis fpoil—] Thatis, Lucretia. So, in Troilus and Creffids
§¢ cmmemeSet them] down ’ > ! fidas

¢ For fluttith fpoils of opportuni
“ Aand daughters of the game.™ ";Wuon.

She
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She ftays, exclziimini on the direfu] night ;

He runs, and chides his vanifh’d, loath’d, delight.

He thence departs a heavy convertite 3,

She there remains a hopelefs caft-away 4:

He in his fpeed looks for the morning light,

She prays fhe never ma¥l behold the day :

For day, quoth fhe, night’s fcapes doth open lay 5;
And my true eyes have never praltis’d how
‘To cloke offences with a cunning brow.

They think not but that every eye canfee -

The fame difgrace which they themfelves behold g

And therefore would they fill in darknefs be ¢,

To have their unfeen fin remain untold ;

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold,
And grave, like water that doth eart in fleel,
Upon my cheeks what helplefs fhame I feel.

Here the exclaims againft repofe and reft,
And bids her eyes hereafter ftill be blind 7.
She wakes her heart by beating on her breaft,

. . Apd

3 He thence departs a beavy convertite,] A comvertite is a comnverts
Our authour has the fame expreffion in King Fobn: .
¢¢ But, fince you are a gentle converrite,
¢ My tongue fhall huth again this ftorm of war.”” Maronze
4 —a bopelefs caft-away:] So, in Antony and Clespatras
¢¢ That ever I thould call thee :Zl-cway I” Strmvzws.
+S For day, quotb fbe, night’s {capes dotb open lay ;] So, in K. Henry ¥l

. ¢ The gaudy, blabbing, and remorfeful day.” Strzveme.

A paffage in Tbe/Winter's Tale may ferve to afcertain the meaning of
wight's fcapes here: ‘¢ Mercy on’s, a barne ! a very pretty barne l—=Sure
fome fcapes though I am not very bookith, I can read waiting-genttc-
woman in the fcape.”

Efcapinm is a barbarous Latin word, fignifying what comes by chance
or accident. MaLoNE.

0 —.in darknefs be,] The oavo 1616, and the modern editions, read,
without authority

. ==they ftill in darknefs Zie. Maronez,

7 Hexe fbe exclaims againf} repofe and ret,

And bids ber eyes bereafter flili be blind.] This paflage will ferve
. o
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And bids it leap from thence, where it may find
Some purer cheft, to clofe fo pure a mind®,
Frantick with Fricf thas breathes fhe forth her fpite

Againft the unfeen fecrecy of night.

O, comfort-killing night, image of hell®!

Dim regifter and notary of fhame !

Black ftage for tragedies and murders fell * !
Vaft fin-concealing chaos ! nurfe of blame !
Blind mufied bawd ! dark harbour for defame!

Grim cave of death, whifpering confpirator
With clofe-tongu’d treafon and the ravither !

O, hateful, vaporous, and foggy ni‘ght, .
Since thou art guilty of my curelefs crime,
Mutfter thy mif%s to meet the eafternlight,
Make war againft proportion’d courfe of time !
Or if thou wilt permit the fun to climb
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed,
Knit poifonous clouds about his golden head.

With rotten damps rdvifh the morning air ; '
- Let their exhal’d unwholefome breaths make fick

The life of purity, the fupreme fair?, E
re

to confirm the propriety of Dr. Johnfon’s emendation in Cymbeline
A& 1L fe. iv,
: ¢ I'll wake mine eye-balls blind firt.™ STEEVENS,
8 Sbhe wakes ber heart by beating on ber breaft,
And bids it leap from thence, whers it may find - )
Some purrr chett, to clofe fopurca m’nl."j So in Kidg Richard II,
$¢ A jewel in a ten-times.barr’d-up cheff
: ¢ 1s a bold fpirit in a loyal breaft.”” Maronx.
9 O comfort-killing night ! image of hell!] So, in King Henry V2
¢ Never fees horrid might, the cbild of bell.” STxEvENS.
 Black flage for tragedies—] In our authour’s time, I believe, the
ftage was hung with black, when tragedies were performed. The hang-
ing however was, I fuppofe, no more than one piece of black baise
placed at the back of the ftage, in the room of the tapeftry which was
the common decoration when comedies were ated. See the Accouns
of the Ancient Englfjb Theatres, Vol. . Maronz.
3 I:;; c?a'r exhal’d un\zholefome‘brenhs make fick
e life of purity, the fupreme fair,] So, in King Lears
Vorox, SR thefuprome ie)) Souin King Luarl . g
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Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick 33

And let thy mifty vapours march fo thick 4,
‘That in their fmoky ranks his fmother’d light
May fet at noon, and make perpetual night.

Were Tarquin night, (as he is but night’s childs,)
The filver-fhining queen he would diftain®;
Her twinkling handmaids 7 too, by him defil’d,
Through niiht’s black bofom fhould not peep again®:
So fhould I have copartners in my pain:

And fellowfhip in woe doth woe affuage?,

As palmers’ chat makes fhort their pilgrimage?.

. Where

€€ wam—infef? her beauty,
¢ Ye fensfuck’d fogs,—."" STEEVENXS.
3 —=noon-tide prick;] $o, in one of our authour's playss
¢¢ And make an evening at the noon-tide prick.”
i. e. the point of noon. Again,in Damon and Pytbias, 15718
¢ Tt prickerh faft uponnoon.”” STEEVENS.
Again, in Acolafius bis After-witte, 1600 ¢
¢ Scarce had the fun attain’d his noon-tide prick.” Mazrowe,
4 And let thy mifty vapours march fo lbid,}l The quarto, "by an evi-
dent error of the prefs, reads—msfly. The fubfequent copics havews
mifly. So, before:
¢ Moutter thy mifls to meet the caftern light.”
Againg
€6 emmemiffy night
s (i:ver; the fhl:me t}}:at follow}: fuch delight.” Maroxx.
§ —(as be is dut night's child,)] The wicked, in fcriptural language,
are called the children of darlnej:.] STEEVENS. i
¢ —be wonlid diftain ;] Thus all the copies befors that of 1616y
which reads s
The filver-fhining queen he would difdain.
Dr., Sewell, unwilling, to print nonfenfe, altered this towm
—bim would difdain. MavroNE.
7 Her twinkiing handmaids—] That is, the flars. So in Treilss
and Creffida:
¢¢ By all Diana’s waiting.women yonder,
¢ And by herfelf, I will not tell you whofe.” Matzonz.
‘“; Tbrough night's black bofom fbowld net pecp agains] So, in Mace
:

¢ Nor heaven peep through the blanket of tbe dark,
¢¢ Tocry, bold, bold.> Maronz.
9 And fellowthip in woe doth woe affuage,] So, in King Lear s
¢ But then the mind much fufferance doth o'er-gip,
€ When grief hath metes, and bearing fellowpip.”
s :
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Where now 2 I have no one to blath with me,

To crofs their arms, and hang their heads with mine,

To mafk their brows *, and hide their infamy ;

But I alone, alone muft it and pine,

Seafoning the earth with fhowers of filver brine?;
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with groans,
Poor wafting monuments of lafting moans.

O night, thou furnace of foul-reeking fmoke,
Let not the jealous day behold that face
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak
Immodeftly lies martyr’d with difgrace !
Keep fill pofieflion of thy gloomy place,

Again, in Romeo and Fuliet :
¢ —or if four woe delight in fellow(hip—.™
8o Chaucer, Troilus and Crefeide, B. 1.
«¢ Men faic, to wretch is confolation,
¢« To have another fellow in his paine.” Mavronz:
Solamen miferis focios habuiffe doloris.
I believe this is a line of Cato’s difticks. It is found in a common
€chool book ; Synepfis communium locorum. STLEVENS, ’
¥ As palmers’ chat makes fbert their pilgrimage.] This is the reading
of the quarto, 1594, The o&avo, 1616, and all the modern cditions,
«ead, unintelligibly:
As palmers that make thort their pilgrimage. Marowe.
As palmers® chat makes fhort their pilgrimage.] So,in K, Ricbard I1s
66 emmemrough uneven ways
¢¢ Draw out our miles, and make them wearifome s
¢ And yet your fair difcourfe hath been as fugar,
¢¢ Making the hard way fweet and dele@able.” -
Again, ibid:
¢ ——wanting your company,
« Which, I proteft, hath very much beguil’d
¢ The tedioufnefs and procefs of my travel.” STEEvENS.
3 Where now—] Where for whereas. Sec Vol. VI, p. 195, n. 4.
Maroxz,
® T crofs their arms, and hang their heads «ith mine,
To malk their brows,—] So, in Macbeth ¢
s« What, man! ne'er pallyour bat upon your brotws ;
¢¢ Give forrow words,”” MALONE.
3 Seafoning the earth with fhowers of filver brine;] So, in Shake.
fpeare’s Lowver's Complaint :
¢ Laund’ring the filken figures in the brine,
¢ Which feafon’d woe had pelleted in tears.” .
Again, in Alls well that ends well s — tearsy—the beft brine a maiden
¢an feafom her praife ina Matroxns.

K 2 That
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That all the faults which in thy reign are made,
May likewife be fepilcher’d in thy fhade+!

Make me not obje&t to the tell-tale day !
The light will fhew, chara&ter’d$ in my brow,
The flory of fweet chaftity’s decay,
‘The impious breach of holy wedlock’s vow :
Yea, the illiterate that know not how
To ’cipher what is writ in learned books,
Will quote® my loathfome trefpafs in my looks.

The nurfe, to ftill her child, will tell my ftory,
And fright her cryin% babe with Tarquin’s name7;
‘The orator, to deck his oratory,
‘Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s fhame :
Feaft-finding minttrels®, tuning my defame,

Will tie the hearers to attend each line,

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine,

& My likewife be feplicher'd in tby fbade!] The word fepukber’dis
thus accented by Milton, in his Verfcs on our authour;
¢ And fo fepilcher’d in fuch pomp does lie, .
¢¢ That kings for fuch a tomb would with to die.* Maronse
5§ —=chariter’din my brow, ] So, in one of Daniel's Sewmers, 15923
¢ And if a brow with care’s chardélers paintedms""
"This word was, I fuppofe, thus accented when our authour wrote, asd

18 at this day pronounced in the fame manner by the commen peoplt

of Ireland, where, I belicve, much of the pronunciation of quees
Elizabeth's age is yet retained. Maronk.
o Will quote—i Will mark ot obferve. So, in Hamlet ¢
¢ 1am forry that with better heed and judgment
¢ 1 had not guoted him.”

See alfo Vol I. p. 130, n.2; and Vol. II. p, 378, n. 6, and pe
432, n. 6. Maronz.

7 And fright her crying babe with Tarquin's name;] The power
with which the poet here invefts the name of Tarquin, has been attri-
buted to the famous John Talbot earl of Shrewfbury, and to our King
RichardI. Sce Vol. VI. p. 24, n. 8. MaLoNz.

Thus, io Dryden’s Deon Sebaflian :

¢ Nor thall Seboflian’s formidable name
¢ Belonger us’d to fill the crying babe.” STERVENS,

8 Feaf-finding minfirels.—)] Our ancient minftrels were the conftast
attendants on feafts. 1 queftion whether Homer’s Demodocss was a
highes chara@er. STExVENS,

Let
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Let my good name, that fenfelefs reputation,

For Collatine’s dear love be kept unfpotted :

If that be made a theme for difpatation,

‘The branches of another root are rotted;

And undeferv’d reproach to him allotted,
That is as clear from this attaint of mine,
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine,

O unfeen fhame! invifible difgrace !

O unfeltfore! creft-wounding, private fcar!

Reproach is ftamp’d in Collatinus’ face,

And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar9,

Hoaw he in peace is wounded, not in war.
Alas, how many bear fuch thameful blows, .
Which not themfelves, but he that gives them, knows !

If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me,

From me by ftrong affault it is bereft.

My honey loft, and I, a drone-like bee,

Have no perfe&tion of my fummer left,

. But robb’d and ranfack’d by injurious theft

In thy weak hive a wandering wafp hath crept,
And fuck’d the honey which thy chafte bee kept.

Yet am I guiltlefs of thy honour’s wreck *;
Yet for thy honour did I entertain him;

Coming from thee, I could not put him back, F
or

9 ——may read the mot a[lr,] The motto, or wword, as it was fometimes
formerly called. So, in Pericles, Prince of Tyre, 1609 :
¢¢ The word, Inx tuavita mibi.” .

Again, in the title of Nath’s Have with yon to Saffron Waldeny 1596 ¢
¢ —The most or paefic, inftead of omne tulic punum, pacis fiducia
nunguam.’”’

T he modern editions read unintelligibly :

—may read the mote afar. Maronex.

% Tet am I guiltlefs of tby bonour’s wrezk;] The old copy reads, I

think, corruptedly:
Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wreck ; .

Dr. Sewell has endeavoured to make fenfe by a different pun&uation
Yety am I guilty of thy honour's wreck ?

But this does not correfpond with the next veife, where the words are

acranged as here, and yet arc not interrogatory, but affirmative. G::ltr
K asy
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For it had been difhonour to difdain him :

Befides of wearinefs he did complain him,
And talk’d of virtue :—O, unlook’d for evil,
When virtue is prophan’d in fuch a devill

Why fhould the worm intrude the maiden bud*?
Or hateful cuckows hatch in fparrows’ nefts?
Or toads infeét fair founts with venom mud?
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breafts 3 ?
Or kings be breakers of their own behefts 2
But no perfe&ion is fo abfolute ¢,
That fome impurity doth not pollute.

The aged man that coffers up his gold,

1s plagu’d with cramps, and gouts, and painful fits ;
And f{carce hath eyes his treafure to behold,

was, T am perfuaded, a mifprint. Though the firft quarto feems to have
been printed under our authour's infpection, we are mot therefore to
conclude that it is entirely free from typographical faults, Shakfpeare
was probably not a very diligent corre€or of his fheets; and however at-
tentive he might have been, I am forry to be able to obferve, that, not-
withftanding an editor’s beft care, fome errors will happen at the prefs.
If the prefent emendation be not juft, and the authour wrote gailry,
then undoubtedly there was fome errour in the fubfequent line, glntn
fpeare might have written— ’
¢ Yet am ¥ guilty of thy honour's wreck ?
¢¢ No; for thy honour did I entertain him.**
The compofitor’s eye might have glanced a fccond time on the firft
Mge, and thusthe word Yer might have been inadvertently repeated.
Matroxz.
N"-bWZ’J foould the worm intrude the maiden bud ?] So, in Twelfth
ight :
£ ¢¢ But let concealment, like a qcorm i* the bud,
¢¢ Feed on her damafk cheek.” Marownr.

3 Or tyrane folly furk in gentle bresfts *] Folly is, I believe, here
ufed 45 in feripture, for wickednefss  Gentle is well bsrn. MALONEe
4 But mo perfeflisn is fo abiolute,] So complete. So, in Pericles ¢

o ftill fhe vies '
“ With abf-lute Marina."
Perhaps But ha, here the force of—But tkar. Marowe.
= no pertection is foal):lure,
Tlat fore impurity deth not pollute.] So, in Orbello
¢¢ ==Where’s that galace, where into foul things
¢¢ Sometimes intrude not 2’ STEEVINS.

But
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But like ftill-pining Tantalus he fits,

And ufelefs barns the harveft of his wits$ ;
Having no other pleafure of his gain,
But torment that it cannot cure his pain.

So then he hath it, when he cannot ufe it,
And leaves it to be mafter’d by his young ®;
Who in their pride do prefently abufe it:
Their father was too weak, and they too ftrong,
‘To hold their curfed-bleffed fortune long.
The fweets we wifh for turn to loathed fours,
Even in the moment that we call them ours.

Unruly blafts wait on the tender fpring ; .
Unwholefome weeds take root with precious flowers 3
The adder hiffes where the fwect birds-fing ;
‘What virtue breeds, iniquity devours:
‘We have no good that we can fay is ours,

But ill annexed opportunity

Or kills his life, or elfe his quality.

O, Opportunity ! thy guilt is great:

>T'is thou that execut’ft the traitor’s treafon ;

‘Thou fet’ft the wolf where he the lamb may get ;

‘Whoever plots the fin, thou ’point’ft the feafon ;

>T'is thou that fpurn’ft at riggr, at law, at reafon ;
And in thy fhady cell, where none may {py him,
Sits Sin, to feize the fouls that wander by him.

S And sfelefs barns the baroeft of bis wits;] Thus all the copies bes
fore that of 1616, which reads:
And ufelefs bans the harveft of his wits,
‘This has been followed in all the modern editions, Matroxr.
6 So then be batb ity when be cannot ufe ity
£nd leaves it 2o be mafter’d by bis young ; &c.] So, in Meafure for
Meafure:
¢¢ —Thou haft nor youth nor age,
¢« But, as it were, an after-dinner's fleep, *
¢ Dreaming on both: for all thy blefled youth
¢¢ Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
¢¢ Of palfied eld : and when thou art o/d and rich,
¢ Thou baf ucither beat, affeSion, limby nor beauty,
¢ To make 1by riches pleafant.” MaroNx. .

K 4 Thow



136 RAPE OF LUCRECE.

Thou mak’ft the veftal violate her oath?;
Thou blow’ft the fire when temperance is thaw’d 3
Thou fmother’ft honefty, thou murder’ft troth ;
*Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd !
Thou planteft fcandal, and difplaceft laud :
‘Thou ravifher, thou traitor, thou falfe thief,
'Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief!

Thy fecret pleafure turns to open fhame, |
Thy private feafting to a publick faft;
Thy {fmoothing titles to a ragged name®;
Thy fugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood tafte o2
‘Thy violent vanities can never laft*,
How comes it then, vile Opportunity.
Being fo bad, fuch numbers feck for thee 2

7 Thou mak'f} the veftal violate her oath;] So, in Antony and Cles.

patra; .
¢ =———women are not
¢ In their beft fortunes flrong ; but want will perjure
¢ The nc'er-touch’d weflal.” STEEVENS,

8 Tby fmoothing titles to a ragged name ;] Thy flatcering titles, Soy
in King Lear :

¢¢ w=Such fmiling rogues as thefc—
¢ wmefmosth ev'ry paffion
¢¢ That in the nature of their lordsrebels,™
Again, in Pericles, Prince of Tyre, 1609 :
4 e The finful father
¢ Seem’d not to ftrike, but fmoorh.™
The edition of 1616, and all afterwards, read without authority :
Thy fmotb'ring titlesem.

A ragged name means a contemptible, ignominious name. See
Vol, V. p. 286, n. 4¢ Maroxx.

9 Thy fugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood taffe:] So, in Otbello :
¢ e=the food that to him now is /ufcious as locufts, fhall be to him
fhortly as bitser as cologuintida.” STEEVENS.

 Tby wiolent wanities can never lafi.] So, in Romeo and Fuliet :

¢ Thefe wviolent delights have violent ends,
¢ And in their triumph die.”
Again, in Othello : ¢4 —mit was a wiolent commencement in her, and thou
#halt fec an anjaverable fequefiration.”” MaLoNE,
Fierce wanities is an expreflion in King Henry V111 : Scene 1.
: STEXVENS,

W hen
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‘When wilt thou be the humble fupgliant’s friend,

And bring him where his fuit may be obtain’d ?
‘When wilt thou fort an hour? great ftrifes to end ?
Or free that foul which wretchednefs hath chain’d ?
Give phyfick to the fick, eafe to the pain’d ?
The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee;
But they ne’er meet with opportunity.

The patient dies while the phyfician fleeps ;

The orphan pines while the oppreflor feeds ;

Juftice is feafting while the widow weeps;

Advice is fporting while infe&tion breeds 3 ;

Thou grant’ft no time for charitable deeds:
Wrath, envy, treafon, rape, and murder’s rages,
Thy heinoys hours wait on them as their pages.

When Truth and Virtue haye to do with thee,
A thoufand crofles keep them from thy aid ;
‘They buy thy help : but Sin ne’er gives a fce, !
He gratis comes; and thou art well appay’d 4
Aswell to hear as grant what he hath faid.

My Collatine would elfe have come to me

When Tarquin did, but he was ftay’d by thee.

Gauilty thou art of murder and of theft;
Gauilty of perjury and fubornation ;
Ghilty of treafon, forgery, and fhift ;

2 When wilt thew fort an bour—] When wilt thou cboofe out an hour,

So, in Tbe Tw: Gentlemen of Verona &

¢ Let usinto the city prefently

¢ To fort fome gentlemen well-kill'd in mufick.” MaLoNz.
Again, in King Richard 111:

¢ But I will forr a pitchy day for thee.” STxEVENS.

3 Advice is fporting wbile infeétion breeds;] While infection is
fpreading, the grave rulers of the ftate, that vught to guard againft its
further progrefs, are carele(s and inattentive.—Advice was formerly ufed
for knowledge and deliberation. So, in The Two Gentlemen of Verona s

¢¢ Hcw fhall I dote on her with more adwice,
¢¢ That thus without adwvice begin to love her 2 Matonz.

Thisidea was probably fuggefted to Shakfpeare by the rapid progrefs
of the plague in London. STrEvENS.

4 —and thou art well appay'd,] Appay'd is plesfed. The word is
now obfolete. Maronz. .

Guilty

)
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Guilty of inceft, that abomination :

An acceflary by thine inclination
To all fins paft, and all that are to come,
From the creation to the general doom.

Mithapen Time, copefmate 3 of ugly night,
Swift fubtle poft, carrier of grifly care ;
Eater of youth, falic flave to falfe delight,
Bafe watch of woes, fin’s pack-horfe, virtue’s fnare ; -
Thou nurfeft all, and murdereft all that are.
O hear me then, injurious, fhifting Time!
Be guilty of my death, fince of my crime,

Why hath thy fervant, Opportunity,
Betray’d the hours thou gav’ft me to repofe ?
Cancel’d my fortunes, and enchained me
T'o endlefs date of never-ending woes ?
Time’s office is, to fine the hate of foes®;
To eat up errours by opinion bred?,
Not fpend the dowry of a lawful bed.

Time’s glory is to calm contending kings,
‘To unmatk falthood, and bring ‘truth to light,
To ftamp the feal of time in aged things,
To wake the morn, and fentinel the night,
To wrong the wronger till he render right$;
To
§ emcopefmate—] i. e. companion. So, in Hubbard's Tale :
*¢ Till that the foe his copefmate he had found.” STrEvENS,
$ Time's cffice is, 1o fine the bate of foes;] It is the bufinefs of time to
foften and refine the animofities of men ; to footh and reconcile encmies.
The modern cditions read, without authority or meaning :
—to find the hate of foes. MavrLONE,
¢ To fine the hatc of foes,™ is to bring it to an end, So, in Alls Well
that ends Wil :
¢« —till the fize's the crown,
¢¢ Whate’er the courfe, the end is the renown.”
‘The fame thought has already occurred in the poem before us:
¢¢ When wilt thou fort an hour grear firifes toend 2 STx XY,
7 To cat up errours by opinion bred,] This likewife is reprefented as
the office of Time in the chorus to the WVinter's Tale :
¢ w—that make and unfo/d error.’”” STEEVENS.
8 To wrong the sorcrger titl be reader right ;] To punife by the com-
t pun&ions
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To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours 9,
And fmear with duft their glittering golden towers:

To fill with worm-holes ftately monuments*®,
To feed oblivion with decay of things,

To blot old books, and alter their contents *,
To pluck the 2uills from ancient ravens’ win%s,
To dry the old oak’s fap, and cherith fprings3;

’ To

punclions vifiting of confcience the perfon who has done an injury to an-
other, till he has mace compenfation. The wwrong donein thisinitance
by Time, muft be underftood in the fenfe of damnuimn fine irjuria; and in
this light ferves to illufirate and fupport Mr. Tyrwhitt's explanation of
a pafiage in Fulius Ca/dr, even fuppofing that it ftood as Ben Jonfon
has malicioully reprefented it :—¢ Know, Cafar, doth not swroag, but
with juft caufe, &c.””  See Vol. VIL p. 358, n. 1.

Dr. Farmer very elegantly would read :

Towring the wronger till he render right. Mavronz,

9 To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,] As we have here no in-
yocation to time, 1 fufpe& the two laft words of thisline to be corrupted,
and would read:

To ruinate proud buildings with tkeir bowers. STxEvENS,

Hours is furely the true reading. In the preceding addrefs to Opportasicy
the fame words are employed ¢

¢¢ Wrath, envy, ticafon, rape, and murder’s rages,
¢¢ Thy heinous bours wait on them as their pages.™

So, in our authour’s 19th Sonrer ;

¢ Devouring Time—

¢ O, carve not with thy bours my love’s fair brow."
Again, in Davifon’s Poems, 1621:

< Time's young bowres attend her ftill.”

To ruinate provd buildings with tby bours—is, to deftroy buildings by
thy flow and unperceived progrefs, 1t were ealy to read —with bis hours ;
but the poet having made Lucretia addrefs ‘[ime perfonally in the two
preceding ftanzas, and again a little lower—

Why work'ft thow mifchief in thy pilgrimage—
probably was here inattentive, and is himielt anfwerable for the prefent
inaccuracy, Maronx.
"t To fill with worm-boles fiately. monuments,] So, in the indu@ion te
King Henry IV. P. 11,
¢« Between the royal field of Shrew(bury,
¢¢ And this worm-eaten hold of ragged ftone.” Maronx.

3 To blot old books, and alter their contents,] Our authour probably
little thought, when he wrote this line, that his own compofitions
would attord a more ftriking example of this fpecies of devaftation than
any that has appeared fince the firft ufe of types. Maronz. ,

3 To dry the old oak’s fap, and cherifh fprings ;] The laft two word‘s;
i
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To {poil antiquities of hammer’d fteel 4,
And turn the giddy round of fortune’s wheel :

To

if they make any fenfe, it is fuch as is direly contrary to the fenti-
ment here advanced ; which is concerning the decays, and not the re~
pairs, of time.  The poet certainly wrote :

To dry the old oak’s fap, and tarifb fprings:
i. e, to dry up fprings, from the French rarir, or tariffement, exarefecers,
exficcatio : thefe words being peculiarly applied to fprings or rivers,

WazsurToN,
Dr. Johnfon thinks Shakfpeare wrote 3

~———and gerifp (prings;
And Dr. Farmer has produced from the Maid's Tragedy a paffage in
which the word perifb is ufed in an altive fenfe.

If change were neceflary, that word might perhaps have as good 3
claim to admiffion as any other; but I know not why the text has been
fufpected of corruption.  The operations of Time, here defcribed, are
not all uniform ; nor has the poet confined himielf folely to its deffruce
tive qualities, In fome of the inftances mentioned, its progrefs only is
adverted to. Thus we are told, his glory is— ]

¢¢ To wake the morn, and fentinel the nighte—

¢ And turn the giddy round of fortune’s wheel.”
In others, its falutary effeéts are pointed out:

¢ Tocheer the ploughman with increafeful cropsym=

¢¢ To unmafk falfehood, and bring truth to light,—

¢ To wrong the wronger till he render right.”
‘Where then is the difficulty of the prefent line, even (uppofing that we
underftand the word fprinzs in its common acceptation ? It is the of-
fice of Time (fays Lucretia) to dry up the fap of the oak, and to fur-
nifh fprings with a perpetual fupply ; to deprive the one of that moifture
which fhe liberally beftows upon the other. In the next ftanza the
enployment of Time is equally various and difcordant : .

¢¢ To make the child a man, the man a child—""
to advance the infant to the maturity of man, and to reduce the aged
to the imbecillity of childhood.

By fprings however may be underftood (as has been obferved by Mr.
Tollet) the ftoots of youngtrees ; and then the meaning will be,—It is
the office of Time, on the one hand, to deftroy the ancient oak, by dry-
ing up itsfap; on the other, to cherifb young plants, and to bring them
to maturity. So, in our authour’s 15th Sonner :

¢ When I perceive that men, as plants, increafe,
¢ Ckeered and check’d cven by the felf-fame ky —."
I believe this to be the true fenfe of the paflage. Springs have this fig-
nification in many ancient Englith books; and the word is again
ufed in the fame fenfe in The Comedy of Errors : .
¢ Even in the fpring of love thy love-jprings rot."
Again,
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To fhew the beldame daughters of her daughter,
To make the child a man, the man a child,
To flay the tyger that doth live by flaughter,
To tame the unicorn and lion wild ;
To mock the fubtle, in themfelves beguil’d ;
To cheer the ploughman with increafeful crops,
And wafte huge ftones with little water-drops,

Why work’ft thou mifchief in thy pilgrimage,
Unlefs thou could’t return to make amends ?
One poor retiring minute in an age$
Would purchafe thee a thoufand thoufand friends,
Lending him wit, that to bad debtorslends:
O, this dread night, would’ft thou one hour come
back,
I could prevent this florm, and fhun thy wreck !

Thou ceafelefs lackey to eternity,

With fome mifchance crofs Tarquin in his flight :
Devife extremes beyond extremity ®,

To make him curfe this curfed crimeful night:
Let ghaftly fhadows his lewd eyes affright ;

Again, in Venus and Adonis :
¢ This canker, that eatsup love’s tender fpring.” MatLoxz.'
In Holinthed's Defcription of England, both the contefted words in
the latter part of the verfe, occur. ¢ We have manie woods, forrefls,
and parks, which cherifh trees abundantlie, befide infinit numbers of
hedge-rowes, groves, and fprings, that are mainteined,” &c. TorreT,
4 To fpoil antiguities of bammer’d fecl.] The poet was here, 1 bee
lieve, thinking of the coftly moruments ere€ted in honour of our an-
cient kings and fome of the nobility, which were ficquently made of
caft iron, or copper, wrought with great nicety; many of which had
probably even in his time begun to decay. There arc fome of thefe
monuments yet to be feen in Weftminfter-abbey, and other old cathe
drals. Mavronr.
S One poor retiring minute in an age] Reriring here fignifies recarsing,
coming back again., Marone.
6 —extremes beyond extremity,] So, in King Lear :
¢ —to make much more,
¢ And top extremity,™ STUEVENS,

And
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And the dire thought of his committed evil
Shape every bufh a hideous fhapelefs devil7,

Difturb his hours of reft with reftlefs trances$,

Afli& him in his bed with bedrid groans ;

Let there bechance him pitiful mifchances,

‘To make him moan ; but pity not his moans ¢

Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than ftones 9 ;
And let mild women to him lofe their mildnefs,
Wilder to him than tygers in their wildnefs,

Let him have time to tear his curled hair’,
Let him have time againft himfelf to rave,
Let him have time of Time’s help to defpair,
Let

7 Shape every buth a bideous fbapelefs devil.] So, in A Midfummer
Night's Dream s )
¢¢ How eafyis a busb fuppos’d a bear #
Again, in King Henry V1. P.111:
¢« The thief doth fear each bufb an ¢fficer.”” STxxRVvENS,
8 Let ghafily fradows bis lewd eyes affrighty——

Diflurb bis bours of reft with refllefs trances, &c.] Here we find in
embryo that fcene of King Richard III. in which he is terrified by the
ghofts of thofe whom he had flain. Marowne.

9 ——with barden'd bearts, barder than flones ;] So in Otbello:
¢ —=my heart is turn’d to ftone;
¢¢ [ ftrike it, and it hurts my hand.”
Again in Antony and Clespatra :
“ throw my beart
¢¢ Againft the flint and hardnefs of my fault,
¢ Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder,
¢¢ And finith all foul thoughts.” Marone. }
¥ Let bim bave time to tear bis curled bair, &c.] This now commoa
fathion is always mentioned by Shakfpeare as a diftinguithing chara@es-
iftick of a perfon of rank. So, in Orbello :
¢ The wealthy curled darlings of our nation—=."
Again, in Antony and Cleopatra :
& If fhe hrlt meet the curled Antonyy=—."
‘This and the next ftanza, and many other paffages both of the prefent
ance and Penus and Adonis, are inferted with very flight varia-
tions, in a poem entitled Acolaflus bis After-witre, by S, Nicholfon,
36005 a circumftance which I thould hardly have thought worth men<
tioning, but that in the fame poem is alfo found a line taken from Tbe
Tbird Part of Henry V1. and a paflage cvidently copied from Hn;lu;
rom
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Let him have time to live a loathed flave,

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave;
And time to fee one that by alms doth live,
Difdain to him difdained fcraps to give.

Let him have time to fee his friends his foes,
And merry fools to mock at him refort :
Let him have time to mark how flow time goes
In time of forrow, and how fwift and fhort
His time of folly, and his time of fport:

And ever let his unrecalling crime *

Have time to wail the abufing of his time.

O Time, thou tutor both to good 'and bad,

Teach me to curfe him that thou taught'tt this ill}

At his own fhadow let the thief run mad,

Himfelf himfelf feek every hour to kill !

Such wretched hands fuch wretched blood fhould fpill :
For who fo bafe would fuch an office have
As flanderous death’s-man to {o bafe a flave 3?

The bafer is he, coming from a king,
To fhame his hope with decds degenerate.
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing

from whence we may, I think, conclude with certainty, that there
was an edition of that tragedy (probably before it was enlarged) of an
earlier date than any yet difcovered. Mavrone.

Surely a paffage thort as the firft of thefe referred to, might have been
carried away from the play-boufe by an auditor of the weakeft memon-
zy. Of Hamlet’s addrefs to the ghoft, the idea, not the language, is
preferved.  Either of them, however, might have been caught during
reprefentation. STEEZvENS.

2 And ever lat bis unrecalling crime~] His crime which cannot be
una@ed. Urrecalling for unrecalled, or rather for warecallable. This
Jicentious ufe of the participle is common in the writings of our authour
and his contemporaries.

. The edition of 1616, which has been followed by ali fubfequent,
reads :==his unrecalling time. Marone. ’

3 As flanderous death’s-man to fo bafe & flawe ?] i. e, executioner, So,
in one of our authour's plays:

66 —=he’s dead ; 1 am only (orry
¢¢ He had no other dearb’semas.” STEEVENS.

That
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That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate 3

For greateft {candal waits on greateft fate.
The moon being clouded prefently is mifs’d,
But little ftars may hide them when they lift.

The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire,
And unperceiv’d fly with the filth away ;
But if the like the fnow-white fwan defire,
‘The ftain upon his filver down will ftay.
Poor grooms are fightlefs night4, kings glorious day.
Gnats are unnoted wherefog’er they fly,
But eagles gaz’d upon with every eye.

Out, idle words 5, fervants to fhallow fools !
Unprofitable founds, weak arbitrators!
Bufy yourfelves in fkill-contending fchools ;
Debate where leifure ferves with dull debaters ;
To trembling clients be you mediators :
For me, I force not argument a ftraw S,
Since that my cafe is paft the help of law.

In vain I rail at opportunity,
Attime, at Tarquin, and uncheerful night?;
In vain I cavil with mine infamy,

4 —fightlefs night,—] So, in King Fobn:
¢ —thou and t_yel‘:{x night
¢ Have dope me thame.” STxrvEws,

S Out, idle wordsy=—] Thus the quarto, The o&avo, 1607, has Osr
idle words,—which has been followed by that of 1616. Dr. Sewell
reads without authority : 0, idle words—. Out isan exclamation of ab-
horrence or contempt yet ufed in the north. MaroNz.

© For me, I force not argument a firaw,] I do not walue or efieem ar-
gument. So, in Tbe Tragicall Hyftory of Romeus and Fuliet, 35633

¢ But when he, many monthes, hopelefs of his recure,
¢ Had ferved her, who forced not what paynes he did en-
: dure—,"
Again, in Love's Labour’s Loft :
¢ Your oath broke once, you furce not to forfwear.” MaLONE,

T At time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful night;] The o@avo, 1607,
and all the fubfequent copies, have ;—unfearchful night, Uncbeerful
is the reading of the quarto, 1594, MaronE,

Is
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In vain I fpurn at my confirm’d defpite : ‘
This helplefs fmoke of words ® doth me no right.
The remedy indeed to do me good,
Is to let forth my foul, defiled, blood.

Poor hand, why quiver’ft thou at this decree ?

Honour thyfelf to rid me of this fhame ;

ForifI die, my honour lives in thee,

But if Ilive, thou liv’ft in my defame;

Since thou could’ft not defend thy loyal dame,
And waft afear’d to fcratch her wicked foe,
Kill both thyfelf and herfor yielding fo.

This faid, from her be-tumbled couch fhe ftarteth,

To find fome defﬁeratc inftrument of death:

But this no-flaughter-houfe no tool imparteth,

To make more vent for paffage of her breath ;

Which, thronging through her lips, fo vanifheth
As fmoke from Ztna, that in air confumes,
Or that which from difcharged cannon fumes.

In vain, quoth fhe, I live, and feek in vain
Some happy mean to end a haplefs life.
I fear’d by Tarquin’s falchion to be flain,
Yet for the felf-fame purpofe feek a knife
But when I fear’d, [ was a loyal wife;
So am I now :=—O no, that cannot be;
Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me.

O! that is gone, for which I fought to live,
And therefore now I need not fear to die.
To clear this {pot by death, at leaft I give
A badge of fame to flander’s livery 9 ;

A dying life to living infamy :

8 Tbis belplefs fmoke of words—] So, in King Fobns
¢ They thoot but calm words folded up in fmoke,” STEXVENS, *
9 Abadge of fame to flander’s livery ;] In our authour’s time the
fervants of the nobility all wore filver badges on their liweriss, on which
the arms of their mafters were engraved, Mavonx,
- Vor. X. L Poor
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Poor helplefs help, the treafure ftolen away; o
To burn the guiltlefs catket where it lay ! :

Well, well, dear Collatine, thou fhait not know

The ftained tafte of violated troth ;

T will not wrong thy true affe&ion fo,

To flatter thee with an infringed oath ;

This baftard graff fhall never come to growth *3
He fhall not boaft, who did thy ftock pollute,
‘That thou art doting father of his fruit,

Nor fhall he fmile at thee in febret thought,
Nor laugh with his companions at thy ftate;
But thou fhalt know thy intereft was not bought
Bafely with gold, but ftolen from forth thy gate.
For me, I am the miftrefs of my fate ;
And with my trefpafs never will difpenfe,
'Till life to death acquit my forc’d offence.

I will not poifon thee with my attaint,

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excufes 3

My fable ground of fin I will not Eaint,

‘To hide the truth of this falfe night’s abufes:

My tongue fhall utter all ; mine eyes, like fluices,
As from a mountain-fpring that feeds a dale,
Shall guth pure ftreams to purge my impure take,

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended
"The well-tun’d warble of her nightly forrow,
And folemn night with flow-fad gait defcended
‘To ugly hell ; when lo, the blufthing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow
But cloudy Lucrece fhames herfelf to fee,
And therefore fill in night would cloifter’d be.

® Tbis baftard graff fball mever come to growtb:] The edition of
2616, and all the moderns, have—This baftard grafs.=sThe true reading
was fupplied by the earlieft copy. Maroxz.

This fentiment is adopted from the Wifdom of Solomen, che 4, V. 33
¢ But the multiplying brood of the ungodly fhall not thrive, nor take
deep rooting from bapard flips, nor lay any faft foundation.” The fame
allufidn is employed in one of our author’s hiftorical plays, STzxvENs.

5 Revealing
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Revealing day through every cranny fpies,
And feems to point her out where fhe fits weeping ;
To whom fhe fobbing fpeaks: O eye of eyes,
Why pry’ft thou through my window ? leave thy peeping ;
Mock with-thy tickling beams eyes that are fleeping :
Brand not my forebead with thy piercing light,
For day hath nought to do what’s dene by night.

Thus cavils fhe with every thing fhe fees:

True grief is fond and te% as a child?,

Who wayward once, his mood with nought agrees,

Old woes, not infant forrows, bear them mild ;

Continuance tames the one; the other wild,
Like an unpraétiz’d fwimmer plunging #ill,
With too much labour drowns for want of fkill.

So the, deep-drenched in a fea of care,

Holds difputation with each thing fhe views,

And to herfelf all forrow doth compare;

‘No objeét but her paflion’s ftrength renews;

And as one fhifts, another ftraight enfues : .
Sometime her grief is dumb, and hath no words
Sometime ’tis mad, and too much talk affords3.

The little birds that tune their morning’s joy,
Make her moans mad with their fweet melody*:
For mirth doth fearch the bottom of annoy ;

Sad

® True grief is fond and tefly as a cbild)] Fond, in old language, is
Soolip. See Vol. IIL. p. 66, n. 5. Maronz.
3 Sometime her griet is dumb, and hath no words 3 .
Sometime 'tis mad, and too much talk affords,] Thus, Lothario
fpeaking of Califtas .
¢ At firft ber rage was dumb, and wanted swords
¢« But when the ftorm found way, ‘rwas wild and loud,
L ﬂal as the prieftefs of the Delphick god,” &c. STzzvENS,
& The litrle birds that tane their morning's joy,
Make ber moans mad with their freet melody:] So the unhappy
king Richard 11. in his confinement exclaims:
¢¢ This mafick mads me, let it found no more;
¢ For though it have holpe madmen to their wits,
& In meit feema it will maks wifc men mads” - -
. La Shak(pears
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Sad fouls are flain in merry company 3 ;
Grief beft 1s pleas’d with grief’s fociety:
True forrow then is feelingly fuffic’d,
When with like femblance it is fympathiz'd.

>Tis double death to drown in ken of fhore 3
He ten times pines, that pines beholding food ; -
To fee the falve doth make the wound ake more ;
Great grief grieves moft at that would do it good :
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood,
Who, being ftopp’d, the bounding banks o’er-flows ;
Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows.

You mocking birds, quoth the, your tunes entomb
Within your hollow-fwelling feather’d breafts |
And in my hearing be you mute and dumb®!
(My reftlefs difcord loves no ftops * nor refts ;

A woeful hoftefs brooks not merry guefts 7 ;)

Shakfpeare has here (as in all his writings) fhewn an intimate ac-
quaintance with the human heart. Every one that has felt the preffure
of grief will readily acknowledge that ¢‘ mirth doth fearch the bottom
ofanno;." IMAI'hON 5.

S Sad fouls are lain in merry company ;] So, in Love's Lebeur's Lof
¢ Oh, Ifam fabb’d with laugbter.” 8’1’-1 EVENS, bour's Lofts

© Andin my bearing be you mute and dumb !] The fame pleonafm of
expreffion is found in Hamlet :

¢« Or given my heart a working mute and dumb.”
“The editor of the o&avo in 1616, to avoid the tautology, reads without
authority:
And in my hearing be you ¢wer dumb. Maronz.
You mocking birdy, guoth fbe, your tunes entomb
Witbin ysur bollow-[twelling featber'd breafis,
And inmy bearing be you mute and dumb |
( My refilefs difcord loves no flops mos refis ;
A woetul hoftefs brooks not merry guefts:)] Thus, Califta
¢ Be damb for ever, filent as the grave,
¢ Nor let thy fond officious love difturb
o My folern [adnefs with the found of joy.” STRRVENS.
—no ftops,] This word is ufed here in'a mufical fenfe. So, inthe
Prologue to King Henry IV. P.11.
¢ Rumour is a pipe—
4 « ;nldbojfi i}z ebnfy and fo plain a fop,~=.." MaLONE.
wotful boflefs brooks mot merry guefts : )] So, in Troilus and Crefida 2
¢ A woeful Creflid ‘monsl{ the mesry Greeks.” Srlxvi’:‘.
- Relifh
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Relifh your nimble notes to pleafing ears® ;
Diftrefs likes dumps ® when time is kept with tears.

Come, Philomel, that fing*ft of ravithment,
Make thy fad grove in my dithevel’d hair.
As the dank earth weeps at thy languithment,
So I at each fad ftrain will ftrain a tear,
And with deep groans the diapafon bear:
For burthen-wife I'll hum on Tarquin #ill,
‘While thou on Tereus defcant’ft, better fkill *,

And whiles aﬁ:\inﬂ: a thorn thou bear’§tithy part,
To keep thy tharp woes waking, wretdfd I,
To imitate thee well, againft my heart

8 Relith your nimble notes to pleafing ears;] The quarto and all the
other editions till that of 1616, read uiﬁ, which was either ufed in the
the fame fenfe as relifb, or was a difterent mode of fpelling the fame word.
Relifp is ufed by Danielin his 52d Sonnet in the fame manner as here:

¢¢ 11 any pleafing relifb here I ufe,

¢ Then judge the world, her beauty gives the fame.

¢ O happy ground that makes the mufick fuch—'"
If cars be righ:‘,flq/ing, 1 think, wasufed by the poet for pleafed. In
Otbello we find delighted for delighting

¢¢ If virtue no dcligbudﬁeauty lack—." Matonz,

9 Dj n/: likes dumps—] A dump is a melancholy fong. So,in The
Two Gentlemen of Verena : )

66 —mto their inflruments
¢ Tune a deploring dump.”” Mazonk,

 While thou on Tereus defcans’fl, better fkill.] Philomel, the daughter
of Pandion king of Athens, was ravith’d by Tereus, the hufband of
her fifter Progne.— According to the fable, the was turned into a nightine
gale, Tereus into a lapwing, and Progne into a fwallow.

There feems to be fomething wanting to complete the fenfe : —with
better fkill,—but this will not fuitthe metre In a preceding line, how-
ever, the prepofition ewirb, though equally wanting te complete the
fenfe, is omitted as here:

% For day hath nought to do what’s done by night.”

All the copies have :

While thou on Tereus defcants better fkill,

‘This kind of error (defcants for defcant’f ) occurs in almoft every page
of our authour's plays. Mavronz.

Perhaps the author wrote, (1 fay perbaps, for in Shakfpeare’s licea~
tious grammar nothing is very-certain :)

~I'll hum on Tarquin’s ill,
While thou on Tercus’ defcant’t better fill, Srnvxu;’.v al
1

Lj
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Will fix a fharp knife, to affright mine eye; '
Wlho, if it wink?, {hx’ll thereon fall and die.

Thefe means, as frets upon an inftrnmc:nt2

Shall tune our heart-ftrings to true languifhment.

And for, poor bird, thou fing’ft not in the day 3,

Af fhamirlx};o any eye fhould thee behold,

Some dark deep defert, feated from the way,

That knows not parching heat nor freezing cold,

Will we find out*; and there we will unfold
To creatures ftern fad tunes, to change their kinds 3
Since men prove beafts, let beafts bear gentle minds.

As the poor frighted deer, that fands 4t gaze,

Wildly determuning which way to fly,

Or one encompafs’d with a winding maze,

‘That cannot tread the way out readily;

So with herfelf is fhe in mutiny,
To live or die which of the twain were better$,
When life is fham’d, and death reproaches debtor ¢,

8 Who, if it wink,=] Shakfpeare feldom attends to the laft ants-
cedent. The conftru@ion is—Wbich heart, if the eye wink, foall fall
“.&c. Mavronz,
&c; w=thon ’f'ing'ﬁ not in the day,] So, in the Merchant of Venices
¢¢ The nightingale, if fbe (bould fing by day,
“ Whenivery‘gooé fcalfkﬁng vzvofld?e thought
¢ No better a mufician than the wren,”” MaroNE.
& Some dark deep defert, feated from the way, &co
Will we find out—] Thus, Califia:
66 —my fad foul
¢¢ Has form’d a difmal melancholy fcene,
€¢ Such a retreat as I ewould wifb to find,
¢ An wnfrequented vale.” STEXvVENS,
S To live or die which of the twain vere better,] So, Hamlet s
¢ To be, or not to be, thatis the queftion.” STrxvxNs.
© When Ii{t is fbam'd, and death reproaches debtor.] Reproaches is
here, Ithink, the Saxon genitive cafe :——When death is the debtor of
--veproach. So, in A Midfummer Night's Dream
¢ 1 do wander every where
¢¢ Swifter than the moowes fphere,”
She debates whether fhe fhould not rather deftroy herfelf than live;
life being diigraceful in confequence of her violation, and her death being
a8 debs which fhe owss to the reproach of her confciences Maronz.

To
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"To kill myfelf, quoth fhe, alack! what were it,
But with my body my poor foul’s pollution ?
They that lofe half, with greater patience bear it,
Than they whofe whole is fwallow’d in confufion.
That mother tries a mercilefs conclufion?,
Who, having two fweet babes, when death takes one,
Will flay the other, and be nurfe to none.

Mz body or my foul, which was the dearer? .
When the bne pure, the other made divine,
Whofe love of either to myfelf was nearer ?
‘When both were kept for heaven and Collatine.
Ah me! the bark peel’d from the lofty piue,
His leaves will wither, and his fap decay ;
So muft my foul, her bark being peel’d away.

Her houfe is fack’d3, her quiet interrupted,
Her manfion batter’d by the enemy; «
Her facred temple fpotted, fpoil’d, corrupted,
Grofsly engirt with daring infamy:
‘Then let it not be call’d impiety,
If in this blemifh’d fort I make fome hole 9,
Through which I may convey this troubled foul.

Yet die I will not, till my Collatine

Have heatd the caufe of my untimely death ;
‘That he may vow, in that fad hour of mine,
Revenge on him that made me ftop my breath®,
My ftained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath,

7 That motber tries a mercilefs conclufion,] A mercilefs praice; s
cruel experiment.  So, in Antony and Clespatra ¢
6¢ e—tfhe hath affay’d
¢ Conclufions infinite to die.”” Maronz,
$ Her houle is fack’d,—] So, in Romeo and Fulist ;
¢¢ —tell me, that I'may fack
¢¢ The hated manfion.”” STrRVENS,
® If in this blemifb'd fort I make fome hole, &c.] So, in X. Rick, I/ 3
¢ ——with a little pin
¢ Bores through his cafle wall, and—farewel king.” Stxzv.
3 Revenge on bim that made me ftop my breath.] So, in Otbello :
¢¢ —There lies your niece,
¢ Whofc breatbipdeed thefe hands have newly fopp’d.”” MaL ONE.
‘ L4 Which
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Which by him tainted, fhall for him be fpent 2,
And as his due, writ in my teftament. )

My honour I’ll bequeath unto the knife

‘That wounds my body fo dithonoured.

>Tis honour to deprive difhonour’d life ;

‘The one will liye, the other being dead ;

So of thame’s athes fhall my fame be bred;
For in my death I murder thameful fcorn:
My fthame fo dead, mine honour is new-born,

Dear lord of that dear jewel I have loft,

What legacy fhall I bequeath to thee ?

My refolution, love, fhall be thy boaft,

By whofe example thou reveng’d may’ft be,

H{')w Tarquin muft be us’d, read it in me:
Myfelf, thy friend, will kill myfelf, thy foe,
And, for my fake, ferve thou falfe Tarquin fo,

"This brief abridgment of my will I make:
My foul and body to the fkies and ground ;
My refolution, hufband, do thou take; -
Mine honpur be the knife’s, that makes my wound ;
My fhame be his that did my fame confound ; '
And all my fame that lives, difburfed be
‘To thofe that live, and think no fhame of me.

‘Thou, Collaﬁne, fhalt overfee this Will3$;
How was I overfeen that thou fhalt fee it !
My blood fhall wath the flander of mine ill ;

My

* Which by bim tainted, fball for bim be [pent,] The firft copy has, by
an apparent error of the prefs :

' Which for him tainted—

‘The corre@ion was made in the o&avo, 1598, MaroNz.

3 Thou, Collating, fbait overfee this Will ;i Thus the quarto. The
edition of 1616 has:

Tben Collatine, &c. MavroNE.

The overfeer of a will was, I fuppofe, defigned as a check upon exe
cutors, Our author appoints John Hall and his wife for his execaters,
and Thomas Ruffel and Francis Collins as his overfeerse STERVENS.

’ ) Owerfeers
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My life’s fopl deed, my life’s fair end fhall free it,
Faint not, faint heart, but floutly fay, /o ¢ ir.

Yield to my hand; my hand fhall conquer thee ;
‘Thou dead, both die, and both fhall vi&tors be.

This plot of death when fadly fhe had laid,
And wip'd the brinith pearl from her bright eyes,
With untun’d tongue fhe hoarfely call’d her maid,
Whofe fwift obedience to her miftrefs hies;
For fleet-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers Hies®.
Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her maid feem fo
As winter meads, when fun doth melt their fnow.

Her miftrefs the doth give demure good-morrow,
With foft-flow tongue, troe mark of modeftys ;
And forts a fad look to her lady’s forrow S,
(For why ? her face wore forrow’s livery :)
But durft not afk of her audacioufly

Why her two funs were cloud-eclipfed fo,

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wath’d with woe.

Owerfeers were frequently added in Wills from the fuperabundane
caution of our anceftors; but our law acknowledges no fuch perfons, noe
are they (as contradiftinguithed from executors,) invefted with any legal
rights whatfoever. In fome old Wills the term overfeer is ufed inftead
of executors Sir Thomas Bodley, the founder of the Bodleian Library
in Oxford, not content with appointing two executors and two overfeers,
has likewife added three [u{emiﬁm. Mavrons.

4 —with thought's feathers {in.] 8o, in Kiag Fobn:

¢ —fet featbers to thy heels,
¢¢ And fly like thoaght.” STEEVENS,
S With foft-flow tongue, true mark of modefly ;] So, in The Taming
of the Sbrew :
¢ Such duty to the drunkard let him do,
¢ With foft-losw tongue and lowly courtefy.”
In King Lear the fame pralfe is beftowed on Cordelia:
¢ —Her woice was ever foft,
¢ Gentle and low :=an excellent thing in woman.”
Mavroxe.
$ And forts a fad look to ber lady’s forrow,] To fort is to choofe out,
So before s
¢¢ When wilt thou fors an hour great ftrifes to end. MarLoNE.

But
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But as the earth doth weep, the fun being fét?,
Each flower moiften’d like a melting eye®;
Even fo the maid with fwelling drops ’gan wet
Her circled eyne, enforc’d by fympathy ‘
Of thofe fair {uns, fet in her miftrefs &y,
Who in a falt-wav’d ocean quench their light,
Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night®,

A pretty while ® thefe pretty creatures ftand,-
Lige ivory conduits coral cifterns filling*:
One juftly weeps ; the other takes in hand
No caufe, but company, of her drops fpilling :
‘Their gentle fex to weep are often willing ;
Grieving themfelves to guefs at others’ fmarts,
And then they drown their eyes, or break their hearts:

For men have marble, women waxen, minds,
And therefore are they form’d as marble will 33 .
‘The weak opprefs’d, the impreflion of ftrange kinds

7 was the earth doth weep, the fun being fet, &c.] So, in Romeo asd

wlies ; :
¥ ¢ When tbe [un fets, the air doth drizzle dew.” STxzvENs.
8 Fach flower moiflened like a melting eye;] So, in A Midjummer-
Night’s Dreom :
¢¢ The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye ;
¢ And when the weeps, weeps cvery little flower.’* STERYENS.
3 Wbhich makes the maid weep like the dewy night. So, in Dryden's
Ocdipus : °
: ¢¢ Thus weeping blind like dewoy night upon thee,”” STeEvENS.
8 A pretty while—] Pretty feems formerly to have fometimes had
the fignification of perty,—as in the prefent inftance. So alfo in Shel-
ton’s tranflation of Don %ixote, 4to, 1612, Vol. I, p. 407: ¢ The ad~
miration and tears joined, indured in them all for a presty fpace.”
Matroxns.
2 Like ivory conduits coral cifterns filling :] So in Asyow Likeit: ¢ I
will weep for nothing, like Diana in the foun:cin.’* Again, in Remeo
and Fuliet :
¢¢ How now? a conduit, girl ? What? flill in tears ?
¢ Ever more weeping,” MaLoNE,.
So, in Titus Andronicus :
« As from a conduit with their iffuing fpouts.”” STzEZvINS.
® And therefore are they form'd as marble will;] Hence do they
wome:-a receive whatever impreflion their marble-hearted affociates
oofs, The expreflion is very quaint. Mavronz,

%n] Is
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Is form’d'in them by force, by fraud, or fkill:
Then call them not the authours of their ill,
No more than wax fhall be accounted evil,
Wherein is fftamp’d the femblance of a devil ¢,

Their fmoothnefs, like 2 goodly champaign plain,

Lays open all the little worms that c:.reep;8 P

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain

Cave-keeping evils that obfcurely fleep:

Through cryftal walls each little mote will peep:
Though men can cover crimes with bold ftern looks,
Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ books 5,

No man inveigh againt the wither’d flower S,

But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill’d !
Not that devour’d, but that which doth devour,

Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild?

Poor women’s faults, that they are fo fulfill’d

4 Tbhen call them mot the antbowrs of their ill,

No more than swax fball be accounted evil,

Wherein is flamp’d the femblance of a devil.] So, in Twelftb Nighe ¢
¢¢ How eafy is it for the proper falfe
¢ In wwemen's waxen beerss to fet their forms
$¢ Alas, osr frality is the canfe, mot wve,
¢ For, fuch as we are made of, fuch we be.”

Again, in Meafure for Meafure :

¢ Women { help Heaven ! men their creation mar
¢¢ In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail,
¢ For we are as foft as our complexions are,
¢ And credulous to falfe prints.”” MAavrons.

5 amawomen’s faces are their own faults' books.] So, in Macbeth ¢

¢ Your face, my thane, is as a dook, where men
¢¢ May read ftrange matters.”” STEEVENS,

Our authour bas advanced a contrary fentiment in another poem ¢

¢ The wiles and guiles that'women work,

¢¢ Diffembled with an outward thew,

¢¢ The tricks and toys that in them lurk,

¢¢ The cock that treads them fhall not know.” MatroNz.

© No man inveigh againft the witber’d flower,

But chide—] Thus the quarto. All the other copies have inweighs
and chides. Maronk.

7 —0, let it mot be hild] Thus the quarto, for the fake of the thime.
Spenfer, in imitation of ‘the Italian pocts, often takes the fame libertyo
Seep. 165, ne 2. MaLonE. .

With
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With men’s abufes®: thofe proud lords, to blame,
Make weak-made women tenants to their fhame.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view,
Aflail’d by night, with circumftances ftrong
Of prefent death, and thame that might enfue
By that her death, to do her hufband wrong ;
Such danger to refiftance did bdonﬁ;d
That dying fear through all her body fpread 3
And who cannot abufe a body dead?®?

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece fpeak
‘To the poor counterfeit of her complaining * ;
My girl, quoth fthe, on what occafion break
Thofe tears from thee, that down thv cheeks are raining ?
If thou doft weep for grief of my fuftaining,
Know, gentle wench, it {mall avails my mood :
If tears could help, mine own would do me good.

But tell me, girl, when went—(and there fhe ftay’d
Till after a deep groan) Tarquin from hence ?
Madam, ere I was up, reply’d the maid,
The more to blame my fluggard negligence:
Yet with the fault I thus far can difpenfe ;

Myfelf was firring ere the break of day,

And, ere I'rofe, was Tarquin gone away.

8 —tbat they are [o fulfill’d
With men’s abufes ;] Fulfilled had formerly the fenfe of £lled. Jt
is fo ufed in ourliturgy.” Maronx. .
Fulflled means completely filled, till there be no room for more. The
word, in this fenfe, is now obfolete, So, in the Prologue to Troilas
asd Creffida ¢
¢ And correfponfive and fulfilling bolts.”” STrEvENs,
9 ——sbufe a body dead P;l So, in Romes and Fuliet s
¢¢ et do fome villainous fhame
¢ On the d-ad bodies—."" STrrvens.
¥ Tothe poor counterfeit of Ler complaining ;] To her maid, whofe
countenance exhibited an image of her miftrefs’s grief. A coumterfeir,
in ancient language, fignificd a portrait. So, in The Merchant of Vemice :
 Whathave we here ? fair Portia's counterfeir 7' MavLone.
L]

But
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But lady, if your maid may be fo bold,
She would requeft to know your heavinefs,
O peace! quoth Lucrece ; if it fhould be told,
The repetition cannot make it lefs ;
For more it is than I can well exprefs:
And that deep torture may be call’d a hell,
When more is felt than one hath power tq tell.

Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen,—
Yet fave that labour, for I have them here.
What fhould I fay ?—One of my hufband’s men
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear;
Bid him with fpeed prepare to carry it:
The caufe craves hafte, and it will foon be writ.

Her maid is gone, and fhe prepares to write,
Firft hovering o’er the paper with her quill:
Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ;
What wit fets down, is blotted ftraight with will;
This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill:

Mouch like a prefs of people at a door,

Throng her inventions, which fhall go before 2.

At laft fhe thus begins: ¢ Thou worthy lord
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee,
Health to thy perfon! next vouchfafe to afford
(If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt fee,)
Some prefent {peed, to come and vifit me :
So 1 commend me from our houfe in grief?;
My woes are tedious, though my words are brief.”
Here
2 M}n’ub Iil; a prefs of peoplebcfbl door, ;
Throng ber inventions, which fball go before.] So,in K,
« ._slegiom of ﬁran,ge fuuﬁn, £ebefire] Soyin K. Fobus
¢¢ Which, in their rbrong and prefs to that latt hold,
8 Confound themfelves.”
Again, in King Henry VIII :
¢¢ —=which forc’d fuch way,
¢¢ That many maz'd confiderings did throng,
« And prjs in with this caution.” Maroxs.
3 So I commend me from our houfein grief;] Shakfpeare hnlhr:al»e
clofely
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Here folds the up the tenour of her woe,
Her certain forrow writ uncertainly.
By this fhort fchedule Collatine may know
.Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality :
She dares not thereof make difcovery,
Left he thould hold it her own grofs abufe,
N Ere fhe with blood had ﬁain’dier ftain’d excufe.

Befides, the life and feeling of her paflion

She hoards, to fpend when he is by to hear her;

When fighs and groans and tears may grace the fathion

Of her difgrace, the better fo to clear her

From that fufpicion which the world might bear her.
To fhun this blot, fhe would not blot the letter
With words, till attion might become them better.

To fee fad fights moves more than hear them told ¢ ;
For then the eye interprets to the ear
‘The heavy motion that it doth behold $,
When every part a part of woe doth bear,
*Tis but a part of forrow that we hear:
Deep founds make leffer noife than fhallow fords®,
And forrow ebbs, being blown with wind of words.

Her

Clofely followed the pradtice of his own times. Thus, Anne Bullen con-
€luding her pathetick leter to her favage murderers ¢ From my doleful
pn'{on in the Tower, this 6th of May.”

o alfo Gafcoigne the poet ends his addrefs 2o the Youth of England,
prefixed to his works: ¢ From my poor boufe at Waltha we.i the
Foreft, the fecond of February, 1575.”

See alfo Vol. Il p. 218, n. 2. Maronzx.
4 To fer {ad fights moves more than bear them told ;]
\ ¢¢ Segnius irritant animos demiffa per aurem
¢ Quam qua funt oculis fubjeta fidelibus.,™ Hor. Maroxx.
S For then the eye interprets to the ear
Tbe beavy motion that it doth bebold,] Our authour feems to have
been thinking of thofe beavy motions called Dumb-fpows, which were
exhibited on the tage in his time. Motion, in old language, fignifies &
puppet frow 5 and the perfon who fpoke for the puppets was called an
snterpreter. So, in Timon of Atbens :
¢ —to the dumbnefs of the geflure
¢¢ One might interpret.”> Mavronz.

¢ Dausp founds meke le[fer noife than fpaliow fords,] Thus the q:j;:
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Her letter now 1is feal’d, and on it writ,

At Ardea to my lord, with more than hafle? :

The pott attends, and fhe delivers it,

Charging the four-fac’d groom to hie as faft

As lagging fowls before the northern blat®.
Speed more than fpeed but dull and flow fhe deems :
Extremity ftill urgeth fuch extremes.

1594, and all the fubfequent copies. The authour probably wrote 3
Deep floods make lefler noife, &c.

So, before:
¢ Deep woes roll forward like a gentle food.”” Marowz.

The old reading is perhaps the true one. A found, in navalla
is fuch a part of thefea as may be fowaded. We have all heard of Ply-
mouth found, the depth of which'is fufficient to carry veflels that draw
the moft water. The contradi@ion in terms is of little moment. We
fRill talk of the back front of a houfe; and every ford, or found, is com-
paratively decp. STEEVENS.

As a meaning may be extra@ed from the reading of the old copy, I
have not difturbed it, though I fufpet that Shak(peare wrote not fomnds
but floods, for thefe reafons :

1. Becaufe there is fcarce an Englifh poet that has not compared real
forrow to a deep water, and loquacious and terfeited grief ¢o a bube
bling fhallow fiream. The comparifon is always between a river and a
brook ;- nor have I obferved the faa once mentioned in the various places
in which this trite thought is expreffed. Shakfpeare, we fee, has it in
this very poem in a preceding pafiage, in which deep Woes are compared
to a gentle food.

2. Becaufe, fuppofing the poet to have had the fea in his conteme
plation, fome reafon ought to be affigned why he fhould have chofen
thofe parts of it which are called founds. To give force to the prefent
fentiment, they muft be fuppofed to be peculiarly ftill; whereas the
truth I believe is, that all parts of the ocean are equally boifterous ; at
leaft thofe which are called founds are not lefs fo than others.

Laftly, becaufe thofe parts of the fea which are denominated . founds,
fo far from deferving the epithetdeep, are exprefsly defined to be ¢ Sallow
feas; fuch as may be founded.”” Mavronzx.

7 amand on it writ,

At Ardea to my lord, with more than hafte :] Shakfpeare feems
o have begun early to confound the cuftoms of his own country, with
thofe of other nations. Abput a century and a half ago, all our letters
that required fpecd were fuperfcribed—#ith poff poft bafic. STEEVENS.

s A Iag{\ing fowls] Thus the quarto. All'the modern editions have
==fouls. ‘The quarto reads—blafts, which the rhyme fhews to have been
a mifprint, and which I fhould not mention but that it proves that even
in Shakfpeare’s own cdition there were fome errors,  See the preceding
aote, and p. 119, B ge  MALONE, The
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‘The homely villein® court’fies to her low ;

And blufhing on her, with a ftedfaft eye

Receives the fcroll, without or yea or no,

And forth with bafhful innocence doth hie.

But they whofe guilt within their bofoms lie,
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ;
For Lucrece thought he blafh’d to fee her thame.,

When, filly groom ! God wot, it was defe&

Of foirit, life, and bold audacity.

Such harmlefs creatures have a true refpect

To talk in deeds®, while others faucily

Promife more fpeed, but do it leifurely :
Even fo, this pattern of the worn-out age?
Pawn’d honel‘tp looks, but lay’d no words to gage.

His kindled duty kindled her miftruft,
That two red fires in both their faces blaz’d ;
She thought he blufh’d, as knowing Tarquin’s luft,
And, blufhing with him, wiftly on him gaz’d;
Her earneft eye did make him more amaz’d :
The more fhe faw the blood his cheeks replenifh,
‘The more fhe thought he fpy’d in her fome blemith.

9 The bomely villein court’fies to ber low ;] Villein has here its ancient
legal fignification ; that of a flave. The term conrt’fy was formerly applied
to men as wellas to women, See Vol. V. ps 206, n. 7. MaLoxz.

3 Jotalk in deeds—] So, in Hamle: :

¢« As he, in his peculiar a&t and force,

¢« May give his faying deed.”
Again, in Troilus and Creffida:

¢ Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue.”” Maroxx.
Again, in Fulixs édjar :

¢ Cafca. Speak bands for me.”* STrevENe.

2 \rbis pattern of the worn-out age—] Thisexample of antieat fim-

plicity and virtue. So in King Rickard 111:
¢«¢ Behold this partern of thy butcheries.”
See alfo p. 123, n. *. .
‘We meet with ncarly the fame expreffion in our authour’s 68th Seaset s
¢¢ Thus is his cheek the map of days oxt-wors.” Maronz.
So, in As you likeit : L
¢¢ —how well in thee appears
¢ The conftant fecvice of the antigue world"' STREvENS.

.. Bat
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But long fhe thinks til! he roturn again,

And yet the duteous vafal fcarce 1s gone,

The weary time fhe cannot entertain, .

For now ’tis ftale to figh, to weep, and groan:

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan,
That fhe her plaints a little while doth ftay,
Paufing for means to mourn fome newer way.

At laft fhe calls to mind where hangs a piece

Of fkilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy ;

Before the which 1s drawn ? the power of Greece,

For Helen’s rape ¢ the city to deftroy,

Threatening cloud-kifling Ilion witi annoy S ;
Which the conceited painter drew fo proud$,
As heaven (it feem’d) to kifs the turrets bow'd.

A thoufand lamentable obje@s there,
In fcorn of nature, art gave lifelefs life :
Many a dry drop feem’d a weeping tear 7,

3 Before the which is drawn—] That is, before Troy. Mavoxz.

Drawn, in this inftance, does not fignify delineated, but draws em¢
nto the field, as armies are. . $w, in King Henry 1V :

¢ He cannot draw bis power thefe fourteen days.” StxrvENs.

4 For Helen's rape—] Rape is ufed by all our old poets in the fenfe of
raptusy or carrying awsy by force, It fometimes alfo fignifics the perfon
forcibly carried away. Maroxe.

S Threatening cloud-Kiffing Ifies with anncy ;2 So, in Pericles »

¢« Whole towers bore heads (o high they kifs'd the clonds."
Again, in Troilus and Creffida :

¢ Yon towers, whofe wanton tops do dafs the clonds."
Again, in Hamle 2

¢ —=like the herald Merscary,

¢ New.lighted on a beawes-difing hill.”” Marowx.

© Wbich the conceited painter drew fo proud,] Conceited, in old lane
gu3gs, is fanciful, ingenions, MALONE.

7 Many adry drop feem’d a weeping tear,] Thus the quarto. The
variation made in this line, in the edition of 1616, which is faid in the
title-page to be newly revifed and correfled, would alone prove it not
to have betn prepared by our authour. The editor, knowing that all
drops are wet, and not obferving that the poet is here fpeaking of a
piQure, difcarded the old reading, 3nd gave, inftead of it,

: \hny a dire drop feem’d a weeping tear;
which has been followed in all the fubfequept copies. Had he been at
all acquaintgd with 8hakfpeere’s manner, he never would have made
this siteration, dr bave adopted’it, if made befores Mazroxz,

Vo, X. A M . Shed
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Shed for the flaughter’d hufband by the wife

The red blood reek’d, to fhow the painter’s firife s
And dying eyes gleam’d forth their athy lights,.
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights®.

There might {ou fee the labouring pioneer
Begrim’d with {weat, and fmeared all with duft;.
And from the towers of Troy there would appear
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thruft, . .
Gazing upon the Greeks with little luft:
Such fweet obfervance in this work was had,
That one might fee thofs far-off eyes look fad.

In great commanders grace and majefty

You might behold, triﬁmphingi.n their faces 3

In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ;

. And here and there the painter interlaces

Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces;
Which heartlefs peafants did fo well refemble,!
That one would fwear he faw them quake and trembles

In Ajax and Ulyfles, O, what art
Of phyfiognomy might one behold !
‘The face of either *cipher’d either’s heart ;
‘Their face their manners moft exprefsly told :
In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d ;
But the mild glance that fly Ulyffes lent,
Show’d deep regard and fmiling government ™.

Their pleading might you fee grave Neftor lhnci,
As ’twere encouraging the Greeks to fight ;
Making fuch fober a&tion with his hand,

9 And dying eyes gleam’d forth their athy lights,
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights.]' Perhaps Milton had
shefe fines in his thoughts-when he wrote s
¢ Where glowing embers through the reom
. ¢ Teach /ight to counterfeit a glaom.’
It is probable he alfo remembered thefe of Spenfors.
¢¢ emhis gliftering armour made
¢ Alittle glooming light much like a Pade.”” Marong, "*  °
3 =—deep regard ond fmiling goverament.] - Profound wifdom, and the *
complacency arifing from the paflions being under the xommand of

"+ reafon. The former word [regard] basalreidy occurrd mre thap once
in the fame fenfe. , Maronz, ' .
. . LT 'r.hl‘
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That it beguil’d attention, charm’d the fight !

In {peech, it feem’d, his beard, all filver white,
Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips did fly .
Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the ky?>.

About him were a prefs of gaping faces?,
Which feem’d to fwallow up his found advice ¢;
All jointly liftening, but with feveral graces,
As if fome mermaid 3 did their ears entice ;
Some high, fome low ; the painter was fo nice,
The fcalps of many, almoft hid behind,
To jump up higher feem’d, to mock the mind.

Here one man’s hand lean’d on another’s head,
His nofe being fhadow’d by his neiihbour’s ear;
Here one, being throng’d, bears back, allboll’n and red ¢ ;

Another -
2 iny[pmb, it feem’d, bis beard, all filver white,
agg'd lf and dexon, and from bis lips did fly
Tbin winding breath, which purl'd up to the fiy.] So, in Treilas
and Creffida : .
¢ wsand fuch again )
¢« As venerable Neftor, liatch’d in floery
¢¢ Should with a bond of air (ftrong as the axle-tree
¢ On which heaven rides) kiiit all the Greekith cars
¢ To his experienc’d tongue.”” Matonz.
1 fuppofe we fhould reade—curl'd. Thus, Popes
¢ While cur/ing fmoaks from village tops are feen.”
Again, in Cymbeline : . ‘
¢ And let our crooked fmoaks climb to their noftrils.” StzzYV.
There is no need'of change, for purfing had formerly the fame
meaning, being fometimes ufed to denote the curling of water, without
any refegence to found.  So, in Drayton’s Mortimeriadcs, 4t0, 0o date :
¢ Whofe ftream an easie breath doth feem to blow ;
¢ Which on the fparkling gravel runs in purles,
¢ As though the waves had been of filver curles.”™
This fenfe of the word is unnoticed in Dr. Johnfon's Difionary.
MatonNe.
3 About bim were a prefs o ing faces, &c.] Had any engraving, or
account, of Raphael’s ce’lel{m{fgﬁﬁrf; of The School of Ltbu: reached,
Esgland in the time of .our authour, one might be tempted by this de-
feriptign to think that he had feen it. Mavrowk.
4 ‘hicb eem'd to (wallow wp bis found advice;) So, in King Fobn:
¢¢ With open mouth, fwallowing a,taylor’s news.” STEEzvENS.
S Asi &nt mermaid—] Seep. 33, n. ¢ MaLoNEe L
& wpull boll’Rend red ;3] Thus th:llold copy. In the former dxugnf
Py . when
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Another, fmother’d, feems to pelt and fwear?;
And in their rage fuch figns of rage they bear,
As, but for lofs of Neftor’s golden words, '
It feem’d they would debate with angry fwords ®,

For much imaginary work was there ;
Conceit deceitful, fo compa®, fo kind®,
That for Achilles® image ftood his fpear,

when I was lefs cautious than Iam at prefent, I fubftituted Mows for
boll’n, which I conceived to be a mifprint; but fcarcely had the book
iffued from the prefs, when I difcovered my miftake, The reader will,
1 truft, find no inftances of fimilar temerity in the prefent edition of
our authour’s works.

Boll'n means fwollen, and is ufed by Golding in his tranflation of
©vid’s Metamorpbofesy 1567

¢¢ Her leannetle made her joynts bo/ne big, and knee-panmes,
for to fwell.”

Auxerat articulos macies, genuumque rigebat

Orbis—.

Again, (as an anonymous writer has obferved,) ia Phaer's tranflation

of the tenth book of Virgil's Eneid :
¢ —with what bravery bolne in pride
¢« King Turnus profperous rides.”
~—tumidufque fecundo
Marte ruat.

Gawin Douglas tranflating the fame paflage ufes the words < srpiz
and proudly.” See p. 78 of this volume.

Skinner fuppofes the word to be derived from dowilljer, Fr. to babble.
But Mr. Tyrwhitt in his accurate Gloffary to Chaucer, (as has likewife
been obferved by the fame anonymous writer,) fays, it is the part. pa.
of belgey v. Sax. Marone.

7 Anotber, fmotber'd, feems to pelt and fweary] To pelt meant, I
think, to be clamorous, as men arein a paflion. ~Sa, in as old collec.
tion of tales, entitled Wits, Fits, and Fancies, 1614 1 ¢ The young mas,
allin a pelting chafe,—.” MavroNE.

8 —debate with angry fewords.] i. €. fall to contention. Bateis an
ancient word fignifying firife.  So, in the old play of Acelafias, 1540

“ We fhall not fall to date, or ftryve for this matter.”” STxxv.

Debate has here, | believe, its ufual fignification. They feemed ready
20 argue with their fwords. So,in Fulius Cafar s ¢ Speak basds for me.""

Again, in Hamlet : ’

¢ 1 will fpeak daggers to her, but ufe none."”

Again, more appofitely, in Troilus and Creffida: S

¢ Speaking in deeds, and decdlefs in his congve.” Mabons.

9 Conceit deceitful, fo compast, fo kind,] An artful delineation, fo -
nicely and naturally executed. Kind and nature, in old lapguage, were
fynonymous, See Vol.1ll. p. 164, a. 8, and p. 310, -6, MAzoONE.

. Grip'd
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Grip’d in an armed hand ; himfelf, behind, :
Was left unfeen, fave to the eye of mind * :

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head,
Stood for the whole to be imagined.

And from the walls of ftrong-beficged Troy
When their brave hope, bold Hetor, march’d to field,
Stood many Trojan mothers, fharing joy
To fee their youthful fons bright weapons wield ;
And to their hoge they fuch odd alion yield,
That, through their light joy, feemed to appear
(Like bright things ftain’d) a kind of heavy fear.

And, from the ftrond of Dardan where they fought,
‘To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran,
Whofe waves to imitate the battle fought
With fwelling ridges ; and their ranks began
‘To break upon the galled fhore, and than?

Retire again, till meeting greater ranks

‘They join, and thoot their st Simois’ banks.

To

¥ Was left unfeen, fave to the eye of mind1] We meet with the fame
reflion in Hamlet, and in one of our authour’s Sessess. Again, in
King Richard 11 :
« —wwith the eyes of heavy mind
6 ] fee thy glory.” MaLoxz,

3 To break upon the galled foore, and than—J Tban for then. This li-
cence of changing the termination of words is fometimes ufed by our
ancient pocts, in imitation of the Italian writers. Thus, Daniel, in
his Clespatra, 1504 1 .

¢ And now wiltyield thy fircames

¢ A prey to other reames ;"
i, e. realths.  Again, in his Complaint of Rofamond, 1598 ¢

¢ When cleaher thoughts my weaknefs *gan spéray,

. % Againtt myfelf, and thame did force m¢ fay,—."

Again, in Hall's Sstires, 1599

¢¢ As frozen dunghulls in a winter's morne,

¢ That voyd of vapours feemed all beforne,

€ Soone as the fun,’’ &c.
A‘lill, ibid :

¢ His bonnet vail'd, or ever he could thinke,

¢¢ The unruly winde blowes off his perivwinks.’
Again, ia Gudrey of Bullsigne, tranflated by Fairfax, 16003

M 3 s Time
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To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come,

To find a face whére all diftrefs is ftel’ds.

- Many fhe fees, where cares have carved fome,

But none where all diftrefs and dolour dwell’d,

Till fhe defpairing Hecuba beheld,
Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes,
Which bleeding under Pyrrhus® proud foot lies,

In her the painter had anatomiz’d

Time’s ruin, beauty’s wreck, and grim care’s reign ;
Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were difguis’d ;
Of what fhe was, no femblance did remain:

Her blue blood chang’d to black in every vein,

¢ Time was, (for cach one hath his doting time,
¢¢ Thefe Glver locks were golden trefles tbas,)
¢ That countrie life I hated as a crime,
¢ And from the forreft’s fweet contentment ran.*
Again, in Drayton's Mortemeriados, fign. Q. 1. 4to, no dates
“ Out of whofe top the frefh fprings trembling downe,
¢ Duly keep time with their harmonious fowne.”

fgain, in Songes and Sonmetes by the carle of Surrey and others,

edit. 3567, f. 81:
¢ —=half the paine had never man

. % Which had this woful Troyan tbas.”

Many other inftances of the fame kind might be addeds See the aexs
note. Mavronk.

Reames, in the firft inftance produced, is only the Freach reysnmes
affe@edly anglicized. STrzvEns.

- In Daniel’s time the Freach word was ufually written royanime.
Mazvons.

3 To find a face wvbere all diffrefs is 1€1'd.] Thus the quarto, and all
the fubfequent copies.—In our authour’s twentj-fourth Seanet we find
thefe lines :

 Mine eye hath play'd the painrer, and hath feel’d

 Thy beauty's form in table of my heart.”
‘This therefore I fuppofe to have been the word intended here, which
the poet altered for the fake of rhime. So before—bild for beld, apd
sban for then. He might, howeyer, have written:

——where all diftrefs is fpell’d.
is €. written, So, in The Comedy of Ervors

¢ And careful hours with time's deformed hand

‘¢ Have wrirten ftrange defeatures in my face.” Matrowz.

& Which bleeding under Pyrrbus’ proxd Sfoot lies.] Dr. Sewell unne-
ceflarily reads-—”’fo bleeding, &c. The neutral pronoun was anciently
often ufed for the perfonal. It fill remains in the Liturgy. Wdick,
however, may refer to wonnds, notwithftanding the falfe concord which
fuch a conftruction producess Sec p. 66, n. 9. MaLonz.

Wanting
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‘Wanting the fpring that thofe fhrunk pipes had fed
Shew-d Tife imprifon'd in & body dead, ’

‘On this fad thadow Lucrece fpends her eyes S,
And fhapes her forrow to the beldame’s woes,
Who nothing wants to anfwer her but cries,
And bitter words, to ban her cruel foes:
The painter was no God to lend her thofe ;
And therefore Lucrece fwears he did her wrong,
To give her fo much grief, and not a tongue.

Poor inftrument, quoth fhe, without a found,
I’l1 tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue:
And drop fweet balm in Priam’s painted wound,
And rail on Pyrrhos that hath done him wrong,
And with my tears quench Troy, that burns {o long;
And with my 'knife fcratch out the angry eyes
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemics.

Show me the firampet that began this ftir,
‘That with my nails her beauty 1 may tear.
Thy heat of luft, fond Paris, did incur
‘This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear ;
“Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here:
Xn here in Troy, for trefpafs of thine eye,
‘The fire, the fon, the dame, and daughter, die.

Why thould the private pleafure of fome one

Become the publick plaﬁue of many mo®?

Let fin, alone committed, light alone

Upon his head that hath tranfgrefled fo ;

Let guiltlefs fouls be freed from guilty woe :
For one’s offence why fhould fo many fall,
‘To plague a private fin in general ?

S On this fad foedow Lucrece fpends her eyes,] Fixes them earneft-
dy; gives it her whole atteation. Hounds are faid o [pend their tongues,
when they join in full cry. Marone.

6 the ;lngu of many mo?] Mo for more. ‘The word is now
.sbfoletce  Sce Vol. 111, p 595, R‘g. Maconz,

4 Lo
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1.0, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam fiies,
Here manly He&or faints, here Troilus fwounds?;
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies,
And friend to friend gives unadvifed wounds®,
And one man’s luft thefe many lives confounds ®
Had doting Priam check’d his fon’s defire,
"T'roy had been bright with fame, and not with fire.

Here feelingly fhe weeps Troy’s painted woes :

For forrow, like a heavy-hanging bell,

Once fet on ringing, with his own weight goes ;

‘Then little ftrength rings out the doleful knell s

So Lucrece fet a-work, fad tales doth tell
To pencil’d penfivenefs and colour'd forrow;
She lends them words, and fhe their looks doth borrow.

She throws her eyes about the painting, round?,
And whom fhe finds forlorn, fhe doth lament:

At laft fhe fees a wretched image bound,

‘That piteous looks to Phrygian fhepherds lent ;
His face, though full of cares, yet {how’d content :

7 Here manly Heflor faints, bere Troilus fwounds;] In the play of
Troilus and Creffida, his name is frequently introduced §n the fame man-
mer as here, as a diffyllable.  The mere Engli/h reader Rill pronounces
the word as, I believe, Shakfpeare did.

Sawounds is fwoons. Swoeon is conftantly written found or feewnd in
the old copies of our authour’s plays; and from this ftanza’it is pro-
bable that the word was anciently pronounced as it is here written, So
alfo Drayton in his Mortimeriades, 4to, no date: .

¢ Thus with the pangs out of this traunce areyfed,
¢¢ As water fometime wakeneth from 3 fsvousdywe
¢¢ As when the bloud is cold, we feele the wound.” Marexs.

8 And friend to i['i"d ives unadvifed wounds,] Adwice, it has been
already obferved, formerly meant kmcwiedge. Friends wound friends,
not knowlng each orber, It thould be remembered that Troy was facked
in the night. Maronr.

* —confounds:] i. e, deftroys.—See Vol. ViI. p. 502, n. 3.

Mavrona.

9 She throws ber eyes about the painting, reund,] i. e. fhe throws her
eyes round about, &c. The o®avo, 1616, and all the fubfequent co-
pies, réad iweabout the painted round, MaroNE.

S Onward
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Onward to Troy with the blunt fwains he goes,
So mild, that Patience feem’d to fcorn his woes®s

In him the painter labour’d with his fkill

"To hide deceit, and give the harmlefs thow *

An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing fill,

A brow unbent, that feem’d to welcome woe ;

Cheeks, neither red nor pale, but mingled fo
That bluthing red no guilty inftance * gave,
Nor athy pale the fear that falfe hearts have.

But, like a conftant and confirmed devil,

He entertain’d a fhow fo feeming juft,

And therein fo enfconc’d his fecret evil 3,

That jealoufy itfelf could not miftruft

Falfe-creeping craft and perjury fhould thruft
Into fo bright a day fuch black-fac’d ftorms,
Or blot with hell-born fin fuch faint-like forms,

The well-kill’d workman this mild image drew
For perjur’d Sinon, whale enchanting ftory
The credulous old Priam after flew ;
Whofe words, like wild-fire, burnt the fhining glory
Of rich-built Ilion, that the fkies were forry,
And little ftars fhot from their fixed places,
When their glafs fell, wherein they view’d their faces 4.
This

3 S0 mild, tbat Patience feem’d to feorn his woes.] That is, the woes
fuffered by Paticace.  We have nearly the fame image in our authour's
Twelfib Night :

¢¢ She feem’d like Patience on a monument,
¢ Smiling at grief.”
Again, in Pericles :
¢ —Yet thou doft look
¢ Like Patiehce, gazing on king’s graves, and fmiling
¢ Extremity out of a®.”” MaLoNE.

2 —tbe barmlefs how—1] The harmlefs painted figure. Marowx.

® «—no gunty inflance—) No example or fymptom of guilt. See
Vol. IV. p. 97, n.2. Maronx.

3 And thercin fo enfconc’d bis fecret evil,] And by that means fo con-
cealed his fecret treachery. A fcomee was a Lpecics of fortification. See
Vol. I, p. 232, n. 1. ALONE.

4 And litele Rars thot from their fixed places,

When the glafs fell, wherein they wiew'd their faces.] So in A Mid-
Jummer-Nighe's Dream ¢ ) "
& —the
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This piure fhe advifedly perus’d 3, .
And chid the painter for his wond’rous fkill; -
Saying, fome fhape in Sinon’s was abus’d,
So fair a form lodg’d not a mind fo ill;
And ftill on him the gaz’d; and gazing fill,
Such figns of truth 1in his plain face fhe fpy’d,
That fhe concludes the pitture was bely’d.

1t cannot be, quoth fhe, that fo much guile—

(She would have faid) can lurk in fuch a look ;

But Tarquin’s fhape came in her mind the while,

And from her tongue, can lurk from cannot took ;

It cannot be the in that fenfe forfook, :
And turn’d it thus: ¢ It cannot be, T find,
But fuch a face thould bear a wicked mind :

For even as fubtle Sinon here is painted,
So fober-fad, fo weary, and fo mild,
(As if with grief or travail he had fainted,)
To me came Tarquin armed ; fo beguil’d
With outward honefty ¢, but yet defil’d
With

& the rude fea grew civil at her fong,
¢ And certain flars /ot madly from their fpberes,
¢¢ To hear the fea-maid®s mufick.”

‘Why, Priam’s palace, however beautiful or magnificent, thould be
called the mirsour in which the fixed ftars beheld themfslves, I do not
fee. ‘Theimage is very quaint and far-fetched. MaLoNE®.

s Tbis piﬂu:fﬂu advifedly perus’d,] Advifedly is astentively; with
deliberation. Maronx.

6 So fober-fad, fo weary, and fo mild,

( As if with grief or travail be bad fainted, )
To mecame Tarquin armed ; fo beguil’'d
With ourward bonefly,—] To me came Tarquin with the fame armexr
of bypocrify that Sinon wore. ~ The old copy reads:
To me came Tarquin armed ¢o beguild
With outward honefty, &c.
To mut, I think, have been a mifprint for foo Beguil'd is begwilinge
Our authour frequently confounds the aive and paflive pacticiplee
‘Thus, in Orbellc, delighted for delighting :
¢ If virtue no delighted beauty lack,—."" MaLoNE.
1 think the reading propofed is right; and would point thuss
To me came Tarquin armed ; fo beguil’d |

With outwasd honefty, but yet, &c. 5
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With inward vice: as Priam him did cherifh,
So did I Tarquin; fo my Troy did perith.

Look, look, how litening Priam wets his eyes,

To fee thofe borrow’d tears that Sinon fheds.

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wife ?

For every tear he falls7, a Trojan bleeds ;

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds:
Thofe round clear pearls of his, that move thy pity,
Are balls of quenchlefs fire, to burn thy city.

Such devils fteal effects from lightlefs hell ;
Por Sinon in his hre doth quake with cold,
And in that cold, hot-burning fire doth dwell ;
‘Thefe contraries fuch unity do hold,
Only to flatter fools, and make them bold :
So Priam’s truft falfe Sinon’s tears doth flatter,
That he finds means to burn his Troy with water.

Here, all enrag’d, fuch paflion her affails,
That patience is quite beaten from her breaft.
She tears the fenfelefs Sinon with her nails,
Comparing him to that unha;?y gueft
Whofe deed hath made herfclf herfelf deteft :

At laft the fmilini y with this gives o’er;

Fool! fool! quoth fhe, his wounds will not be fore,
Thus ebbs and flows the current of her forrow,
And time doth weary time with her complaining.
She looks for night, and then fhe longs for morrow,

8o beguiPd is fo cover'd, fo mafked with fraud, i. e, like Sinon. Thus;
in The Mercbant of Venice, A& 111 fc. ii s
¢ Thus ornament is but the guiled thore
¢ To a moft dangerous fea.”” Stzrvens,
7 For every tear be falls—] He lets fall. So, in Otbello
¢¢ Each tear the falls would prove a crocodile.”” Marowz.
A fimilar thought occurs in Troilus and Creffida : -
¢ For every falfe drop in ber bawdy veins,
¢ A Grecian's life hath funk ; for every fcruple
¢ In her contaminated carrion weight,
¢ A Trojen beth been flain STEEVENS.

And
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And both fhe thinks too long with her remaining =
Short time feems long in forrow’s tharp fuftaining.
Though woe be heavy, yet it feldom fleeps ;
And they that watch, fee time how flow 1t creeps,

Which all this time hath overflipp’d her thought,
That fhe with painted images hath fpent ;
Being trom the fecling of her own grief brought
By de«pfurmife of others’ detriment ;
Lofing her woes in fhows of difcontent.

It eafeth fome, though none it ever cur’d,

To think their dolour others have endur’d.

But now the mindful meflfenger, come back,

Brings home his lord and other company ;

‘Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black ;.

And round about her tear-diftained eye .

Blue circles fiream’d, like rainbows in the fky.
Thefe water-galls in her dim element®
Foretell new itorms to thofe already fpent,

Which when her fad-beholding hufband faw,
Amazedly in her fad face he ftares:
Her eyes, though fod in tears, look’d red and raw?®,
Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares.
He hath no power to afk her how the fares ;

But ftood, like old acquaintance in & trance,

Met far from home, wondering each other’s chance.

At laft he takes her by the bloodlefs hand,
And thus begins: What uncouth ill event
Hath thee befallen, that thou doft trembling fand?

8 Thefe water.galls in ber dim element—] The water-gall is fome ap-
pearance attendant on the rainbow. The word is curreat among the
fhepberds on Salitbury plain. StrEvens. .

9 e—look'd red and raw,] So, in Hamiet :

¢ The Danifh cicatrice loks rod and raw." STEZVENS.

Sweet
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Sweet love, what fpite hath thy fair colour fpent?
Why art thou thas attir’d in difcontent * ?
Unmatk, dear dear, this moody heavinefs,
And tell thy grief, that we may give redrefs.

Three times with fighs fhe gives her forrow fire,
Ere once fhe can di?charge one word of woe :
At length addrefs’d to anfwer his defire *,
She modeftly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta’en prifoner by the foe ;
While Collatine and his conforted lords
With fad attention long to hear her words.

And now this pale fwan in her watery neft

Begins the fad dirge of her certain ending :

Few words, quoth fhe, fhall fit the trefpafs beft,

Where no excufe can give the fault amending:

In me more woes than words are now depending ;
And my laments would be drawn out too long,
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue.

Then be this all the tatk it hath tofay:

Dear hufband, in the intereft of thy bed

A ftranger came, and on that pillow lay
‘Where thou waft wont to reft thy weary head?;
And what wrong elfe may be imagine

By

Y Wby art thou thus attir'd in difcontent ?] So, in Much Ado abous
Notbing :
¢¢ Faor mv part, I am fo artir'd in wonder,
¢ I know not what to fay.”” STrEvENS.
2 At length addre(s’d to anfaver bis defire,] Addrefs’d is ready, pre-
pared. So,in King Henry V :
“ To morrow for the march are we addrefi'd.” Maront.
3 Dear bufband, in the intereft of thy bed
A firanger came, and on that pillow lay
 Where thou waft woat to reft thy weary head ;] ¢¢ Veftigia viri
alieni, Collatine. in de@o funt tvo.” Liv. lib. i. cap. §8. Since the
former edition I find thefe words had been tranflated by Painter in his
novel: ¢ Alas, Collatine, the fteppes of another man be now fixed in
thy bed.”  Palace of Pleafure, Vol. 1. fol. 6. Maronx.
*  Pesidventure the pillow which the lady here fpeaketh of, was what
o



174 RAPE OF LUCRECE.

By foul enforcement might be done to me,
From that, alas! thy Lucrece is not free.

For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,

With fhining falchion in my chamber came

A creeping creature, with a flaming light,

And foftly cry’d, Awake, thou Roman dame,

And entertain my love ; elfe lafting fhame
On thee and thine this night 1 will inflit,
If thou my love’s defire do contradiét.

For fome hard-favour’d groom of thine, quoth he,
Unlefs thou yoke thy liking to my will,
I'll morder ftraight, and then I’ll {laughter thee,
And fwear I found you where you did fulfil
The loathfome aét of luft, and fo did kill

The lechers in their deed : this a& will be

My fame, and thy perpetual infamy.

With this I did begin to ftart and cry,
And then againft my heart he fet his fword ;
Swearing, unlefs I took all patiently,
I thould not live to fpeak another word:
So fhould my thame ftill reft upon record ;
And never be forgot in mighty Rome
The adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom.,

Mine enemy was ftrong, my poor felf weak,

And far the weaker with fo ftrong a fear:

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to fpeak ; -

No rightful plea might plead for juftice there s

His fcarlet luft came evidence to fwear '
That my poor beauty had purloin’d his eyes,

And when the judge is robb’d, the prifoner dies. -

O, teach me how to make mine own excufe ! .

Or, at the leaft, this refuge let me find;
Though my grofs blood be ftain’d with this abufe,

in a former ftanza is denominated rbe beart of all ber land.

.
[
4

arquin

Juept nor, it is to be prefumed, though, like Jachimo, he bad bar weas,

well worth watcbing. AMNER,

a

. Imma-.



RAPE OF LUCRECE, M3

Immaculate and fpotlefs is my mind ;

That was not forc’d ; that never was inclin’d
To acceflary yieldings, but #till pure
Doth in her poifon’d clofet yet endure.

Lo here, the hopelefs merchant of this lofs,
- 'With head declin’d, and voice damm’d up with woe,
With fad-fet eyes, and wretched arms acrofs,
From lips new.waxen pale begins to blow
‘The grief away, that ftops his anfwer fo:
But wretched as he is, he ftrives in vain ;
What he breathes out, his breath drinks up again.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide
Out-runs the eye that doth behold his hafte*,
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride
Back to the ftrait that forc’d on him fo faft ;
1n rage fent out, recall’d in rage, being pafts:
Even fo his fighs, his forrows, make a faw,
‘To pufb grief on, and back the fame grief draw,

‘Which fpeechlefs woe of his poor fhe attendeth,
And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh:
Dear lord, thy forrow to my forrow lendeth
Another power ; no flood by raining flaketh,
My woe too fenfible thy paffion maketh

More feeling-painful: let it then fuffice

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes®,

& Astbrough an arch the violent roaring tide
Ont-runs the eye shat doth bebold bis bafe, &c.] So,in Corialanss :

¢ Ne'er tbrough an arch fo burry*d the blown tide,
¢ As the recomforted through the gates.”” Maronz.

S In rage feht out, recall’d in rage, being paft :] Should we not read :
Inrage fent out, recall’d, rfe rage being pat. Farwmrn.

© Tq drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.] The quarto hass

. Fo drown on Woey——— - .

. Osm and ome are perpytually confounded in old Englith books, See
WL, 1V. p. 512,n. 7; The former does not feem to have any meaning
here, The edition of 1600 has—sne woe. We might read:

.Te drown in woe one pair of weeping.cyese MaLoxz,
N ., .
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And for my fake, when I might charm thee fo,
For fhe that was thy Lucrece,—now attend me;
Be fuddenly revenged on my foe,
Thine, minc, his own ; fuppofe thou doft defend me
From what is paft: the help that thou fhalt lend me
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ;
For fparing juftice feeds iniquity 7.

But ere I name him, you fair lords, quoth fhe,
(Speaking to thofe that came with Collatine,)
Shall plight your honourable faiths to me,
With {wift purfuit to venge this wrong of mine;
For ’tis a meritorious fair defign,
To chafe injuftice with revengeful arms:
Knights, by their oaths, fhould right poor ladies® harms®.

At this requeft, with noble difpofition

Each prefent lord began to promife aid,

As bound in knighthood to her impofition,

Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d.

But the, that yet her fad tatk hath not faid,
The proteftation flops. O fpeak, quoth fhe,
How may this forced ftain be wip’d from me 2

‘What is the quality of mine offence,

Being conftrain’d with dreadful circumftance ?

May my pure mind with the foul a& difpenfe,

My low-declined honour to advance ?

May any terms acquit me from this chance ?
The poifon’d fountain clears itfelf again ;
And why not I from this compelled ftain®? '

With

7 For fparieg jufiice feeds iniguity.] So, in Romeo and Fuliet :
“/’Mcrcxy b\jx?t murders, gam{'u;'ing thofe that kill.‘? Maronz.
8 Knights, by their oatks, fbould right poor ladies® barms.] Mere one
of the laws of chivalry is fomewbat prematurely introduced. MALONE.'
9 The poifon'd fountain ciears itfelf again;
And whby rot I from this compelled flain ?] There are perhage tew
who would not have acquiefced in the juftice of this reafoning. It did +
mot however, as we lcarn from hiflory, fatisfy this admired heroine of

antiguitys
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With thisy they all at once began to fay, '
Her body’s ftain her mind untainted cleass ; :

Wiile with a joylefs fmile fhe turns away
‘ Lo The

antiquity. Her condu& on this gccafion has been the fubjeét of much
fpeculation. It is not alledged by any of the hiftorians that a&ual vio-
lence was offered tQ her. A uay & 7ap7’ (fays Dion) OTK AKOTIA
¥ iuaywdn.  Why then, it is atked, }:d fhe not fuffer death rather
than f\ﬁmit to her ravither? An ipgenious French writer thinks fhy
killed herfelf too late to be entitled to any praife. [Les Ocuwres de Sara-
zin, p.182, edit. 1694. ]—A venerable father of the church (§t. Auftin)
cenfures her ftill more feverely, concluding his fri@ures on Zeuondu&
with this dilemma : ¢¢ Ita haec caufa ex utroque lptere coaridatur; ut,
fi extenuatur homicidium, adulterium confirmetur; § purgatur adulte~
rium, homicidium cumulatur ; nec omnino invenityr egitus, ubi dicitur,
fi adultcrata, cur laudata? fi pudica, curoccifa ?"—Qa thele words
writer of the laft century [Renatus Laurentius de la Barre] formed the
following Latin Epigram:
¢¢ Si tibi forte fuit, Lucrétia, gratus adulter,
¢¢ Immerito ex meritd premia cede petis s
¢ Sin potius cafto vis eft aljata pudori,
¢ Quis furor eft hottis crimine velle mori ?
¢ Fruftra igitur laudem captas, Lucretia ; pamque
¢«¢ Vel furiofa ruis, vel fcelerata cadis,”

¢ 1f Tarquin’s guilt, Lucretia, pleas'd thy foul,
¢¢ How could thy blood wash out a ftain fo foul 2
¢ But if by downright force the joy he had,
¢¢ To die on his account, muft prove you mads
¢ Then be thy death no more the matron’s pride §
= ¢ You liv'd a frumpet, or a fool you dy'd.”
The ladies muft determine the quegtion. 2
I am indebted to a friead for perhaps the beft defeace that can be
made for this celebrated fuicidet
¢ Heu ! mifera, ante alias, Lucretia| rumor iniquus
¢ Me referet pa&tam me violifle fidem ?
¢¢ Criminis et focius fingetur fervus}? Imago
¢ Vincit, et borrendis cedo, tyranne, minis.
¢ Te, pudor, heu violo;—valcant jam gaudia vite |
«%¢ Carior et vitd, care marite, vale!
o ¢¢ Ferrum at reftituet lefo fua jura pudori,
. ¢ Ad celum et furget fanguine fama meo."
14 thefe verfes the authour feems to have had in view the following
,lines in Young’s feventh Satire:
- . Ambition, in the truly noble mind,
o . With fiter virtue is fos ever joind:
. Voi X, N . As
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The face, that map which deep impreflion bears
Of hard misfortune, carv’d in it with tears.
Noj
¢ As in fam'd Lucrzce, who, with equal dread,
¢¢ From guilt and thame by her laft condut fled :
¢¢ Her virtue long rebell’d in firm difdain,
¢¢ And the fword pointed at her hear¢ in vain ;
¢¢ But when the flave was threaten'd to be laid
¢¢ Dead by her fide, ber love ;{ fame obey'd.”
M. Antonius Cafanova, a writer of the fixteenth century, has alfe de-
fended the conduét of Lucretia in the followinglines:
# Dicite, cum me'ius cadere ante Lucretia poffet,
¢¢ Cur potius voluit poft fcelus illa mori ?
4¢ Crimine fe abfolvit manus, habitura coalte
#¢ Ultorem, et patrize depofitura jugum.
¢¢ Quam bene contempto facrat fua pe@ora ferro,
¢¢ Dum pariter fama confulit et patriz I™
T hus tranflated by Thomas Heywood, the dramatick poet s
¢¢ Why Lucrece better might herfelfe have flain,
¢¢ Before the A&, than after her black ftain,
¢¢ Can any tell? No crime the did commit,
¢ For of all guilt her hand did her acquit.
¢¢ Her ravifher fhe flew by that brave ttroke,
¢¢ Ang from her countries neck tooke off the yoke ;
¢ From thine own hand thy death moit willing came,
¢ To fave thy country, and preferve thy fame.” Marowx.
Peradventure a certain lady of Bafil, whofe name thofe who have lei-
fure or inclination to difport themfelves in fuch refearches, may here~
after difcover, hath a better title to admiration than the loquacious wife
of TarquiniusColatinus, 1 have heretofore met with a pretty epigram, of
good antiquity, in praife of the aforefaid lady, which, me {cemeth, may
afford no improper fupplement to the remarks that the condu@ of the
selebrated Roman matron hath produced :
Paffa torum, non paffa virum, Lucretia noftri
ZEvi, poftgenitis nobilis hiftoria;
Que virgo et matrona fimul tria luftra peregi,
Nupta innupta fimul femiviii atque viri,
Conjugium tacui; cujus languentia membra
Non Venus afpexit, non ruber ille deus.
Sed tdcui, atque tuli: non hanc vicina querelam
Audiit, aut frater, aut pater, aut genetrix.
Heu malc pro meritis tribuuntur premia tantis 3
Alceftem exoriens fol fcit et occiduus,
Solum me Bafilea ; fed eft, me judice, majus
Semper ab igne uri, quam femel igne mori.*”
And this remindeth me of another unfortunate lady, whofe ill hap
gave birth to fome pretty conceited vesfes : .

" % ime
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No, no, quoth fhe, no dame, hereafter living,
By my excufe fhall claim excufe’s giving *.

Here with a figh, as if her heart would break,
She throws forth Tarquin’s name : He, be, the fays,
But more than Ae her poor tongue could not fpeak ;
‘Till after many accents and delays, ‘
Untimely breathings, fick and fhort affays,
She utters this: %‘le, he, fair lords, ’tis he,
That guides this hand to give this wound to me.

Even here fhe theathed in her harmlefs breaft
A harmful knife, that thence her foul unfheath’d :
‘That blow did bail it from the deep unreft
Of that polluted prifon where it breath’d :
Her contrite fighs unto the clouds bequeath’d
Her winged f{prite, and through her wounds doth fly
Life’s lafting date from cancel’d deftiny.

Stone-ftill, aftonifh’d with this deadly deed,
Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew ;
'Till Lucrece’ father that beholds her bleed,
Himfelf on her felf-flaughter’d body threw ;
And from the purple fountain Brutus drew
The murderous knife, and as it left the place,
Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chafe ;

Impubes nupfi valido, nunce firmior annis
Exfucco et moli fum fatiata viro.
Ille fatigavit teneram, hic ztate virentem
Inta&am tota no&e jacere finit.
Dum licuit, noluvi; nunc, dum volo, non licet uti.
O Hymeni, aut annos aut mihi redde virum.” Amne2.
3 ——no dame, bereafter living,

By my :xm[e fball claim excufe's giving.] ¢ Ego me, etfi peccato
abfolvo, fupplicio non libero ; mec ulla deinde impudica exemylo Lucretise
wivet.” Liv. lib. i. cap. §8.—=No tranflation of the firflt book of Livy
having appeared before the publication of this poem, this coincidence

med to me extraordinary; but fince the former edition I have ob-

ferved that Painter’s novel furnithed our authour with this fentiment.

¢ As for my part, though I cleare my felfe of the offence, my body

fhall feel the punihment, {or no unchafte or ill woman fhall here-
after Impute no dithoneft aét to Lucrece.”

Palace of Pleafuré, 1567, Volo L f 7. MALONE.

Nz And
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And bubbling from her breaf, it doth divide
In two flow rivers, that the crimfon blood
Circles her body in on every fide,
Who like a late-fack’d ifland vaftly ftood 3,
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood.
Some of her blood fill pure and red remain’d,
And fome look’d black, and that falfe Tarquin flain’d,

About the mourning and congealed face

Of that black blood, a watery rigol goes3,

Which feems to weep upon the tainted places

And ever fince, as pitying Lucrece’ woes,

Corrupted blood fome watery token thows ;
And blood untainted ftill doth red abide,
Blufhing at that which is fo putrify’d.

Daughter, dear daughter, old Lucretius cries,
‘That life was mine, which thou haft here depriv’d.
If in the child the father’s image lies,

‘Where fhall I live, now Lucrece is unliv’d 42

‘Thou waft not to this end from me deriv’d, "

3 —vaftly food,] i. e. like a wafe. Vafiam is the law.term fog
wafle ground. Thus, in The Winter’s Tale : ¢ —thook hands as over
awaf.’” Again, in Pericles:

¢« Thou God of this great vafl, rebuke the furges.” STETY,
3 —awatery rigol’;m,] A rigol 1s acircle, MarLoNE. o
8o, in King Henry IV, P,/ 113 '
66 3 fleep
¢ That from thiy golden rigo/ hath divorc’d
¢ So many Englith kings.”” STzzvENS.
4 If in the child the fatber’s image lies,
ere fhall Ilive, now Lucrece is unliv'd?] So, in K. Ricbard IIL.
¢ Andliv'd by looking on his images.” Maronz.

==unliy’d ?] The quaintnefs of this word has only been equalled by

agother of the fame kind in Chromonbotonthologos ;
¢¢ Himfelf he unfatigues with pleafing flumbers.’”” STrzvENS.

T do not perceive any peculiar uncoutbnefs in this expreflion. What
is unliv'd but livelefs (for fo the word fifelefs was frequently written in
our authour's time) ? Thus, in Tbe Comedy of Errors :

¢ But to procraftinate his Jivelefs end.
The privative u» may be joined to almoft :;}y Englith participle. When
[t

iadeed it is annexed to a word that is i of a privative nature, (as



RAPE OF LUCRECE. 18r

If children pre-deceafe progenitors 3,
We are their offspring, and they none of ours,

Poor broken glafs, I often did behold
In thy fweet femblance my old age new-born ;
But now that fair frefh mirror, dgim andold é,
Shows me a bare-bon’d death by time out-worn7;
O, from thy cheeks my image thou haft torn®!
And

fatigae,) the word fo formed may juftly be obje@ed to. But snliv'd
does not appear to me more exceptionable than unboufed, snpaved, and
twenty more,

In Macbeth we meet with unrough:

‘¢ —many wnrough youths, that even now

¢ Proteft their h;rﬁ' of manhood.”
And in King Ricbard II, we have undeaf s

¢¢ My death’s fad tale may yet undeaf his ear.”” Mazoxz.
S If childres pre-deceafe progenitors,] So, in Romeo and Fuliet :

¢4 ———0h, thou untaught!

¢ To prefs before thy tather to a grave!”” Srzzvews.

S But now that fair frefb mirror, dim axd old,] Thus the quarto.
‘The modern editions have—dim and co/d, which I once thought might
have been the true reading. This indeed is not a very proper epithet,
becaufe all mirrors are cold. But the poet, I conceived, might have
thought that its being defcriptive of Lucretia’s ftate was fufficient. On
a more mature confideration, however, I am of opinion that the old copy
is right.  As dim is oppofed to fair, f0old is to frefp. MaLoNE.

0/d, 1 believe, is the true reading. Though glafs may not prove
fubje&@ to decay, the quickfilver behind it will perith, through age, and
it then exhibits a faithlefs reflc@ion. A fleel-glafs, however, would cer-
tainly grow dim in proportion as it grows o/d. STEEVENS.

7 Poor broken glafs, I often did bebeld

In tby feweet femblance my o/d age mew born :
But mow tbat fair frefb mirror, dim and old,
Sbows mea bare-bon’d death by time out-wora ;] So,in K, Riche 111 ;
¢¢ I have bewept a worthy hufband’s death,
¢ And liv'd by looking on his images;
¢ But now two mirrors of his princely femblance
¢ Are crack’d in pieces by malignancdeath ;
¢ And I for comfort have but one falfe glafs,
¢ Thatgrieves me when 1 fee my thame in him."
Again, in our authour’s third Somner :
¢ Thou art thy mother’s glafs,” &c. Maronx.

Compare this ftanza with the fpeech of Kisg Ricbard Il.. when he

commands a mirror to be brought, and afterwards dahes it on the

dl L]
grouad, STEEVENS N3 Shows
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And fhiver'd all the beauty of my glafs,
That I no more can {ce what once I was:

O time, ceafe thou thy courfe, and laft no longer®,

1f they furceafe to be, that fhould furvive.

Shall rotten death make conquctt of the ftronger,

And leave the faltering feeble fouls alive ?

The old bees die, the young poffefs their hive :
Then live fwect Lucrecce, live again, and fee
Thy father die, and not thy father thee !

By this ftarts Collatine as from a dream,
And bids Lucretius give his forrow place * ;
And then in key-cold Lucrcce’ bleeding ftream ?
e falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face ¥,
And counterfeits to die with her a {pace ;
‘Till manly fhame bids him pofefs his breath,
And live, to be revenged on her death,

The deep vexation of his inward foul
Hath ferv’d a dumb arreft upon his tongue ;
Who mad that forrow fhould his ufe control,

Sbows me a bare.bon'd death—7] So, in King Yobn 2
¢¢ —and on his forehead fits
¢ A bare ribh'd deatb—." STEEVENS.
8 0, from thy checks my image thou baft torn!] Thus the quartos
The edition of 1600, and ull fubfequent to it, have:
O, from my cheecks my image thou haft torn !
But the father’s image was in his daughter’s countenance, which fhe had
now distigured. ‘I he old copy is therefore certainly right. MArLoxE;

O time, ceafc thou tly ciurfey and latt ro longer,| Thus the
The ¢«Qavo, 1616, md;{ /o gers ] quarto.

—bafte nolongerm—
wh'nchllx;.'; b,ecz followed by all the modern cditions, Marowzxe

v Andlids Lucretius give his forrow place ;] So, Queen Margaret, in

King Ricbard 111: - © places] So, Qu sares
« And Lt my griefs frown cn the upper bard.™ STREVENS.

* Acdthon in Key-cold Lucrece’ ileeding firesm] This epithet is fre-
cucrt'y ufed by our authour and his contemporaries. So, in King
R: La:d 111

¢« Puor k y-cold figure of a holy king.” Maroxe,
® —tle pale tear in bis jace,] Se, in King Rickard 11,
¢ And with raie begyar- fear impeach my height,” Maxonaze
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Or keep him from heart-eafing words fo long,

Begins to talk ; but through his liﬁs do throng
Weak words, fo thick come, in his poor heart’s aid,
That no man could diftingaifh what he faid.

Yet fometime Tarquin was pronounced plain,
But through his teeth, as if the name he tore.
This windy tempeft, till it blow up rain,
Held back his forrow’s tide, to make it more ;
At latt it rains, and bufy winds give o’er3:
‘Then fon and father weep with equal ftrife,
Who fhould weep moft for daughter or for wife,

The one doth call her his, the other his,

Yet ncither may&oﬂ'efs the claim they lay,

The father fays, the’s mine: O, mine fhe is,

Replies her hufband : Do not take awa

My forrow’s intereft ; let no mourner fay
He weeps for her, for fhe was only mine,
And only muft be wail’d by Collatine.

O, quoth Lucretius, I did give that life,
‘Which fhe too early and too late hath {pill’d 4,
Woe, woe, quoth Collatine, the was my wife,
T owed

3 At laft it rains, and bufy winds give o’er:] So, in Mucbeth ;
¢¢ That tears thall drown the wind.” STrEvENS,
Again, in Troilus and Creffida:
¢ Where are my tears P—rain, rain, to lay this wind.”
Again, in King Henry VI. P. HI1.
“ Would'ft have me weep 7 why now thou haft thy will <
¢ For raging wind blows up inceflant fhowers,
¢¢ And where the rage allays, the rain begins."”
Again, in King ¥.bn:
¢¢ But this cflufion of fuch manly drops, M
$¢ This fhower, blown up by tempeft of the [oalymms ALONE.
4 0, quoth L;‘fmiu, Idd giCG t’hat lffelf of tbef
Which fhe too early and too late barb fpilld.] The fame conceit
occurs in the third part of King Henry Vi :
¢ O boy, thy father gave thee life t0> foon,
¢ And hath pereft thee of thy life toolate ™ STEZEVENS.
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1 ow’d her, and ’tis mine that fhe hath kill’d.
My dauglmr and my fwi"fe with clamours fill’d
0

The difpers’d air, who holding Lucrece’ life,
Anfwer’d their cries, my daughter and my wife.

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ fide,
Seeing fuch emulation in their woe,
Began to clothe his wit in ftate and pride,
Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s how.
He with the Romans was efteemed fo
As filly-jeering ideots are with kings,
For fportive words, and uttering foolifh things s

But now he throws that fhallow habit by,

Wherein deep policy did him difguife ;

And arm’d his long-hid wits advifedly,

To check the tears in Collatinus’ eyes.

Thou wronged lord of Rome, quoth he, arife ;
Let my unfounded felf, fuppos’d a fool,
Now fet thy long-experienc’d wit to fchool.

‘Why Collatine, is woe the cure for woe?
Do wounds help wouhds, or grief help grievous deeds 2
Is it revenge to give thyfelf a blow,
For his foul a& by whom thy fair wife bleeds?
Buch childith humour from weak minds proceeds;
Thy wretched wife miftook the matter fo,
To flay herfelf, that fhould have flain her foe.

Courageous Roman, do not fteep thy heart

In fuch relenting dew of lamentations ;

But kneel with me, ard helg to bear thy part,
To roufe our Roman gods with invocations,
‘That they will fuffer thefe abominations$,

v Which fbe too early and too late batb {pi/l'd.] Too late here means to0
recently,  So, in King Rickard 111, Vol. VI, p. §23,n.2:
¢¢ Too late he died, that might have kept that title,
¢¢ Which by his death hath loft much majefty.”” Maronz.
S Tbar they will fuffer thefe abominations, &c.] The conftrution ise
that they will futfer thefe abominations ro be chafed, &c. MarLoNE.

Since
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Since Rome herfelf in them doth ftand difgrac’d,
By our ftrong arms from forth her fair fireets chas’d,

Now by the Capitol that we adore,
And by this chafte blood fo unjuftly ftain’d,
By heaven’s fair fun, that breeds the fat earth’s ftore,
By all our country rights in Rome maintain’d,
And by chafte Lucrece’ foul, that late complain’d
Her wrongs to us®, and by this bloody knife,
We will revenge the death of this true wife,

This faid, he ftruck his hand upon his breatt,

And kifs’d the fatal knife, to end his vow;

And to his proteftation urg’d the reft, .

‘Who wondering at him, did his words allow? :

Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow ;
And that deep vow which Brutus made before,
He doth again repeat, and that they fwore.

When they had fworn to this advifed doom,
" 'They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence 3
"To thow her bleeding body thorough Rome,
And fo to publith Tarquin’s foul offence :
Which being done wit frcedy diligence,
The Romans plaufibly® did give confent
To Tarquin’s everlafting banifhment 9.

6 Aad by chafie Lur«c’{nl, that late complain’d
Her wrongs to us—] To complain was anciently ufed in an a&tive
fenfe, without an article fubjoined toit. So, in Fairfax's tranflation of
‘Taflo’s Ferufalem Delivered :
¢ Pale death our valiant leader hath opprefs'd ;
¢ Come, wreak his lofs, svbom bootle(s ye complain. Mavroxx.

7 Wbho wondering at bim, did bis words allow :] Did approve of what

he faid. So, in King Lear:
¢¢ —if your fweet fway
¢ Allow obediencem" MaLONE.

8 The Romans plaufibly—] That is, with acclamations. To exprefs
the fame meaning, we fhould now fay, plaufivelys but the other was
the phrafeology of Shakfpeare's age. So, in Stowe’s Chronicle, p. 1426,
edit. 1605: ¢ This change was very plasfible or well pleafing to the
nobility and gentry,”

Bulloker
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Bulloker in his Englifp Expsfitcr, 8vo, 1616, interprets plasfble thusg
«¢ That which greatly pleafeth, or rejriceth.” MarLoNE.

Plaufibly may mean, wuth exprefiors of applasfe. Plaufbilis, Lat.
Thus, in the Argumert prefixed to this poem: ¢ —wherewith the
people were fo moved, that with one confent, and a general acclamation,
the Targuins were all exiled.” STEEvENS.

9 To Tarquin’s everlafling baniftment.] In examining this and the
preceding poem, we fhould do Shak(;eare injuftice, were we to try them
by a comparifon with more modern and polithed produ@ions, or with
our prefent idea of poetical excellence.

It has been obferved, that few authours rife much above the age in
which they live. 1f their performarces reach the ftandard of perfe@on
eftabiithed in their own time, cr furpafs fomewhat the produ@ions of
their contemporaries, they feldom aim further; for if their readers are
fatisficd, it is not probatie tha- they fhould be difcontented. The
poems of Venus and Ad:nis, and Tie Rape of Lucrece, whatever opinion
may be now entertained of ther, were certainly much admired in
Shak(peare’s life-time. In thirteen years afier their firft appearance,
fix impreflions of each of them were printed, while in nearly the fame
period his Romeo and fuliet (one of his moft popular plays) paffed only
- twice through the prets. They appear to me fuperior to any pieces of
the fame kind produced by Daniel or Drayten, the moft celebrated
writers in this fpecies of narrative poeiry that were then known, The
applaufe beftowed on the Rofumond of the former authour, which was
publithed in 1592, gave birth, I imagine, to the prefent poem. The
ftanza is the fame in both.

No compofitions were in that age oftener quoted, or more honour-
ably mentioned, than thefe two of Shakfpeare. In the preliminary and
corcluding notes on Penus ard Adonis, various proofs of the truth of
this aflertion may be found. Among others, Drayton, In the firft edi-
tion of his Matilda, has pronounced the following elogium on the pre-
ceding poem s

¢ Lucrece, of whom proud Rome hath boafted long,
¢¢ Luately reviv'd to live another age,

6 And here arriv'd, to tell of Tarquin's wrong,

¢¢ Her chatte denial, and the tyrants rage,

¢¢ Alling her paffions on our ftately ftage,

¢ Shc is remember'd, all forgetting me,

¢ Yct I as fair and chatte as ere was fhe.”

Matilda, tbe fair and chafie daughscr of Lord Robert Fitzewater. By
Michacel Drayton, 4to, 1594.—If the tealer fhould look for thefe lines in
any edition of Matilda atter the fecond in 1§96, in o&avo, he will be
difappointed. It is cbicrvable that Daniel and Drayton made many al-
terations in their poems at cvery re-impreflion.

From Draytons having omitted this elogium on Shakfpeare in the
fubfcquent editions, thece is reafon to believe, that however friendly
they m'ght have beenin 1496, at a fubfequent period fome coolnefs fub-
fitted between them.  In Drayton’s works he has, I tnink, meationed
Shakfpeare but once, and been rather niggard in his praifes In
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Tn The Times difplayed in Six Sefliads, 4to, 1646, dedicated by S,
Shephard to Philip Earl of Pembroke, p. 22, Seftiad VI, Stanza 9s
the authour thus fpeaks of our poet:

¢¢ See him, whofe tragick fcenes Euripides

¢¢ Doth equal, and with Sophocles we may

€< Compare great Shakfpeare; Ariftophanes
¢ Never like him his fancy could difplay :

¢« Witnefs the Prince of Tyre, his Pericles;
¢ His fweet and his to-be-admired lay

¢ He wrote of luftful Tarquin's rape, thews he
¢ Did underftand the depth of poefie.”

If it thould be afked, how comes it to pafs that Shakfpeare in his
dramatick produétions alfo, did not content himfelf with only doing as
well as thofe play- wrights who had gone before him, or fomewhat fur-
pafling them ; how it happened, that whil®t his contemporaries on the
ftage crept in the moft groveling and contemptible profe, or ftalked in
ridiculous and bombaftick blank verfe, he has penetrated the inmoft re-
ceffes of the human mind, and, not contented with ranging through
the wide field of nature, has with equal boldnefs and felicity often ex=
patiated extra flammantia meenia mundiy the anfwer, I belicve, muft be,
that his difpofition was more inclined to the drama than to the other
kinds of poetry; that his genius for the one appears to have been al-
moft a gift from heaven, his abilities for the other, of a lefs fplendid
and tranfcendent kind, and approaching nearer to thofe of other
mortals,

Of thefe two poems Fenus and Adsnis appears to me entitled to fue
perior praife. Their great defect is, the wearifome circumlocution with
which the tale in each of them is told, particularly in that before us.
When the reader thinks himfelf almoft at his journey’s end, he is led
through many an intricate path, and after travelling for fome hours,
finds his inn at a diftance: nor are his wanderings always repaid, or
his labour alleviated, by the fertility of the country through which he
pafles by grotefquenc(s of fcenery or variety of profpect.

Let us, however, never forget the ftate of poetry when thefe pieces
appeared ; and after perufing the produions of the contemporary and
preceding writers, Shakfpeare will have little to fear from the unpreju.
diced decifion of his judges. Inthe foregoing notes we have feen almoft
every {tanza of thefe poems fraught with images and cxpreflions that
occur alio in his plays. /To the liquid lapfe of his numbers, in his
Venus and Adonis, his Lucrece, his Sornets, his Lovers Complaint, and
in all the jengs which are introduced in his dramas, 1 wifh particularly
to call the actention of the reader. In this refpe@ he leaves all his
contemporaiies many paces b-hind him.——Even the length of his two
principal poems will be pardoned, when the praice of his age is ad-
verted to. Like fome advscaies at the Bar, our elder poets feem to
have thouzht it impoifible to fay too much on any fubjeét: On the
flory of Rifamond Duanicl has written above nine hundred lines,

Drayton'y
5
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Drayton’s Legend of Rollo duke of Normasdy contains nine huae
dred and forty five lines; his Marilda fix hundred and feventy two;
and his Legend of Pierce Gavefion feven hundred and two. On
the ftory of Romeo and Fuliet, Arthur Brooke has left a poem of
above four thoufand lincs; and that of Troilus and Creffida Chaucer
has expanded into no lefs than eight thoufand verfese MALoNE.
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TO THE ONLY BEGETTER
OF THESE ENSUING SONNETS,
Mr. W. H'.

ALL HAPPINESS,

AND THAT ETERNITY PROMISED
BY OUR EVER-LIVING POET,
WISHETH THE
WELL-WISHING ADVENTURER
IN SETTING FORTH,

T. T2

* Dr. Farmer fuppofes that many of thef: Sonnets are ad-
drefitd to our authour’s nephew Mr. Wiiliam Harte. But
this, T think, may be doubted.  Shakfpeare’s fifter, Foan
Hartc, was born 1n April, 150). Suppofing her to have
married at fo early aa age as fixteen, her eldeft fon
William could not have been more than twelve years old
in 15,8*, at whica time thefe Sonnets were compofed,
though not publifhed for feveral ycars afterwards. Many
of them arc written to fhow the propriety of marriage;
and therefore cannot well be fuppofed to be addrefled to
a fchool-boy.

Mr. Tyrwhitt has pointed out to me a linc in the twen-
tieth Sonnet, which inclines me to think that the initials
W. H. ftand for W. Hughes. Speaking of this perfon,
the poet fays he is—

¢ A man in bew all Hews in his contrdlling—"?
fo the line is exhibited in the old copy. The name Hughes
was formerly written Heavs. When it is confidered that one
of thefe Sonnets is formed entirely on a play on our au-
thour’s Chriftian name, this conjefture will not appear im-
probable.—To this perfon, whoever he was, one hundred
and twenty fix of the foilowing pocms are addrefled; the
remaining twenty-eight arc addrefled to a lady. Matoxe.

%1i. e. Thomas T'horpe. Sce the extra¢t from the Sta-
tioners’ books in the next page. MaLone.

® ] have here fuppofed our authour’s eldeft nephew to have been twelve
yearsold in 1598, but perhaps he was not then even born, It is ob-
fervable, that Shakfpeare, when he had occafion in his Will to mention
the children of his fiter Joan Harte, did not recolleét the Chritian name

of her fecond fon; from which circumftance we may infer, that in
3616 they were all young,
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ROM faireft creatures we defire increafe,
That thereby beauty’s rofe might never die,
Bat as the riper fhould by time deceafe,
His tender heir might bear his memory :
But thou, contrated to thine own bright eyes,
Feed’ft thy light’s flame with felf-fubitantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyfelgthy foe, to thy fweet felf too cruel.
‘Thou, that art now the world’s frefh ornament,
And only herald to the gaudy fpring,
Within thine own bud burieft thy content,
And, tender churl, mak’ft wafte in niggarding 4.
Pity the world, or elfe this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee .
II. When

3 Shakfpeare’s Somnets were entered on the Stationers’ books by
‘Thomas Thorpe, on the 20th of May, 1609, and printed in quarto in
the fame year. They were, however, written many years before, being
mentioned by Meres in his Wit's Treafury, 1598: ¢¢ As the foul of
Euphorbus;fayl he) was thought to live in Pythagoras, fo the fwect
witty foul of Ovid lives in mellifluous and honey-tongued Shakefpeare.
Witnefs his Penus and Adonis, his Lucrece, his fugred SoNNETS among
his private friends,” &c.

‘The general ftyle of thefc poems, and the numerous pafTages in them
which remind us of our authour’s plays, leave not the fmalleft doubt of
their authenticity.

In thefe compofitions, Danicl’s Sonnets, which were publithed in
1592, appear to me to have been the model that Shakfpeare followed.-

An edition of Shakfpeare’s Sonnets was publithed in 1640, in {mall
otavo, which, though of no authority or value, was followed by Dr.
Sewell, and other modern editors. The order of the original copy was
not adhered to, and according to the fathion of that time, fantaftick
titles were prefixed to different portions of thefe poems: The glory of
beauty ; The force of love; True admiration, &c. Heywood's tranflations
from Ovid, which had been originally blended with Shakfpearc’s pocms
in 1612, were likewife reprinted in the fame volume. MaLonk.

4And, tender churl, mak’® watte in niggarding.]So, inRomeo and JFuliet s

¢ Then fhe hath fworn that the will ftill live chafte?
¢ Rom. She hath: and in that fparing makes huge waffe.” C.

S e——tbis glutton be, :

To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee,] The ancient editors
of Shakfpeare’s works, deferve at leat the praife of impartiality. If

Vou. X, | o they
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II.

When forty winters fhall befiege thy brow,.
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, fo gaz’d on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed 8, of {mall worth held:
Then, being afk’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treafureof thy lufty days;
To {ay, within thine own deep-funken eyes,
Were an all-eating fhame, and thriftlefs praife.
How much more praife deferv’d thy beaaty’s ufe,
If thou could’ft anfwer—<* This fair child of mine
Shall jum my count, and make my old excufe,~="’
Proving his beauty by fucceflion thine.
This were to be new made, when thou art old,
And fee thy blood warm, when thou feel’ft it cold.

they have occafionally corrupted his nobleft fentiments, they have Likee
wife depraved h:s moft miferable conceits; as, perhaps, in this inftances
1 read (piteous conftraint, to read fuch fluff at all!)

e=me—this glutton be ;

Ta eat the world’s due, be thy grave and thee,
1. e. be at once thyfelf, and thy grave. The letters that form the twe
words were probably tranfpofed. I did not think the late Mr. Rick
had fuch example for the coritrivance of making Harlequin jump down
his own throat, STErEvENS.

1 do not believe there is any corruption in the text. Mankind being
daily thinned by the grave, the world could not fubfit if the places of
thofe who are taken oft by death were not filled up by the birth of chile
dren. Hence Shakfpeare confiders the propagation of the fpecies as rbe
wworld’s due, as a right to which it is entitled, and which it may de-
mand from cvery individual. The fentiment in the lines before us, it
muft be owned, is quaintly exprefled; but the obfcurity arifes chiefly, J
think, from the aukward collocation of the words for the fake of the
rhime. The meaning fecms to me to be this.—Pity the world, sobich
is daily depopulated by tbe grave, and beget children, in order to [upply
the lofs; or, j/‘ 'you do not fulfil this duty, ackncwledge, that as a glutton
Jwallows and confumes more than is [ufficient for bis own [uppert, fo_you
(who by the courfe of mature muft die, ard by your own remiffucfs are
dikely to die childlefs )j;bnn ¢ living and dying in firgle bh{%dm 5y come
Jume and defirey the world’s due; 1o the dcfolation of wbich you will
doubly contribute; 1. by thy death, 2. by thy dying childlefs.

Our authour s plays, as well as the pocras now before us, affording
a fufficient number of conceits, it is rather hard that he fhould be an=
fwerable for fuch as can only be obtained through the medium of alte=
ration ; that he flould be ndiculed not only for what he has; bur for
what he has nor written. Maronz.

6 w=g tattcr'd weedy=] A torn garments ManoNz.

. Look
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IIL.

Look in thy glafs, and tell the face thou vieweft,
Now is the time that face thould form another ;
Whofe frefh repair if now thou not renewett,
Thou doft beguile the world, unblefs fome mother.
For where is the fo fair, whofe un-eard womb
Difdains the tillage of thy hufbandry 7 ?
Or who is he fo fond, will be the tomb
Of his felf-love, to flop folberity 82
Thou art thy mother’s ‘g afs, and the in thee?®
Calls back the lovely April of her prime*:
So thou through windows of thine age fhalt fes,
Defpite of wrinkles, this thy golden time?,

But if thou live, remember’d not to be,

Die fingle, and thine image dies with thee.

7 —=sobofe un-car'd womb
Difdains the tillage of thy bufbasdry ?] Thus, in Meafure for Meae

Jure:
« her plenteous wwomb
s¢ Expreffeth his full tiltb and by Bandry.™ SrrrviNe,
Un-ear'd is unploughed, See p. 3, n. 2. Maronz.
8 Orwbo is be fo fond, will be the tomb
Of bis felf-love, to ftop pofterity ?] So, in Romeo and Fuliets
¢ —=beauty, ftarv’d with her feverity,
¢ Cuts beauty off from all pofierity.”
Again, in Venas and Adosis :
. ¢¢ What Is thy body but a (wallowing grave,
¢ Seeming to bury thatpofierity
¢ Which by the rights of time thou needs muft have,
¢ If thou deftroy them not in their obfcurity 2"
Fond, in old language, is faolifp. See Vol. 111, p. 66, n. 5. MALONE,
9 Tbou art thy motber's glafs, &c.] So, in The Rape of Lucrece :
¢¢ Poor broken glafs, 1 often did behold
¢ Intby fvweet femblance my old age new-born.”” MALoONE.
2 Calls back the lovely April of ber prime :] So, in Timon of Arbens ¢
¢4 She, whom the fpital houfe and uicerous fores
¢ Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices
¢ To the April day again.” MarLont.
8 So thow through windows of thine age balt fee,
Defpite of worinkles, this thy golden time.] Thus, In our authour’s
Lover’s Complaint :
¢¢ Time had not fcythed all that youth begun,
¢¢ Nor youth all quit; but, fpite of heaven's fell rage,
 Some beauty peep'd through lastice of fear’d sge” MaronE(

02 - IV. Une
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1V.
Unthrifty lovelinefs, why c{oﬁ thog fpend
Upon thyfelf thy beauty’s legacy
N:?ure’sybe uel{' gives Z'lothing, but doth lend ;
And being frank, fhe lends to thofe are free3.
Then, beauteous niggard, why doft thou abufe
The bounteous largefs given thee to give?2
Profitlefs ufurer, why doft thou ufe
So great a fum of fums, yet canft not live ?
For having traffick with thyfelf alone,
Thou of thyfelf thy fweet felf doft deceive.
Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canft thou leave ¢?
Thy unus’d beauty muft be tomb’d with thee,
Which, ufed, lives thy executor to be.

V.
Thofe hours®, that with gentle work did frame
‘The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,
Will play the tyrants to the very {fame,
And that unfair, which fairly doth excell 5 ;
For never-refting time leads fummer on®
To hideous winter, and confounds him there ;

3 Nature’s begueft gives notbing, but dotb lend

And being frank, fbelends to thofe are free, &c.] So, Milton, in his
Mafque at Ludlow Cafile:

¢¢ Why fhould you be fo cruel to yourfelf,

¢ And to thofc dainty limbs which aature lene

¢ For gentle ufage, and foftdelicacy ?

€¢ But you invert the covenants of her truft,

¢¢ And harthly deal, like an ill borrower,

¢¢ With that which you receiv’d on other terms,”™ StTravENs,
4 What acceptable audit canft thou leave ] So,in Macbeth s

¢¢ To make their audit at your highnefs’ pleafure,” STERVE NS,
® Thofe hours, &c.] Hours is almoft always ufed by Shakfpeare as &

diffyllable. Maronz.

S And that untair, which fairly doth excell ;] And render that which
was once beautiful, no longer fair. To unfair, is, 1 believe, a verb of
our authour’s cvinage. MaLoNE.

© For never-refling time lcads fummer one=] So, in AI's well that
ends avell s ,

& For, with a word, the time will bring on fummer.,” " STEEV.

Sap
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Sap check’d with froft, and lufty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’er-fnow’d, and barenefs every where7:

‘Then, were not fummer’s diftillation left,

A liquid prifoner pent in walls of glafs,

Beauty’s effe@ with beauty were bereft,

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was :
But flowers diftill’d, though they with winter meet,
Leefe but their fhow ; their fubitance fill lives fweet®,

VI.

Then let not winter’s ragged hand® deface
In thee thy fummer, ere thou be diftill’d :
Make {weet fome phial ; treafure thou fome place
With beauty’s treafure, ere it be felf-kill’d.
‘That ufe*® is not forbidden ufury,
‘Which happies thofe that pay xe willing loan ;
That’s for thyfelf to breetr another thee,
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ;
‘Ten times thyfelf were happier than thou art,
If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee:
‘Then, what could death do, if thou fhould’# depart,
Leaving thee living in pofterity ?
Be not felf-will’d, for thou art much too fair
To be death’s conqueft, and make worms thine heir;

7 Beanty o'er [now’d, and barenefs svery where:] Thus the quarto,
3609. The modern editions have
= barrennefs every where.
In the g7th Sonnet we meet again with the fame image :
¢ What freczings have [ felt, what dark days feen !
¢ What old December’s barenefs every wherel” Mavronz,
8 But flowers difiildy though they with winter mest,

Leefe but tbeir fhow ; their fubfiance {ill lives feveer.] This ie a
thought with which Shakfpcare feems to have been much pleafed. We
£ind it again in the 54th Sonnet, and in A Midfummer Night's Dream,
Aftl. fc.i. Mavrone.

9 =let ot winter's ragged band—] Ragged was often ufed as an op
robrious term in the time of our authour. See p. 136, n. 8,7and
slol. V. p. 286, n.4a. Maronk,
3 Tbot ufe=] Ufe here fignifies afances See Vol Il. p. 232, n. 6.
Matoxe.

O3 VIL Le¢



"o ous light
" lirunder eye
= 7 weuring fight,
"\ el majeity ;
.~ tvep-up heavenly hill,
««a in his middle age?*,
.wev his beauty #ill,
~.en pilgrimage3;
..+ moft pitch, with weary car,
... ¢ recleth fiom the day,
. Jutcous, now converted are
. . &, and look another way :
. .nvwif out-going in thy noon,
< on diett, unlefs thou get a fon.

VIII.

v t0 hear 4, why hear’ft thou mufick fadly 2
«.> with fweets war not, joy delights in joy.
1, 'ov'tt thou that which thou receiv’ft not gladly?
.« Mg receiv'ft with pleafurc thine annoy?

{4 having climb'd the fieep-up beavenly bil!
Rejembling frong {owb in kis middle age,] Perhaps onr awthour Liad
.+ tavred writings in his thcughts: ¢ —in them hath he fet a taber-
« + tor the jumy wobich cometh forth as a bridegrsom out «f bis ckambery
oo oot weth as a giase tc ran bis cenrfe. It gocth forth from the utzer-
w o b paitof the heaven, and runneth about unto the end of it agzing
v tihare is nothing kid from the heat thercof.” Marvronz.
v 1ot martal looks adore bis beauty fliil,
Atteniding on bus golden pilgrimage ;] So, in Romes and Fulict :
¢ Madam, an hiur betore the worfipp'd fun
¢ Peer'd forth the golden window of the eatt,—." Maroxe.

& M.fik tobeary &c.] Thou, whom to hear, is mufick, why, &c.

I have fometimes thought Shakipeare might have written—=—=Mufick to
eiry &co i. e, thou, whole every aceent is mufick to rke ears  So, in the
tameiy of Ervrors:

¢ That never words were mufick to thine car.™

Hear has been printed inftead of eor in the Tuming cf the Skrew;
or at leaft the modern editors have fuppofed fo. Se:i’ol. 11l p. 275,
0,7« MALONE. 10
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If the true concord of well-tuned founds,
By unions married$, do offend thine ear,
'I?l';ey do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds
In finglenefs the parts that theua fhould’ft bear.
Mark, how one ftring, fweet hufband to another,
Strikes each in each, by mutual ordering ;
Refembling fire and child and happy mother,
Who all in one, one pleafing note do fing :
Whofe fpeechlefs fong, bemﬁ many, feeming one,
Sings this to thee,  thou fingle v ilt prove none.™

IX.

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye,

That thou confum’ft thyfelf in fingle life 2

Ah! if thou iffuelefs fhalt hxaf to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makelefs wife ¢ ;
‘The world will be thy widow, and ftill weep,
That thou no form of thee hatt left behind,
When every private widow well may keep,

By children’s eyes, her hufband’s fhape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth fpend,
Shifts but his place, for flill the world enjoys it ;
But beauty’s wafte hath in the world an em{,
And kept unus’d, the ufer fo deftroys it,

S If the true comcord of wdl-m:?u&,
3y unions marriedyms] So, in Rameo and Fullet, quarto, 2599
¢¢ Examine ev’ry married lineament,
$¢ And fee how one another leads content.,™
Again, in Troilus and Creffida:
¢ The unity and married calm of flateses,”
Milton had perhaps thefe lines in his thoughts whea he wrota s
¢ And ever againft eating cares
¢ Lap me ia toft Lydiaa airs,
¢ Married to immortal verfe,
¢ Such as the meeting foul may pierce,
4¢ Ia motes with many a winding bout
+ ¢ Of linked fwectanefs lang drawn out.”” Mazoxz.
© —Jike a makelels wife;] As a widow bewails her loft hufbend,
Make and mate were formerly fynonymous. So, in Kyng Appolyn o
Thyre, 1510: ¢ Certes, madam, 1 (holde havs great joy yte yo a&’ﬁu{
# prynce to your make."’
Again, in The Tragicall Hyflory of Romeus and Jaliety 15632
¢ Betwiat the armes of mcé thy pesfe@-loviag meba™ MaLoxx.

4 No
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No love toward others in that bofom fits,
'That on himfelf fuch murderous fhame commjts?,

x'

For fhame! deny that thou bear’ft love to any,
Who for thyfelf art fo unprovident.
Grant if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many,
But that thou none lov’ft, is moft evident ;
For thou art fo poflefs’d with murderous hate,
That ’gainft thyfelf thou ftick’ft not to confpire ;
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate®,
‘Which to repair fhould be thy chief defire.
O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind}
Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love?’
Be, as thy prefence is, gracious and kind,
Or to thyfelf, at leaft, kind-hearted prove:
Make thee another felf, far love of me,
‘That beauty ftill may live in thine or thee.

XI.

As faft as thou fhalt wane, fo faft thou grow’ft

In one of thine, from that which thou departefts

And that frefh blood which youngly thou beftow’ft,
‘Thou may’#t call thine, when thou from youth converteft,
Herein lives wifdom, beauty, and increafe ; ‘
‘Without this, folly, age, and cold decay:

1f all were minded fo, the times fhould ceafe,

And threefcore years would make the world away,

'; That on bimfelf fuch murderous thame commits.] So, in Remes exd
wlict 2
7 ¢ And here i3 come to do fome, villainous fbame
¢ To the dead bodies.”” MavroNE.
8 Seeking that beauteous rocf to ruinate, &c.] This is a metaphor of
which our author is peculiarly fond. So, in Tbe Comedy of Errers:
¢ Shall love in building grow fo ruinare #** : C
Again, in Tboe Two Gentlemen of Verona :
*¢ O thou, that doft inhabit in my breaft,
¢ Leave not the manfion fo long tenantlefs,
¢ Left, growing ruinous, the building fall,
¢¢ And leave no memory of what it was.
¢ Repair me with thy prefence, Silvia,” S$TEXZVENS.

Let
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Let thofe whom nature hath not made for ftore 9,

Harfh, featurelefs, and rude, barrenly perifh:

Look, whom fhe beft endow’d, fhe gave thee more ;

‘Which bounteous gift thou fhould’ft in bounty cherith® s
She carv’d thee for her feal, and meant thereby,
Thou fhould’ft print more, nor let that copy die?,

XII.

When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And fee the brave day funk in hideous night ;
‘When I behold the violet paft prime,

And fable curls, all filver’d o’er with white3;
‘When lofty trees I fee barren of leaves,

Which erft from heat did canopy the herd 4,
And fummer’s green all girded up in fheaves,
Borne on the bier with white and briftly beards.

9 emfor flsre—] i. ¢, to be preferved for u{:. Mavroxg.
3 Look, qubom fbe beft endow’d, fbe gave thee more;

Wbich bounteous gift thou fboouid’ft in bounty cherifh ] On a furvey
of mankind, you will find that nature, however liberal the may have
been to others, has been ftill more bountiful to you. The old copy
yeads—the gave rhe more ; which was evidently a mifprint. Marowe.

2 Thou fhould )} print more, nor let that copy die.] So, in Twelfrh
Night
¢ Lady, you are the cruelleft fhe alive,
¢¢ If you will lead thefe graces to the grave,
¢ And leave the world no copy.™ MarLons.
3 And fable curlsy all filoer'd o’er with white;] The old copy readss
~—or filver'd o’er with white.
Dr was clearly an error of the prefs. Mr. Tyrwhitt would read smmgrs
filver’d o’er with white, Mavonz.
So, in Hamlet :
¢ His beard was, as I've feen it in his life, .
$¢ A fable filver'd.”” STxzvENs.
4 When lofty trces I fee, baren of leaves,

Which erft from beat did canopy the bcrd,T So, in A Midfummer-
Night's Dream :

“ a bank

¢ Quite over-canopy’d with lufcious woodbine.”” Maronsx.
3 And fummer’s green all girdsd up in foeaves,
Borne on the bier swish wbite and brifily beard ;] So, in A Mid-
Jummer-Night's Dream:
: 46 ——o——and the greea corn
¢¢ Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard,™ C.

Then
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Then of thy beauty do I queftion make,

That thou among the waftes of time muft go,

Since fweets and beauties do themfelves forfake,

And die as faft as they fee others grow ;
And nothing ’gainit time’s fcythe can make defence,
Save breed, to brave him ¢, when he takes thee hence,

XIII.

O, that you were yourfelf! but, love, you are

No longer yours, than you vourfelf here live :
Againit this coming end you thould prepare,

And your fweet femblance to fome other give7.

So fhould that beauty which you hold in leafe,
Find no determination® : then you were

Yourfelf again, after yourfelf’s deceafe,

When your fweet iffue your fweet form fhould bear,
‘Who lets fo fair a houfe fall to decay,

Which hufbandry in honour might uphold?,

6 Save breed, to brave bim—] Except children, whofe youth may
* fet the fcythe of Time at defiance, and render thy own death lefs paine
ful. MALONE.
7 Againft this coming end you foould prepare,

Aad your faweet femblance to fome otber give.] This is a fentiment
that Shakfpeare is never weary of exprefling.  We meet with it agaia ip
¥enus and Adonis :

¢ By law of nature thow art bound to breed,
¢ That thine may live, when thou thyfelf art dead ;
¢ And fo in fpite of death thou doft furvive,
¢¢ In that thy likenefs ftill is left alive.”” Maronz.
8 wwtbat beauty wbhich you bold in beate,
Find no detzrmination :] So Daniel, in one of his Sonnets, 2593 §
¢ —in beauty’s leafe expir’d appears
¢ ‘The date of age, the calends of our death.?”
*  Again,in Macbeth s
¢ But in them nature’s copy’s not etcrae.”
Datermination in legal language means end, See Veol. V. p 403,
@.1; and Vol. VI. p. 84, n. *. Maronz.
So, in Macbeths
* ¢ ==our high-plac'd Macbeth
¢ Shall live the leafe of nature.” STxEvENS.
9 Which hubandry in bowcur might upboid,] Hufbandry is gemerally
wled by Shakfpeare for aconomical prudence. So, in King Heary ¥ :
¢ For our bad neighbours make us early firrers,
¢ Which is both healthful and good bufbasdry™ Marowrz,
Againg
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Againft the fiormy gufts of winter’s day,

And barren rage of death’s eternal cold ?
O! none but unthrifts :—~Dear my love, you know,
You had a father ; let your fon fay fo,

XIV.

Not from the ftars do I my judgment plack ;
And yet methinks I have aftronomy ;
But not to tell of good, or evil luck,
Of plagues, of dearths, or feafons’ quality :
Nor can 1 fortune to brief minutes tell,
Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind ;
Or fay, with princes if it thall go well,
By oft predi&* that I in heaven find :
But from thine cyes my knowledge I derive?,
And (conftant ftars) in them I read fuch art,
As truth and beauty fhall together thrive,
Jf from thyfelf to ftore thou would’ft convert?:
Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate,
Thy end is truth’s and beauaty’s doom and date,

XV.

When I confider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment ;

‘That this huge ftate prefenteth noaght but fhows
Whereon the ftars in fecret influence comment ;

Y By oft predifi—] Dr. Sewel reads,=By aught predict; but the
text is right.=So, in tbe Birth of Merlin, 1662 :
¢ How much the oft report of this blefs'd hermit
¢ Hath won on my defires!™ MaLoNk.
The old reading may be the truc one. By oft predii—may mean—d
By what is moft frequestly prognofticatede STzxvENs.
I; But from thine cyes my knowledge 1 derive,] So, in Love’s Labour's
:

¢ From women's eyes this do&rine I derives” STxxvNs.
3 If from tlyfelf to fore thou wosld f comvert :] If thou would'ft
change thy finglc ftate, and beget a numerous progeny. So, befores
¢¢ Let thofe whom nature hath not made for flore.*
Again, in Romeo and Fuliet:
’ ¢ O, fhe is rich in beauty ; only poor,
¢ That whea fhe dies, with beauty dies her fora.” Ma c‘;’;;.
: . cn
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When T perceive that men as plants increafe,
Cheered and check’d even by the felf-fame tky ;
Vaunt in their youthful fap, at height decreafe,
And wear their brave ftate out of memory ;
Then the conceit of this inconftant ftay
Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight,
‘Where wafteful time debateth with decay 4,
‘To change your day of youth to fullied night $;

And, all 1n war with time, for love of you,

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

XVI.
But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?
And fortify yourfelfin your decay
With means more bleffed than my barren rhime ?
Now ftand you on the top of happy hours ;
And many maiden gardens, yet unfet$,
With virtuous wifh would bear you living flowers?,
Much liker than your painted counterfeit * :
So fhould the lines of life® that life repair,
Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen?,
Neither

& Where wafieful time debateth with decay,] So, in AT's oell thes

ends well :
46 emmmpature and ficknefs
¢ Debate it at their leifure.” MaLoNE.

8 To change your day of yuutb to fullied night,] So, in K. Rich. III:

¢¢ Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged nights” STEEVENS.

S And many mai en gardens, yet unfer,] We have the fame allufion in
our authour s Lover s Complaint ;

¢¢ And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling,

¢ Heard where his plants in otbers® orcbards grew.”* MALONE.
' 7 ——wonld bear you iiving flowers,] The firlt edition reads, by an
apparent error of the prefs : —your living flowers. Maronz.

8 Much liker than your painted counterteit:] A counterfeit formerly
fignified a portrait. So, in Greene's Fareweil to Foliy, 1617: ¢ Why
do the painters, in figuring forth the cousterfeit of Love, draw him
blind ?**  See alfo Vol. III. p. 59, n.5. MatLone.

9 So fbruld the lines of lif'—| T his apoears to me obfcure. Perhaps
the poet wrotemmthe /ives of life : i. e. children. Maroxe.

Thelines of life perhaps are livirg pictures, viz. children. ANo YMUS,

This explanation is very plaufible. Shakfpeare has again ufed liee
with a reference to painting in All’s svell that ends well : And

«



SONNETS 205

Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair,
Can make you live yourfelf in eyes of men.
To give away yourlelf, keeps yourfelf ftill * ;
And you mutt live, drawn by your own fweet fkill.

XVIL

Who will believe my verfe in time to come,
If it were fill’d with your mott high deferts ?
Though yet heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life, and fhows not half your parts.
If I could write the beauty of your eyes,
And in freth numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would fay, this poet lies,
Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.
So fhould my papers, yellow’d with their age,
Be fcorn’d, like old men of lefs truth than tongue s
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage,
And ftretched metre of an antique fong :
But were fome child of yours alive that time,
You fhould live twice ;—in it, and in my rhime.

XVIII.

Shall T compare thee to a fummer’s day ?

‘Thou art more lovely and more temperate :
Rough winds do fhake the darling buds of May,
And fommer’s leafe hath all too fhort a date:

¢ And every line and trick of his fweet favour.” Maronx.
* w=my pupil pen,] This expreffion may be confidered as a flight proof
that the poems before us were our author's earlieft compofitions.
STERvVENS.
2 To give away yourfelf, keeps ysurfelf fill ;] To produce likeneffes of
yourfelf, (thatis,children,) will be the means of preferving your me~
mory. MaLoNE.
3 Rowgh winds do thake the darling buds of May,] So, in Cymbelines
¢ And like the tyrannous breatbing of the north,
¢ Sbakes all our buds from growing,”
Again, in The Taming of the Shrew :
¢ Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds fbake fair buds.”

MALoNE.

Sometime
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Sometime too hot the eye of heaven fhines#4,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d ;
And every fair from fair fometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing courfe, untrimm’d$ 3
But thy cternal fummer fhall not fade,
Nor lofe poffeflion of that fair thoa oweft$;
Nor fhall death brag thou wander’ft in his thade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growett :
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can fee,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. .

XIX.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,
And make the earth devour her own {weet brood ;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tyger's jaws,
And burn the long-liv’d pheenix in her blood? ;
Make glad and forry feafons as thou fleet’ft,
And do whate’er thou wilt, fwift-footed Time,
‘To the wide world, and all her fading fweets ;
But [ forbid thee one moft heinous crime :

O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen ;
Him in thy courfe untainted do allow,

For beauty’s pattern to fucceeding men.

4 Sometime too bot the eye of heaven—] That is, the fan, 8oy I
Romeo and Fuliet:
¢ Now, ere the fus advance his barning eyeyme.”
Again, in King Ricbard 11;
¢¢ w=when the fearching ¢ye of beaven is hid
¢¢ Behind the glebe, and lights the lower world.™
Again, in Tbe Rape of Lucrece ;
¢ The eye of beaven is out.”” MaLONE.

S —untrimm'd, ] i. e. divetted of ornament. So, in Kisg Fobns

€¢ —a new untrimmed bride.” STEXVENS.

6 Nor lofe poffeffion of that fair thou oweft ;] Of that beauty thow
poflefieft. ~ Fair was, in our author’s time, uled as a fubftantive. See
Vol. 1L p. 448, n. 6. To owr in old language is to poffefs. See Vol. 11L.
P:414,n. 7. MarvronE.

7 And burn the long-liv'd pheenix in her blood ;] So, in Corio/asss s

“ Your temples burned in their cemert.” . )
‘The meaning of ncither phrafcis very obvious; however, burned in ber
blood, may fignify burnt alive; and burned in their cement, burnt sobile
shey svere flanding. STEEVENS,
Yet,
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Yet, do thy worft, old Time: defpite thy wrong,
My love fhall in my verfe ever live young.

XX.

A woman’s face, with nature’s own hand painted,
Hatft thou, the mafter-miftrefs of my paflion®;

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted

With fhifting change, as is falfe women’s fathion ;

An eye more bright than theirs, lefs falfe in rolling,
Gilding the objeét whereupon it gazeth?;

A man in hue all hues in his controlling*,

Which fteals men’s eyes*, and women'’s fouls amazeth.

8 —tbe mafter-miftre(s of my paffion,] It is impoffible to read this
fulfome panegyrick, addreffed to a male object, without an equal mix-
ture of difgut and indignation. We may remark alfo, that the fame
phrafc employed by Shakfpcare to denote the height of encemive, ie
ufed by Dryden to exprefs the extreme of reproach :

¢ That woman, but more daub’d ; or, it a man,
¢ Corrupted to a woman ; thy man-mifirefs.”* Dos Schaftian.

Let me be juft, however, to our author, who has made a proper ufe
of the term male varlet, in Troilus and Creffide.  See that play, AQ V.
fc.i. STEEVENS,

Some part of this indignation might perhaps have beca abated, if it
bad been confidered that fuch addrefies to men, Sowever indelicate, were
cuftomary in our authour’s time, and neither imported criminality, noe
were efteemed indecorous. See a note on the words—¢¢ thy deceafed
Jover,” in the 32d Sonnet. To segulate our judgment of Shakfpeare's
poems by the modes of modern times, is furely as unreafonable as to
try his plays by the rules of Ariftotie.

er-wifire(s does not perhaps mean max-miftre(s, but fovercign
miftrefs, See Mr. Tyrwhitt's note on the 165th verfc of the Canrerbury
Fales, Vol.1V.p. 197 Marowz.

9 Aneye more bright than theirs, lefs falfe in rolling,

Gilding rbe abjel wwberenpos it gaxeth :] So, in Tbe Merry Wives
of Windfor : ¢ I have writ me here a letter to her; and here another
te Page’s wife; who even now gave me good eyes too, examined my
parts with mo#t gracious eyeliads; fometimes the boam of ber view gilded
my foot, fometimes my portly belly.” C.

* A man in hue all hues in bis controlling,] This line is thus exhibited
in the old copy :

A man in hew all Hews in his controlling.
Hews was the old mode of fpelling bwes (colours,) and alfo Hugbes, the
proper name.  Sce the printer’s dodication of thefe fonnets to \6. .
MaroNx.

5 And
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And for a woman wert thou firft created ;

‘Till nature, as fhe wrought thee, fell a-doting 3,

And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpote nothing.
But fince fhe prick’d thee out for women’s pleafure ¢;
Mine be thy love, and thy love’s ufe their treafure.

XXI.

So is it not with me, as with that mufe

Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verfe ;

‘Who heaven itfelf for ornament doth ufe,

And every fair with his fair doth rehearfe ;

Making a couplement  of proud compare,

With fun and moon, with earth and fea’s rich gems,
With April’s firft-born flowers, and all things rare
‘That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems .

2 Which fleals men's eyesy=] So, in Pericles Prince of Tyre, 1609 3
s referve
¢ That excellent complexion, which did ffea/
¢¢ The eyes of young and old,”” MavroNE.
3 And for a woman wert thou firf} created ;
Till nature, as fbe wrought thee, fell a doting, &c.] There is an
odd coincidence between thefe lines and a well-known modern epigram 3
¢¢ Whilft nature Hérvey’s clay was blending, -
¢¢ Uncertain what the thing would end in,
¢¢ Whether a female or a male,
$¢ A pin dropp'd in, and turn’d the fcale.” Marowx.
4 But fince fbe prick’d shee our, &c.] To prick is to nominate by &
pun@ure or mark. o, in Fulius Cafar:
¢ Thefe many then fhall dic, their names are prick'd.”
Agait;, in King Henry IV, P 112
¢¢ Shall I prick him, Sir John ?**—I have given a wrong explanati
of this phulcfell'ewhere. S'!ruvzxs. s 8 cxplanation
S Matking a couplement—] That is, an union. So,in Lroe’s Labenr’s
Loft : ¢« 1 wilth you the peace of mind, moft royal couplement.*®
1 formerly thought this word was of our authour’s inveation, but I
have lately found it in Spenfer’s Faery Queene. :
¢ Allide with bands of mutual couplemert.”” MaroNe,
® That beavwn’s air in this buge rondure bems.] Rondure is a romnds
Rondenry Fr.  The word is again ufed by our authour fn K. Heary ¥ :
¢¢ *Tis not the roundure of your old-fac’d walls.” Magzonz.

O let
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O let me, true in love, but truly write,

And then believe me, my love 1s as fair

As any mother’s child, though not fo bright

As thofe gold candles fix’d in heaven’sair?:
Let them fay more that like of hear-fay well
I will not praife, that purpofe not tofell ®.

XXII.

My glafs fhall not perfuade me I am old,
So long as youth and thou are of one date 3
But when in thee time’s furrows [ behold ®,
Then look I death my days fhonld expiate *.
For

7 As thefe gold candles fix’d in beaven's air:] That is, the ftars. Sop
Romeo and Faliet :
¢ Night's candles are burnt outye.’
Again, in Macbeth:
: ¢¢ —There's hufbandry in heaven;
¢¢ Their candles are all out.”
So xlf0 in Hamlet :—¢¢ this moft excellent canopy, the air, look you,
this brave o’erhanging firmament, this majeftical roof, fretted with
Iden fire==" See alfo Vol, IIf, p. 100, n. 6, Maroxz.
~—tbofe gold candles fix'd in beawen's air:] So, in the old copies
of Pericles:
¢ —the gir-remaining lamps.” STREVENS.
L:’ I will not praile, that purpofe not to fell.] So,in Love’s Labour’s
off .
¢¢ To things of fale a feller’s praife belongs.” STxEVvENS,
Again, in Troilus end Creffida :
¢ We'll not commend what we intend to fell.
where Dr. Warburton with fome probability conje@ures that Shak.
{peare wrote,
—what we intend ot fe)l. Maroxz.
9 ==time's furrows I bebold,] Dr. Sewell readss
—time’s forrowse— MALONE,
Y Then look I death my days fbould expiate.] I do not comprehend
how the poet’s days were to be expiated by death, Perhaps he wrote 3
—my days fhould expirate,
i. e. bring them to an end. In this fenfe our author ufes the verb ex-
pire; in Romeo and Fulies :
¢ —and expire the term
¢¢ Of a defpifed life.”
I am fure I have met with the verb I would fupply, though I have no
example of it to offer in fupport of my conje@ure, Shakfpeare, how-
Vor. X. P every
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For all that beauty that doth cover thee,

Is but the feemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breaft doth live, as thine inme 3

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore, love, be of thyfelf fo wary,

As I not for myfelf but for thee will

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep fo chary

As tender nurfe her babe from faring ill,
Prefume not on thy heart, when mine is flain 3
Thou gav’ft me thine, not to give back again.

XXIII.

As an unperfe&t ator on the ftage,

‘Who with his fear is put befides his part?,

Or fome fierce thing replete with too much rage,
‘Whofe ftrength’s abundance weakens his own heart ;

ever, delights to introduce words with this termination. Thus we
meet with fetinate and confpirate, in K. Lear 5 combinste in Mesfure
Jor Meafure ; and ruinate, in K. Henry V1. StrzveNs.

The “old reading is certainly right. Then do I expe@, fays Shak-
fpeare, that death Bould fill up the meafure of my days. The word
expiate is ufed nearly in the fame fenfe in the tragedy of Locrise, 1595 3

¢¢ Lives Sabren yet tv expiate my wrath 2
i. e, fully to fatisfy my wrath,
So zlfg in Byron's Confpiracie, a tragedy by Chapman, 1608, an ol§
courtier fays, he is
¢ A poor and expiate humour of the court.”
Again, in our authour’s King Ricbard III :
¢¢ Make hafte; the hour of death is expiate.” Marowe,

3 As an unperfeét allor onthe fage,

Who with bis fear is put befides bis part,] So, in Corislanss :
¢¢ —Like a dull a&or now,
¢¢ 1 have forgot my part, and I am out,
¢ Even to a full difgrace.”

From the introdu@ory lines of this Sonnet, it may be conje@ured
that thefe poems were not compofed till our authour had arrived in
London, and became converfant with the ftage. He had perbaps him-
felf experienced what he here defcribes. MarLowz.

It is highly probable that our author had feen plays reprefented, be-
fore he left his own country, by the fervants of Lord Warwick. Moft
of our ancient noblemen had fome company of comedians who earolied
themfelves among their vaffals, and fheltered themfelves under theix
proteQtion, Scc Vol 11l p, 248, n. 7. StzzvINS, h

' The
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So 1, for fear of truft, fotl%et to fay

The perfe& ceremony of love’s rite ;
And in mine own love’s ftrength feem to decay,
O’er-charg’d with burthen of mine own love’s might.
O, let my books be then the elot:ence 3
And dumb prefagers of my fpeaking breaft +;
‘Who plead for love, and look for recompence,
More than that tongue that more hath more exprefs’d.
O, learn to read what filent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit,

XXIV.

Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath feel’d
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart$;
: My

‘The fecing a few plays exhibited by a company of firollers in a barn'
at Stratford, or in Warwick caftle, would not however have made
Shakfpeare acquainted with the feelings of a timid aCor on the ftage,
It has never been fuppofed that our authour was himfelf a player before
he came to London. Whether the lines before us were founded on
-experience, or obferyation, cannot now be afcertained. What I have
advanced is merely conje@ural. MatLowNx.

3 0, let my bouks be then the eloguence—] A gentleman to whom [ am
indebted for the obfervations which are marked with the letter C,
would read :

O, let my Jooks, &c.
But the context, 1-think, thows that the old copy is right. The poet ,
finding that he could not fufficiently colle& his thoughts to exprefs his
efteem by fpecch, requefts that his wrirings may fpeak for him. So af-
<erwards :
¢ O, learn to read what filent love hath wrir.”
. Had looks been the authour’s word,: he hardly would have ufed it
egain in the next line but one. MaronNz.
. 4 And dumb prefagers of my [peaking breaft ;] Soy in King Fobn ¢
¢¢ And fullen prym of your own decay.” Maronx.
S Mine eye bath play'd the painter, and bath flesl’d
Tby beauty’s form in table of my heart;] So in APs well thee
ends well :
66 ——e——"Twas pretty, though a plague,
¢ To fee him ev’ry hour; to fit and draw
¢¢ His arched brows,.his hawking eye, his curls,
¢ In our beart's table ; heart, too capable

- #¢ Of ev'ry line-and trick of his fweet favour 1%
Pa Againy
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My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,

And perfpe&ive it is beft painter’s art.

For throaugh the painter muft you fee his fkill,

To find where your true image pi&tar’d lies ;

‘Which in my bofom’s fhop is hanging ftill,

"That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Now fee what good turns eyes for eyes have done 3

Mine eyes have drawn thy fhape, and thine for me

Are windows to my breaft, where-through the fan

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ;

" Yet eyes this cunning want tq grace their art,
They draw but what they fee, know not the heart,

XXV.
Let thofe who are in favour with their ftars,
Of Publick honour and proud titles boaft,
‘Whilft I, whom fortune of fuch triumph bars,
Unlook’d for joy in that I honour moft.
Great princes’ f};vouritcs their fair leaves {pread %,
But as the marigold at the fun’s eye;
And in themfelves their pride lies buried,
For at a frown they in their glory die.
The painful warrior famoufeg for ﬁght,
After a thoufand viGtories once foil’d
Is from the book of honour razed quite7,

And all the reft forgot for which he toil'd 3
. Then
Again, in King Foba:
¢6 wmtill 1 beheld myfelf .
¢¢ Drawan in the flattering table of her eye,”
A table was the ancient term for a pi@ure. See Vol IIl. p, 358,
.07.0 Matvrone. . e ’
reat princes’ favourites their fairleaves [pread, &c. om|
Wolfey’s fpeech in King Henry Vl'tfl. Vol. vx{.' Pe 900 ] P
¢ ‘This is the ftate of man 1 To-day he puts forth
¢ The tender leaves of hope, tomorrow blofloms,
¢ And bears his bluthing honours thick upon him,
¢ The third day comes a froft, a killing froft ;> &¢.
» The painful i Mazvonz.
e painful quarrior famoufed for fight
After a theufand viﬂ{n’n cjn‘n'.,f"oilfi
4y from the book of bonour razed quite,] The old copy reads—
famoufed
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Then happy I, that love and am belov’d, ‘
Where I may not remove, nor be remov’d,

XXVL .
Lord of my love, to whomi in vaflalage
Thy merit-hath my duty ftrongly knic %,

famoufed for eworth, which not rhyming with the concluding word of the
corre(ponding line, (guite) either oie of the dthier muft be corrupt. The
emendation was fuggefted by Mr. Theobald, who likewife propofed, If
worth was retained, Lo read—razed foreh,

¢¢1s from tae book of honour rafed luite," reminds us of Bolingbroke’s
“enunferdtion of-the wrongs done to him by King Richard II,

¢ From my own windows torn my houthold coat,
¢ Raz'd out my imprefs, leaving me na figne=
¢ To fhew the world T am a gentleman.”
Again, in King Ricbard II.
¢ —'tis not my meaning .
¢¢ To raxe one title of your booxr out.”” Maroxg.

This ftanza’is not worth the habour that has beén beRowed on it
By tranfpofition, however, the thime may be recovered, without fur-
ther change: L

The painful warrior for worth famonfed,

After a thoufand viQaries .once foil'd,

1s from the hook of honpur quite rafed=e

¢ My name be blettad from the deod of life,”
$saline in Kisg Richard 1. SrzmvmNs.

Why it thould not.bes worth while to corre@ this as well asany
other manifeft corruption in our authour's works, I confefs, I do not
comprehend, Neither much labowr, nor many words, have been em-~
ployed upon it. Maronz.

¥ Lerd of my Joue, te wbem in vaflalage,

Thy merit bath my duty firongly knit;] So, in Macbeth :
¢ —Lay your highnefs’
¢¢ Command upon me; to the which my datiss
¢ Are with a moft indiffoluble tye
¢¢ For ever knit.” STERVENS.
Again, in the fame play:
¢¢ —Your highnefs’ part
¢4 Is to receive our duty, and our daties
¢ Are to your throne and ftate children and ferouatse
Again, in Antony and Clevpatra :
<* To make you brethers, and to kait your hearts
¢ With an unflipping knot.
Again, in Otbello: “P!?have profefs’d myfelf thy friend, and I con-

fefs me Asit to thy defervipg with cables of perdurable wu;hl;cdf:-u".
' P3 To
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To thee I fend this written embaflage,
To witnefs daty, not to fhow my wit?® :
Dhuty fo great, which wit fo poor as mine
May make feem bare, in wanting words to fhow it 3
But that 1 hope fome good conceit of thine
In thy foul’s thought, all naked, will beflow itz
'Till whatfoever ftar that guides my moving,
Points on me gracioufly with fair afpéd?,
And puts apparel on my tattered loving,
T'o fhow me worthy of thy fweet refpe& *:
Then may I dare to boaft how I do love thee 3
‘Till then, not fhow my head where thou may’# prove me,

XXVIIL.
Weary with toil, I hafte me to my bed,
‘The dear repofe for limbs with travel tir’d ;
Baut then begins a journey in my head,
‘To work my mind, when body’s work’s expir’d :

9 Lord of my lowe, to whom in waffalage
Tby m{rii’balb my duty ﬁrui{.y knl‘if,
To thee 1 fend this written embaffage,
To witnefs duty, not to thow my wits] So, in the Dedieation of
Tbe Rape of Lucrece: ¢ The warrant I bove of yoar boneurable difpe-
Sitiony mot the wyorth of my untutor'd lines, m it affered of accept-
ance. What I have done is yours; what I have to do is yours; being
part in all T have devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my lz
thould thow greater § meantime, as itis, it is downd to your lordthip.”
# Till whatfoever ftar that guides my mowing,
Points op me gracioufly with fair a(pé@,] So, in Corjslasus ;
¢ As if that whatforver God wbe leads bim,
¢ Were flily crept into his human powers,
¢ And gave bim graceful pofure.” C.
Again, in Antony and Cleopatra s
¢ ——— he hath fought to-day,
¢¢ Asifa god in hate of mankind had
¢ Deftroy'd in fuch a fhape.” Marong.
* To fbow me worthy of thy fweet refpef? :] The old copy has
. —of their fweet refpe&.
It is evidently a mifprint. For the corre@ion I am anfwerable, The
fame miftake has feveral times happened in thefe Sonnets, owing pro-
bably to abbreviations having been formerly ufed for the words sbeir
and tby, fo nearly refembling each other as not to be eafily diftinguifhed.
Lbave obferved the fame error in fome of the old Englifh plays.

Masoxr.
Foz
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For then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 3

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eye-lids open wide,

Looking on darknefs which the blind do fee :

Save that my foul’s imaginary fight

Prefents thy fhadow to my fightlefs view ¢,

Which, like a jewel hung in ghattly night,

Makes black night beauteous, and her old face new %,
Lo thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee, and for myfelf, no quiet find.

XXVIIL

How can I then return in ha; light,

‘That am dcba’rr’d the beneﬁ?g%: l?eﬁgf

When day’s oppreflion is not eas’d by night,

But day by night, and night by day, opprefs’d ?

And each, though enemies to either’s reign,

Do in concent fhake hands to torture me ;

‘The one by toil, the other to complain

How far I toil, ftill farcher off from thee.

I tell the day, to pleafe him, thou art bright,

And doft him grace when clouds do blot tﬁe heaven:

So flatter I the fwart-complexion’d night ¢ ;

When fparkling ftars twire not, thou gild’ft the even?.
‘ But

3 For then my thougbts (from far where I abide)] We might better

read;
=—far from where I abide)

The old reading is, however, fenfe. For then my thoughts, fetting
out from my place of refidence, which is far ditant from thee, intend,
&c. Mavronkx.

4 Prefents thy fbadow tomy fgbtlefs wiew,] The quarto reads cor-
ruptly : Prefents their thadow——. Seen, 2. Maronx.
© 5 Which, like a jewel bung in ghaply night,

Makes black night beauteous, aad ber old face sew.] So, in Remes
asd Fuliet ;
¢ Her beanty hangs upon the cheek of sight,
¢¢ Like a rich jewe/ in an /Ethiop’s ear,”” Mavrone.

6 —(wart-complexion'd night s==] Swart is dark, approaching te

black. So in King Heary VI. P. 1,
¢ And where I was black and fwart before,—"’

The word is commoan in the North of England. MavLonzx.

7 Whes fparkling flars twire not, thou gild'Rt the ewsn.] The quarto
geads corruptedly 1 ¢6 mmthou pil"l the cvene

) ) 4 Gild'#
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But day doth daily draw my forrows longer,
And night doth nightly make grief’s length feem
fronger &,

XXIX.

‘When in difgrace with fortune and men’s eyes 2,.
I all alone beweep my out-caft ftate,
And
Gild'f was formerly written—gsild’fl.—Perhaps we fhould read:
When fparkling ftars rwirl not—=. Marowng.

The word rewire occurs in Chaucer. Sce Boetbius, B, I1I. met. 33
6¢ The bird rwireth, defiring the wode with her fwete voice.” Twirah
(fays Mr. Tyrwhitt) feems to be the tranflation of fufurret. In The
Mercbant of Venicey our author, fpeaking of the flars, has the fol-
lowing paflage :

¢¢ —Look how the floor of heaven

¢¢ 1s thick inlaid with pattens of bright gold s

¢ There’s not the fmalleft ord which thou behold’f,
¢« But imr his motion like an angel fings,

«¢ Still guiring to the young-ey'd cherubins,”™

Tewire may perhaps have the fame fignification as gwire. ‘The poet’s
meaning will then t to this :w=Fben the [parkiing flars fing wet is
concert, (as when they all appear he (uppofes them to do,) thos mak'p
the evening bright and cbeerful.

Still, however, rwire may be a corruption. If it is, we may resd
sewink for twinkle.  Thus, in The Taming of the Shrew s

¢¢ That in a twink the won me to her love.”
Again, in Tbe Two Gentlemen of Verona :
¢ At firft I did adore a twinkling ftar,”

So much for guefs-work. STxzEvEns.

A paffage in our authour’s Rape of Lucrece may add fome fupport te
Mr. Steevens’s conjeCture

¢ Her [Diana’s] rewink/ing handmaids too, by him defil’d,**—,
But I believe the original reading is the true one. Maronz.
8 But day doth daily draw my forrows longer,
And night doch nightly make grief’s lfgngtb Jfeem ftronger.] Aa

anonymous correfpondent, whofe favours are diftinguithed by
the letter C, propofes to make the two concluding words of this
couplet change places. But I believe the old copy to be aight. St
cannot well apply to drawn out or protra&ed Jorrew. The poet,
the firft line, feems to allude to the operation “of fpinning. The day
at each rerurn draws out my forrow to an immeafurable length, and
every revolving night renders my protrated giief fill more intenfe
and painful. MarLonE.

9 Wken in difgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, &c.] Thefe nervous
and animated lines, in which fuch an afemblage of thoughts, cloath-
«d ia the mofk glowing expreffions, is compre(ed into the aarrow com-
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And trouble deaf heaven with my bootlefs cries,

And look upon myfelf, and curfe my fate,

Withing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur’d like him, like him with friends poflefs’d,

Defiring this man’s art, and that man’s {cope,

With what I moft enjoy contented leaft ;

Yet in thefe thoughts myfelf almofl defpifing,

Haply Ithink on thee,—and then my ftate

(Like to the lark at break of day arifing

From fullen earth) fings hymns at heaven’s gate®:
For thy fweet love remember’d, fuch wealth brings,
That then 1 {corn to change my ftate with kings.

XXX. -

When to the feflions of fweet filent thought

I fummon up remembrance of things patft,

I figh the lack of many a thing I fought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s wafte :

pafsof fourteen Jines, might T think have faved the whole of this
colle@ion from the general and indifcriminate cenfure thrown ouwt
againft them in p. 194, 0. 5o MaArLonzx.
8 ee——and then my flate
( Like to the lark at break of day arifing
From fullen earth ) fings bymns at beaven's gate ;] The fame imags
is prefented in Cymbeline :
¢¢ Hark ! hark! the lark at beavens’ gate fingsy
¢ And Phebus "gins to rife.”
Again, in Romeo and Fuliet :
¢¢ amthe /ark, whofe notes do deat
# The vaulty beavens fo high above our heads.™
Perhaps, as Mr. Reed has obferved, Shakfpeare remembered Lilly’s
Comgafpe, printed in 15842
¢ —who is’t now we hear?
¢ None but the Jark fo thrill and clear ;
¢¢ How at beaven’s gate the claps her wings,
¢¢ The morn not waking till 1 e fings.”
Milton certainly hadbSl:{akfpeue in his thoughts, when he wrote—
Y ey birds,
& That finging up to beawen’s gate ofeend,” Par. Loff. B. 1.
. ALONE.

Thgn
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Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow ,

For precious friends hid in death’s datele(s night 3,

And weep afrefh love’s long-fince-cancel’d woe,

And moan the expence of many a vanith’d fight 4,

Then can I grieve at grievances fore-gone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er .
e

2 Tben can I driwn an eye, unus'd to flow,] So, in Ocbells »

¢¢ e——whofe fubdu’d eyes,

¢¢ Albeit unufed to the melting meod,

¢¢ Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees
¢¢ Their med’cinable gum.”” Mavrone.

3 —in death’s datelels nmighr,] Shakfpeare generally ufes the word
datelefs for endlefs 5 having no certain time of expiration. So, in Remes
ard Fuliet :

[ feal with a righteous kifs
¢ A datelefs bargain to engroffing death.” Maroxx.

4 And mourn tbe expence of many a vanifp’d fight.] Sight feems to
be hee ufed for figh, by the fame licence which Shakfpeare has
employed in his Rape of Lucrece; writing bild inftead of be/d, 1han in-
ftead of rben, &c. (Sce p. 155, n. 7.) and which Spenfer takes through-
out his great poem ; where we have adore for adorn, flerve for Jarve,
Pyen for fhy, &c. He has in his Fairy Queene, B. V1. c. xi. taken the
fame liberty with the word now before us, employing fgbt, in the
patt tenfe of the verb to figh, inftead of figh'd.

¢¢ —his hart, for very fell defpight,

¢¢ And his own fleth he ready was to teare ;

¢ He chauf'd, he griev'd, he fretted, and he fight."”
Again, in his Colin Clout’s come bome again :

¢¢ Torone alone he car’d, for one he fizbt,

¢« His life’s defire, and his dear love’s delight.”

The fubftantive fizb was in our authour’s time pronounced fo hard,
that in one of the old copies of King Henry 1V, P. I1. cither the folio
1623, or the quarto 1600, we have—

66 e——and with
¢ A rifing fisbt he witheth you in heaven.”
At prefent the vu/gar pronunciation of the word is fightb.

The poet has juit fuid that he ¢ fgb’d the lack ot many a thing he
fought.”’—By the word expence Shakfpeare alludes to an old notion
that fighing was prejudicial to health. So, in one of the parts of X,
Henry V1. we have ¢ blood-confuming fizbs.” Again, in Pericles, Prisce
of Tyre, 1609

¢ Do not confume your blood with forrowing.”” MAronE.

Such laboured perplexities of language, and fuch ftudied deformities
of ftyle, prevail throughout thefe Sonnets, that the reader (after our
beft endeavours at explanation) will frequently find reafon to exclaim

en s

6 I fee
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The {ad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not pay’d before 3.
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All loffes are reftor’d, and forrows end.

XXXI.

Thy bofom is endeared with all hearts,
Which I by lacking have fuppofed dead ;
And there reigns love, and all love’s loving parts,
And all thofe friends which I thought buaried.
How many a holy and obfequious tear®
Hath dear religious love ftolen from mine eye,
As intereft of the dead, which now appear
But things remov'd, that hidden in thee lie 7!
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,
Who all their parts of me to thee did give ;
‘That due of many now is thine alone:

Their images I lov’d I view in thee,

And thou (all they) haft all the all of me.

XXXII.
If thou furvive my well-contented day,
When that churl Death my bones with duft fhall cover ;
And fhalt by fortune once more re-furvey
Thefe poor rude lines of thy deceafed lover®,

Com-
¢¢ I fee before me neither here, nor here,
¢ Nor what enfues; but have a fog in them
¢ That I cannot look through.” ’
I fuppofe, however, that by the expence of many & vanifp'd fght, the
poet means, the ly'x of many as objedt, which, being *¢ gone hence,
3 %0 wmore feen' STREVENS,
S Wbich I new pay as if not pay'd before.] So,in Cymbeline s
¢ —which I will be cver 1o pay, and yet pay fill.” STz2vENS,
Again, in Ali’s well I‘bdl ends well s
¢¢ —=Which I will ever pay, and pay again,
¢ When I have found if.’z MAPr.{mi.
6 How many a boly and obfequious rear] Obfeguious is funereal, Soy
ia Hamler :
¢« [odo obj‘fqlion/orro'." Mavrone,
7 ——tbat bidden in thee lie!] The old copy hasemin therg. The next
line thows clearly thatit is corrupt. Mavronz.
8 —of tby deceafed lover,] The numerous expreflions of this kind
H a
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Compare them with the bettering of the time;

And though they be out-ftripp’d by every pen,
Referve them for my love, not for their rhyme o,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.

O, then vouchfafe me but this loving thought !

Had my fri:nd’s mufe grown with this growing age®,
A dearer birth than this bis love bad brought,

9o march in ranks of better equipage :

in thefe Sonnets, as well as the general tenour of the greater part of
them, cannot but appear ftrange to a modern reader. In juftice there-
fore to our authour it is proper to obferve, that fuch addrefies to mes
were common in 8hakfpeare’s time, and were not thought indecarous.
That age feems to have been very indelicate and grofs in many otber
particulars befide this, but they certainly did not think themfeives fo.
Nothing can prove more ftrongly the different notions which they ene
tertained on fubjeéts of decorum from thofe which prevail at prefent,
than the elogiums which were pronounced on Fletcher's plays for the
chaflity of their language ; thofe veryplays, which are now banifthed
from the ftage for their licentioufnefs and obfcenity.

We have many examples in our authour’s plays of the expreffion
ufed in the Sonnet before us, and afterwards frequently repeatede
See Vol. III. p. 67, n. 7. Thus, alfo, in Coriolanus :

¢« —1] tell thee fellow,
¢ Thy general is my lover.”
Again, in Troilus ard Creffida, Ulyfes fays,
¢¢ Farewell, my lord; I asyour bver fpeak.”

So alfo the Soothfayer in Fulius Cefar concludes his friendly admoe
nition to the di€tator with the words :—¢¢ Thy /over, Artemedorus.™

So, in one of the Pfalms: ¢ My lovers and friends haft thou put
away from me, and hid mine acquaintance out of my fight,”

Inlik¢ manner Ben Jonfon concludes one of his letters to Dr. Donne
by telling him that he is his ¢ ever true /over,” and Drayton in a letter
to Mr. Drummond of Hawthornden, informs him that Mr. Jofeph
Davies is in Jove with him.

Mr. Warton, in confirmation of what has been now advanced, ob.
ferves in his HisTory or ENGLIsH PorTry, that ¢ in the reign
of Queen Elizabeth whole fets of Sonnets were written with this fort
of attachment.” He particularly mentions The Affeftionate Shepberd of
Richard Barnefielde, printed in 1595, Matont.

9 Referve them for my love, not for their rbyme,] Referve is the fame
a8 preferve.  So, in Pericles :

¢ Referve that excellent complexion,—.” MavLoNE.

8 Had my friend’s mufe grown with this growing age,] We may
hence, as well as from other circumftances, infer, that thefe were
among our authour’s carlicft compofitions, Mavonz, B

ut
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But fince be died, and poets better prove,
Theirs for their fiyle I'll read, bis for bis love,

XXXIII,

Full many a glorious morning have I feen
Flatter the mountain tops with fovereign eye?®,
Xifing with golden face the meadows green 3,
Gilding pale ftreams with heavenly alchymy+;
Anon permit the bafeft clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celettial face$,

8 Full many a glorious morning bave I feen,
Flatter the mountain tops with fovereign eye,
Kiffing with golden face—] So, in Romeo and Fuliet 3
¢« Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
¢¢ Stands tiptoe on the mifty mouatains® tops.”
Again, in Venus and Adonis :
¢ And wakes the morning, from whofe filver breaft
¢ The fun arifeth in his majefty ;
¢¢ Who doth the world fo glorioufly behold,
¢¢ The cedar ljp: and bills feem burnifb'd gold.” Maronzx,
3 Kifling with golden face, &c.] So, in K. Henry IV, P. 1
¢ Didft thou never fee Titan kifs a difh of butter ?” St2zvENs,
4 —uwith beavenly alchymy ;] So,in King Fobn :
6¢ ———the glorious ‘[u-
¢ Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymiff.™ Strrvews,
S With ugly rack on bis celefial face,] Rack is the fieeting motion
of the clouds. The word is again ufed by Shakfpeare in Anrony asd
Cltofmlu :
¢ That which is now a horfe, even with a thought
¢ The rack diflimns.”
Again, in Fletcher's Faithful Shepberdefs :
“ thall I ftray
¢ In the middle air, and ftay
¢¢ The failing rack—" MaroNZ.
Aron permit the bafeft clouds to ride
With ugly rack on bis celeftial face,] So, in K, Henry [V.P. 13
¢¢ —herein will [ imitate the fon ;
¢ Who doth permir the bafe contagious clouds
¢ To fmother up his beawty from the world,
¢¢ That when he pleafe again to be himfelf,
¢¢ Being wanted, he may be more wonderd at,
*¢ By breaking through the foul and wg/y mifts
¢ Of vapours, that did feem to ftrangle him.”” C.

And
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And from the forlorn world bis vifage hide,
Stealing unfeen to weft with this difgrace®:
Even fo my fun one early morn did fhine,
With all triumphant fplendoar on my brow ;
But out, alack! he was but one hour mine,
The region cloud” hath matk’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit difdaineth ;
Suns of the worl.g may ftain®, when heaven’s fum
flaineth,

XXXIV.

Why didft thou promife fuch a beauteous g:l.
And make me travel forth withoat my cloak,
To let bafe clouds o’er-take me in my waz,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten {moke®?
>Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the rain on my florm-beaten face,
For no man well of fuch a falve can fpeak,
‘That heals the wound, and cures not the difgraces
Nor can thy fhame give phyfick to my grief;
‘Though thou repent, yet I have ftill the lofs :
‘The offender’s forrow lends but weak relief
‘To him that bears the ftrong offence’s crofs®,
Ah'! bat thofe tearsare pearl, which thy love fheds,
And they are rich, and ranfom all ill deeds.

© Stealing unfeen to wekt switb this dijgrace:] The article the mag
have been omitted through neceflity ; “yet I believe our author wrote,
toreff. STEEVENS.

7 The region cloud—] is . the clouds of this region or.country, 8o,
3 Hamlet :

¢¢ 1 thould have fatted all the region kites

¢ With this flave’soffal.” Strzvewns.
® —may Rain,] Stain is here ufed as a verb neuter. Maroxz.
8 ——tbeir rotten fmoke ?] So, in Coriolanus :

¢¢ ——thereek o' the rottem fens.”” STxxveNs.

9 To bim that bears the firong offence’scrofs.] The old copy, by a
manifeft error of the prefs, readslofs here, as well as in the correfpond-
ing line, The word now fubftituted is ufed by our authour (in the
fenfe required here) in the 42d Sonnet:

¢ And ooth for my {ake lay on me this crefs.”
Again, in As you Like ies ¢ If I fhould bear you, I fhould bear no

<rofs.”” Mavronz, .
XXXV. No



8§ ONNETS. 223

XXXV.

No more be griev’d at that which thou haft done:
Rofes have thorns, and filver fountains mud ;
Clouds and eclipfes ftain both moon and fun,
And loathfome canker lives in fwectelt bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this,
Authérizing thy trefpafs with compare ;
Myfelf corrupting, falving thy amifs?,
Excufing thy fins more than thy fins are?;
For to thy fenfual fault I bring in fenfe 3,
(Thy adverfe party is thy advocate,)

And ’gainft myfelf a lawful plea commence :
Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That

% —falving thy amifs,] Thatis, thy mifbehaviour. So,in Hamlet ¢
¢ Each toy feems prologue to fome great amifs. Matronsz.
2 Excufing thy fias more than thy fins are:] The old copy here alfo
bas their twice, inftead of tby. The latter words of this line, which
ever reading we adopt, are not very intelligible. Mavronz.
Exc;ﬁng thy fins more than thy fins are, 1 believe, means only this:
e=Making ths excufe more than proportioned to the offence. STREVENS.
5 For rotby fenfual fault I bring in fenfe,] Thus the quartos The
line appears tc me unintelligible.  Might we reads
For to thy fenfual fault I bring incénfemm
A jingle was evidently intended ; but if this word was nccafionally ac-
cented on the latt (yllable, (as perhaps it might formerly have been, ) it
would afford it as well as the reading of the old copy. Many words
that are now accented on an early fyllable, had formerly their accent on
one more remote. Thus, in 4 Midfummer-Night's Dream:
¢¢ It ftands as an edi& in deftiny.”
Again, in Hamlet
¢¢ Did flay this Fortinbras, who by a feal'd compi&—"
Again, in Meafure for Meafure :
¢t This is the hand, which with a vow'd contri&®,=="
Again, in King Henry V :
¢ *Tis no finifter, nor no aukward claime=""
Again, in Locrine, a tragedy, 15953
¢ Nor my exile can move you to revenge.”
Again, in our authour's goth Somner ¢
¢ Asif by fome inttin& the wretch did finde='"
Again, in the 128th Sonrer
* ¢ Dol cavy’ thofe jacks that nimble leap—"

Again,
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That I an acceflary needs muft be
To that fweet thicf, which fourly robs from me,

XXXVI.

Let me confefs that we two muft be twain ®,
Although our undivided loves are one:
So fhall thofe blots that do with me remain,
Without thy help, by me be borne alone.
In our two {ovcs there is but one refpe&,
Though in our lives a feparable fpite¢,
‘Which though it alter not love’s fole effe&,
Yet doth it lteal fweet hours from love’s delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee,
Left my bewailed guilt fhould do thee fhame ;
Nor thou with publick kindnefs honour me,
Unlefs thou take that honour from thy name:
But do not fo; I love thee in fuch fort,
As thou being minc, mine is thy good report,

Again in The Rape of Lucrece:

¢ With pure afpé&@s did him peculiar duties.”
Again, ibids

¢ If in thy bope thou dar'ft do fuch outrige.”
Again, ibid :

« But her fore-sight could not foreftall their will."
Again, in Troilus and Creffida:

¢« Peaceful commerce from dividable fhores.”

Dryden has concluded a line with the fame word, which to our ears
founds as oddly as incénfe would :

¢ Inftru€ted (hips fhall fail to quick commérce,” MaLoNE.

1 belicve the old reading to be the true one. The paffage, divefted
of its jingle, feems defigned to exprefs this meaning.—Towards thy ex-
ewlpation, I bring in the 3id of my foundeft faculties, my keeneft percepe
tion, my utmoft firength of reafon, my fenfe.

Ithink I can venture to affirm that no Englith writer, either ancient
or modern, ferious or burlefque, ever accented the fubftantive incenfe
on the laft fyllable. STEEvENS.

® —rbat we two muft betwain, | So, in Troilus and Creffida : “emfhe’ll
none of him; they two are twain.”” MAaLONE.

4 Though in our lives a feparable fpite,] A cruel fate, that fpire-
Sully feparates us from cach other,  Separgble for [epantni;g.

ALONE.

XXXVII. As
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XXXVII.

As 2 decripit father takes delight
‘To fee his altive child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune’s deareft fpite 5,
‘Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth ;
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of thefe all, or all, or more,
Entitled in thy parts do crowned fit$,
I make my love engrafted to this ftore;
So

S So I, mads lame by fortane’s dearett fpite,] Deareft is mof operatives
So, in Hamlet : .
¢ *Would I had met my deare#t foe in heaven.”

A late editor, grounding himfelf on this line, and another in the

89th Sonnet,

¢¢ Speak of my lamenefs, and 1 firaight will halt,—"
conje@ured that Shakfpeare was literally lame : but the expreflion ape
pears to hawe been only figurative. So again, in Corio/amus ¢

¢¢ —I cannot help it now,

¢ Unlefe by ufing means I /ame the foot

¢ Of our defign,”

Again, in As you Like it :

« Whis:fnv I did ftore to be my fofter-nurfe,

¢ When fervice fhould in my old limbsliec lame.”

In the 8gth Sonnet the poet fpeaks of his friend's imputing a fault to
him of which he was not guilty, and yet, he fays, he would acknow-
ledgeit: fo, (he adds,) were he to be defcribed as lame, however un-
truly, yet rather than his friend thould appear in the wrong, he would
immediately halt. .

If Shak{peare was in truth lame, he had it not in his power to bale
eccafionally for this or any other purpofe. The defe@ muft have been
fixed and permanent.

The context in the verfes before us in like manner refutes this no-
tion. Ifthe words are to be underftood literally, we muft then fup-
pofe that our admired poet was alfo poor and defpifed, for neither of
which fuppofitions there is the fmalleft ground. Matrons,

=—made lame by fortune’s deareft [pite,] So, in King Lear

¢ A moft poor man, made tame to fortunc's blows.” Srtzzv,
* Entitled in thy parts do crowned fit,] This is a favourite exprefion
of Shakfpeare, So, in XK. Henry IV. “P. 1.
¢ And on thy eylids crown the god of fleep.”
Again, in Twelfth Night:
¢ It yields a very echo to the feat
¢ Where love is thromed.™
Again, in Timok of Arhens :
¢ And in fome fort thefe wants of ming are creswn'd,
¢ That I account them bledings.” .
Ve X, L Entisled
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So then I am not lame, poor, nor defpisd,
Whilft that this fhadow doth fuch fubftance give,
That I in thy abundance am fuffic’d,
And by a part of all thy glory live.
Look what is beft, that beft I with in thee;
This with I have; then ten times happy me !

XXXVIIL.

How can my mufe want fubje& to invent,
While thou doft breathe, that pour’ft into my verfe
‘Thine own fweet argument, too excellent
For every vul§ar paper to rehearfe?
O, give thyfelf the thanks, if aught in me
“Worthy perufal, ftand againft thy fight ;
For who’s fo dumb that cannot write to thee,
When thou thyfelf doft give invention light ?
Be thou the tenth mufe, ten times more in worth
‘Than thofe old nine, which rhymers invocate ;
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to out-live long date.
If my flight mufe do pleafe thefe curioas days,
The pain be mine, but thine fhall be the praife.

XXXIX.

O, how thy worth with manners may I fing,

When thou art all the better part of me ? -

‘What can minc own praife to mine own felf bring ?
And what is’t but mine own, when I praife thee ?
Even for this let us divided live, )

And our dear love lofe name of fingle one ;

‘That by this feparation I may give

‘That due to thee, which thou deferv’ft alone.

Entitled means, 1 think, enncbled. The old copy reads,=in tbeir
parts.  The fame errour, as has been already obferved, has happened in
many other places. Maronz,

Entitled in thy parts—=] So, with equal obfcurity, in The Rape of
Lucrece:

¢ But beauty, in that white intituled,
¢¢ From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fair field.”
I fuppofe he means, that beauty akes ifs title from that fairnefs or

whites STELVENS,
O abfence,
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O abfence, what a torment would'ft thou prove,

‘Were it not thy four leifgre gave fweet leave

To entertain the timeé with tghoughts of love,

(Which time and thoughts fo fweetly doth deceive?,) -
And that thou teacheft how to make one twain,
By praifing him here, who doth hence remain 8,

) ch'

‘Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them alf ;

What haft thou then more than thou had@ before ?

No love, my love, that thou may’# true love call}

All mine was thine, before thon hadft this more,

Then, if for my love thou my love receivett,

I cannot blame thee, for my love thou ufeft o3

But yet be blam’d, if thou td;felf decelveft®
By wilful tafte of what thyfelf refufeft.

7 (Which time and thoughts fo feweetly doth ducriws, )] Which, vis.
entertaining thetime with thoughts of Jove, doth fo agreeably b
the tedioufnefs of abfence from thofe we love, and the melancholy
which that abfence occafions. So, in Venus and Adonis
¢ A fummerday will feem an hour but thort,
¢¢ Being wafted in fuch tims-begniling (post.” :
Tbought in ancient language meant melencholy. See Vol. IV.p. 49,
0. 2; and Vol. VII. p. 528, n. 2. .
The poet, it is obfervable, has here wfed the Latia idlom, probably
without knowing it : -
Jam vino quierens, jam femno Jellere curem.
The old copy reads:
Which time and thoughts fo fweetly doff deceives
but there is notling to which deff can refer. The change being fo
fmall, 1have placed dosb in the text, which affosds an eafy fenfe.
MaLoXNE.
8 ——boaw to make one twain,
By praifing bim bere, wabo doth bencs remain.] S0, in Matony and
Lleopatra :
¢ Our feparation fo ahides and flies,
¢ That thou, refiding here, go'#t yet with me,
¢ And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.”” STxzv,
9 —for my love thou uf.f;] For has here the fignification of decanfes
. MaALoxz.
1 But yet be blam’d, if theu tbyfelf decciv’f] The quarto reade—
§f thou s5is felf deceivet 3t ibe:v’a{u{uy cm’.’.L Macoss.
2 Q
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1 do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou fteal thee all my poverty ;

And yet love knows, it is a greater grief

To bear love’s wrong, than hate’s known injury,
Lafcivicus grace, in whom all ill well thows,
Kiil me with fpites; yet we mait not be foes.

XLI.

Thofe pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
‘When fzm fometime abfent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

For fill temptation follows where thou art.
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be affail’d®;
And when a2 woman wooes, what woman’s fon
Will fourly leave her till fhe have prevail’d3.
Ah me! but yet thou might’ft, my fweet, forbear?*,
And chide thy beauty and thy ftraying youth,
‘Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forc’d to break a two-fold truth ;

Hens

3 Gentle theu arty and therefore to be won,
Beasteows thox art, therefore to be afMail'd ;] So, in the firft Part of .
King Henry V1,
¢¢ She's beantiful, and therefore to be weo'd ;
¢ She is a woman, therefore to be won.” STERVENS,
Again, in the Two Gentlemen of Verona :
¢ That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is no man,
¢ If with his tongue he cannot *win a woman.” MarLoxz.
3 —till fhe bave prevaifd.] The quarto reads :—till be have pre-
vail'd.  But the lady, and not the man, beingin this cafe fuppofed the
wooer, the poet without doubt wrote
=till fbe have prevail'd.
The emendation was propofed to me by Mr. Tyrwhitt. Maroxs.
4 —butyet thou migbr'fl, my fweet, firbear,] The old copy reads—
thou might'ft my fear forbcar. The context proves it to have beena
co;ruption: for the emendation I am refponfible. Sc, in another Son-
nets :
’ “ —inmy fight,
¢ Dear Leart, ferbear to glance thine eye afide.”
Again, in our authour’s Lover's Complaint :
¢¢ But O, my feweet, what labour is"t to leave,” &c.
i Agairy
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Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,
Thine, by thy beauty being falfe to me.

XLII.

That thou haft her, it is not all my grief,
And yet it may be faid I lov’d her dearly ;
‘That fhe hath thee, is of my wailing chief,
A lofs in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excufe ye :—
‘Thou doft love her, becaufe thou know’ft I love her ;
And for my fake even fo doth fhe abufe me,
Suffering my friend for my fake to approve her.
IfI lofe thee, my lofs is my love’s gain$,
And lofing her, my friend hath found that lofs s
Both find each other, and I lofe both twain,
And both for my {ake lay on me this crofs :
But here’s the joy ; my friend and I areone;
Sweet flattery |—then fhe loves but me alone.

XL,

When moft [ wink, then do mine eyes bett fee,

For all the day they view things unrefpected ®;

But when I fleep, in dreams they look on thee,

And darkly bright, are bright in dark direQed.
‘Then thou, whofe fhadow fhadows doth make bright,
How would thy fhadow’s form form happy fhow
To the clear day with thy much clearer ight.
When to unfeeing eyes thy thade fhines fo?

Again, in Orbello :
¢ The fooner, fzweet, for you.™
Again, in the T1vs Gentlemen of Verona s
¢ Pro. Except my miftrefs.
¢ Val..Swoeet, except not any.”
Here a man is addreffed by a man.
Again, in Troilus and Cnfda :
¢ Sweet, roufe yourfelf.*
Patroclus is the fpeaker, and Achilles the perfon addreffed.
Matrowx?
S If I lofe thee, my lofs is iy love's gain,] I I lofe thee, iny miftrefs
gains by my lofs. ALONE,
© —things unréfpe@ed] Things unnoticed, upregarded. Maroxsz
i Q3 How
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How would (I fay) mine eyes be bleffed made
By looking on thee in the living day, :
When in dead night thy fair imperfe& fhade 7
Throush heavy fleep on fightlefs eyes doth ftay ?

All days are nights to fee®, till I fee thee,
And nights, bright days, when dreams do fhow thee
me?.

XLIV.

If the dull fubftance of my fieth were thought,
Injurious diftance fhould not flop my way;

For then, defpite of fpace, I would be brought
From limits far remote, where thou doft ftay.

No matter then, although my foot did ftand
Upon the fartheft earth remov’d from thee 3

For nimble thought can jump both fea and land ®,
As foon as think the place where he would be.
But ah! thought kills me, that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles, when thou art gone,
But that, fo much of earth and water wrought %,

1 muft attend time’s leifure with my moan ;

7 —thy fair imperfef? pade—] The oid copy resdsmatbeire The
two words, it has been already obferved, are frequently confounded ia
thefe Sonnets. MavLonz.

8 Al days are nights to fce,] We thould, perhaps, read s

All days are nights to me.
The compcfitor might have caught the word fer from the ead of the
linc. Matone,

As, fair to fee (an expreflion which occurs in a hundred of our old
ballads) fignifies fair to fight, fo, all days are nights to fes, means, all
days are gloomy to bebold, 1. e. look like nights. STxxvENe,

9 e=do fbow thee me.] That is, do thow thee /0 me. Maroxs.

* —can jump botb fea and land,) Fump has here its common figni-
fication. In Shakfpeare it often fignifies to baxerd, This is its
meaning in the well known paflage in Macbeth :

¢ We'd jump thelife to come.” Maroxnz.

2 w=fomuch of earth and water wrought,] i. ¢. being fo thoroughly
compounded of thefe two panderous elsments. Thus, in Lureny ané
Clesgatra s

¢ «=I am air and fire, my other elemenrs
¢ I give to bafer life.” STrevens. - ®

Again, in King Henry ¥': ¢ He is pure air and five; and the doll

olements of earch and water pever sppar i him,”  Marowx.
Receiving
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Receiving nought by elemeats {o flow
But heavy tears, badges of either’s wae:

va.

The other two, flight air and purging fire,
Arc both with thee, wherever I abide ;
The firt my thought, the other my defire,
‘Thefe prefent-abfent with fwift motion {lide.
For when thefe quicker clements are gone
In tender embafly of love to thee, )
My life, being made of four?, with two alone
Sinks down to death, opprefs’d with melancholy 3
Until life’s compafition be recur’d g
By thofe fwift meflengers return’d from thee
Who even but now come back again, aflur’
Of thy fair health 4, recounting it to me :
This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad,
I fend them back again, and ftraight grow fad.

XLVI.

Mine eye and heart are at 2 mortal war %,

How to divide the conquett of thy Gght s

Mine eye my heart thy piture’s fight would bar®,
My heart minc eye the ?recdom of that right.

My heart doth plead, that thou in him doft lic,

(A clofet never pierc’d with cryftal eyes,)

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And fays in him thy fair appearance lies?,

3 My life, being made of foury—] So, in Twelfeh Nights
¢¢ Does not our life confift of the four clements P* STREVENG,
4 Of thy fair bealthy] The eld copy has i=wthrir fair health,
Mavroxx.
S Minc eye and beart ars at a mortal war,] So, in a paflage in Gol-
ding's Trarnflation of Ovid, 1576, which our authour nn imitated in
Tbe Tempef, po 87: :
¢¢ Among the earth-bred brothers you a mersal war did fet.””
Maroxzx.
6 —thy picture's fight woenld bar,] Here alfo tbeir was printed in-
ftead of tby. Marong.
7 «=thy fair appearance lies.] The quarto has their, Ia this Sonnet
thiy miftake has bappened four times. Marowz.
Q4 To
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To *cide this title is impannelled ®

A quett of thoughts?, all tenants to the heart ;

And by their verdiét is determined

The clear eye’s moiety*, and the dear heart’s parts
As thus ; mine eye’s due is thine outward part,
And my heart’s right thine inward love of heart:

XLVII.

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,

And each doth good turns now unto the other:

‘When that mine eye is famifh’d for a look 2,

Or heart in love with fighs himfelf doth fmother,

With my love’s picture then my eye doth feaft,

And to the painted banquet bids my heart®:

Another time mine eye 1s my heart’s gueft,

And in his thoughts of love doth fhare a part:

So, either by thy pi&ure or my love?,

‘Thyfelf away art prefent * ftill with me ;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canft move,

And I am ftill with them, and they with thee;
Or, if they fleep, thy picture in my fight
Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight.

8 To “cide tbis title is impannelled—] To *cide, for to decide. The old
<opy rdeads—ﬁdc. MatroNE. A s
9 uclt of thouphtsy— n ingueff or jury. So, in Ki
Rhluanlql" : 4 ‘ ] gt 7y "t
¢ What lawful gueft have given their verdi& up
¢ Unto the frowning judge?™ MarLons.
® The clear tye’s moicty,—] Mbicty in ancient language fignifies
any portion of a thing, though the whole may not be equally divided.
See p. 81, n. *. Matronr.
E 3 When that mine eye is famifh'd for a look,] So, in the Cemedy of
rrers
¢ Whils I at home flarce for a merry look.”” Maronx,
® —bids my bears :] i. e. invites my heart. See Vol. III. p. 36,
n. 3. Marone.
3 So, either by thy picture or my love,] The modern editions read un-
intelligibly :
So cither by tbe pi€ture of my love. Maronz.
4 Thyfelf away art prefent—] i. e. Thyfelf, though away, art pre=
fent, &c. Theold copy is here evideatly corrupt. It reads—wre in.

ftead of are, Maronz,
XLVII. How



S ONNET S 219

XLVIIIL

Mow careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under trueft bars to thruft ;

That, to my ufe, it might unofed ftay

From haunds of falthood, in fure wards of truft !

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are ®,

Moft worthy comfort, now my greateft grief,

Thou, beft of deareft, and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have [ not lock’d up in any cheft,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle clofure of my breafts,

From whence at pleafure thou may’ft come and part;
And even thence thou wilt be ftolen, I fear,
For truth proves thievith for a prize fo dear®.

XLIX.

Againft that time, if ever that time come,

When I fhall fee thee frown on my defe&ts,
Whenas thy love hath caft his utmoft fum 7,
Call’d to that audit by advis'd refpeéts ;

Againft that time, when thou fhalt ftrangely pafs,
And fcarcely greet me with that fun, thine eye ;
When love, converted from the thing it was,
Shall reafons find of fettled gravity ¥ ; .

® But thou, to whem my jewels trifles are,] We have the fame allu-
fion in King Ricberd I1;
4 ————Every tedious ftride I make,
¢¢ Will but remember me what a deal of world
¢¢ | wander from the jewels that I love.,” Matronk.
S Witbin tbe gentle clofure of my b‘u{,] So, in K. Ricbard 111 ;
¢¢ Within the guilty clofure of thy walls,”” StTrzvEns.
A;o For truth proves thievith for a prize fo dear.] 8o, in Venus and
nis
¢ Rich preys make rich men thieves,” C.
7 Whenas tby love bath caft bis utmofpt j-&] Wbenas, in ancient hane
guage, was fynonymous to when, MaLoNnE.
8 Wbhen love, converted from the thing it was,
Sball reafons g‘n; of fettled grawity ;] A fentiment fomewhat fimilan,
occurs in Fulivs Catfar :
¢ When love begins to ficken and decay,.
¢¢ It ufeth an enforced ceremony.” STREVENXS.

Agaiogt
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Againft that time do I enfconce me here 9,

Within the knowledge of mine own defert,

And this my hand againft myfelf uprear,

'To guard the lawful reafons on thy part:
To leave poor me thou haft the ftrength of laws,
Since, why to love, I can allege no caufe.

L.

How heavy do T journey on the way,
When what I feek,—my weary travel’s end,—
Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to fay,
Thus far the miles are meafur'd from thy friend'!?
The beaft that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on?, to bear that weight in me,
As if by fome inftin€ the wretch did know A
His rider lov'd not fpeed, being made from thee :
‘The bloody fpur cannot provoke him on
‘That fometimes anger thrufts into his hide ;
Which heavily he anfwers with a groan,
More fharp to me than fpurring to his fide ;
For that fame groan doth put this in my mind,—-
My grief lies onward, amr my joy behind.

LL

Thus can my love excufe the flow offence

Of my dull bearer, when from thee I fpeed :

From where thou art why fhould I hafte me thence ?
Till I return, of pofting is no need.

9 e=ds Ienlconce me bere,] 1 fortify myfelf. A feomce was a fpecies
of fortification, Sce Vol. I, p. 151. n. 3. Maronz.
5 Thus far tbe miles are meafur'd from thy friend!] So, in one of
our author’s plays:
¢ Mecafuring our fleps from a departed friead.” STEEVEINS.
See alfo the pafiage quoted on the other fide, in n. *, Maronx.
2 Plods dully ony—7 The quarto reads—Plods duly on. The cone
text fupports the reading that 1 have fubflituted. So, in the next Son-
aet, where the fame thought is purfued ¢
¢« Thus can my love excufe the flow ofience
¢ Of my dull bearer,”” MaLong,

O, what,
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O, what excufe will my poor beaft then find,
When fwift extremity can feem but flowl#? !
Then fhould I fpur, though mounted on the wind 43
In winged fpeed no motion fhall I know :
Then can no horfe with my defire keep pace ;
Therefore defire, of perfe& love being made,
Shall neigh (no dull 8efh) in his firy race?;
But love, for love, thus fhall excufe my jade ;
Since from thee foing he went wilful-flow,
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave to go.

LII.

So am I as the rich, whofe blefled key
Can bring him to his fweet up-locked treafure,

3 When (wifc extremity can feem but flow ?] So, in Macbeth 3
¢ The fwifteft wing of recompence is flow.” STrEvENS,
4 Tkhen fhould 1 [pur, though mounted on the wind ;] So, in Macbarh =
¢ And Pity, like a naked new-born babe,
<« Striding the blaft, or Heaven’s cherubin, bors’d ¢
¢ Upon tbe fightlefs covriers of the air,
¢¢ Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye.”
It islikewife one of the employments of Ariel,
¢ To run upon the tharp ewind ot the north,”
Again, in King Kenry 1V, P. 11,
¢« 1, from the orient to the drooping weft,
¢ Makihg rbe wind my pofp-borfe—."
Again, in Cymieline :
¢ ———whofe breath
¢ Rides on the pofting winds.,” MALONEe

$ Sball neigh (nodull flefb ) in bis firy race ;] The expreffion is here
fo uncouth, that I ftrongly fufpe this line to be corrupt. Perhaps we
fhould read :

Shall neigh ¢ dull fleh, Sn his firy race,
Defise, in the ardour of impatience, fhall call to the fluggith animal,
(the horfe) to proceed with fwifter motion. Marong.

Pethaps this paffage is only obfcured by the aukward fituation of the
words no dull flefp.  The fenfe may be this: ¢ Therefore defire, being
v duli piecc of horfe-firfb, but compofed of the moft perfot love, fhall
neigh as he proceeds in his hot career.’”” ¢ A good piece of horfe-
S, isaterm ftill currentin che ftable.  Such a profufion of words,
and only to tell us that our anthor's paffion was impetuous, though
his horfe was flow ! STriwEns,

. The
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‘The which he will not every hour furvey,
For blunting the fine point of feldom pleafure %,
‘Therefore are feafts fo folemn and fo rare,
Since fcldom coming, in the long year fet,
Like ftones of worth they thinly placed are 7,
Or captain jewels in the carcanet®.
So is the time that keeps you, as my cheft,
Cr as the wardrobe, which the robe doth kide,
‘To make fome fpecial inftant fpecial-bleft®,
By new unfolding his imprifon’d pride.
Blefled are you, whofe worthinefs gives fcope,
Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope.

© For blunting the fine point of feldom pleafure.] Thatls, for fear of
blunting, &c. See Vol. VI. p. 204, n. 9.
Voluptates commendat rarior ufus, Hor. MaLroxx,
———acic[que babetatur amori
Mutato toties. Alicubi. STREVEXS,
7 Therefore are fealts fo folemn and [o rare,
Since fcldom coming, intle long year fety
Li‘g/luu“ of worth, &C.] So, 1n Kin, Htlf] w,. pl,
«¢"Jf all the year were playing bolidays,
¢ To fport would be as tedious as to work ;
¢ But, when they feldom come, they with'd-for come ;
¢ And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents.”
Again, ibidem :
6¢ ——my ftate,
¢ Seldom, but fumptuous, thewed like a feaf,
¢ And won by rarenefs much folemnity.”” Maroxz.
w——=fcafts fo folemn and fo rare,] He means the four fefivals of the
year. STIEVENS,
8 Or captain jeswels in the carcanct.] Jewels of fuperior worth, S,
in Timon of Atbens :
¢ The afs matc captain than the lion, and the fellow
¢¢ Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge.”
Again, in the 66th Scnner s
¢ And captive Good attending caprain 111"
The carcanct was an ornament worn round the neck. Mavrong.
9 Or as the wardrobe, which the robe doth bide,
l‘l'o make fome [pecial inflant fpecial-blef,] So, in King Henry IV,

¢¢ Then did I keep my perfon freth and new 3
¢¢ My prefence, like a robe pontifical,
¢ Ne'erfeen but wonder'd ats™  STEEVENS.

LIII. What
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LIIL

What is your fubftance, whereof are you'madé,
That millions of ftrange thadows on you tend ?
Since every one hath, every ofie, one fhade,
And you, but one, can every fhadow lend.
Defcribe Adonis, and the counterfeit *
Is poorly imitated after you;
On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty fet,
And you in Grecian tires are painted new :
Speak of the fpring, and foizon of the year?;
he one doth fhadow of your beauty fhow,
The other as your bounty doth appear$ ;
And you in every blefled thape we know.
In all external grace you have fome part,
But you like none, none you, for conftant heart.

LIV.

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous feem,
By that fweet ornament which truth doth give !
The rofe looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that fweet odour which doth in it live.
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye,
As the perfumed tin&ure of the rofes ¢;
Hang

% —and the counterfeit—] A counterfejt, it has been already obferv-
ed, formerly fignified a portrait. Sce p. 202, n. 8. MaLONE.

2 Speak of the j‘priugf and foizon of theyear ;] Foizon is plenty. See
Vol. I, p.40,n.6. The word is yet in common ufe in the North of
England. MaLoNE. .

3 Theocber as your bounty,—] The foizos, or plentiful feafon, that is,
the autumn, is the emblem of your bounty. So, in Tbe Tempeff s

¢ How does my bounseous fifter [Cetes]
Again, in Antony and Cleopatra ;
¢¢ ——For his bounty,
¢ There was no winterin't ; an sutamn ‘twas,
¢¢ That grew the more by reaping.” MaLoNZ.
4 Tbhe canker-blooms bave full as deep a dye,
As the gerfumed tintlure of the rofes ;] 'fhc canker is the canter-
pofe ovdvg-refe,  'The rofe and the canker are oppofcd in like manncr
in Much ads atout No:bing : ¢ 1 had rather be a canker in a hcdge
ghan a rofein his grace.” Maroxz.
Shakf{j care
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Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour *,

Whilft I, my fovereign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitternefs of abfence four,

When you have bid your fervant once adieu 3

Nor dare I queftion with my jealous thought,

Where you may be, or your affairefuppofe ;

But, like a fad flave, flay and think of nought,

Save, where you are, how happy you make thofe 3
So true a fool is love, that in your will
(Though you do any thing) he thinks no ill,

,  LVIIL

‘That God forbid, that made me firft your {lave,
I thould in thought control your times of pleafure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vaffal, bound to ftay your leifure!
O, Iet me fuffer (being at your beck)
‘The imprifon’d abfence of your liberty ;
And patience, tame to fufferance, bide cach check s,
Without accufing you of injury.
Be where you lift; your charter is fo ftrong,
‘I'hat you yourfelf may privilege your time :
Do what you will®, to you it doth belong
Yourfelf to pardon of felf-doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting fo be hell ;

Not blame your plcafure, be it ill or well,

LIX.
If there be nothing new, but that, which is,
Hath been before, how are our brains beguil'd,

4 —the world-without-end fewr,] The tedious hour, that feems as
if it would never end.  So, in Love's Labour’s Lo :
¢¢ —a time, methinks, too fhort
% To make a sworld svitbsut end bargain in.>
i. e. an everlafling bargain.  This fingular cpithet our authour bor-
rowed probably from our Liturzy. MaroNe.
S Ard paticnee, tame to fulleiance, bide each ckeck,] So.in K. Lear:
¢ A mofl poor mar, made tame to fir-une's ¢’cavs.” MALONE.
. % Do wh.t you will==] Th= quarto reads : — 75 what you will,—.
Theic can, I think, be no doubt that To was a mifprint,  Marose.

Which
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Which, labouring for invention, bear amifs - -
The fecond burthen of a former child ?
O, that record could with a backward look,
Even of five hundred courfes of the fun,
Show me your image in fome antique book,
Since mind at firft in gharaéter was done? !
That [ might fee what the old world could fay
‘To this compofed wonder of your frame ;
‘Whether we are mended, or whe’r better they®,
Or whether revolation be the fame.

O! fure 1 am, the wits of former days

To fubje&s worfc have given admiring praife.

LX.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled fhore,
So do our minutes haften to their end ;

Each changin% place with that which goes before,
In fequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity once in the main of light?,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,
Crooked eclipfes ’gainft his glory fight,

And time that gave, doth now his gift confound *.

7 Show me your image in fome antique book,

Since mind at firfi in charalter was doae!] Would that I could
read a defcription of you in the earlieft manufcript that d ;jur

shefirf ufe of becters.  That this is the meaning appears :-.Iearly rom
the next line :

¢ That I might fee what the old world could fay."
Again: ¢ —the wits of former days,” &c.

We yet ufe the word cbaraéier in the (ame fenfc. MavLone.

This may allude to the ancient cuftom of inferting real portraits
among the ornaments of illuminated manufcripts, with infcriptions
onder them. STrrvans.

8 —or whe'r better they,] Whe'r for awbetber. The fame abbrevia-
tion occurs in Vemss and Adonis, and in King Fobn. Sce Vol. 1V,
pe 469, n. 1. Maronz.

9 Nativity once in the main of light,] In the grear lody of light.
So, the main of waters. Macronx.

¥ —bis gift confound,] To confound in Shakfpearc’s age generally
meant to defirogy, Sec Vol. V. p. 506, n. ¢« MaLoNE.

Vou, X. R Time
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Time doth transfix the flourifh fet on youth®,

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow 3 ;

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing ftands but for his {cythe to mow :
And yet, to times in hope, my verfe fhall ftand*,
Praifing thy worth, defpite his cpucl hand.

LXI.

Is it thy will, thy image fhould keep open
My heavy eyelids to the wea nifht?
Dotft thou defire my flumbers fhould be broken,
While fhadows, like to thee, do mock my fight ?
Is it thy fpirit that thou fend’ft from thee
So far from home, into my deeds to pry ;
To find out fhames and idle hours in me,
The fcope and tenour of thy jealonfy?
O no! thy love, though much, is not fo great;.
It is my love$ that keeps mine eye awake ;
Mine own true love that doth my reft defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy fake:
For thee watch I, whilft thou doft wake elfewhere,
From me far off, with others all-too-near.

> Time doth transfix tbe flourilh—] The external decoration. So, in
Tbe Comedy of Errors:
¢« Like painted trunks o'er-_ﬂolri{b'd by the devil.”” Matowz.
3 And delves tbe parallels in beauty'’s brow ;] Renders what was bes
fore even and fmooth, rough and uneven. So, in the fecond Soxaer s
¢ When forty winters fhall befiege thy brow,
¢ And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field.”
Again, in the 19th Sonnet :
« Swift-footed time,
¢ O carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,
¢ Nor draw no line there with thinc antique pen.”
Our authour ufes the word parallel in the fame fenfe in Othe
¢ —=How am I then a villain,
¢ To counfel Caffio to this parallel courfe? Marone.
4 And yet, to timesin hope, my verfe fball ftand,] So, in K. Rich. Il
¢ Strong as a tower in bope, I fay amen.””” STZRvVENS,
§ Itis my /ove=] Sce p. 220, n. 8, MALONE.

LXII. Sin
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LXIL.

Sin of felf-love pofleffeth all mine eye,
And all my foul, and all my every part ;
And for this fin there is no remedy,
1t is fo grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face fo Pracious is as mine S,
No fhape fo true, no truth of fuch account 3
And for myfelf mine own worth do define,
As I all other in all worths furmount.
But when my glafs fhows me myfelf indeed,
Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity?,
Mine own felf-love quite contrary I read,
Self fo felf-loving were iniquity.
*Tis thee (myfelf) that for myfelf I praife,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

LXIII.

Againft my love fhall be, as I am now,
ngth time’s injurious hand cruth’d and o’erworn®;
When
© Metbinks no face fogracious s as mins,] Gracious was frequently
ufed by our authour and his contemporaries in the feafe of beautiful,
So, in King Fobn :
¢¢ There was not fuch a gracions creature born.” Maronz.
7 Beated and chbopp’d with tans'd antigaity,] Thus the old copy.
Beated was perhaps a mifprint for *bared. *Bated is properly oever-
tbrovon ; laid low ; abated ; from abattre, Fr. Hence (if this be the
true reading) it is here ufed by our authour with his ufual licence,
for disfigured ; reduced to a Jower or worfe ftate than before. So, in
Tbe Merchant of Venice:
« With *bated breath and whifpering humblenefs,™
Again, in the 63d Sonnet:
¢« With time’s injurious hand cr-{b’d and oerworn,
Beated however, the regular participle from the verb to éear, may be
right. We had in a former Sonnet—weather-4eaten face. In K. Heary V.
we find—vafied, and in Machetbethrufled. MarLoONZ.
1 think we thould read blafied. So, in K. Henry IV, P. 13
¢ —every part about you blafled with astiguity.” STERVENS.
8 With time's injurions band crufh’d and o’erworn ;] The old copy
reads :b;;ﬂn. I fufpeé® that our author wrote frsb’d; a word that oce
curs in Troifus and Creffide s
¢ I'll frufb it, and unlock the rivets all," .
Ra Again,
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When hours have drain’d his blood, and flI’d his brow

With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn

Hath travell’d on to age’s fieepy night®;

And all thofe beauties, whereof now he’s king,

Are vanifhing or vanifh’d out of fight,

Stealing away the treafure of his fpring ;

For fucﬁ a time do [ now fortify

Againft confounding age’s cruel knife,

That he fhall never cut from memory

My fweet love’s beauty, though my lover’slife * :
His beauty fhall in thefe black lines be feen,
And they fhall live, and he in them #fill green.

LXIV.

When I have feen by Time’s fell hand defac’d
The rich-proud coft of out-worn bury’d age;

Again, Holinfhed in his Defcription of Ireland, p. 29: ¢ When they
are fore fruft with ficknefs, or fo farre withered with age.™ To fay
that a thing is firft crufp’d, and then over-worn, is little better than
to obferve of a man, that he was firft killed, and then woswded.
STxRvENS.

To frajb is to bruife or batter. See Troilus and Crefids, A& V.
. vi. What then is obtained by the change? Maroxz.

9 —wben Lis youthful morn

Hatb rnw[y'd on to age's fleepy night ;] So in K. Ricbard [IX »
¢ And turn my infast morn to aged might.”

T once thought that the poct wrote—flespy night. But the word
travell'd fhows, I think, that the old copy is right, however incon~
gruous the epithet fleepy may appear. So, in the 7th Seames

¢ Lo, in the orienr when the gracious light

¢ Lifts up his burning headm—e—

¢ And having climb’d the fleep-up heavenly hill,
¢ Refembling ftrong yostb in his middle age,=—."

,Thefe lines fully explain” what the poet meant by the feepy sight
of age.

The fame oppofition is found in the 15th Sensers
¢¢ Then wafteful Time debateth with decay
¢ To change your day of yourb to fullied mighe.”
Were it not for the antithefis which was certainly intended between
mors and night, we might scad :
s—t0 age's fteepy beighte MaLoONE.
b —tbough my lover'slife tf e p. 220, e 8. Maronz.

5

When
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When fometime lofty towers I fee down-ras’d,

And brafseternal flave to mortal rage:

When I have feen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the fhore?,

And the firm foil win of the watery main,

Increafing ftore withiofs, and dofs with ftore ;

When I have feen fuch interchange of ftate 3,

" Or ftate:itfelf confounded to decay ;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate—

That Time will come, and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choofe
But weep to have that which it fears to lofe.

LXV.
Since brafs, nor ftone, nor earth, nor boupdlefs fea,
But fad mortality o'er-fways their power,
How with this rage fhall beaaty hold a plea*,
Whofe a&ion is no ftronger than a flower ¢

3 the bungry ccean pain
Advantage on tbe kingdom ‘oj the fhore,] 8o, Mortimer, in
King Henry IV, P, 1. fpeaking of the Treat :
¢¢ —=he beass his couste, and runs me up
¢ With like advantage on the other fide,
“« Glclding the oppofed continent as much.** STzEvaNe,
3 Wbhen I bawe foen the bungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the iarc,
And the firm foil win of the wetery main,
Increafing fore avith lofsy and bfs with fore 3
. "Wbu 1 fam Jeen fuch intercbange of fiate, &c.] S0, in K., Henry IV¥.
¢ O heaven! that one might read the book of fate;
¢ And fee the zevolution of the times
¢ Make mountuias level, and the centinent,
¢ Weary of folid firmpefs, melt itfelf
¢ Tnto the fea! and, other times, to fee
¢ The beachy girdle of the ocean
¢ Too wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock,
¢ And changes fill the cup of alteration
¢ With diverfe liquors I C. .
4 How with this rage fpall beauty bold a pleay] Shakfpeare, I be-

dicve, wrotewmwith bis rage, —i, ¢, with the rage of Mastality.
. Maroxz,

R 3 0, how
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O, how fhall fummer’s honey breath hold oat
Againft the wreckful fiege of battering days S,
When rocks impregnable are not fo float,

Nor gates of fteel {o ftrong, but time decays ?

O fearful meditation! where, alack,

Shall time’s beft jewel from time’s cheft lie hid € 2

Or

S —tbe fiege of bettering daysy] So, in Romes and Falict :

¢ —the fiege of loving terms.” STXxviws,

6 0 fearful uujtatiu! where, alack,

Sball time's beft jewel from time's cheft fie bid ?] T once thowght
Shakfpeare might have written—from time's guef, but am now con-
vinced that the old reading is right. ¢ Time's beft jewel " is the
addreffed, who, the authour feared, would not be able to efcape de-
vaftation of time, but would fall a prey, however beautiful, to his all.
fubduing power. So, in his 48th Sonnet:

4 —thox, to whom my jewels trifles are,
¢¢ Thee have I notlock'd up in any cbeft,
¢¢ Save where thou art not, though 1teel thou ast.”
This allufion is a favourite one of Shakfpeare, for he has introduced
it in feveral places. Thus again, in K. Ricbard II.

¢ A jewelin a ten-times-barr’d-up cby
¢¢ Js=a bold fpirit in a loyal breat."

Again, in his Rape of Lucrece:
¢¢ She wakes her heart by beating on her breaft,
¢ And bids it leap from thence, where it may find
¢ Some purer cheft, to clofe fo pure 2 mind."

Again, in King Fobn:
¢¢ They found him dead, and throwa into the fireet,
€¢ An empty cafker, where the jewel of life
¢ By fume damn'd villain was robb’d and ta’en away 1™

A fimilar conceit is found in an Epitaph on Prince Heary, eldeft foa

of King James I, written in 1613:
¢ Within this marble cafket lics
¢ A matchlefs jewel of rich price 3
¢¢ Whom nature, in the world's difdain,
¢¢ But fhew'd, and then put up again.”

The clef of Time is the repofitory where he lays up the moft rare and

;u_rio;s produions of nature; one of which the poet efteemed his
riend,
=~=vobis male fit, mala tenebree
O:.i, quxr omnia bella devoratis, Catal. MAaArowE.

Time's (Left is the repofitory into which he is poetically fuppofed to
throw thofe things which he defigns to be forgotten, Thus, in Treilss
#nd Creffida :

 Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,
% Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,™,
A‘!h.
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‘©Or what ftrong hand can hold his fwift foot back ?
Or who his {poil of beauty can forbid??

O none, unlefs this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may ftill ihine bright.

LXVI.
Tir’'d with all thefe, for reftful death I cry ®,—
As, to behold defert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,
And pureft faith unhappily forfworn,
And gilded honour fhamefully mifplac’d,
And maiden virtue rudely ftrumpeted,
And right perfe&ion wrongfully difgrac’d,
And ftrength by limping fway difabled,
And art made tongue-ty’d by authority,
And folly (do&or-like) controling fkill,
And fimple truth mifcall’d fimplicity °,
And captive good attending captainill*:
Tir’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gong,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

LXVII,

Ah' wherefore with infe&ion fhould he live,
And with his refence grace impiety,

‘That fin by him advantage fhould achieve,
And lace itfelf with his fociety *?

Again, in Sonnet LIl :
¢ So is the rime that keeps you, as my cheff.”
The thief who evades purfuit, may be faid with propticty to Jie bid
Srom juflice, or from confinement. STEEVENS.
7 Or who bis fpoil of beauty can forbid?] The reading of the
quarto—nhis fpoil or beauty, is manifettly a mifprint. Maronz.
8 Tir'd with all thefe, &c.] Compare Hamlet’s celebrated foliloquy
with this Sonnet. C.
9 And fimple truth mifcalld fimplicity,] Simplicity has here the figni-
fication of follp. MavLoNz.
8 And captive good attending captain ill :'] So, in Timon of Atbens:
¢¢ —the afs more caprain than the lion.”
Again, in the 52d Sonnct:
¢ Like caprain jewels in the carcanet,™ Maronkx.
2 And lace ir/;lf with bis fociety ?] i. e, embellith itfelfe So, in
Romeo and Fuliet :
¢ —what envious ftreaks
8 Do lo¢s the fevering clouds,—~." STERXVEWE,

R4 Why
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Why fhould falfe painting imitate his cheek,
And fteal dead feeing of his living hue 3 ?
Why fhould poor beauty indiretly feek
Rofes of thadow, fince his rofe is true?
Why fhould he live, now nature bankrupt is,
Beggar’d of blood to blufh through lively veins 2
For the hath no exchequer now but his,
And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.
O, him fhe ftores, to fhow what wealth fhe had,
In days long fince, before thefe laft fo bad.

LXVIII.

Thus is his cheek the map of days out-worn 4,
When beauty liv’d and died, as flowers do now,
Before thefe baftard figns of fair were bornes,
Or durft inhabit on a living brow ;
Before the golden treffes of the dead,
The right of fepulchres, were fhorn away,
'To live a fecond life on fecond head %;
Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay :
Is

3 And feal dead fecing of bis living bue ?] Dr. Farmer would read—
Jeeming, Mavronk.
4 —thc map of days out-worn,] So, in The Rape of Lucrece :
¢¢ Evcn o this pattern of the worn-out age
¢ Pawn'd honett looks—." MaLoNS.
S Before thefe baflard figns of fair ewere borme,] Fair was formerly
ufed as a fubftantive, for beaury. See Vol 11, p. 148, n. 6.
Marons.
6 Be{an the golden trefles of the dead,
‘The right of tepulchres, were fhorn away,
. To live a jecond life on fecond head ;] Our authour has again in-
veighed againit this pra@ice in The Mercbant of Venice : )
¢ So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks,
¢¢ Which make fuch wanton gambols with the wind,
¢¢ Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known
¢ To le the dowry of a fecond bead,
%€ TEe fhuil that bred them in the fepulchre,”
Again, in T'mon of Athens : ’
¢¢ —thatch yeur poor thin roofs

¢ With burdens of the dead.”

. o

o Scy
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In him thofe holy antique hours are feen,
Without all ornament, itfelf, and true?,
Making no fummer of another’s green,
Robbing no old to drefs his beauty new ;
And him as for a map doth nature ftore,
To fhow falfc art what beauty was of yore.

LXIX.

Thofe parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view,
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend 5
All tongues (the voice of fouls) give thee that due?®,
Uttering bare truth, even fo as foes commend.
‘Thine outward ? thus with oatward praife is crown’d;
But thofe fame tongues that lgive thee fo thine owti,
In other accents do this praife confound,
By fecing farther than the eye hath fhown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind,
And that, in guefs, they meafure bz thy deeds;
Then (churls) their thoughts, although their eyes were

kind,
To thy fair flower add the rank fmell of weeds :

80, in Swetnam arvaigned by women, a comedy, 1620 ¢

¢ —She'll inftru them how

§6 ettt e e €0 USE,

¢ The myfteries, painting, curling, powd'ring,

¢ And with ftrange gerimwigs, pin-knots, borderings;
¢ To deck them up, like to a vintner's bufh,

¢¢ For man to gaze at on a midfommer-night.”

See alfo Yol. I, p. 176, n. 8.

In our authour’s time, the falfe hair ufually worn, perhaps in com-
pliment to the queen, was of a fandy colour. Hence the epithet goldea.
See Hentzner's Account of Queen Elizabeth. Maronx.

7 Without all ornament, itfelf, and true,] Surely we ought to read—
bimfclf, and true, 1n him the primitive fimplicity of ancient times
may be obferved ; in him, who fcorns all adfcititious ornaments, who
appears in his native genuine ftate, [bimfe/f and true,] &c. MaLoNE.

8 All tongues ( the woice of fonls) give thee that due,] The quarto has
=—that ¢nd. For the prefént emendation (which the rhyme requires) the
reader is indebted to Mr. Tyrwhitt. The letters that compofe the
word due were probably tranfpofed at the prefs, and the » inverted.

Matroxe.

9 Thine ourward=] The quarto reads—Tbeir. Marons.

ut



250 S ONNETS.

But why thy odour matcheth not thy fhow,
The folve is this *,—that thou doft common grow.

LXX.

That thou art blam’d fhall not be thy defe&,
For flander’s mark was ever yet the fair;

The ornament of beauty is fufpe&t?,

A crow that flies in heaven’s {weeteft air.

So thou be good, flander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time 3 ;

3 Tbe folve is this,—] This is the folution. The quarto readss
The folve is thisym,
1 have not found the word now placed in the text, in any authour;
but have inferted it rather than print what appears to me unintelligible,
‘We meet with a fimilar fentiment in the 102d Sonnet:
¢ wfweets grown common lofe their dear delight.™
The modern editions read:  The roi/ is this—e, MarLonz.

I believe we fhould read : The fole is this,~i. e. here the only exe
planation lies ; thisisa/l. STrErvens.

2 Tbhe ornament of beauty is fufpedt,] Sujﬂ:‘n’ou or flander is a con-
ftant attendant on beauty, and adds new luftre to it. Sufped is ufed
as a fubftantive in K. Henry V1. P. 1l. See Vol. VI. p. 168, n. 9.
Again, by Middleton in A Mad World my Maflers, a comedy, 1608 ¢

¢ And poize her words i’ the ballance of fufpeé?.”” Marons.

3 Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ;] The old copy here,
as in many other places, reads corruptly—Tbeir worth, &c.

1 ftrongly fulpeét the latter words of this line alfo to be corrupt,
‘What idea does wortb woo'd of [that is, y] time, prefent >~—Perhaps
the poet means, that however flandered his friend may be at prefent,
his worth thall be celebrated in all future time. Marone.

Perhaps we are to difentangle the tranfpofition of the paffage, thus ¢
So thou be good, flandery being woo'd of time, doth but appove thy werth
the greater. i, e. if you are virtuous, flander, being the favorite of the
age, only ftamps the ftronger mark of approbation on your merit.

I have alieady thewn, on the authority of Ben Jonfon, that ¢
time’™ means, of the then prefent one, See note on Hamlet, A& 1l.
fc.i. STxEvENS,

Might we not read—being wood of time # taking wood for an epithet
applied to flander, fignifying frantic, doing mifchicf at random, Shak-
fpeare often ufes this old worde So, in Fenus and Adonis :

¢« Life-poifoning peftilence, and frenzies wood.™

T am far from being fatisfied with this conjeure, but can make no
fenfe of the words as they arc printeds C.

For
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For canker vice the fweeteft buds doth love ¢,
And thou prefent’ft a pure unftained prime.
Thou haft pafs’d by the ambuth of young days,
Either not affail’d, or vi&tor being charg’d ;
Yet this thy praife cannot be fo thy praife,
‘To tie up envy, evermore enlarg’d :
If fome fufpe s of ill matk’d not thy fhow,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts fhould’ft owe 5.

LXXI.

No longer moorn for me when [ am dead,

‘Than you fhall hear the furly fullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled”

From this vile world, with vileft worms to dwell :
Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it ; for I love you fo,

‘That I in yoar fweet thoughts would be forgot,
If thinking on me then fhould make you woe.

O if (I fay) you look upon this verfe,

When I perhaps compounded am with clay®,

4 For canker vice the fweetet buds dotb lowe,] So, in The Twe
Gentlemen of Verona :
¢ —Ag in the fweeteft buds
¢ The eating canker dwells, fo eating love
¢ Inhabitsin the finet wits of all.”* C,
Again, ibidem :
“ as the moft forward bud
¢ 13 eaten by the canker, ere it blow,
¢¢ Even fo by love the young and tender wit
¢ 1s turn'd to folly ; blafting in the bud,
¢ Lofing his verdure even in the prime,” &c. Marowe.
S If fome fufpe@—] See p. 250, n. 2. MaLoNE.
© —/bouid ft owe.] That is, thould poffefs. See Vol. IV.p. 473,n. 7.
ALONE.

7 Than you fball bear the [u:}y fullen bell
i

uGiw warning to the world that I am fid—] So, in K. Heary IV.
P.1I:
« and his tongue
¢ Sounds ever after as a fullen bell,
8¢ Remember'd bnolling a deparsed friend” Marone,
8 When I perbaps compounded am with clay,] Compounded is mixed,
plended. So, in King Henry IV, P. 11,

$ Only compound me with forgotten duft.” Marons,

Do



252 S ONNETS.

Do not fo much as my poor name rehearfe ;'

But let your love even with my life decay :
Left the wife world fhould look into your moan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.

LXXII.

0O, lett the world fhould tatk you to recite

What merit liv’d in me, that you fhould love

After my death,—dear love, forget me quite,

For you in me can nothing worthy prove ;

Unlefs you would devife fome virtuous lie,

To do more for me than mine own defert,

And hang more praife upon deceafed I,

Than niggard trath would willingly impart:

O, left your true love may feem falie in this,

‘That you for love fpecak well of me untrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to fhame nor me nor you.
For I am fham’d by that which I bring forth,
And fo fhould you, to love things nothing worth,

LXXIII.

That time of year thou may’ft in me behold,

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang®
Upon thofe boughs which fhake againft the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the fweet birds fang?.

In

9 When yellow leaves, &c.] So, in Macbeth :
¢ —my way of life .
¢¢ 1s fallen into the fear, the yellow leaf.”” STEzEvENS.
¥ Bareruin'd choirs, awbere late the feweet birds fang.] The quarto
has—Bare rn'w'd quiers,~from which the rcader muff extra@& what
meaning he can.  The edition of our authour’s poems in 3640, has—
ruin’d.—Quires or choirs here means that part of cathedrals where
divine fervice is performed, to which, when uncovercd and in ruins,
¢ A naked fubjeét to the weeping clouds,”
the poet compares the trees at the end of autumn, ftripped of that
foliage which at once invited and fheltered the feathered foagfters of
fummer ; whom Ford, a contemporary and friend of our authour's, with
an allufion to the (ame kind of imagery, calls in his Lover's Melascbsly
¢¢ the guirifiers of the woods.™  So, in Cymbeline:
6 Thea
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In me thou feeft the twilight of fuch day

As after fun-fet fadeth in the weft;

Which by and by black n}ght doth take away ?,

Death’s fecond felf, that feals up all in reft.

In me thou feeft the glowing of fuch fire,

‘That on the afhes of his youth doth lie? ;

As the death-bed whereon it muft expire,

Confum’d with that which it was nourifh’d by.
This thou perceiv'ft, which makes thy love more ftrong,
To love that well which thou muft leave ere long :

LXXIV.

But be contented: when that fell arreft
Without all bail fhall carry me away*,
My life hathin this line fome intereft,
Which for memorial ftill with thee fhall ftay.

¢ —Then was [ as a tree,
¢« Whofe boughs did bend with fruit; but in one night,
¢ A ftorm, or robbery, callit what you will,
¢¢ Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my /eaves,
¢ And left me bare to weather.”
Again, in Timon of Atbens :
¢¢ That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves
¢ Do on the oak, have with one winter’s bruth,
¢¢ Fallen from their boughs, and left me open, bare,
¢ Forev'ry florm that blows.” MaLoNE.

This image was probably fuggefted to Shakfpeare by our defolated
monafteries. The refemblance between the vaulting of a Gothick ifle,
and an avenue of trees whofe upper branches meet and form an arch
over-head, is too friking not to be acknowledged. Whea the roof of
the one is fhattered, and the boughs of the other leafiefs, the com-
parifon becomes yet more folemn and pi€turefque. STxRVvENS,

2 Which by and by black night deth take away,] So, in Tbe Two
Gentlemen of Verona :

¢ And by and by a cloud takes all away.” STEEvENS,

3 wthe glowing of fuch fire,

Tbat on the athes of bis yeuth datb lie;] Mr. Gray perhaps remem-

bered thefe lines:
¢« Even in our afbes glow their wonted fires.”” MaLoNE.
4 ——awbhin that fell arrelt

Withcut all bail fball carry me away,] So, in Hamlet :

© ¢ Had I but time, (as this fe/l ferjeant, death,
¢ Is ftrict in his arreff,) O Icould tell you,=
¢ But let it be.” €,

When
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‘When thou revieweft this, thou doft review

The very part was confecrate to thee.

The earth can have but carth$, which is his due 3

My fpirit is thine, the better part of me:

So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life,

‘The prey of worms, my body being dead ;

The coward conqueft of a wretch’s knife,

‘Too bafe of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that, is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains,

LXXV.

Su are you to my thoughts, as food to life,

Or as {weet-fealon’d fhowers are to the ground ;
And for the peace of you I hold fuch ftrife?

As ’twixt a mifer and his wealth is found ;

Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon

Doubting the filching age will fteal his treafure ;
Now counting beft to be with you alone,

Thea better’d that the world may fee my pleafufe:
Sometime, all full with feafting on your fight,
And by and by clean ftarved for a look 8 ;
Poflefling or purfuing no delight,

Save what is had or muft from you be took.

S The earth can bave but earth,—] Shakfpearc feems here to have
had the burial fervice in histhought:e Maroxe.
© ——and this with thee remains.] So, in Antony and Clcopatra :
¢¢ And I hence fleeting, here remain awith thee.” STEEZVENSe
7 Anad for the peace of you I bo'd fuck firife—] The context feems to
require that we fhould rather read :
—for the price of you—or—for the fake of you.
The confliting paflions defcribed by the poet were not produced by
a regard to the eafe or quiet of his friend, but by the high value he fet
on his eftcem : yet as there feems to have been an oppofition intended
between peace and firife, I do not fufpeét any corruption in the text.
Mavrons.
c 8 —clean fturved for a liok 5 ] That is, wkelly ftarveds So, in Falins
«wejar >
/ ¢¢ Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves.” MarLonz,
So, in The Comedy of Errors s
¢ While I at home flarve for a merry looks™ STEERVENS.

Thus
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Thus do I pine and furfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away?.

LXXVI.

Why is my verfe fo barren of new pride ?
So far from variation or quick change ?
Why, with the time, do I not glance afide
‘To new-found methods and to compounds ftrange ?
Why write I ftill all one, ever the fame,
And keep invention in a noted weed *,
‘That every word doth almoft tell my name?;
Showing their birth, and where they did proceed ?
O know, fweet love, I always write of you
And you and love are ftill my argument ;
So all my be is drefling old words new,
Spending again what is already fpent :

For as the fun is daily new and old,

So is my love ftill telling what is told.

LXXVIL

Thy glafs will fhow thee how thy beauties wear,

Thy gial how thy precious minutes wafte ;

The vacant leaves * thy mind’s imprint will bear,

And of this book this learning may’ft thou tafte 3.
’ The

9 Or gluttoning on ally or all away.] That is, either feeding on various
dithes, or having nothing on my board,—a// being away. MaLonz.
Perhaps or all away, may fignify, or awey with all! i, e. 1 either
devour like a glutton what is within my reach, or command all provi-
Jions to be removed out of my fipht. STrRVENS.
4 wmin @ noted weed, ] i. . in adrefs by which itis always knoewn, as
thofe perfons are who always wear the fame colours- STExvens.
3 Tbhat every word doth almoft tell my name;] The quarto has ;—
fed my name. Matronzx.
® The vacant leaves—] Perhaps Shakfpeare wrote—Tbefe vacant
leaves, So afterwards: ¢ Commit to thefe wafte blanks.” Maronz.
3 And of this book tbis learning may'fi thou tafie.] Tbis, their, and
#by, are fo often confounded in thefe Sonnets, that itisonly by attend-
ing to the context that we can difover which was the authour’s word.
In the prefent inftance, inftead of tbis book, fthould we not read tby
took ? So, in thelaft line of this Sonnet :
¢ Thefe offices, fo oft as thou wilt look,
¢¢ Shall profit thee, and much earich rby book.” Ma l:’.or; 'l;x
robabl¥
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Sha.l prosit thee, and much earich thy book.

LXXVIII.

Se oft have I invok’d thee for my mufe,
And found fuch fair afliftance in my verfe,
As every alien pen hath got my ufe,

And under thee their poefy difperfe.

Prebably th': Sonnet was defigned to accompany a preient of a book
confibas g ot blank paper.  Were fuch the cafe, the old reading (ekis
bok’y miay trands  Lord Orrery fent a birth-day gift of the fame kind
1) Switt, 1,pether with a capy of verfes of the fame tendency. StExv,.

I'hi. «oi jocture apnears to me extremely probable.  We learn from
the 122' Sunnet thut Shakfpeare reccived a rable-bz0k from his friend.

In hisageitwas cuflomary for all ranks of people to make prefents
on the tirft day of the new years Even Queen Elizabeth condefcended
to reccive new-ycar’s gifts from the lords and ladics of her court.

Matioxnz.
4 Of mouth=d graves—] That is, of all-dewourirg graves. Thus, ia
King Ricbard 111:
¢ —in the jrwall.awing gulph
¢ OFf dark forgetfulnels and decp oblivion."”
Agiin, in Yinus ard caonis ;
¢ What ic thy body but a fuwallowwing greve ?* Maront.
5 Liwe's thiewigh progrefsmm] So, in Ali's well that ends well s
¢ Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glafs
¢+ Hata told the thievigh minutes how they pafs.”™

Milton in one of his Sonnets has imitated our authour:

s How foon hath rime, that fubtle thiefy” &c. Mavronk,
~1 thefe quafle blanks—| ‘I'he old copy Lias—wafte dlacks. The
emend tion was propofed by Mre Theobald. It is fully fupported by
ooprecding line : The v dat haves, & MALoNE. .

Thine




S ONNET S. £57

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to fing,
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly?,
Have added feathers to the learned’s wing?®,
And given grace a double majefty.
Yet be moft proud of that which I compile,
Whofe influence is thine, and born of thee :
In others’ works thou doft but mend the file,
And arts with thy fweet graces graced be ;

But thou art all my art, and doft advance

As high as learning my rude ignorance,

LXXIX.

Whilft I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verfe alone had all thy gentle grace ;

But now my gracious numbers are decay’d,
And my fick mufe doth give another place.

I grant, fweet love, thy lovely argument
Deferves the travail of a worthier pen ;
* Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent,

Ha robs thee of, and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue, and he flole that word
From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give,

And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford

No praife to thee but what in thee doth live.

en thank him not for that which he doth fay,
Since what he owes thee thou thyfelf doft pay.

LXXX.

0, how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better {pirit doth ufe your name»,
' And

7 And heavy ignorance aloft to fly,] So, in Othello: O beavy ign
rance ! thou praifeft the worﬁ, be)t?:'l Mavronk, 7 tgve
8 Hawe added feathers to the learned’s wing,] So, in Cymbeline :
¢¢ —your lord,
¢ (The beft featber of our wing, )=, STEREVENS.
® Knowing a better fpirit doth ufe your name,] Spirit is here, as in
many other places, ufed as a monofyllable. Curiofity will naturall
endeavour to find out who this éerrer fpiris was, to whom cven Shakf-
Vor. X. S pears
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And in the praife thereof {pends all his might,
To make me tongue-ty’d, fpeaking of your fame !
But fince your worth (wide, as the ocean is,
The humble as the proudeit fail doth bear?*,
My faucy bark, inferior far to his,
On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your fhalloweft help will hold me up afloat,
‘Whilft he upon your foundlefs deep doth ride 3
Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthlefs boat,
He of tall building, and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive, and I be caft away,

‘The worft was this ;—my love was my decay,

LXXXI.

Or I fhall live your epitaph to make,

Or you furvive when [ in earth am rotten ;
From hence your memory death cannot take,
Although in me each part will be forgotten.
Your name from hence immortal life fhall have,
Though [, once gone, to all the world muft die :
‘The earth can yield me but a common grave,
‘When you entombed in men’s eyes fhall lie.
Your monument fhall be my gentle verfe,
‘Which eyes not yet created fhall o’er-read;
And tongues to be, your being fhall rehearfe,
‘When all the breathers of this world are dead 2;

are acknowledges himfelf inferior, There was certainly no poet in
ris own time with whom he needed to have feared a comparifon ; but
thefe Sonncts being probably written when his name was but lirde
known, and ata time when Spenfer was in the zenith of his reputation,
1 imagine he was the perfon here alluded to. MaLonE.

1 Tie bumble as the proudeft fail doth bear,] The fame thought oce
curs in Troilus ard Creffida :

¢ ——T'he fea being fmooth,

¢ How many fhallow bauble boats dare fail

¢ Upon her patient breaft, making their way

¢ With thofe of nobler bulk >—where’s then the fawcy boat 1**
See Troilus and Creffida, Vol. VIII. pr 162, n. 5. STEEVENS,
3 FWbem all the breathers of this sworld are dead’;] So, in As you like

s : ¢ 1 will chide no breatber in the world but mylelf, againft” whom
1 know moft faults,”” Maronz,

S You
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You ftill fhall live (fach virtue hath my pen,)
Where breath moft breathes,—even in the mouths of
men.

LXXXII.

T grant thou wert not married to my mufe,

And therefore may’ft without attaint o’er-look

The dcdicated words which writers ufe

Of their fair fubjeét, blefling every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit paft my praife ;

And therefore art enforc’d to feek anew

Some frefher ftamp of the time-bettering duys,

And do fo, love ; yet when they have devis’d

What ftrained touches rhetorick can lend,

Thou truly fair wert truly {ympathiz’d

In true plain words, by thy true-telling friend ;
And their grofs painting might be better us’d
Where cheeks nced blood ; 1n thee it is abus’d.

LXXXIII.
I never faw that you did painting need,
And therefore to your fair no painting fet ;
I found, or thought I found, you did exceed
The barren tender of a poet’s debt 3:
And therefore have I flept in your report 4,
"That you yourfelf, being extant, well might fhow

3 The barrentender of a poet’s debt :] So, the poet in Timon of Athens¢
“ all minds
46 emmetender down
¢ Their fervices to lord Timon."
Again, in King Fobn :
¢¢ And the like render of our love we make.”” Mavronr,
4 And therefore bave I flept in your report,] And theretore | have
not founded your praifss. MaLonNe.
The {ame phrafe occurs in K. Henry V111 :
¢4« Heaven will one day open
¢¢ The king’s eyes, that fo long have fleps upon
¢ This bold, bad man.”
Again, in K. Henry IV. P. 11
¢¢ —hung their eyelids down,
¢ Slept in his face,” STEEvINs;

S 2 How
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How far a modern quill doth come too fthort$,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow®.
his filence for my fin you did impute,

Which fhall be moft my glory, being dumb ;

For 1 impair not beauty, being mute,

‘When others would give life, and bring a tomb 7.
Their lives more life in one of your fair eyes,
Than both your poets can in praife devife.

LXXXIV.

Who is it that fays moft? which can fay more,
Than this rich praife—that you alone are you?
In whofe confine immured is the fore,
‘Which fhould example where your equal grew.
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell,
That to his fubjeét lends not fome fmall glory ;
But he that writes of you, if he can tell
That you are you, fo dignifies his ftory,
Let him but copy what in you is writ,
Not making worfe what nature made fo clear,
And fuch a counter-part thall fame his wit,
Making his ftile admired every where.
You to your beauteous bleflings add a curfe,
Being fond on praife, which makes your praifes worfe *.

S How far a modern quill duth ccme too fbort,] Moders formerly
fignified n{;mn orerite. YSee Vol. III. p. :{;, n.]5. Maroxx.

6 —what worth in you doth grow.] We might better read s

—tbat worth in you doth grow.
i. e, that worth, which, &. Mavronz.

7 When otbers would give life, and bring a tomb.] When others en-
deavour to celebrate your charaler, while in faét they difgrace it by
the meannefs of their compofitions. Maronx.

% Being fond on praife, which makes your praifes worfe ] i, e. being
fond of fuch pancgy';ick as debafes wha{ is iuiq'e-wor't,l;y]in you, in-
ftead of exaltingit. On in ancient books is often printed for of. It
may mean, ¢ behaving foolifhly om recciving praife.” STxEvENs.

» I"Zn.l on was certainly ufed by Shakipeare for fond of. So, in Twelfth
light :

£ ¢ ——my mafter loves her dearly;

¢ And I, poor monfter, fond as much on him.”

Again, in Holland’s tranflation of Swetcnius, folio, 1606, p. 21t

¢ He was esamonred alfo upon queenes.” Maroxze

LXXXV. M:



S ONNETS. a6k

LXXXV.

My tongue-ty’d mufe in manners holds her ftill,
While comments of your praife, richly compil’d,
Referve their charaéter with golden quill 2,
And precious phrafe by all the mufes fil’d.
I think good thoughts, whilft others write good words,
And, like unletter’d clerk, fill cry Amen
‘To every hymn that able {pirit affords,
In polifh’d form of well-refined pen.
Hearing you prais’d, I fay, tis fo, 'tis true,
And to the moft of praife add fomething more ;
But that is in my thought, whofe love to you,
Though words come hindmoft, holds his rank before.

Then others for the breath of words refpect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, fpeaking in effe&t.

LXXXVI.
Was it the proud full fail of his great verfe,
Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inherfe,
Making their tomb the womb wlcrein they grew*?
Was it his {pirit, by fpirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch, that ftruck me dead?
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verfe aftonithed.
He, nor that affable familiar ghoft,
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence *;,

9 Referve their charafler with golden gaill,] Referwe has here the
fenfe of preferve. See p. 206, n. 2. ALONE.
* Making their tomb the womb whberein they grew ?] So, in Roemse
and Fuliet :
¢¢ The earth, that's nature’s motber, is her tomd 3
¢¢ What is her burying grawe, that is her womb.”
Again, in Pericles:
¢ For he’s their parent, and he is their grave.”
80 alfo, Milton:
¢¢ The womb of nature, and perhaps her grave.” Maronx.
3 —tbat offable familiar ghof} .
Which rightly gulls bim with intelligence}] Alluding perhaps to
the celebrated Dr. Dee’s pretended intercourfe with an angel, and
other familiar fpirits. STxzVvENS,

S 3 As
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As viftors, of my filence cannot boaft ;

1 was not fick of any fear from thence :
But when your countenance fil'd up his line 3;
Then lack’d I matter ; that enfeebled mine.

LXXXVIIL

Farewel ! thou art too dear for my poflefing,

And like enough thou know'ft thy eftimate :

‘The charter of thy worth gives thee releafing 3

My bonds in thee are all determinate 4.

Forhow do [ hold thee but by thy granting ?

And for that riches where is my deferving ?

‘The caufe of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And fo my patent back again is fwerving.

Thyfelf thou gav’ft, thy own worth then not knowing,

Or me, to whom thou gav’ft it, elfe miftaking;

So thy great gift, upon mifprifion growing,

Comes home again, on better jadgment making,
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,
In fleep a king %, but waking, no fuch matter.,

LXXXVIII.

When thou fhalt be difpos’d to fet me light,

And place my merit in the eye of Scorn ®,

Upon thy fide againft myfelf I'll fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forfworn,
With mine own weaknefs being beft acquainted,
Upon thy part [ can fet down a ftory

3 —=fil'd up bis line,] i. e. polifh’d ic. So, in Ben Jonfon’s Verfen
on Shakipraie:
¢ In his well-torned and true-fiied lines.”” STrRvENs.
4 —determinate.] i. e determincd, ended, out of date. See Vol, V.
P 403 ne 1. Maron:.
5 Infleep a hingy—] Thus, in Romeo and JYuliet :
o — 1 dreamt, &c.
€ That 1 reviv'd, and was an emgeror.”” STERvENS
And place my merit in the eyc of Scorn,] Our authour has agaia
nerfonified Scorn in Otbello :
« A fixed figure, for the time of Scorn
¢ 'To point his flow unmoving finzer at.” Maronz,

Qf
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Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted7;
‘That thou, in lofing me, fhalt win much glory ;
And I by this will be a gainer too;
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,
The injuries that to myfelf I do,
Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me,

Such is my love, to thee I fo belong,

That for thy right myfelf will bear all wrongs

LXXXIX.

Say that thou didft forfake me for fome fault,
And I will comment upon that offence:

Speak of my lamenefs®, and'I ftraight will halt ;
Againft thy reafons making no defence.

Thou canft not, love, difgrace me half fo ill,

To fet a form upon defired change,

As I’ll myfelf difgrace : knowing thy will,

I will acquaintance ftrangle®, and look ftrange s

7 —I can fet down a flory
Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted ;] So, in Hamlet 2 6 wm
but yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were better my mother
had not borne me.” STEeEvENS,
8 Speak of my lamenefs, &c.] Sece p, 225, n. 5. Marong,
9 I will acquaintance (trangle,—] I will put an end to our familiarity,
This expreflion is again ufed by Shakfpeare in Tawelfth Night:
¢¢ —it is the bafenefs of thy fear
¢ That makes thee firangle thy propriety.*
Again, in K. Henry VIII.
¢ —he has firangled
¢¢ His language in his tears."
Again, in Tbe Winter’s Tale :
¢« Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe with any thing,
¢ That you behold the while.” .
Again, more appofitely in Antony and Cleopatra : ¢ You fhall find
the band that feems to tic their friendfhip together, fhall be the very
firangler of their amity.”  So alfo Daniel, in his Clecpatra, 1594 ¢
¢« Rocks firangle up thy waves,
¢ Stop catarats thy fall | Maroxz,
‘This uncouth phrafe feems to have been a favourite with Shakfpeare,
who ufes it again in Macberh : :
¢ ampight firasgles the travelling lamp, STRXVENS.

S 4 Be
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Be abfent from thy walks*® ; and in my tongue
Thy fweet-beloved name no more fhall dwell ;
Left I (too much profane) fhould do it wrong,
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee, againft myfelf 1’1l vow debate,

For I muft ne’er love him whom thou doft hate:

XC.

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now;
Now while the world is bent my deeds to crofs,
Join with the fpite of fortune, make me bow,
And do not drop in for an after-lofs:
Ah! donot, when my heart hath fcap’d this forrow,,
Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe ?;
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
‘To linger out a purpos’d overthrow.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me laft,
When other petty griefs have done their fpite,
But in the onfet come; fo fhall I tafte
At firt the very worft of fortune’s might ;

And other ftrains of woe, which now feem woe,

Compar’d with lofs of thee, will not feem fo.

XCI.

Some glory in their birth, fome in their fkill,

Some in their wealth, fome in their body’s force 3
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,
Some in their hawks and hounds, fome in their horfe ;
And every humour hath his adjuné pleafure,
Wherein 1t finds a joy above the reft ;

But thefe particulars are not my meafure,

All thefe I better in one general beft.

% Be abfent from thy walks;] So, in A Midfummer Night's Dream:
¢ Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;
¢ Hopin his walks.” MaLronz.

2 Comc in the rearward of a conquered woe ;] So, in Romeo and Fuliet 2
¢ But with a rearsvard following Tybalt's death,” &c.STzEV.

Again, in Much Ado about Notbing :

. ¢ And in the rearward of reproaches, &c.
Again, in K. Henry IV, Pu Ly ¢ He came cver i the rearward of
the fathivas® Maronz,
Thy
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Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ coft?,

Of more delight than hawks or horfes be ;

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boaft.
Wretched in this alone, that thou may’t take
All this away, and me moft wretched make.

XCIIL.

But do thy worft to fteal thyfelf away,
For term of life thou art affured mine ;
And life no longer than thy love will ftay,
For it depends upon that love of thine.
Then need I not to fear the worft of wrongs,
When in the leaft of them my life hath end.
I fee a better ftate to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend :
Thou canft not vex me with inconftant mind,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.
O, what a happy title do I find,
Happy to have thy love, happy to die !
But what’s fo blefled-fair tﬁat fears no blot?
‘Thou may’ft be falfe, and yet I know it not :

XCIII.

So fhall I live, fuppofing thou art true,
Like a deceived hufband * ; fo love’s face

May

3 Richer than wealth, prouder than garments® coft,] So, in Cymbeline
¢¢ Richer than doing nothing ﬁn a babe;
¢ Prouder than ruftling in unpaid-for filk.”” STrEvEns.
4 So fpall I live, /-ppoying thou art true,

Like a deceived bufband 3—] Mr. Oldys obferves in one of his
manufcripts, that this and the preceding Sonnet ¢¢ feem to bave beem
addreffed by Sbakfpeare to bis beautiful wife on fome ﬁ fpicion of ber infi-
delity.”* He muft have read our authour’s poems with but little attene
tion; otherwife he would have feen that thefe, as well as the precede
ing Sonnets, and many of thofe that follow, are not addrefled to a
female. I do not know whether this antiquary had any other autho-
rity than his mifapprehenfion concerning thefe lines for the epithet
by which he has defcribed our great peet’s wife. He had made very

.
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May fill feem love to me, though alter’d-new 3
‘I'hy looks with me, thy heart in other places

For

ans for a life of our authour, and perhaps in the coorfe of

i had learned tiis particular. However this may have
part of his conje€turz (that Shakfpeare was jealous of
be thought tu derive fume probability from the fol-.
1wing ci.camfiances; at icaft, when conne@ed with the well knowa
flo:y oi' the Gxford vintrer's wire, they give fome room to fup,
tiut he was net very ftrongly attached to here It is obfervable, that
his daughier, and not his wife, ishis executor; and in his will he be-
queaths the latter cnly an old piece of furniture ; nor did he even think
of her till the whele was finiihed, the clauje relating to ber being ax in-
terlirzaticn,  What provition was made for her by I{ttlement, does not
appe It may ikewife be remarked, that jealoufy is the principal
hingr of f.ur ot his plays: and in his great performance ( Otbello ) fome
of the nailizes are written with fuch exquifite feeling, as might lead
us to fufycét that the authour, at fome period of his hfe, had himfelf
bezn perpi-ved witli donbrs, though not perhaps in theestreme.

By ths fame mioce of reafuning, it may be faid, he might be proved
to have £Labbed his friend, or to have had a thanllefs child ; becaufe
he ha: £ admiralkly defcribed the horrour confequent on murder, and
the ¢!fs&ty of filial ingratituée, in Macketh, and K. Lear. He ccuid
irdeed atfume all fapes ; and therefore it muft be acknowledged that
tle prefeat hypothefis is built on an uncertain foundation. All I mean
to fay is, that he appears to me to have written more immediately from
the hecre ontie fubje@ of jealoufy, than on any other; and it is there-
t- re not imerobable he mijht have felt it.  The whole is mere cone
jeure. Mavonrk.

Asall that is known with any degree of certainty concerning Shak.
fpare, is—tbat beawas born at Stratford upon Avony—married and bad
cbildren there,—swent 12 London, avhere be commerced aflor, and wrete
porms and playsy—=returned to Stratford, made bis will, died, and was
beried,—1 muft contefs my readincts tu combat every unfounded fupe
pofition r2fre€ing the particular occurrences of his life.

The witspprelienfion of Oldys may be naturally accounted for, and
will appear venial to thofe who examine the two Sonnets before us.
From the camplaints of inconffancy, and the praifes of deamty, cone
tained in them, they fhould feem at firfk fight to be addrefled by an ina-
morato to a mifirel.e Had our antiquarian informed hLimfelf of the
tendency of fuch pieces as precede and follow, he could not have failed
to difcover Lis mitake.

Whether th- witfc of our author was beautiful, or otherwife, wasa
circumilance beyond the invetigation of Oldys, whofe culle®ions for
hislife I have perufed ; yet furely it was natural to impute charms to
one who could engage and fix the heart of a young man of fuch un-
commun clegance of fancy,

That

been, thec
her) mav e
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For there can live no hatred in thine eye,
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.

In

That our poet was jealous of this lady, is likewife an unwarantable
conjecture. Having, in times of health and profperity, provided for
her by fettlement, (or knowing that her father had already done fo) he
bequeathed to her at his death, not mercly an o/d picce of furnitare, but
perhaps, as a mark of peculiar tendernefs,

¢¢ The very bed that on his bridal night

¢ Receiv’d him to the arms of Belvidera.”
His momentary forgetfulnefs as to this matter, muft be imputed to
difeafe. He has many times given fupport to the fentiments of others,
let him fpeak for once in his own defence:

«¢ Infirmity doth ftill negle¢t all office

¢ Whereto our healthis bound ; we are not ourfelves

¢¢ When nature, being opprefs'd, commands the mind

¢ To fuffer with the body.”
Mr. Malone therefore ccafes to argue with his ufual candour, when he

¢¢ —takes the indifpos’d and fickly fit

¢ For the found man.”
‘The perfei bealtb mentioned in the will, (on which Mr, Malone relics
in a fublcquent note) was introduced as a thing of courfe by the at-
torney who drew it up; and perhaps our author was not fufficiently
recovered during the remaining two months o his life to attempt any
alterations in this his latt works Tt was alfo natural for Shakfpeare
to have chofen his daughter and not his wife for an executrix, becaufe
the latter, for reafons alrcady given, was the leaft interefted of the
two inthe care of his effe@s.

That Shakf(peare has written with his utmoft power on the fubje&
of jealoufy, is no proof that he had ever feltit. Becaufe he has, with
equal vigour, exprefled the varied averfions of Apemantus and Timon
to the world, does it follow that he himfelf was a Cynic, or a wretch
deferted by his friends ? Becaufe he has, with proportionable ftrength
of pencil, reprefented the vindi&ive cruelty of Shylock, are we to fup-
pofe he copied from a fiend-like original in his own bofom ?

Let me add (refpeing the four plays alluded to by Mr. Malone,)
that in Cymbelire jealoufy is merely incidental. Ia the Winter's Tale,
and the Merry Wives of Windfer, the folly of it is ftudioufly expofed.
Ocbello alone is wholly built on the fatal confequences of that deftruc-
tive paflion. Surely we cannot wonder that our author fhould have
lavithed his warmeft colouring on a commotion of mind the moft ve-
hement of all others ; or that he thould have written with fenfibility on
a fubject with which every man who loves is in fome degree acquainted.
Befides, of difierent pieces by the fame hand, one will prove the moft
highly wrought, though fufficicnt reafons cannot be affigned to account
for its fuperiority.,

Mo argument, however, in my opinion, is more fallacious than t:a;

whi
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In many’s looxs the falfe heart’s hiftory
Is writ 3, in moods 2nd frowns and wrinkles ftrange §
But heaven in thy creation did decree,

‘I'nat in tiy face fveet love fhould ever dwell ;
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be,
Thy looks fhould nothing thence but fweetneis tell.

How

which impute; the fuccefs of a poet to his intereft in his fubje®. Ac-
curacy ol defcription can be expe@ed only from a mind at reft. It is
the unruffe3 lake that is a faithful mirror. STzzvExs.

Every authour viho writes on a variety of topicks, will have fome-
times occafion to defcribe what he has himfelf felt. To attribute t3
our great poet (t» whofe amiable manners all his contempararies bear
teftimony,) the morofenefs ¢f a cynick, or the depravity of a mure
derer, w.uld be to form an idea of him contrad.&ed by the whole te.
nurof his chara@er, and unfupported by any kind of evidence: but
to fuppofe him to hive felt a paflion which it is faid ¢ moft men who
ever loved hve in fome degree experienczd,” does not appear to me a
very wild or extravagant conjeture.—Let it alfo be remembered, that
he has not exhibizea four Snylocks, nor four Timons, but one only of
each of thofe charaters.

Our autheur’s forgetfulnefs of his wife, from whatever caufe it
arofe, cannot well be imputed to the indifpofed and fickly fit; for, from
an imperfect crafure in his will (which I have feen) it appears to have
been written (though not cxecuted) rewo months before his death ; and
in the firft paragraph he has himfelf told us that he was, at the time
of making ity in perfe& beaith : words, which no honeft attorney, [
believe, ever inferted in a will, when the teftator was notorioufly in a
contrary flate.  Any fpeculation on this fubje@ is indeed unneceffary;
for the various regulations and pruvifions of our authour’s will fhow
that at the time of making it (whatever his bea/th might have been,)
he had the entire ufe of his faculties. Nor, fuppofing the contrary to
have been the cafe, do I fee what in the two fucceeding months he was
to recolleét or to alter.  His wife had not wholly efcaped his memory;
he had forgot hery—he had recolle@ed her,—but fo recolle@ed her, as
more flronly to mark how little he efteemed her; he had already (as
it is vulgarly exprefled) cut her off, not indeed with a fhilling, but
with an old bed.

However, I acknowledge, it does not follow, that becaufe he was
inattentive to her in his will, he was therefore jealous of her. He
might not have loved her; and perhaps the might not have deferv-
ed his aftection.

This note having already been extended to too great a length, I thall
only add, that I mutt ftill chink thata poet’sintimate knowledge of the

pailions aad manners which he defcribes, will generally be of n{le_ to
im§
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How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,
If thy fweet virtue anfwer not thy fhow !

XCIV.

They that have power to hurt and will do none,
‘That do not do the thing they moft do fhow,
Who, moving others, are themfelves as ftone,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation flow;
They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces,
And hufband nature’s riches from expence ;
They are the lords and owners of their faces®,
Others but ftewards of their excellence.
The fummer’s flower is to the fummer fweet,
Though to itfelf it only live and die;
But if that flower with bafe infe&ion mecet,
The bafeft weed out-braves his dignity :

For fweeteft things turn foureft by their decds ;

Lilies that fefter, fmell far worfe than weeds?.

XCV.

How f{weet and lovely doft thou make the fhame,
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rofe,

him; and that in fome few cafes experience will give a warmth to his
colouring, that mere obfervation may not fupply. No man, I believe,
who had not felt the magick power of beauty, ever compofed love-
verfes that were worth reading, Who (to ufe nearly our authour's
words,)
¢¢ In leaden contemplation ¢’¢r found out
¢¢ Such firy numbers as the prompting eyes
¢¢ Of beauteous tutors have enrich’d men with ™ .
That in order to produce any fuccefsful compofition, the mind mugt
be at eafe, is, I conceive, an incontrovertible truth. It has not bzen
fuggefted that Shakfpeare wrote on the fubje@ of jealoufy during the
paroxyfm of the fit. Maronk,
3 In many's looks the falfe beart’s bifiory
s writ,] In Machesh a concrary fentiment is aflerted :
¢ —Thereis 7o art
¢ To find the mind's conftru@ion in the face.”” MaroxNEe
In masy's looks, &c.] Thus, in Gray's Cburch-yard Elegy :
¢4 And read their biffory in @ naticn’s eyes,” "STERVENS.
6 They are the lords and ownmers of their faces,] So, in K. Yobn:
¢ Lord of thy grefence, and no Jand befide.”” MaLonz.
7 Lilies tbat feflery fmell far worfc than weeds.] This line is likes
wife found in the anonymous play of K, Edward III, 1596, STeEV.

Doth
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Dr.ch fros the beasty of thy buldding name 2
Q, ia wiat fiwvects dolt thou thy fins eaclofe !
‘I hiingue that tals the fory of thy days,
Making tafcivicus cominen:s on thy fport,
Cannot difpraife bat in a kird of praife ;
Nzming thy name blefles an il seport 8,
O, v.Lizt 4 manfion have thofe vices got,
Waicn for their hal:itition chofe out thee 2
Where beauty’s viil doth cover every blot,
And ail things turn to fair, that eyes can fee!
‘T:ke heed, dear heart, of this large Privilege;
‘The hardett knife ill-us’d doth lofe his edge.

XCVL

Some fay, thy fault is youth, fome wantonnefs ;
Some fay, thy grace 1s yoath, and gentle {port ;
Both grace and faults are lov’d of more and lefs 92
Thou mak’ft faults graces that to thee refort.

As on the finger of a throned queen

The bafcit jewel will be well efteem’d ;

So are thofe errors that in thee are feen,

‘T'o truths tranflated, and for true things deem’d,
How many lambs might the ftern wclf betray,

If like a lamb he could his looks tranflate*!

How many gazers might’ft thou lead away,

If thou would’ft ufc the ftrength of all thy ftate !

8 Naming thy name blefles an ill report.] The fame ideas offer in the

fpeech of Fnobarbus to Azrippa in Aatony and Clespatra :
66 ——For vileft things
¢¢ Become themfelves in her; that the holy priefts
¢ Blefs her when fheis riggith,” STEEvENS,

® Butb grace and faults are low'd of more and lefs:] By great and
fmall. S» in K, ”cnr_y w.p.1:

¢ The more and lefs came in,™ &c. MaLoxE.

Y If like a lumb be could bis Jooks tranflate 1] If he could change his
natural look, and affume the innocent vifage of the lamb. So, ia
Timon of Atbens :

¢ —to prefent flaves and fervants
¢ dranflates his tivals,” MALONE.

But
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But do not fo; I love thee in fuch fort 2,
As thou being mine, mine is thy good report, .

XCVIL.

How like a winter hath my abfence been?
From thee, the pleafure of the fleeting ycar!
What freezings have I felt, what dark days feen?
What old December’s barenefs every where !
And yet this time remov’d* ! was fummer’s time ;
The teeming-autumn, big with rich increafe,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime ¢,
Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ deceafe:
Yet this abundant iffue feem’d to me
But hope of orphans, and unfather'd fruit;
For fummer and his pleafures wait on thee,
And, thou away, the very birds are mute ;

Or, if they fir:5, ’tis with fo dull a cheer,

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near.

XCVIII.

From you have I been abfent in the fpring,
When proud-pied April, drefs’d in all his trim,

2 But do not fo: 1lowve thee in fuch fort, &c. This is likewife the
concluding couplet of the 36th Sonnet. Maronz.
3 How like a winter batb my abfence been, &c.] In this and the two
following Sonnets the pencil of Shakfpeare Is very difcernible, MarLoNE.
4 And yet this timeremov'd !—] This time in which I was remote or
abfent from thee.  So, in Meafure for Meafure :
¢¢ He everlov'd the lite remov’d.”
Again, in K. Henry 1V, P. 1:
¢ —em—nor did he think it meet
¢ To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft
¢ On any foul remov’d.”” MarLonek,
S Tbe teeming autumn, big wirth rich increafe,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,) So, in A Midfummer
Night's Dream :

13

The fpring, the fammer,
¢¢ ‘The cbilding autumn, angry winter, change
¢4 ‘Their wonted livries ; and the *mazed world
¢¢ By their increafe now knows not which is which.*
The prime is the fpring.” Increafe is the produce of the earth. Ses
Vol, 11, p.467, n. 8, MarLoONEZ.
Hath
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Hath put a fpirit of youth in every thing ¢ ;

‘That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds7, nor the fweet fmell

Of different flowers in odour and in hue,

Could make me any fummer’s ftory tell®,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew?®:

Nor did I wonder at the lilies white,
Nor praife the deep vermilion in the rofe;;
They were but fweet, but figures of delight*,
Drawn after you; you pattern of all thole.
Yet

in the fpring,
Wben proud-picd April, drefs’d in all bis trim,
Hauth gut a jpirit of youth in every thing;] So, in Romeo and
uliet s
7 ¢« Such comfort as do lufty young men feel
¢« When avell-apparei’d April on the heel
¢« Of limping winter treads.” Marowz.
7 Yet not the Ia;: of birds, &c.] So Milton, Par. Lsf}, Book IV,
¢ Sweet is the breath of morn, her rifing fweet,
¢« With charm of earlieft birds,e—
¢ But neither breath of morn, when fhe afeends,™ &c. Maroxs.
8 Could make me any {ummer's ftory teil,] By a fummer's flory Shak-
fpeare feems to hiave meant fome gay fiction. Thus, his comed'; found-
ed on the adventures of the king and queen of the fairies, he calls 4
Midfummer Night's Dream. On the other hand, in The Winters
Tale he tells us, “a fad tale's beft for awinter.” So alfo, in Cymbeline s
¢ —if it be fummer news,
¢ Smile to it before : if winterly, thou need'ft
¢ But keep that countenance fill,” Maronk.
9 Or from their proudlap pluck them wwbere they grew :] So, in Kisg
Rickard I1:
6 e Who are the violcts now—
¢ That ftrew the green Jap of the new-come fpring #*
Mazrons.
v Tbhey were but favect, but figures of delight,] What more could be
expeited from flowers than that they fhould be fweer # To gratify the
Amell is ¢heir highcft praife. I fufpe@ the compofitor caught the word
but from a fubfequent part of the line, and would read :
They were, my fweet, but figures of delight.y—«
So, in the 109th Sommet :
¢ Save thou, my rofe ; in it thou art my all.” Matroxz.
The old reading is furely the true one. The poet refufes to enlarge
on the beauty of the flowers, declaring that they are only fweet, only
delightful, fo far as they refemble his fricad, STEZVENS. Nearl
carly



Yet feem’d it winter #ill, and, you away,
As with your fhadow I with thefe did play :

XCIX.

The forward violet thus did I chide ;—
Sweet thief, whence didft thou fteal thy fweet that {mells,
If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride
‘Which on thy foft cheek for complexion dwells,
In my love’s veins thou haft too grofsly dy’d.
‘The {ily I condemned for thy hand?,
And buds of marjoram had ftolen thy hair: ,
‘The rofes fearfully on thorns did ftand,
One blufhing fhame, another white defpair ?;
A third, nor red nor white, had ftolen of both,
And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath ;
But, for his theft, in pride of all his-growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death*.
More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee,
But fweet or colour it had folen from thee.

Nearly this meaning the lines, after the emendation propofed, will
ftill (upply. In the preceding couplet the colonr, not the fweetnefs, of
the flowers is mentioned.; and in the fubfequent line the words draws
and patzern relate only to their external appearance. Mavroxz.

2 Tbe lily I condemned for tby band,] 1 condemned the lily for pre<
fuming to emulate the whitenefs of thy hand. Mavronz.

3 One blupbing fbame, anotber white defpair ;] The old copy readss

Osr bluthing thame, another white defpair.
Oxr was evidently a mifprint. Maroxz,
All this it about the colour of the rofes is repeated agsin in
K. Heary VI, P12
¢¢ e=Your cheeks do counterfeit our rofes,
¢¢ For pale they look with fear.
66 ———thy cheeks
¢ Bluth for pure fhame, to counterfeit our rofes.” STRRvENS.
& Avengeful canker eat bist up to death.] So, in Romeo and JFulies ¢
¢¢ Full foon the canker death cats up that plant.”
Again, in-Venus and Adonis :
¢¢ This canker, that eats up love's tender fpring.” Maronze

Vou. X, T C. Where
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C

Where art thon, Mufe, that thou forget’ft fo I

To fpeak of that which gives thee all thy might ?

Spend’ft thou thy fury on fome worthlefs fong,

Darkening thy power, to lend bafe fubje@s light?

Return, forgetful Mufe, and firaight redecm

In gentle numbers time fo idly fpent ;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays efteem,

And gives thy pen both fkill and argument.

Rife, reftive Mufe, my love’s fweet face furvey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there ;

If any, be a fatire to decay,

And make Time’s fpoils defpifed every where.
Give my love fame fafter than Time waftes life 5
So thou prevent’ft his fcythe 3, and crooked kaife.

CIL

O truant Mufe, what fhall be thy amends,
For thy negle& of truth in beauty dy’d ?
Both truth and beauty on my love depends ;
So doft thou too, and therein dignify’d.
Make anfwer, Mufe: wilt thou not haply fay,
D ruth needs no colonr, awith his colour fix’d;
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay ;
But beft is bep, if never intermix’d ?
Becaufe he needs no praife, wilt thou be dumb ?
Excufe not filence {o; for it lies in thee
To make him muck out-live a gilded tomb,
And to be prais’d of ages yet to be.
Then do thy office, i/lulye, I teach thee how
‘To make him feem long hence as he thows now.

CII.

My love is ftrengthen’d, though more weak in feeming ;
I love not lefs, though lefs the fhow appear:

S So thou prevent'tt bis feythe, &c.] i. e. fo by anticipation thou hine
derek the deftru@ivg cffedls of his weapons, $Txzvaws,
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Thag love is merchandiz’d®, whofe rich efteeming
The owner’s tongue doth publith every where 7.
Our love was new?®, and then but in the fpring,
‘When I was wont to greet it with my lays ;

As Philomel in fummer’s front doth fing®,

And ftops his pipe in growth of riper days;

Not that the fummer is lefs pleafant now

‘Than when her mournful bymns did huth the night,
But that wild mufick burdens every bough *,

And fweets grown common lofe their dear delight 2.

¢ Tbat love is merchandiz’d,—] This“expreflion may ferve to fup-
port the old reading of a paffage in Macheth
¢¢ —the feaft h/{ld
¢ That is not often voucNd," &c.
where Pope would read cold. Marexz.
7 Tbhat love is merchandix’d, whofe rich sfieemin, »
Tbe owser’s tongue doth pablifp every wheres] S0, in Love's Lae
Soxr's Loft:
¢ ——my beauty, though but mean,
¢¢ Needs not the painted flourith of your praife :
¢ Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,
¢« Not utter’d by bafe fale of chapmen’s tongues.” C.

8 Our love was sew, ] Seep. 220,n. 8. Marons.

9 As Pbilomel in fummer's front doth fing,] In the begining of fam -
mer, So, in Otbells :

¢¢ The very head and freat of my offending
¢ Hath this extent.”

Again, more appofitely, in the Winter's Tales

¢ ‘mano thepherdefs, but Plora,
¢ Peering in April's front.”

Again, in Coriolanus : ¢ —one that converfes more with the buttock
of the night than rbe forebead of the morning.™ We meet with a kin-
dred expreflionin K. Henry IV, P. 11

¢¢ wmthou art a fummer bird,
¢¢ Which ever in the bannch of winter fings
* ' ¢ Thelifting up of day."” ALONE.
B Not sbat the [Imllr is lefs pleafant nowy )
Than when ber moxrnful bymns did bufb the night,
Bt that wild mufick burdens every bough,] Soy in Tbe Mer-
cbast of Venice: p
¢ The nightingale, if fhe fhould fing by day,
¢ When every goofe is cackling, would be thought
¢ No better a mufician than the wren.” C.
™ etbeir dcar delight.] This epithet has been adopted by Pope
% Peace is my desr delight, not Fleury's more,” Matowz.

T a Therefore
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Therefore, like her, Ifometime hold my mgg,
Becaufe I would not dull you with my fong.

CulL
Alack ! what my mufe brings forth
That having fuch 2 frope to thow her pride,”

‘The argument, all bare, is of more worth,
‘Than when it hath my added praife befide.
O, blame me not, if I no more can write !
Look in your glafs, and there appears a face,
‘That over-goes my blant invention quite 3,
Dulling my lines, and doing me difgrace.
Were 1t not finful then, firiving to mend,
To mar the fubjeét that before was well #2
For to no other pafs my verfes tend,
‘Than of your graces and your gifts to tell
And more, much more, than in my verfe can fit,
Yourown glafs fhows you, when you look in it.

CIvV.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were, when firft your eye I ey’d,

Such feems your beauty ftill. Three winters cold
Have from the forefts thook three fummers’ pride$;

3 g face,
Tbat over-goes my blunt invention guite,] So, in Osbells
“ a maid,
- % One that excells the quirks of blagoning peas.”
Again, in Tbe Tempeft ¢
¢¢ For thou wilt find the will owr-frip all praife,
¢ And make it halt behind hers” STzRvENS,

Again, in the Winter's Tale : ¢¢ 1 never heard of fuch another en-
sounter, which lames repore to follow it. and undoes defcription to do
it.” Matrone.

4 ———friving to mend,

Tomar the fubj:ﬂ that before was well #] So, in K. Febnz
¢¢ When workmen ftrive to do better than well,
¢¢ They do confound their kill.” STEXEVENS.
Again, more appofitely, in King Lear :
¢¢ Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well.” Mazoxnz,

S Have from the forefts foook three fummers'.pride,] So, in Reses
and Juliut s
# Let two more fammers withor in their pride” STzEVENS.

Three
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Three beauteous fprings to yellow autumn turn’d 5,
In procefs of the feafons have I feen ;

‘Three April perfames in three hot Junes burn’d,
Since firft I faw you frefh, which let are green.

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,
Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv’d? ;
So your fweet hue, which methinks fill doth ftand,
Hath motion *, and mine eye may be deceiv’d :
For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred,—
Ere you were born, was beauty’s fummer dead,

CVO

Let not my love be call’d idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol thow,

Since all alike my fongs and praifes be,

To one, of one, &ill fuch, and ever fo.

Xind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence ;

Therefore my verfe to conftancy confin'd,

One thing exprefling, leaves out difference,

Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument,

Fair, kind, and true, varying to other words 3

And in this change is my invention {pent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous fcope affords.
Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'd alone,
Which three, till now, neyer kept feat in one.

© Tbree beanteons (prings to yellow antumn tarn’d,] So, in Macheths
4¢ om—my way of life
¢¢ Is fallen into the fear, the yellow leaf.'” Marowz,
7 Ab! yet doth beauty, like a dial-band,
Steal from bis figure, asd no pace perceiv'd ;] So, before:
¢ Thou by thy dial’s thady fealrh may know
“ Time's thievifh progrefs to eternity."
Again, in K. Ricbard III :
¢ —mellow’d by the fealing hours of rime.”” Maronz,
8 Soyour fweet bue, which metbinks fill doth ftand,
Hath motiony=] So, in The Wister's Tale :
¢ The fixure of her eye hath metion in it.”” Maronz.
Again, in Orbello : ‘
¢ for the time of fcorn
¢ To poiat bis flow, samoving finger at.’"® STERZVENS.

T3 Whea
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When in the chronicle of wafted time

1 fee defcriptions of the faireft wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme,

In praife of ladies dead, and lovely knights,

‘Then, in the blazon of {fweet beauty’s beft,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow?,

I fee their antique pen would have exprefs’d

Even foch a beaaty as you mafter now *.

So all their praifes are but prophecics

Of this our time, all you prefiguring ;

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes,

They had not fkill enough your worth to fing*z
For we, which now behold thefe prefent days,
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praifg,

CVIL

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetick foul 3
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the leafe of my true love control,
Suppos’d as forfeit to a confin’d deom.

‘The mortal moon hath her cclipfe endur’d 4,
And the fad augurs mock their own prefage’;

9 Tben, in the blazon of fweet beanty's beft,
Of bazd, of foot, of lipy of eye, of brew, ] So, in Tewelfth Night;
. % Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, &c.
¢ Do give thee five-fold blazon.” STEEXVYENS.
3 wmfuch a beauty as you mafter ncw.] So, in K. Heary ¥'s
¢¢ Between the promife of his greener days, .
¢ And thofe he maflers now.”” STxEvENS,

2 They bad not kil emough your worth to fing:] The old copy has:
They had not fill enough. i‘or the prefent emendation the reader is in-
debted to Mr. Tyrwhitt, Maroxr.

3 —tbe prophetick (oul—] So, in Hamlet ¢

% Oh my propbetick foul! mine uncle,” STxXvENs.

# Themortal moon batb ber cclipfe exdur'dy] So,in Anteny and

Clecpatra ;
¢ Alas, our terreme moon is now eclips’d!™ STETRVENS.

5 Asndtbe fad augurs mock their own prefage,] 1 fuppofe he meany
hat they fangh at tie futility of their own predt@ions. STxryrns.
: Incertainties

"
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TIncertainties now crown themfelves aflur’d,
And peace proclaims olives of endlefs age.
Now with tfw drops of this moft balmy time
My love looks freth, and death to me fubfcribes,
* Since, fpite of him, I’ll live in this poor rhyme,

While he infults o’er dull and f] {c tribes® ;

And thou in this fhalc find thy monument,

When tyrang’s crefts and tombs of brafs are fpent.

! cevuar. .
What’s in the brain that ink may charaer,
Which hath not figur’d to thee my true fpirit ?
What’s new to fpeak, what new 0 regifter?,
‘That may exprefs my love, or thy dear merit ?
Nothing, fweet boy.; but yet, like prayers diviae,
I muft each day fay o’er the very fame; ‘
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,
Even as when firft I hallow’d thy fair name.
So that eternal love in lave’s freth cafe ®
‘Weighs not the duft and injury of age?, .
Nor gives to neceflary wrinkles place,
But makes antiquity for aye his page ;
_ Finding the firft conceit of love there bred,

Where time and outward form would fhow it dead.

® —and death to me fubfcribes,
Since, [pite of bim, I'll live in this poor rhyme,

Wbile'be infults o'er dall and [peecblefs tribes :] To fabferibe, is-to
acknowledge asa fuperior ; to obey. So, in Troilus and Creffidas
¢¢ For He€tor in his blaze of wrath fubfrikes :

¢ To tender obje€ts.” Maronx.
So, in Dr. Young’s Bufiriss
¢¢ Like death, a folitary king I'll reign,
& O'er filent fubjefts and a defert plain” STrrvENs.
7 —avbat new o regiffer,] The quarto is here manifeftly erre-
meous. It reads:
~——what sow to regifter. Maronz.
8 —in love's frefb cafe,] By the cafe of love the poet means bis own
compofitions. MALONE.
9 Weighs wot the duff, &c.] A paffage in Love’s Labonr's Loft will st
once sxemplify and explain this phrafe s ) :
¢ You weigh me not,—O, that's you care ot for me."’ STEEYV.

T ¢ €IX. O,



CIX.

O, never {ay that I was falfe of heart,
Though abfence feem’d my flame to qualify.
As ealy might I from myfelf depart,
As from my foul, which in thy breaft doth lie® ;
That is my home of love: if I have rang’d,
Like him that travels, I return again?®;
Juft to the time, not with the time exchang’d e
So that myfelf bring water for my ftain,
Never believe, though in my nature reign’d
All frailties that befiege all kinds of blood 3,
*That it could fo prepo! eroun{ be fain’d,
'To leave for nothing all thy fum of good ;

For nothing this wide univerfe I call,

Save thou, my rofe; in it thou art my all,

CX.

Alas, ’tis true, I have gone here and there,

And made myfelf a motley to the view*;

Gor’d mine own thoughts 3, fold cheap what is moft dear,
Made old offences of affe&tions new ;

* As from my foul, which in thy breaft dothlie:] So, in Lowe's Lee
beur's Loft; )
“ﬂﬂcnce cver then my Leat is in thy breoft™
Secalfo Venus and Adenisy p. 40,n. 4 MALONE.
3 That is my home of icves if I bave rang'd,
Like bims that travels, 1return again 5]‘Thus, in A Midfammer-
Nighp's Dream:
¢ My heart with her but as gueft- wife fojourn’d,
¢ And now to Helen it is bome return’ds™
So alfo, Priors
¢ No matter what beauties I faw in my way,
¢ They were but my vifits, but thou art my bome.” \Ma LoNg;
3 Al frailm;q that beficge ail kinds of bloed,] So, in Timen of Arbens §
4 emmNature,
¢ To whom all fores lay fiege.” STEEVENS.
4 And made myfeif a motley 1o the view,] Appeared like]a fool; (of
whom the dérefs was formerly a motly coat.) MaroNz.
$ Gor'd mine own theughbtiy—] 1 know not whether this be a quainte
Refs, or acorruptions STEEVENS,

Mok
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Moft true it is, that I have look’d pn truth

Afkance and frangely; bat, by all above,

Thefe blenches gave my heart another youth®,

And worfe eflays })rov’d thee my beft of love.

Now all is done, fave what fhall have no end?;

Mine appetite I never more will grind

On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A God in love, to whom I am confin’d.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the beg,
Even to thy pure and moft moft loving breat},

CXI.
O, for my fake do you with fortune chide ®,
The guilty goddefs of my harmful deeds,
That did not better for my life provide
Than publick means, which publick manners breeds?,
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand ;
And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand :
Pity me then, and wifh I were renew’d ;

The text is probably not corrupt, for our authour has employed the

fame word in Troilus and Creffida :
¢« My fame is fhrewdly gor*d.”

The meaning (eems to be, I have wownded my own thoughts; I have
#Qted contrary to what I knew to be rights. MaALoNk,

¢ T 5?« blenches gave my beart anotber yontb,] Thefe ftarts or abero
rations from reitude. ‘o, in Hamlet;

¢ —1I'll obferve his locks ;
¢ I'll tent him to the quick ; if he but bleach,
¢¢ I know my courfe.”” MALoNE,

7 Now all is done, fave what [ball bewe no end :] The old copy reads
—bave what thall have, &c. This appearing to me unintelligible, I
Bave adopted a conjetural reading fuggefted by Mr. Tyrrwhict,

MaAronz.

8 0, for my [akedo you with fortune chide,] The quarto is here evie
dently corrupt. It reads—uwifb fortune chide. Matonx.

To chide avith fortune is tu quarrel withit. So, in Orbello s

¢¢ The bufinefs of the ftate does him offence,
¢ And he does chide with you.” - STEEVENS.

® Than publick meansy which publick manners breeds.] The authous
feems here to lament his being reduced to the neceffity of appearing on
the ftage, or writing for the theatre. Mavonz, .

Whillt
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Whil#t, like a willing patient, I will drink

Potions of eyfell, ’gainft mv firong infeQion® ¢

No bitternefs that I will bitter think, .

Nor double pennance, to corre& corre&ion.
Pity me then, dear friend, and I affure ye,
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

CXII.

Your love and pity doth the impreffion fill

Which vulgar fcandal ftamp’d upon my brow 3

For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow* 2

You are my all-the-world, and I muft ftrive

‘To know my fhames and praifes from your tongue 3
Nouge elfe to me, nor I to none alive,

That my fteel’d fenfe or changes, right or wrong 3.

¥ Poticns of eylell,gainft wy firong infeQion ;] Epfel/is vinegac,
a A mery G;/fh t{ the 'Frt£ ;’l the Boye: 1 5ot -
¢ God that dyed for us all,
¢ And dranke both eylell and gall.” STrzvENs.
Vinegar is efteemed very efficacious in preventing the communicas
tion of the plague and other contagious diftempers. Mavroxxz.
3 For wobat care I who calls me well o ill,

8o you o'er-green my bad, my good allow?] 1 am indifferent te
the opinion of the world, if you do but throw a friendly veil over my
faults, and approve of my virtues. The allufion feems to be either to
the praice of covering a bare coarfe piece of ground with freth
fwa'td, or to that of planting ivy or jeflamine to conceal an nm
building.

To atlow, in ancient language, is to approve. Maronz.
1 would read :—o’er grieve my bad,—i. e. I care not whatis faid of
me, fo that you cow, affiomate my failings, and approve my virtues.
StxzveNs,
3 Tkhat my fle-I'd (enfe or clarges, right or wwromg.] It appears from
the next linc vatone that ferfe is here ufed for fenfes. We might better
geag :—e'-r changes, right or wrong. MaLoNE.

N meelleta mey rc: I toron: alive,

That my fesl’d [in e cv changes, right or wrong.] The meaning of
this purblind and obfcure fuft tezms to be— You are the only perion
who has power to changs my flubbora refolution, ¢itber to whatiis right,
or to whatis wrongs STIEVEINS, In



In fo profound abyfm I throw all care ¢
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s fenfe
To critick and to flatterer fopped are 3.
Mark how with my negle& I do difpenfe :—
You are fo ftrongly in my purpofe bred,
That all the worlc{ befides methinks they are dead 6,

CXIII.

Since I left you, mine eye isin my mind 7 §
And that which governs me to go about,
Doth part his fun&ion®, and is partly blind,
Scems feeing, but effeGually isout®:

4 In fo profexnd abyfm I tbrow all care] Our author ufes this word
likewife in the Tempeft, and Antony and Cleopatra ; ¢¢ —mthe abyfm of
time,"” and “‘—the abyfm of hell.” STExvENS.

$ ———tbatmy adder’s fenfe

To critick and to flatterer ed are:] That myears are equally*
deaf to the fwarling cenfurery and the flattering encomiaft.  Critich for
eynick. So, in Love's Labour's Lof:

¢ And critick Timon laugh at idle toys.”

Our authour again alludes to the deafnefs of the adder in Troilus and
Creffida :
46 ——cars more deaf than adders to the voice

¢ Of any true decifion. MaLone,

© That all the world befides metbinks they are dead.] The quaste
has—That all the world befides methinks y'are dead.

T are was, I fuppole, an abbreviation for they are or th'are. Soch
unpleafing contra&ions are often found in our old poets. Marone.

The fenfe is thise—I pay no segard to the fentiments of mankindj -
and obferve how I account for this my indifference. I think fo much
of you, that I have no leifure to be anxious about the opinioas of
others, I praceed as if the world, yourfelf excepted, were no more.

: STEXVENS,

7 —mise eye is in mymind;] We meet with the fame pbrafe in
Hamlet :

“ In my mind’s eye, Horatio,”
Again, in The Rope of Lucrece s -

¢ Was left unfeen, fave to the eye of mind.” Maronz.
8 Dotb part bis funSiony—] That is, parctly performs his office, °

MarLoNE.

® Seems gti-l, but effectually is out :] So, in Machetd :

4 Doft. You fec her eyes are open.

¢ Genss Ay, but their fenfe is thet,” STERVENS

For
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For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird, of flower, or fhape, which it doth latch * g
Of his quick obje&s hath the mind no part,
Nor his own vifion holds what it doth catch
For if it fee the rud’ft or gentlett fight,
‘The moft fweet favour?, or deformed’ft creature,
‘The mountain or the fea, the day or night,
‘The crow or dove, it fhapes them to your feature 3
Incapable of more, replete with you,
My moft true mind thus maketh mine antrue 3.

CXIV.
Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with you*,
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery,
Or

¥ ——xobich it dotb latch ;] The old copy readse—it doth /eck. The
cerrelponding rhyme thews that what I have now fubflituted was the
authour’s words To lach formerly fignified to ley bald of. So, in
Macbeth :
¢ ——But I have words .
' $¢ That fhould be howl'd out in the defert air,
¢¢ Where hearing fhould not /azcb them.”
See Vol. 1V. p. 411, 8. 1, Marone.
3 Tbe moff fweet favour,] Favour is countenance. See Vol, IT.
Pr 449, 0. 6. Maronz.
3 My woft true mind thusmakesb mine untrue.] I once fufpeCted that
Shakfpeare wrote
o My moft true miad thus makes mine eye untrue,
Ty

Thy moft true mind thus maketh mine untrue,
but the text is undoubtedly right. The word smtraeis ufed as a
fubfantive. Tbe fincericy of my affeion is the caufe of my ustrugh ; i. e.
of my not feeing obje@s truly, fuch as they appear to the reft of mane
kind. So, in Meafure for Meafure :
¢ Say what you can, my falfe outweighs your true,™
Again, in King f.bn:
¢¢ This little abftrat doth contain thatlarge,
¢ That dy'd in Geffrey,”
Again, in Twelfth Night :
¢ How eafy is it for the proper falfe
¢ In women's waxen hearts to fet their forms!"
Milton has taken the fame liberty:
$mgrace defcending had remov'd
¢ The flony from their hearts.”” Marovx.
& wbeing crown'd with youy] So,in Timem of Asbens ¢ And
“ An



SONNETS 285

Or whether fhall 1 fay, mine eye faith true,
And that your love taught it this alchymy,
To make, of monfters and things indigeft,
Such cherubins as Iour fweet felf refemble ;
Creating every bad a perfe&t bett s,
As faft as obje€ts to his beams affemble ?
O, ’tis the firft; ’tis ﬂattery in my feeing,
And my great mind moft kingl cKinks itup:
Mine eye well knows what with his guft is *greeing ¢,
And to his palate doth prepare the cup:

If it be poifon’d 7, tis the leffer fin

That mine eye loves it, and doth firft begin.

CXV.

‘Thofe lines that I before have writ, do lie,
Even thofe that faid I could not love you dearer:
Yet then my judgment knew no reafon why
My motft full flame fhould afterwards burn clearer.
But rcckoning time, whofe million’d accidents
Creep in ’twixt vows, and change decrees of kings,
'Tan {acred beauty, blunt the fharp’t intents,
Divert firong minds to the courfe of altering things ;
Alas! why, fearing of time’s tyranny,
Might I not then fay, now I love you beft,
When I was certain o’er incertainty,
Crowning the prefent, doubting of the reft ?
Love is a babe; then might I not faﬁfo,
To give full growth to that which ftill doth grow ?

¢¢ And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crecon’d,
¢¢ That1account them bleflings.” Mavronz.
§ Creating every bad a perfeQt beft,] Soy in The Tempaft
46 ——emcreating you
¢ Of every creature’'s bifh.” STIRVENI.
6 —wbar with his gutt is 'greeing,] That is, what is pleafing to the
tafe of my mind. MaroNE.
7 If it be poifon'd, &c.] The allufion here is to the tafters of princes.
8o, in King Feba:
¢¢ .—who did rafle it to him ?
¢ Hub, A monk whofe bowels fuddenly burft out.”” Stxzv.

CXVI. Let
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CXVI.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds &
Admit impediments. Love is not love,
Which alters when it alteration finds 9 ;
Or bends, with the remover to remove :
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempefts, and is never fhaken 3
It is the ftar to every wandering bark,
Whofe worth’s unknown, although his height be taken,
Love’s not Time’s fool ?, though rofy lips and cheeks
Within his bending fickle’s compafs come ;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom 3.
If this be error, and upon me prov’d,
I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.

8 —¢o the marriage of true minds—=] To the fympathetick union of
fouls, So, in Romeo and Faliet, 4t0, 15998
. ¢« Examine every married lincament-—" MazoNz,
9 ——Lowe is not love,
Whbich alters when it alteration finds ; &c.] So,in K. Lears
& —Love's not leve,
¢ When it is mingled with regards, that ftand
¢t Aloof from th’ entire poiat.” STEEVENS.
3 Ono! itisanever-fixedmark,
That looks on tesnpefis, and is newer fraken ;] So, in K. Hen, VIIIs
66 e——though perils did
¢ Abound, as thick asthought could make them, and
“« ?rpear in forms more horrid, yet my daty,
¢ As doth the rock againf} the chiding flood,
¢ Should the approach of this wild river bresky
¢ And fland unfbaken yours,”
Again, in Coriolanus :
¢ Like a great fea-mark, flarding every y
¢ And faving tho(e that eye thee.”” Maronz.
& Love's nos Time’s fool,—] So, in K. Henry IV, P.1¢
¢ But thought’s the flave of life, and life Time’s fool."’
- Maronz,
3 Bat bears it ont ewen to the edge of deom.] So, in Alls Well that
onds Well :
¢« We'll ftrive ro bear it for your worthy fake,
¢¢ To the exreme edge of hazard,” MarLoNz.
CXVII. Ac-

5
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CXVII.

Accuofe me thus; that I have fcanted all
Wherein I fhould your ﬁreat deferts repay* ;
Forgot upon your deareft love to call,
Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day$ ;
‘That I have frequent been with unknown minds,
And given to time your own dear-purchas’d right ;
‘That I have hoifted fail to all the winds
Which fhoald tranfport me fartheft from your fight :
Book bath my wilfulnefs and errors down,
And on juft proof, furmife accumulate,
Bring me within the level of your frown 6,
But fhoot not at me in your waken’d hate7:

Since my appeal fays, I did ftrive to prove

The conftancy and virtue of your love,

CXVIII,

Like as, to make our appctitea more keen,
With eager compounds ® we our palate urge ;

i fould youn great d KL
erein I fbould your great deferts r So, in car 3
$¢ Than ﬂnﬂe' to jt{n h‘er duty{" S?':’z;v]z s, .
S Whereto all bonds do tic me day by day ;] So, in K. Rickard II3
¢¢ —There is my bond of faith,
¢ To tie thee to my ftrong corre@ion.’®
Again,y in Macbeth
¢ —tothe which my duties -
¢ Are with a moft indiffol/sble tie
¢¢ For ever knit.”
*The expreffion, day by day, was probably fuggefted by the Magnifi-
nfo: s Day by h{‘ we }:mgnify thee.” Matronx. ’
Bring me within the level of your frows,] So, K. Heary VIII:
“z--l ftood #* the level Sy f ) 4
¢ Of a full-charg’d confederacy  STXRVENS.
“Again, in The Winter's Tal :
¢¢ e—the harlot king
¢ I3 quite beyond mine armj out of the blank
¢¢ And level of my brain.’”* Marons.
7 —yur waken'd bate ;] So, in Otbello :
¢ Than anfwer my wak'd wrath.” StrzvENs.
8 With eager compounds—] Eager is four, tart, poignant. Aigre,
Fr. So, in Hamlet : : '
«  ® Did curd like esger droppings into milk.”” STzEVENS. A
8y
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As, to prevent our maladies unfeen,

We ficken to fhun ficknefs, when we : .

Even fo, being full of your ne’er-cl:g‘mg fweetnefs,

To bitter fawces did I frame my feeding ;

And, fick of welfare, found a kind of meetnefs

To be difeas’d, ere that there was true needing.

‘Thus policy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults affur’d,

And brought to medicine a healthful ftate,

Which, rank of goodnefs ®, would by ill be cur’d 3
But thence I learn, and find the leffon true,
Drugs poifon him that fo fell fick of you.

CXIX.

-What potions have I drunk of fyren tears,
Diftill’d from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears,
Still lofing when I faw myfelf to win !
What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
‘Whilft it hath thought itfelf {o blefled never!
How have mine eyes out of their fpheres been fitted,
In the diftraction of this madding fever® !
O benefitof ill! now I find true, :
That better is by evil ftill made better?;

9 —rank of goodnefs,—] So, in Axtony asd Cleopatras
« Raifk‘zof gw/(.'s die]t." STIIVIJNQ.
3 Hew bave mine cyesout of their fpheres been fitted,

In the diftraction of this madding fever ] How have mine eyes
been convulfed during the frantick fits of my feverous love | So, in Adic-
beth ;
¢¢ Then comes my fit again; I had elfe been perfe’&,
¢ Whole as the marble,” &c.

‘The participle firred, is not, I believe, ufed by any other authouwr, in
the fenfe in which it ischere employed. Maroxnz,
We mcet in Hamlet the fame image as here :
¢ Make thy two eyes, like ftars, fart from their [pheres.”
STEEVENS.
3 0 benefit of ill ! mow I find true,
That beaster is by evil fill made better 3] So, in As ysu Likeit
¢ Sweet arc the ules of adverfity,”” STEEvENS,
And
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" And ruin’d leve, when it is built-anew 3,

Grows fairer than at firft, more ftrong, far greater,
So Ireturn rebuk’d to my content,
And gain by ill thrice more than I have fpent.

CXX.
That you were once unkind, befriends me now,
And for that forrow, which I then did feel,
Needs muft I under my tranfgreffion bow,
Unlefs my nerves were brafd or hammer’d fteel.
For if you were by my unkindnefs fhaken,
As I by yours, you have pafs’d a hell of time*4;
And I, a tyrant, have no leifure taken
To weigh how once I fuffer’d in your crime,
O that our night of woe might have remember’d
My deepeft fenfe, how hard true forrow hits ;
And foon to you, as you to me, then tender’d
‘The humble falve which wounded bofoms fits ¢

3 And ruin'd love, whes it is built asew,] So, in The Teos Gentla-
oun of Verona : .
¢¢ Shall lovein building grow fo rainate P™
Again, in Astony and Cleoputra ¢
¢ moft noble Antonyy i
¢¢ Let not the piece of virtue which Is fet
¢ Betwixt us, as the cemenr of our love,
¢¢ To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter
¢¢ The fortrefs of it.”
Again, in Troilus and Creffida :
s But the ftrong bafe and hilﬁnﬁ of my lows
¢¢ Js as the very center to the earth,
¢ Drawing all things to it.”” Maroneg.
4 —you bave pafi’d  hell of time 3] 8o, in Otbelloz
“¢ Rut oh, what demsed minwtes tells he o’ery
¢ Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpe&s, yet ftrongly loves 1"
Kgain, in Tbe Répé of Lucrece: -~
"¢ And that deep torture may be call'd a bef,
¢ Where more is felt than one hath power to tell.” Mato¥z,
Again, in King Ricbard I1I :
4 e for a feafon after,
¢¢ Could not befieve but that Jevas in be/l.”™ STrEvENS..
S —might bave remember’d—) That is, might have reminded. So,
in King Ricbard I1: . . s
It doth remembur me the more of forrow.” Matowz.

VOL. x. . U : Bu\t
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But that your trefpafs now becomes a fee 3
Mine ranfoms yours, and yours maft ranfom me:.

CXXI.
*Tis better to be vile, than vile efteem’d,
When not to be receives reproach of being 3
And the juft pleafure loft, which is fo deem’d
Not by our feeling, but by others’ {ecing.
For why fhould others’ falfe adulterate eyes
Give falutation to my {portive blood ?
Or on my frailties wa are frailer {pies,
Which in their wills count bad what I think good #
No,—I am that I am?; and they that level
At my abufes, reckon up theirown:

I may be ftraight, though they themfelves be bevel’;
By their rank thoughts my deeds muft not be thown;.
Unlefs this general evil they maintain,— :

All men are bad, and in their badnefs reign.

CXXIL
Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain
Full chara&ter’d with lafting memory ®,
Which fhall above that idle rank remain,
Beyond all date, even to eternity

6 ] am tkat I am ;=] So, in K. Richard Ill:
¢¢ —J am myfelf alone.”” STzzvans. .

7 —bewel ;] i. . crooked; a term ufed only, I believe, by mafons and

joiners, STEEVENS,
8 ——within my brain
Full chara@er’d with lafling memory,] So, in Hamles ;
¢ emmefrom the table of my memory
¢ I'll wipe away all trivial fond records,—
¢¢ And thy commandment all alone thall live-
¢ Within the book and wolume of my brais.”
Agtin, in the fame'play :
¢« Andthefe few precepts in thy memory
¢¢ Look thou chara&er.™
Again, in the Two Gentlemes of Verona ¢
6¢ a1 do conjure thee, -
- 6 Who art the rable wherein all my thoughte
6 Are vifibly chordBer'd and cograv'djes Maiousz,

4
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Or, at the leaft, fo long as brain and heart
Have faculty by nature to fubfift®;
Till each to raz’d oblivion yield his Fart
° Of thee, thy record never can be mifs’d.
‘That poor retention could not fo much hold?,
Nor need I tallies, thy dear love to fcore ;
‘Therefore to give them from me was I bold,
‘To truft thofe tables that receive thee more:
To keep an adjunét to remember thee,
Were to import forgetfulnefs in me.

‘CXXIII

No! Time, thou fhalt not boaft that [ do change:
Thy pyramids, built up with newer might,
To mc are nothin& novel, nothing ftrange ;
“They are but dreflings of a former fight.
- Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
‘What thou doft foift upon us that is old 5
And rather make them born to our defire,
‘Than think that we before have heard them told,
‘Thy regiiters and thee I both defy,
Not wondering at the prefent nor the patt ;
For thy records and what we fee do lie,
Made more or lefs by thy continual hafte: -
This I do vow, and this fhall ever be,
I will-be true, defpite thy fcythe and thee 3 -

CXXIV.

+ If my dearlove were but the child of Rate,
It might for fortune’s baftard be unfather’d,
As fubje&t to time’s love, or to time’s hate,
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather’d,

9 Oryattheleaf, fo long as brain asd beart
Have faculty by matsre to fubfift}]) So, in Hemlet 2
¢ Remember thee? .
¢« Ay, thou poor ghoft, while m¢mory holds a feat
8¢ In this diftraéted globe.” STzavENns.
T Thar poor retention could sot fo much bold,] That. poor retention 19
the table-book given to him by his friend, incapable of retaining,.or
* sather of ¢entaining, fo much as {Jhe tablet of the brain, . M‘uonNt_.
2 0,
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No, it was builded far from accident;

It fuffers not in fmiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled difcontent, .

Whereto the inviting time our fathion calls

It fears not policy, that heretick,

Which works on leafes of fhort-number’d hours,

But all alone ftands hugely polyick ?, )

‘That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with fhowers?.
To this I witnefs call the fools of time,
‘Which die for goodnefs, who have liv’d for crime %

CXXYV.

Were it aught to me I bore the canopy, .

With my extern the outward honouring$,

Or lay’d great bafes for eternity,

Which prove more fhort than wafte or ruining ?
Have I not feen dwellers on form and favour
Lofe all, and more, by paying too much rent 3

3 Put all alone flands bugely politich,] This line brings to miad D
Akenfide’s noble defcription of the Pantheons
¢¢ Mark how the dread Pantheon ftands,
¢ Amid the domes of modern hands !
¢ Amid the toys ofidle ftate,
¢ How fimply, how feverely great!™ Stxavsns,
3 That it nor grows with beat, nor dresons with .] Thosgh
a building may be drowna'd, i. e. deluged by rain, it can hardly grew
snder the influence of beat. I would read=—glowrs. STERYENS.
Our poet frequently ftarts from one idea to another, Though he
had compared his affection to a building, he feems to have defested
that thought; and here, perhaps, meant to allude to the En'ul_l of
vegetation, and the accidents that retard it.  So, in the 15th Sessets
¢ When I pesceive, that every thing that grews, .
¢ Holds in perfeQion but a little moment,—=
¢¢ When I perceive that mes as plants increafe,
¢ Cheared and check'd even by the felf-fame Ry, &c-" Matonzs
4 et be fools of time, :
Which die for goodnefs, who bave liv'd for crims.] Perhaps this i
a ftroke at fome of Foxs Martyrs. STERVENS.
§ With my extern the outward bosswring:] Thus in Orbelle s
¢ When my ovtewarda&ion doth demonttrate
& The native at and figure cf my heart
¢ la complimecot exters—," STEZVENSe

Fer
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Yor compound fweet foregoing fimple favour, -
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing fpent?
No ;—let me be obfequious in thy hears,
And take thou my oblation, poor but free,
Which is not mix’d with feconds, knows no art®,
But mutual render, only me for thee.
Hence, thou fuborn’d informer! a true foul,
When moft impeach’d, Rands leaft in thy control.

CXXVI

O thou, my lovely boy 7, who in thy power
Doft hold Time’s fickle glafs, his fickle, hour ;
‘Who haft by waning grown, and therein fhow'ft
‘Thy lovers withering, as thy {weet felf grow’ft ;
If nature, fovereign miftrefs over wreck,

As thou goeft onwards, fill will pluck thee back,
She keeps thee to this purpofe, that her fkill
May time difgrace, and wretched minutes kill.
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleafure ;
She may detain, but rot ftill keep her treafure;
Her audit, though delay’d, anfwer’d mutt be,
And her quietus is to render thee ®.

CXXVII.
In the old age ® black was not counted fair®,
Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name; = ., . ,
' S . 4:-;: '-3‘;.

S Which is not mixd with feconds,—] I am juft informed by an old
lady, that feconds is a provincial term for the fecond kind of flowr, which
is colle@ed after the fmaller bran is fifted. ~ That our author’s oblae
tion was pure, snmixed with bafer matter, is all that he meant to fay.

STrzyENs.

7 O thon, my lovely boy,—] This Sonnet differs from all the others
in the prefent collection, not being written in alterqate rhimes.

. Matons,

8. And ber quietus—] So,in Hamlet 3

¢ —mmight his guietws make
¢ With a bare bodkin."

See note on that paflage, A& III. fc. i.

‘This fonnet confifts only of twelve lines. STzgvang.

9 In the old age, &c. The reader will find .xmﬁ 'SI Jnt i1 faid here
o8 the fubjet of complexion, is n;;;t'ed id Love's Labour’s Lop : o

3 “ Oy
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But now is black beauty’s fucceffive heir,
And beauty flander’d with a batard thame 3

Fe.

¢¢ O, who can give an oath? where is 8 book ?
¢ That I may fwear, beauty doth beauty lack,
¢ If that (he learn not of her eye to look ?
¢ No face is fair that is not full fo black.

¢ O, if in black my lady’s brow be deck'd,
¢¢ It mourns, that painting and ufurping hair

€ Should ravith doters with a falfe afpe@ ; .
¢ And therefore is fhe born to make black fair.™ Stzxv.

¥ In theold age, &c.] All the remaining Sonnets are addrefied tos
female, Maronrk.

A Sonnet was furely the contrivance of fome literary Procruftes.
“The fingle thought of which it is to confift, however luxuriant, muft bs
cramped within fourteen verfes, or, however ftanty, muft be fpun ost
3nto the fame number. On a chain of certainlinks the exiftence of
this metrical whim depends ; and its reception is fecure as foon asthe
admirers of it have counted their expe@ed and ftatutable propertion
of rhimes. The gratification of head or heart is no obje€t of the
writer's ambition. That a few of thefe trifles deferving a better cha-
rater may be found, I fhall not venture to deny; for chance co-ope-
rating with art and genius, will occafionally produce wonders. .

Of the Sonnets before us, one hundred and twenty-fix are inferibed
(as Mr. Malone obferves) to a friends the remaining twenty-eight (3
fmall proportion out of fo many) are devoted to a miftrefs. Yet if our
author's Ferdinand and Romeo had not expreffed themfelves in terms
more familiar to human underftanding, I believe few readers would
have rejoiced in the happinefs of the onc, or fympathized with the for-
rowdof theother. Perhaps, indecd, quaintnefs, obfcurity, and tauto-
logy, are to be regarded as the conftituent parts of this exotick fpecies
of compofition. But, in whatever the excellence of it may coofift, I
profefs 1 am one of thofe who fhould have withed it to have expiredia
the country where it was born, had it not fortunately provoked the ri-
dicule of Lope de Pega, which, being faintly imitated by Poirure, was
at laft transfufed into Englith by Mr. Roderick, and exhibited as fole
lows, in the fecond volume of Dodfley’s ColleQtion. .

A SoNNz T,

¢ Capricious Wray a fonnet needs muft have ;
¢ Ine'er was fo put to't before :—a fonnet !
¢ Why, fourtgen verfes muft be fpent upon its
¢ *Tis good, howe’er, to have conques’d the firft ftave, iy
®
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For fince each hand hath put on nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with art’s falfe-borrow’d face,
Sweet

-~

6¢ Yet I fhall ne'er find thymes enough by half,
¢ Said 1, and found myfelf i’ the midft o the fecond.
¢ If twice four verfes were but fairly reckon'd,

¢¢ 1 fhould turn back on th® hardeft part, and laugh,

4¢ Thus far, with good fuccefs, I think J've fcribled,
¢¢ And of the twice feven lines have clean got o’er ten.
¢ Courage! another’ll finith the firft triplet;
¢ Thanks to thee, Mufe, my work begins to fhorten s &
¢ There’s thirteen lines got through, driblet by driblet.
¢ *Tis done. Count how you will, I warr'at there's four.
teen.*’ : o

Let thofe who might conceive this fonnet to be unpoetical, if com-
pared with others by more eminent writers, perufe the next, being the
-leventh in the colleion of Milton.

¢¢ A book was writ of late call’d Tetrachordon,
¢¢ And woven clofe, both matter, form, and ftyle 3
8¢ The fubje€t new : it walk'd the town a while,
¢ Numb'ring good intelle&s ; now feldom por'd on.

¢ Cries the ftall-reader, Blefs us! what a word on
é A little page is this! and fome in file
¢ Stand fpelling falfe, while one might walk to Mile-
4¢ End Green. Why, is it harder, firs, than Gordon,

¢¢ Colkitto, or Macdonnel, or Gallafp?
¢ Thofe rugged names to our like mouths grow fleck,
¢ That would have made Quintilian ftare and gafp.
¢¢ Thy age, like ours, O foul of fir John Cheek,
¢¢ Hated not learning worfe than toad or afp, .
¢ When thou taught't Cambridge, and king Edward Greek."”
The reader may now proceed to more pieces of the fame ftru@ure,
which the friends of the late Mr, Edwards were willing to recsive as
effufions of fancy as well as friendfhip. If the appetite for fuch a mode
of writing be cven then unfatisfied, I hope that old Jofhua Sylvefter,
{‘lkconfefs myfelf unacquainted with the extent of his labours) has
ikewife been a fonneteer ; for furely his fuccefs in this form of poetry
muft have been tranfcendent indeed, and could not fail to afford come -
te gratification to the admirers of a fated number of lines compofed
n the higheft firain of affe@ation, pedantry, circumlocution, and non«
fenfe. In the mean time, let int?erior writers be warned againft a
fpccies of compofition which has reduced the moft exalted poets to a
level with the meaneft thimers; has almoft cut down Milton and
U g Shakfpeare
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Sweet beaaty hath no name, no holy hour,
But is profan’d, if not lives in difgrace.

Therefore

Shakfpeare to the ftandards of Pomfret and ——, but the mame of
Pomfret is perhaps the lowet in the fcale of Englifh verfifiers. As for
Mr. Malone, whofe animadverfions are to follow mine, ¢ Nowis
he for the numbers that Petrarch flow'd in.”* Let me however borrew
fomewhat in my own favour from the fame fpeech of Mercutio, by
obferving that ¢ Laura had a better love to be-rhyme hes.® Let me
adopt alfo the fentiment which Shakfpeare himfelf, on his amended

j dgment,Lhu put into the mouth of his favourite chara®er in Lows’s
ihn‘: off
¢ Tut! none but minftrels like of Somneting."” - STxmvENs.

1 do not feel any great propenfity to ftand forth as the champion of
thefe compofitions, However, as it appears to me that they have beea
fomewhat under-rated, I think it incumbent on me to do them that
juftice to which they feem entitled.

Of Petrarch (whofe works 1 have never read) I cannot fpeak; bt
T am flow to believe that a writer who has been warmly admired for
four centuries by his own countrymen, is without merit, though he
has been guilty of the heinous offence of addreffing his miftrefs in
pieces of only that number of lines which by long ufage has been ap-
propriated to the fonnet,

The burlefque ftanzas which have been produced to depretiate the
poems beforeus, it muft be acknowledged, are not ill executed ; but
they will never decide the merit of this fpecies of compofition, until it
fhall be eftablithed that ridicule is the teft of truth. The fourteen rugg-
ed lines that have been quoted from Milton for the fame purpofe, are
equally inconclufive; for it is well known that he generally failed
when he attempted rhyme, whether his verfes affumed the fhape of a
fonnet or any other form. Thefe picces of our authour therefore muft
at laft ftand or fall by themfelves.

When they are deferibed as a mafs of affe@tation, pedantry, circam-
locution, and nonfenfe, the picture appears to me overcharged. Their
great defelts feem to be, a want of variety, and the majority of them
*not being dire€ted to a fem:le, to whom alone fuch ardent expreffions
of efteem could with propriety be addrefled. 1t cannot be denied too
that they contain fome far-fetched conceits ; but are our authour's plays
entisely frce from them ? Many of the thoughts that occur in his dra-
matick produtions, are found here likewifc; as may appear from the
numerou; parallels that have been cited from his dramas, chiefly for

“the purpofe of authenticating thefe poems. Had they therefore no
other meiit, they areentitled to our attention, as often illufirating ob=
fcure paffages in his plays.

I do not perceive that the verfification of thefe pieces is lefs fmooth
and harmonious than that of Shakfpeare's other compofitions. Thosgh
many of them dre not fo implc and clear as they ought to be, yet bm:‘
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Therefore my miftrefs’ eyes aré raven black,
Her cyes fo fuited®; and they mourners feem A
’ t

of them are written with perfpicuity and energy, A few bave beea

already pointed out as deferving this charater ; and many beautiful

lines, fcattered through thefe poems, will, it is fuppofed, firike every

seader who is not determined to allow no praife to any fpecies of poe
except blank verfe or heroick couplets. Maronz.

The cafe of thefe Sonnets is certainly bad, when fo little can be ad-
vanced in fupport of them. Ridicule is always fuccefsful where itis
jufte A burlefque on Alexander's Fesft would do no injury to its originale
Some of the rhime compofitions of Milton (Sonnets excepted,) are al-
Jowed to be eminently harmonious. Is it neceRary on this occafion to
particolarize his Aliegro, Penferofo, and Hymn om the Nativity # § mutt
add, that there is more conceit in any thirty-fix of Shakfpeare’s Sow-
sets, than in the fame number of his Plays, When 1 know where that
perfon is tobe found who allosus me praife to any [pecies of postry, exe
cept blank werfe and bervic cosplets, it will be early enough for me te
undertake his defence. STEEVENS.

That ridicule is generally fuccefsful when it is juft, cannot be de-
nied; but whether it be jult in the prefeat inftance, is tbe point to be
proved. It may be fuccefsful when it is not juft; when neither the
ftru@ure nor the thoughts of the poem ridiculed, deferve to be derided.

No burlefque on Alexander’s Feaf certainly would render it ridico-
Jous; yet undoubtedly a fuccefsful parody or burlefque piece might be
furmed upon it, which in itfelf might have intrinfick merit. The fuc-
¢efs of the burlefque therefore does not neceflarily depend upon, nor
afcertain, the demerit of the original. Of this Cotton’s Virgil Traveflie
aftords a decifive proof. The moft rigid mufcles muft relax on the
perufal of it 3 yet the purity and majefty of the Encid will ever remain
undiminthed.——With refpe to Milton, (of whom I have only faid that
he geacrally, not that he always, failed in rhyming compofitions,)
Dryden, at a time when all rivalry and competition between them
were at an end, when he had ceafed to write for the ftage, and when
of courfe it was indifferent to him what metre was confidered as beft
fuited to dramatick compofitions, pronounced, that he compofed his
great poem in blank verfe, ¢ becaufe rhyme was not his talente. He
had neither (adds the Laureate) the eafe of doing it, nor the graces of
it; which is manifeft in his Fwwenilia or Verfes written in his youth 3
wobere bis rbyme is always corfirained, and forced,land comes bardly from
bim, at an sge when the foul is moft pliant, and the paffion of love
makes almoft every man a rhymer, though not a poet,”” One of the
moft judicious criticks of the prefent, I might, I believe, with truth
fay of any, age, is of the fame opinions ¢ If his Englith poems, (fla)yn

- %,

2 Her eyes o fuitedy=-] Her cyes of the fame colour as thofc of the
Tawen. MaLonz.
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At fuch, who, not born fair, no beauty lack,
Slandering creation with a falfe efleem? :

Yet

Dr. Johnfon, fpeaking of all his fmaller pieces,) differ from the verks
of others, they diff:r for the worfe, for they are too often diftinguithed
By repulfive barﬁu{u the combinations of words are new, but they
are not pleafing, the rbymes and epithets feem to be Jaborioufly fought
and violently applied.  All that fert compofitions can commonly attain
s neatnefs and elegance. Milton never learned the art of doing litte
things with grace.”  Life of Milton. MAvronx.

Cotton’s work is an innocent parody, was defigned as no ridicule on
the /Encid, and confequently will not operate to the difadvantage of
that immortal poem. The contrary is the cafe with Mr. Roderick’s
$mitation of the Spaniard. He wrote it as a ridicule on the frufore,
not the words of a Scaner; and this is a purpofe which it has com-
pletely anfwered. No onc ever retired from a perufal of it with a fa-
sourable opinion of the fpecies of compofition it was meaat to deride.

The decifions of Dryden are never lefs to be trufted than when he
treats of blank verfe and rhime, each of which he has extolled and de-
preciated in its turn. When this fubje@ is before him, his judgment
§s rarely fecure from the fedu@ions of convenience, intereft or jealoufy 3
and Gildon has well obferved, thatin his prefaces he had always confi-
dence enouzh to defend and fupport his own moft glaring inconfiften~
cies and f:if-contradi@ions. What he has faid of the author of Pare-
dife L:f, is with a view to retaliation. Milton had invidioufly affert-
«d that Dryden was only a rbymift; and therefore Dryden, with aa litde
regard to truth, has declared that Milton was wo rbymif at all. Let
my other fentiments fhift for themfelves, Here I thall drop the coa-
troverfy. StrEvEns.

In juRice to Shakfpeare, whofe caufe I have undertaken, however
wnequal to the tafk, I camnot forbear to add, that a literary
Procruftes may as well be called the inventor of the couplet, the ftanza,
er the ode, as of the Sonnct. They are all in a certain degree re-
firaints on the writer; and all poetry, if the obje@ion now made be
<arried to its utmoitextent, will be reduced to blank verfe. The admirers
of that inferior kind of metre have remarked with triumph that of the
couglet the firft line is generally for fenfe, and the next forshyme; and
shis certainly is oftcn the cafe in the compofitions of mere verfifiers g
but is fuch a redundancy an eflential property of a couplet, and will the
works of Dryden and Pope afford none of another chara&er ?—The
¥ondage to which Pindar and his followers have fubmitted ia the
firulure of fRrophé, antiftophé, and epode, is much greater than that
which the Sonnct impofes.  If the fcaaty thought be difguftingly di-
Bated, or luxuriant ideas unnaturally compreffed, what follows? Not
fureiy that it is impoflible to write good Odes, or good Sonnets, but
that the poet was injudicious in the choice of his fubje®, or kaew et
$ow to adjuft his metre to his thoughts.

Suppofing
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Yet fo they mourn, becoming of their woe#,
‘That every tongue fays, beauty fthould look fo.

CXXVIII.

How oft, when thou, my mufick 5, mufick play’gt,
Upon that blefled wood whofe motion founds
Wg‘t)h thy fweet fingers, when thou gently fway’.
‘The wiry concord that mine ear confounds 9,

Do I envy' thofe jacks 7, that nimble leap

‘To kifs the tender inward of thy hand ®?,

Whilg

Suppofing that Shakfpeare meant to deliver his own fentiment in the
paffage quoted from Love's Labenr’s Loft, (for which there does not
feem to be any authority,) whether his judgment was amended or not,
can not be afcertained, until it thall be froved that thefo poems wess
compofed before that play was written.—If however his opinion is t»
determine the merit of this foecies of poetry, it may b~ urged in favour.
of it, as well as againtt i¢, for in A Lowver’s Complaint he hay honoue’d
it with the title of the ¢¢ deep-brain’d Sonnet.”” Marowx.

3 ——and they mourners feem .

At fuch, who, not born fairy no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a folfe cfleem:] They feem to mourn
that thofe who are not born fair, are yet poffeffed of an artificial beau-
ty, by which they pafs for what they are not, and thus dithonour na~
ture by their imperfe imitation and falfe pretenfions. Maronz,

& —becoming of their woey] So, in Asteny asd Cleopatra

¢¢ —=Fye, wrangling queen! !
. ¢ Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,
¢ To eweep.”” MarLonz.
S e—twben thox, my mufick,—] So, in Pericles:
¢ You are & viol, and your fenfe the ftrings,
¢ Which, finger'd to make man bis lawful mufick," &c. STxxV,

6 Tbe wiry concord tbat mine car confounds,] We had the fame ex«

preflion before in the eighth Sosmer :
s¢ If the true coscord of well-tuned founds,
¢ By umions married, do offend thine car.” Marowz.

7 Do I envy shofejacksy—] This word is accented by other anclent -

writers in the fame manner,” So, in Marlowe’s Edward II. 1598:
¢ If for thefe dignities thou beenvy'd.” : .

Again, in Sir Joha Davies’s Epigrams, printed at ‘Middlebourg, a0

date:
¢ Why doth not Ponticus their fame eavy' 7" Masoxz.

8 ——tbofe jacks that mimble leap

To difs the tender inwoardof thy bend #] So, in Chrossabotsntbe=

boguas « —the
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Whil#t my poor lips, which fhould that harveft reap,
At the wood’s boldnefs by thee blufhing fiandl = °
To be fo tickled, they would change their ftate
And fituation with thofe dancing chips,
O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait 9,
Making dead wood more blefs’d than living lips,
Since faucy jacks fo happy are in this?,
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kifs,

CXXIX.

‘The expence of {pirit in a wafte of fhame

Is luft in a&ion; and till aion, luft

Is perjur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to truft ;
Enjoy’d no fooner, but defpifed ftraight ;

Paft reafon hunted ; and, no fooner had,
Paftreafon hated, as a fwallow’d bait,

On purpofe laid to make the taker mad:

Mad in purfuit?, and in ‘roﬂ'eﬁion fo;

Had, having, and in queft to have, extreme s

66 —wthe tea-cups fkip
¢ With cager hafte to kifs your royal lip.” STrxvEwNs.
There is fcascely a writer of love-verfes, among our elder poets, whe
bas not introduced hyperboles as extravagant as that in the text,
which the foregoing quotation was produced to ridicule. Thus Waller,
in his Addrefs to a /ady playing on a Inte:
¢¢ The trembling firings about her fingers crowd,
¢ And tell their joy for ev’ry kifs aloud.”” Matowz.
® O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,] Here again thelr
is printed in the old copy inftead of thy. So alfo in the laft line of this
Sonnet. MALONI:./ here fpeaking of
2 Since faucy jacks fo bappy are in this,] He is ng of a
fmall kind/;f f;innet, mc‘i':n'ay called a Jirgiul. So, in Rew Alisy,
or Merry Tricksy 16113
é¢ Where be thefc rafcals that fkip up and down,
. % Like virginal jacks #” STRETvENS.
"4 virginal was lfaped like a piano forte. See Vol. IV. p. 129, n. 6s
MALoxz,
3 Mad in purfuityee] The old copy corruptly readsamiade in pure

Rit, MaLronze
. A blifs



SONNRZRTAS go1
A blifs in proof,~and prov’d, a very woe3; :
Before, a joy propos’d ; behind, a dream:
All this the world well knows ; yet none knows well
To fhun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

CXXX.

My miftrefs’ eyes are nothing like the fun 3
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red:
If fnow be white, why then her breafts are dun 3
Jf hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
1 have feen rofes damaik’d, red and white,
But no fuch rofes fee I in her cheeks ;
And in fome perfumes is there more delight
‘Than in the breath that from my miftrefs recks.
1 love to hear her fpeak,~—yet well I know
That mufick hath a far more pleafing found ;
I grant I never faw a goddefs go,—
y miftrefs, when fhe walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any fhe, bely’d with falfe compare.

- CXXXI.

Thou art as tyrannous, fo as thou art,

As thofe whofe beauties proudly make them cruel;
For well thou know’ft to my dear doting heart '
Thou art the faireft and moft precious jewel.

Yet, in good faith, fome fay that thee behold,
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan:
To fay they err, I dare not’be fo bold,

Although I fwear it to myfelf alone.

And, to be fure that is not falfe I {fwear,

A thoufand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on another’s neck*, do witnefs bear

Thy black is faireft in my judgment’s place.

3 ——and prov'd, 2 very woe;] The Quartois here evidently corrept:
reads: -
u —and prov'd and very woe. MaLoNE.
4 A tbowfand groans, but thinking on thy faie,
One on another’s neck—] So, in Ilamler :
¢¢ One woe doth tread upon anotber’s beslsy
¢ So faft they follow.” Mazoxz.

In



o2 § ONNZETS.

In nothing art thou black, fave in thy deeds,
And thence this flander, as I think, proceeds.

CXXXII.

‘Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart, torment me with difdain 3
Have put on black, and loving mourners be,
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.
And truly not the morning fun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the eafts, |,
Nor that full ftar that ufhers in the even
Doth half that glory to the fober weft$,
As thofe two mournin ?'es become thy face?:
O, let it then as well befeem thy heart
‘To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee grace,
And fuit thly fity like in every part.
Then will I fwear, beauty herfelf is black,
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

S And truly not the morning fon of beaven .
Better becomes the grey tfuh of tkecaft,] So, in K. Hen. IV, P, 111
6¢ amit ftruck upon him as the fux
¢ In the grey vault of heaven.” MarLoxs.
€ Nor that full flar that ufbers in the even
Doth baif that glory to the fober wefl,] Milton had ‘ﬁalnp. thefe
Jines in his thoughts, when he wrote the defcription of the eveaing In
his fourth book of Paradife Loff : .
¢« Now came flill eweming on, and twilight grey
¢¢ Had in her fober livery all things clad.==" Matoxz.
7 . As thefe two mourning eyes become thy face:] The old copy hasee
. morning. The context, 1 think, clearly thows, that the poet wrote—
mowrming. So before:
' ¢ Thine eyese— .
+ ¢ Have put on black, and living mourners be." .
The two wourds were, 1 imagine, in his time pronounced alike, Ins
* Sonpet of our authour’s, printed by W. Jaggard, 1599, we find :
A ¢ In black morme | ——""
The fame Sonnet is printed in England’s Helicony 1600, and there the
line ftands: .
¢ Joblack masrs 1." Mavrong,

CXXXIII. Be-
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CXXXIIIL

Befhrew that heart that makes my heart to-groan
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me !
Is’t not enough to torture me alone,
But flave to flavery my fweet’t friend muft be 2
Me from myfelf thy cruel eye hath taken,
And my next felf thou harder haft engrofs’d ;
Of him, myfelf, and thee, I am forfaken ;
A torment thrice threefold thus to be crofs’d.
Prifon my heart in thy fteel bofom’s ward, .
But then my, friend’s heart let my poor heart bail;
Who e’er keeps me, let nmry heart be his guard ;
Thou cantt not then ufe rigour in my gaol:
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee,
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me®.

CXXXIV.
80 now I have confefs’d that he is thine,
And I myfelf am mortgag’d to thy will ;
Myfelf I'll forfeit, fo that other mine
Thou wilt reftore, to be my comfort ftill:
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,
For thou art covetous, and he is kind ;
He learn’d but, furety-like, to write for me,
Under that bond that him as fatt doth bind.
The ftatute of thy beauty ® thou wilt take,
‘Thou ufurer, that put’ft forth all to ufe, .
And fue a friend, came debtor for my fake ;
So him I lofe through my unkind abufe.
Him have Iloft; thou haft both him and me;
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. .

8 —fur I, being pens in thee,

patra:
¢ You take from me a great part of myfelf ;
¢ Ufz me well in’t.”
Again, in Troilus and Creffida * i
¢ I have a kind of felf refides with you.”” Marowm.

Perforceam thine, and all that isin me.] So, in" Antony and Clso . °

9 The Ratute of thy beauty—) Statute has here its legal [ign?ﬂca-: )

tion, that of a fecurity or obligation for money., MAvrone.

CXXXV. Whe-
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CXXXV.
‘Whoever hath her with, thoa haft thy will,
And will to boot, and will in over-plus;
More than enough am I that vex thee ftill,
‘To thy {weet will makinf addition thus.
a

‘Wilt thou, whofe will is large and fpacious,

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine 2

Shall will in others feem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance fhine?

‘The fea, all water, yet receives rain ftill,

And in abundance addeth to his flore ; .

So thou, being rich in will, add to thy will

One will of mine, to make thy large will more !
Let no unkind, no fair befeechers kill §
Think all but one, and me in that one #il/.

CXXXVI.

If thy foul check thee, that I come fo near,

Swear to thy blind foul that T was thy #ill,

And will, thy foul knows, is admitted there 3

Thus far for love, my love-fuit, fweet, fulfill.

Will will fulfill the treafure of thy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one *.

In things of great receipt with eafe we prove 3

Amoung a number one is reckon’d none:

Then in the number let me pafs untold?,

‘Though in thy ftores’ account I one muft be 3

For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold

‘That nothing me, a fomething fweet to thee s
Make but my name thy love, and love that @ill,
And then thou lov’ft me,—for my name is #5//,

v Ay, fillit full with wiils, and my will one.] The modern editors,
by following the old copy, in which the vowel I is here ufed inftead of
ey, have rendered this line unintelligible, MaArLoNze

2 Among a number one is reckon’d nonet

Then_in the number lec me pafs antoldy &c.] The fame conceit s
found in Romeo and Fuliet : :
¢¢ Search among view of many ¢ mine being one,
% May fland in swmber, though in reckoning mome.™ Strxv.

CXXXVII. Tho
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CXXXVIIL

Thou blind fool, Love, what doft shou to mine eyes,
‘That they behold, and fee not what they fee ?
They know what besuty is, fee where it lies,
Yet what the beft is, take the worft to be.
If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks,
Be anchor’d in the bay? where all men ride,
Why of eyes' falfehood haft thou forged hooks,
Whereto the judgment of my heart is ty’d+?
Why fhould my heart think that a feveral plot$,
Which my heart knows the wide world’s common place?
Or mine eyes feeing this, fay, this is not,
To put fair truth upon fo foul a face®?
In things right true my heart and eyes have err'd,
And to this falfe plague are they now transferr’d.

CXXXVIII.

When my love fiwears? that fhe is made of trath,
Ido believe her, though { know fhe lies ; T
het.

3 Beanchor'd in the ba So, in Antony and Clespatrs ;
¢ There thould be’::}bor his afca.’nnd die s
A ¢ W‘;;l; looking on his life.” Matows,
in, in wre for Meafure s
B Whih‘l‘/r‘ny lfntentibn, hearing not my tongue,
¢ Ancbors on Ifabel,™ STzEVENS.
4 ———hooks; .
Whereto tbe judgmest of my heart is ty’d 2] So, in Hamlet ¢
¢ Grapple them to thy fos!/ with beoks of fteels”
Again, in Anteny and Cleopatra
4 My bears was to thy rudder ty’d with ftrings."* Srzevens.
S Why foonld my beart shink that a feveral plot,] The reader will
find an account of & fevsral or feveral ploty in a note on Lewe's
Labour’s Loft, Vol I1'p. 345, 0 §. MaLoNE.
© To put fair truth wpen fo foul a face?] So,in Macbeth :
¢ Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know.” .
StrEvENS,
7 When my love fwears, &c.] This Sonnet is alfo found (with fome
variations) in The Paffionate Pilgrim & colle@ion of verfes printed as
Shakfpeare’s in 1599. It there ftands thus: '
¢ When my love fwears that fhe is made of truth,
8¢ 1 do believe her, though I know fhe lies;
& That fhe might think me fome untutor’d youth,
¢ Usglilfull in the world’s falfe forgeries. :
Vor. X, X o Thus



That the might think me fome untutor’d youth,

Unlearned in the world’s falfe fubtleries.

Thus vainly thinking that fhe thinks me zzng,

Although fhe knows my days are patt the bes,

Simply I credit her falfe-fpeaking tongue 3

On both fides thus is fimple truth fuppref,

But wherefore fays the not, fhe is unjuft ?

And wherefore fay not' I, that I amold ?

O, love’s beft habit is in feeming truft, ‘

And age in love loves not to have years told &
Therefore [ lie with her, and fhe with me,
And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be.

CXXXIX.

0, call not me to jultify the wrong,

"That thy unkindnefs lays upon my heart ;

Wound me not with thine eye, bat with thy tongue®;
Ufe power with power, and flay me not by art,

Tell me thou lov’t elfewhere; but in my fghe,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye afide.

What need’ft thou wound with cunning, when thy might
Is more than my o’er-prefs’d defence can *bide ? '
Let me excufe thee : ah! my love well knows

Her pretty looks have been mine énemies

¢ Thus vainly thinking that The thinks me

¢ Although I know my years be paft the m

¢ 1 [miling credit her falél‘pﬂk’n‘ tongue,

¢ Out-facing faults in love with love's ill ref,

¢« But wherctore fays my love thart fe is young #

¢¢ And wherefore fay not.I that T am old ?

¢¢ 0, love’s beft habitis a footbing tongue,

¢ And age in love loves not to have years told.

¢¢ Therefore 1'll lie with /eve, and /ove with me,

¢ Since that our faults in love thus fmether'd be.” Marons.
8 Wound me not witb thine eye,—] Thus, in Remes and Fuliet s
¢ o=he’s already dead ; fabd’d with a white weach's black epe™

. . Mazons,

Wound ‘me not with thine eye, but woith thy tongue;] 8o, i Ky
Henry VI, P, 1113

¢ Ab, kill me with thy weapons, got thy words,” STz zvaNs

4 . And
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And therefore fram my focn tha turss my foes,

‘That they alfewhere might dast their injarics :
Yet donot fo; buet fince £ am near fain,
Kill me out-right with loaks, snd rid my pain.

CXL.

Be wife as thou art crael 3 do not prefs
My tongue-ty’d patience with 100 much difdain; -
Left forrow lead me words, and words exprefs
The manner of my pity-wantisg pain.
If I might teach thee wit, better 1t were,
‘Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me fa?;
(As tefty fick mon, w{on their deaths be near,
No news but health from their phyficisns know ;)
For, if I fhould defpair, I fhould grow mad,
And in my madnefs might {peak ill of thee :
Now this ill-wrefting world is grown fo bad,
Mad flanderers by mad ears believed be.

That [ may not be fo, nor thou bely'd,

Bear t'hdin'e eyes ftraight, though thy proud heart go

wide®.

CXLI.
In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes,
Far they in thes a thoufand errors note ;
But "tis my heart that loves what they defpife,
Who in defpite of view is pleas’d to dote.
Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted ;
Nor tender feeling, to bafe touches prone,
Nor tafte nor {fmell, defire to be invitad
‘To any fenfual feaft with thee alone :
But my five wits, nor my five fenfes ¢an
Diffuade? one foolith keart from ferving thee, Wi
: o

9 «=to tell me {0 3] To tell me, thou doff love me. Marong.
3 Bear thins eyes Praight, though thy proud heart go wide.] That
Is, (as it is expreffed in 2 former Sennet)
¢ Thy looks with me, tby beart in otber place.* Marowg.
3 But my five wits not my fos fenfes can
] ] That is, but nsither my wits per feafes can, &c.
8o, in Meafure for Meafure :
X a3 ¢ More
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Who leaves unfway’d the likenefs of a man,

Thy proud heart’s flave and vaflal wretch tobe s
5nly my plague thus far 1 count my gain,
That fhe that makes me fin, awards me pain.

CXLII.
Love is my fin, and thy dear virtue hate,
Hate of my fin, grounded on finful loving :
O, but with mine compare thou thine own fiate;
And thou fhalt find it merits not reproving ;
Or, if it do, not from thofe lips of thine,
‘That have profan’d their fcarlet ornaments3,
And feal’d falfe bonds of love as oft as mine 43
Robb’d others’ beds revenues of their rentss:

¢ More nor lefs to others paying—""
¢ The wits, ¢ Dr. Johnfon obferves,” feem to have been reckoned
five, by analogy to the five fenfes, or the five inlets of ideas. #iin
our authour's time was the general term for the intelle@ual power.*
;rom Stephen Hawes's poem called GRAUNDZ AMOUR AND LA BELS
vCEL, 1554, ch. 24, it appears that the five wits were < common
wit, imagination, fantafy, eftimation, and memory.” * Matowz.
3 Tbhat bave profan'd their fcarlet ornaments,] The fame
is foued in King Edward 111, a tragedy, 159612
¢ —when (he grew pale,
¢¢ His checks put on their fearlet ornaments.” Marowsz,
4 And feal'd falfe bonds of love as oft as mine ;] So, in our authosr”s
Venns and Adonis ¢
¢ Pure /ips, fweet feals in my foft lips imprinted,
- ¢ What bargains may I make, fjll to be fealiag P™
Again, in Meafure {ar Meafures
¢ Take, O take thofe Iif‘ away,
¢¢ That fo fweetly were forfworny=—
¢« But my kifles bring again,
¢ Scals of lowe, but feal'd in vain.”
Again, mozc appufitely, in the Mercbant of Vesice e
¢ Q, ten times faéet Venus’ pigeons fly,
¢¢ To feal love's bonds new made, than theyare wont
% To keep obliged faith unforfeited.”
In Hasmlet we again meet with the bonds of love ¢
¢¢ Breathing like fan&ified and pious bonds,
. ¢¢ The better to defile.” MaroNEx.
5 Robb'd otbers® beds revenues of theirrents.] Soy in Orhelly :
 And-pous o treafures into foreignlaps” STEEvE M3,
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Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov’ft thofe
Whom thine eyes woo as mine impértune thee :
Root pity in thy heart, that when 1t grows,
Thy pity may deferve to pity’d be. -
If thou doft feek to have what thou doft hide,
By felf-example may’#t thou be deny’d ! '

CXLIIIL

Lo, as a careful houfe-wife runs to catch

One of her feather’d creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe, and makes all fwift difpatch

In piirfuit of the thing fhe would have ftay ;

Whilft her negle€ted child holds her in chace,

Cries to cateh her whofe bufy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant’s difcontent® ;

8o run’ft thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilft I thy babe chace thee afar behind ;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,

And play the mother’s part, kifs me, be kind ;
So will I pray that thou may’# have thy Will,
If thou turn back, and my loud crying ®ill?,

CXLIV,
Two loves I have® of comfort and defpair,
Which like two fpirits do fuggeft me fill?;
‘The better ange is a man night fair,
The worfer fpirit a woman, colour’d ill.

6 Nt prising ber poor infant's difcontent 3] Not regarding, nor mak.
Jing any account of, &el‘ ch’i;d‘a uneaﬁmﬁ.’] MaAvoxnz.
7 —that thou may'ft bave thy Will,

If tbow turn back, asd my loud crying ftill.] The image with
which this Sonnet begins, is at once pleafing and natural; but the
conclufion of it is lame and impotent indeed. We attend to the cries
of the infant, but laugh at theloud blubberings of the great boy Will.

STERVENS,
8 Tewo loves I bave, &c.] This Sonnet was printed in The Paffonste
Pilgrim, 1599, with fome flight variations. Marowz.
9 ondo fuggeft mefills] i e, do tempt meftills  See po 88‘,‘ n. 3.
ALONES

X3 Te
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To win me foon to hell, my female vvil 1
Tempteth my better 1 my Gde ®,
And would corrapt my faint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride®.
And whether that my angel be tun’d fiend,
Sufpeét I may, yet mot direétly teli 5 ,
But being both from me3, both to each friend,
I guefs one angel in another’s heil :
Yet this thall 1 ne’er know 4, but live in doabt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one qut S,

CXLV.

Thofe lips that Love’s own hand did make?,
Breath’d forth the found that faid, I 5es¢,
To me that languith’d for her fake:

But when fhe faw my woeful flate,

Straight in her heart did mercy come,
Chiding that tongue, that ever fweet

Was us’d in giving gentle doom ;

And taught it thus a-new to greets

1 bate fhe alter'd with an end,

‘That follow’d it as gentle day

» Tempteth my better angel from my i&e,] 8o, in Otbells 2
¢ Yea, curfe Wis better angel from bis fdn Srzzvaws.
The quarto has—from sy Agbr. "“The truc resding s Soand ia Tie
Paflionate Pilgrime. Mavonk.

* —uwith ber foul pride.] The copy in Tbe Paffionate Pilgrim hasee
with her fair pride. Maroxx. ’
3 But being both from meye] The Pyfionste Pilgrim resdsemte me

Mazops.

4 Yet this fhall I ncer know,~1] The Paffonate Pilyrim reade—

The truth I fooll not knowes. MaLoNE.
S Till my bad angel fire my fnd one out.] So, In King Lasr3

¢ —aund fire us hence, like foxes.”  STzEVvENS.
§ Tdofe lips that love's owm band did make,)

~—ofcula, qua Venus

Quinta parte fui ne@uils imbuit. Hore Maronx.

Doth
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Both follow night 7, who, like & fiand?,
From heaven to hell is flown away ;
1 bate from hate away the threw,
And fav’d my life, faying—net you?.

CXLVI.
Poor foul, tha center of my finful earth?,
Fool’d by thofe rebel-powers that thee array 2, .
Wiy
7 Tbat follow’d it as genile .

Dorb‘;oﬂow -&gk,-‘:-? Sr,{n Hawles :

. 6 And it mef fellow,as rhe -ifbt the day,

¢ Thou canft not then be falfe to any man.” Marownz.

8 wmnight, who like a fimd] $0, in King Henry V':

6 cemnight,

6 Who like o foul and ugly witchy” &co STERVENL

9 I hate from hate swiay fos threw,

And fav'd my life, feying—not you.] Such fenfe as thefe Sopnets
abound with, may perhaps be difcovered as the words at prefeat ftand
but I had rather read:

1 bate—away fram hats fhe flew, &c.
Having pronounced. the words I hese, fhe lok me with a declaration ip
my favour. STEEVENS.

The meaning is—fhe remaved the words I Bats to a diftance fromp
.batred ; (he changed their natural import, and rendered them ineflfice-
cious, and undefcriptive of diflike, by fubjoining met yos, The old
copy is certainly right. The poet relates what the lidyﬁid; fhe ls ot
hcrtf'd':' the (peaker. We have the fame kind of expreffion in Tlb¢ Rape

rece s :

€ It cannot be, quoth fhe, that fo much guile
“ %Shc would-have (aid) can lurk in fuch a losk ;
¢¢ But Tarquin's fhape came in her mind the whilg,
¢ And from her tongue can /urk from cammet taok.” MAzoNE.
-8 Poor foul, the center of my finful earth,]So,in Love's Labour's Lofis
" Than thou, fais fun, which on my rarsh dith thine*
- Again, in Romeo and Fulio :
¢ Can J go forward, while my heast is here P
¢ Turn back, dull earsh, and find thy cester out.™
Again, In Hemlet : .
¢ O, that the earth which kept the warld in awe,
¢¢ Should patch a wall, to expell the winter's faw 1"
We 'meet with a fimilar allufon in The Merchent of Vanice s
¢¢ Such harmeny is in immortal foals s
¢ But while this muddy vefture of decay
¢ Doth grofly clofe it in, we cannot hear it." MALONE.
8 Fool'dby rkofe rebe! powers 'Mi tkee array,] The old copy I'elp“lo:
4
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Why doft thou pine within, and fuffer dearth,
Painting thy outward walls fo coftly lgay ?
ﬁ eafe,

Why fo large coft, having fo thort @

Doft thou upon thy fading manfion fpend ?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excefs,

Eat up thy charge ? Is this thy body’s end ?

Then, foul, live thou upon thy fervant’s lofs,

And let that pine to afguvate thy ftore 3;

Buy terms divine in felling hours of drofs ;

Within be fed, without be rich no more::
So fhalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men,
And, deathonce dead, there’s no more dying then,

CXLVII.

My love is as a fever, longing ftill

For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe 3
Feeding on that which doth preferve the ill,
‘The uncertain fickly appetite to pleafe.

My reafon, the phyfician to my love 4,
Angry that his prefcriptions are not kept,
Hathleft me, and I defperate now approve,
Defire is death, which phyfick did except,

Poor foul, the center of my finful earth,

My finful carth thefe rebel pow'rs that thee array,
It is manifeit that the compofitor inadvertently repeated the laft three
words of the firft verle in the beginning of the fecond, omitting two fyl-
lables, which are fufficient to complete the metre. What the amitted
word or words were, it is impoffible now to determine. Rather than
leave an hiatus, I haye hazarded a conje@ure, and filled up the line,

Marous.

I would read : Starw’d by the rebel powers, &c. The dearth com-
plained of in the fucceeding line, appears to authorife the conje@ure.
The poet feems to allude to the fhort commons and gaudy habit of fol-
diers. S'rxlvnu.th fores] Th that has beea fo often

3 —to aggravate thy flore; e error that has 0 of alreyd
noticed, lnxs‘;uppened here ; the original copy, and all thefubfq.-{
impreffions, reading my inflead of tby. MaALonz,

4 My reafon, the pbyfician to my love,) Soy in The A(ﬂf{ Wieu
Wirdfor : *¢ Afk me no reafon why I love you; for though lewe
reafon for his precifian, he admits him not for his counfellor.” Dr,
Farmer, with fome probability, would here read—for his 'x‘i”.

MAULONE.

Patt
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Paft care I am, now reafon is pak care %,

And frantick-mad with ever-more unreft;

My thoughts and my difcourfe.as madmen’s are,

At random from the tiath vainly exprefs’d ;
For I have fworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night®,

. CXLVIIIL
O me! what eyes hath love put in my head,
Which have no coerefpondence with true fight §
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled,
‘That cenfures falfely 7 what they fee aright?
If that be fair whereon my falfe eyes dote,
What means the world to fay it is not fo?
If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love’s eye is not o true as all men’s: no,
How canit ? O, how can Love’s eye be true,
That is fo vex’d with watching and with tears ?
No marvel then though I miftake my view;
The fun itlelf fees not, till heaven clears. .
O cunning Love ! with tears thou keep’ft me blind,
Left eyes well-feeing thy foul faults fhould find.

CXLIX.

Canft thou, O cruell fay I love thee not,
When I, againft myfelf, with thec partake ?

s Paft cure I am, sow resfon is pat care,] So, in Lewe’s Labour’s

¢ Great reafon ; for paft curs is Rill paft care.”

It was a proverbial faying. See Hollond’s Lesguer, a pamphlet pube
lifhed in 3632 ¢¢ She has got this adege in her mouth § Thisgs paf
exre, paficare.”” MarLoxz. :

© —as black as bell, as darkas sights] So, in Leve’s Lebour's Lofic

¢¢ —Black is the badge of be//,
¢¢ The hue of dungeons, and the fcowl of night.” STERVENS.
- 7 Tbat cenfures faifely—] That eftimates falfef . See Vol, IV,
P- 149, n. 8. Maronz.

® When I, againft myfelf, with thee pariake?] 1. e. take part with
thee againft myfelf. STErvews.

- A partaker was in Shakfpeare's time the term for an affoclate oe
tein any bufinefss Matons. Do
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Dolnotthinkonthn,whﬂbﬁoe-
Am of myfelf, tl!znnt. for chry fakes? - - . .
Who hateth thoe, that I db calt Iﬁr:nl'{"i .

On whom frowa’# theu that I do wpon ¥

Nay, if thew low'sk on me, do I netfpend : - -
Revenge upon swyfelf with prefert moan # -

What merit doI in myfelf refpe&,

*That is fo proud thy fervioe-vo defpife,

When all m .MMW&?Q’M&. .
Commnndtd’ By the motien of thioe w
But, love, hate on, for sow.I ksow thy mind s .

Thofe that can fee thow Jov', and I am biind.
CL. . -
O, from what power haft thou this powerful might, '
With infufficiency my heart tofway? = - &
“To make me give the lie to ml true fight, - - :
And fwear that brightnefs doth not grace the day3?
Whence haft thon this becoming of things ili¢," -
That in the very refufe of thy decds c :
: Phere
9 w=gll tyramt, for thy fake?] Thatis, for the fake of tbee,
tyrant. P?rhtpt{mwe{e]r thz]l\ﬁim :mu : hers thow
e when 1 forgot
Am of myfelf, all truant for thy fake ?
So, in the 1011t Sowmer e
¢ O ¢ruant Mufe, what fhall be thy amends
& Forthy megke® of truthwe' Mas.onz,
Y Wbo bateth thee, that I do call my friend #] This is from one of the,
Pfalms: < Do I nat hate thofe that bate thee !’ &c. Svexvins.
3 Commonsed by the motion of .thine eyes 7] Bo, in Coriclanss 3
L“ Hem;‘gur v.lithA his m‘oegmcc." STasvame,
2D, more a tely, in Antony an lupm:
A" & Hu':zlhwyom. like’ the Nereides,
¢ $o many mermaids, rended.bhar i’ the eyes,
4 And made their bends adorniogs ?'? Matoxxz.
“: ‘n:' feoear tbat brightnefs doth set gracethe day ] 8o, in Romes
- uiset 3
7 4] am content, if thon wilt hawe it fo:
<« I'll fay, yon grey is not the morming’s.eye,” &cce)
. Sremvans.
& Whence baft thou this becoming of things ill,) Sop in Aateny and -
Clagatra: “ <ijeb
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There isfuch firength and warrantife of kill,
That in my mind thy worft all beft exceeds ? .
Who taught thee how to make me love thee mare,
The more I hear and fee juft canfe of hates?
O, though I love what do abhor,
With others thou fhould’ft not abhor my flates

If thy unworthinefs rais’d love in me, .

More worthy I to be belov’d of thee.

CLI.

Love is too young to know what confcience is 3
Yet who knows not, confcience is born of love ?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amifs,
Lett guilty of my faults thy fweet felf prove,
For, thou betraying me, 1 do betray A
My nobler part to my grofs body’s treafon ;
My foul doth tell my body that he may
‘Triumph in Jove ; Heth fays no farther reafon 3
But rifing at thy name, doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is contented thy poar drudge to be,
'To ftand in thy affairs, fall by thy fide.
No want of coafcience hold it that I call
Her—love, for whofe dear love I rife and fall¢

6 wmvileh things
¢ Become thel{ﬁlmln her.”
Again, ibidem s
¢ Fis, wrangling queen!
¢ Whom every thing becemes; to chide, to langh,
¢ To weep.” Marong.
S Who taught thee bow to make me love thee move,
Tbe more 1 bear and fo jupt canfe of bate?] So Catulluss
Odi et amo; quare id faciam, fortafle requisiss .
Nefcio, fed fieri fentio et excrucior.
‘The following lines in one of Terences Comedies contain the fame
fentiment as the fonnet before us 3 )
¢ O indignum facinus ! nunc ego
¢ Etillam fceleftam effe et me miferum fentiog
L Eg teedet, et amore ardeo, st prudens, fciens,
¢ Vivus, videnfqus pereo, nec quid sgam feio” Marowz.
' CLIL Ia
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CLII. o

In loving thee thoo know’ft I amforfworn,

But theu art twice forfworn, to me love fwearing;

In a& thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn,

In vowing new hate after new love bearing. . .

But why of ‘two oaths’ breach do I accufe thee,

When I break twenty ? Iam perjur’d moft;

For all my vows are oaths but to mifufe thee,

And all my honett faith in thee is loft:

For I have fworn deep oaths of thy deep kindnefs,

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy conftancy ;

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindnefs,
Or made them fwear againft the thing they fee®;
For I have fworn thee fair: more perjur'd I,

To fwear, ‘againft the trath, fo foul a lie7!

cLur,
Cupid lay’d by his brand, and fell afleep ¥:
A maid of Dian’s this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly fteep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ;

© —fuwear againft the thing they fes 3] So, in Timen :
¢ Swear againft eb{tﬁ:." Srzxvens,
more perjur'd 1,
To fewear, againft thetrutb, fo foul 8 lie!] The quartois here ces-
tainly corrupt. It reads—more perjur’d ¢ye, Sc. Marowk.
8 Cugid laid by tis brand,and feH afleep ;] This and the following
Sonnet are compofed of the very fame thoughts differently verfified.
They feem to have been early effays of the poet, who pethaps had not
determined which he fhould prefer. He hardly could have intended
to fend them both into the world, Maronzx.
That the poet intended them alike for publication, may be inferred
from the following lines in the 105th Somaes
¢¢ Since aH alike my fongs and praifes be,
¢ To one, of one, ftiH fuch and ever foma-."

* Again:
¢ Therefore my verfem
¢ One thing exprefling, leaves out difference.”

Again:

¢ Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument,
¢ Fair, kind, and true, varying to other wosds,” STrEvENS.

Which

7
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Which borrow’d from this holy fire of love
A datelefs lively heat, fill to endure,
And grew a feething bath, which yet men prove,
Againft ftrange maladies a fovereign cure.
But at my miftrefs’ eye love’s brand new-fir'd,
‘The boy for trial needs would touch my breatt 3
I fick withal, the help of bath defir’d,
And thither hied?, a fad ditemper’d gueft,

But found no cure: the bath for my help lies

‘Where Cupid got new fire ; my miftrefs’ eyes.

CLIV.
"The little love-god lying once afleep,
Laid by his ﬁdegl?;is l{'eart-inﬁamingpbrand,
Whillt many nymphs that vow’d chafte life to keep,
Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand
The faireft votary took up that fire
Which many legions of true hearts had warm'd ;
And fo the general of hot defire
Was fleeping by a virgin hand difarm’d.
‘This brand fhe quenched in a cool well by,
Which from love’s fire took heat perpetual,
Growing a bath and healthful remed
For men difeas’d; but I, my miftrefs’ thrall,
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.

9 emtbe belp of bath defir'd,
And thither biedy=—] Query, whether we hould read Barb (1. en
the city of that name), The following words feem to authorife it.
SrzzvENs.
The old copy is certainly right. See the fubfequent Sonnet, which
ceontalns the fame thoughts differently vesfified :
¢¢ Growing @ bath, &c.
¢ ambut I, my miftrefs’ thrall,
¢ Came there for cure.”
So, before, in the prefent Sonnet s
¢ And grew & fecthing st Mazoxe,
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THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM".

I.

WEET Cytherea, fittiag by a brook,
With young Adonis, lovely, frefh and green,
Did court the lad with many a lovely look,
Such looks as none could look but beauty’s queen,
She

' Tbe Poffionate Pilgrim was firk publithed by William Jaggard in
fmall ofavo in 1599, with our authour’s name. Two of the Sonnets
inferted In that colle@ion are alfo found (as has been already obferved)
in the larger colle@ion printed in quarto in 1609; which having been
already laid before the reader, (fee before, Sonaet 138, and 144,) are
here omitted. J. Jaggard In 1598 had printed a colle@tion ot Poems
written by Richard Barnefield.  Among thefe are found A Sonnet
¢ addrefled to his friend Maifter R, L. in praife of mufique and
poetrie,’ beginning with this line, ¢ Ifmufigue and fweete poetrie
agree,” &c. and an Ode alfd written by Barnefielde, of which the

R line is ¢ As it fell upon a day—: notwithftanding which, William
Jaggard inferted thefe two picces in the Paffionate Pilgrim as the pro-
du®ions of Shakfpeare.

In the year 1612 he went fill further, for he then added to the
former milccllany feveral pieces written by Thomas Heywood, and re-
publified the colle€ion under the following title. ¢ Tus Pas-
SIONATE PILGRIME, or certaine Amorons Sonaets beteveens Venus and
Adoais, newly correfled and augmented. By W. Sbakefpeare. The
third edition. Whereunto Is newly added two love-epittles, the firft
from Paris to Hellen, and Hellens anfwere backe againe to Paris.”
Heywood, being much offended with this procecding, appears to have
infifted on the printer's cancetling the original title-page, and fubfi-
tuting another that fhould not afcribe the whole to Shakfpeare.
‘This I learn from my copy of thefe poems, in which the two title-
pages by fome negligence of the binder have been preferved 5 one with,
and the other without, the name of our authour. Heywood in his
poftfcript to his Apolezy for Afors, printed in 1613, thus fpeaks of this
tranfaltion. ¢ Here likewife I muft neceffarily infert a manifeft in-
jury done to me ia that worke, [Britaynes Troy,] by taking the two
epiftles of Paris to Heieny and Helen to Paris, and printing them in a
lefs volume under the name of another; which may put the world in
opinion I might fteale them from him, and hee, to do himfelfe right,
hath fince publithed them in his own name: but as I muit acknow-

¢ Vole X. Y ledge
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She told him ftories to delight his ear;

She fhow’d him favours to allure his eye;

To win his heart, fhe touch’d him here and there:

‘Touches fo foft ftill conquer chaftity .

But whether unripe years did want conceit,

Or he refus’d to take her figur’d proffer,

‘The tender nibbler would not touch the bait,

But fmile and jeft at every gentle offer:
Then fell the on her back, fair queen, and toward §
He rofe and ran away ; ah, fool too froward !

ledge my lines not worthy his patronage under whom he hath publif-
ed them, fo, the author, I knoew, much otfended with Mr. Jaggard, that
(altogether unknown to him, ) prefumed to make fo bold with his name.”

In confequence of Jaggard's condu the two poems of Barnefield
have tiil the prefent edition been printed as Shakfpeare’s; and Hey-
wood's tranflations from Ovid, notwithftanding the authqus's remon-
ftrance, were again republifhed in 1640, under the name of our poet:
nor was the fallacy dete@ed till the year 1766, when it was pointed
out by Dr. Farmer in his very ingcnious Effay os the learning of Shal-

eare.

PBeﬁde the poems already enumerated, which the printer falfely af-
cribed to Shakfpeare, he likewife inferted a celebrated Madrigal written
by Marlowe, beginning with the words—¢ Come live with me, and be my
love,” which is now rejeéted.

The title-page above given fully fupports in obfervation I made
fome years ago, that feveral of the fonnets in this colle@ion feem to
have been efiays of the authour when he firft conceived the notion of
writing a poem on the fubjeét of Venus and Adonis, and before the
fcheme of his work was completely adjufted.

Many of thele little pieces bear the ftrongeft mark of the haud of
Shakfpeare. - 1 have not adhered to the order in which they ftand in
the old copy, having claffed all thofe which relate to Adonin together.

Mazoxs.

Why the prefent colle@ion of Sonnets, &c. fhould be entitled The
Paffionate Pilgrim, 1 cannot difcover, as it is made up out of the loofls
fragments of Shakfpeare, together with pieces of other writers, Per-
haps it was fo called by its fi:ft editor William Jaggard the bookfeller.
We may be almoft fure that our author never defigned the majority of
theie his unconnefled fcraps for the publick.

On the Stationers’ books the following entry occurs 3 ¢¢ Jan. 3, 1599,
Amours by J. D. with certen Soncts by W. S.” This entry is made
by Eleazar Edgar. STEEVENS. i

2 'Fouches fo foft flill conquer cbaplity.] Thus, in Cymbeline ;

€6 ey tou b more rare
¢ Subdues all pangs, all fears,” STEEvENS,
IL. Scarce
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II.

Scarce had the fun dried up the dewy morn3,
And fcarce the herd gone to the hedge for fhade,
‘When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,
A longing tarriance for Adonis made,
Under an ofier growing by a brook,
A brook, where Adon us’d to cool his fpleen :
Hot was the day; fhe hotter that did look
For his approach, that often there had been.
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by,
And ftood ftark naked on the brook’s green brim ;
‘The fun look’d on the world with glorious eye,
Yet not fo wittly, as this queen on him :

He fpying her, bounc’din, whereas he ftood 3

O Jove, quoth fhe, why was not I a flood ?

IIL

Fair was the morn, when the fair queen of love,
. [] L4 . L]

Paler for forrow than her milk-white dove 4, ’
For Adon’s fake, a youngfter proud and wild ;

3 Scarce bad the fun dried up the dewy morny &c.] Of this Sonnet
the following tranflation was made by the late Mr, Vincent Bourne s
Vix matutinum ebiberat de gramine rorem
Umbrofa invitans Phebus ad aatra boves,
Cum fecum placidi Cytherea ad fluminis undas
Adventum expeQans fedit, Adoni, tuum.
Sub falicis fedit ramis, ubi fiepe folebat
Procumbens faftum depofuiffe puer.
£Eftus erat gravis; at gravior fub pe@ore divee
Qui fuit, et longe fevior, eftas erat.
Mox puer advenit, pofuitque a corpore veftem,
Tam prope vix Venerem delituifft ratus;
Utque deam vidit recubantem in margine ripse,
Attonitus mediis infilicbat aquis.
Crudelem decepta dolum fraudemgque fuperbum
Ut videt, his mzftis ingemit illa modis ¢
Cur ex zquoree fpumi cum nafcerer undse,
Non ipfa, 0 inquit Jupiter! unda fui! Mavowz.
4 Paler for forrow than ber milk-wbite devs,] The line preceding
this is lot, MavLonz,
Y2 Her
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Her ftand fhe takes upon a feep-up hill s :

Anon Adonis comes with horn n.n; houndse 3

She filly queen, with more than love’s will,

Forbade the boy he fhould not pafs thole grounds ;

Once, quoth the, did I fee a fair fweet youth

Here in thefe brakes deep-wounded with a boar,

Decp in the thiih, a fpeQacle of ruth!

See, in my thigh, quoth the, here was the fore®:
She fhowed hers; he faw more wounds than ane,
And blufhing fled, and left her all alone.

Iv’
Fair Venus with Adonis fitting by her?,
Under a myrtle thade, began to woo him 3
She told the youngling how god Mars did try her?,
And as he fell to her, fhe fell to him, E
ver

S —mupon a fizep-up-bill :] It has been fuggeed to me that this
ought to be printed—upon a fteep up-bill ; but the other regulation i
wndoubtedly right. Se, in a former fonnet:

¢ And baving climb’d the feep-np hegvenly Sy,
Matonz.

© See, in my thigh, quoth fbe, beresvastbefore, &c.] Rabalais hath
fported with the fame thought in 3 chapter where be relatath the gory
of the 0/d PWomanand tb¢“2iu. La Foataine al(o indwigeth himfelf ia
Le Diable Papcfiguiere, after a naanner no whit raare chaftifed ¢

¢¢ Bref auffi tdt qu'd appergut I'enorme

¢¢ Solution de continuite,

¢¢ Il demeura fi fort épouvanté,

¢ Qu'il prit la fuite, et laiffa-1a Perrette.”
The varlet Shak(pcare, however. on this occaion might have remem-
b}:ved the ancient ballad of the Gelding of the Devil, which beginneth
thus:

¢ A merry jeft I will you tell,” &c.
And now 1 bethink me, fomewhat like the fame fancy occurreth in
the Speculum Majus of Vinceotius Bellovacenfis, otherwifa Vincent de
Beauvais. AMNER. .

7 Fair Penws with Adenis firting by ber,] The old copy rends:

Venus with Adonis fitting by her.
The defe@ of the metre thows that a word was omitted at the prefs.
This remark I oweto Dr. Farmer. Marownx,

8 Sbe told theyoungling bowo god Mars did try ber,] Stc Veans and
Adonis, ante, p. 18

I have
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Even thus, quoth fhe, the warlike god embrac’d me ;
And then fhe clipp’d Adonis in her arms s
Even thus, quoth fhe, the warlike god unlac’d me,
As if the boy fhould ufe like loving charms :
Even thus, quoth fhe, he feized on my lips,
And with her lips on his did a& the feizure;
And as fhe fetched breath, away he fkips,
And would not take her meaning nor her pleafure.
Ah! that | had my lady at this bay,
To kifs and clip me till I run away !

v

Crabbed age and youth?
Cannot live together;
Youth is full of pleafance,
Age is fall of care:
Yougn like fammer mom,
Age like winter weather ;
Youth like fummer brave,
Age like winter bare.
Youth is full of fport,
Age’s breath is fhort,
Youth is nimble, age is lame;
Youth is hot and bold,
Age is weak and cold 5
Youth is wild, and age is tame,
And

¢¢ I have been woo'd, as I entreat thee now,
¢¢ Even by the ftern and direful god of war,”™ &ce MaroNz.
e=bow god Mars did try her,] So, Priors
¢ By Mars himfelf rbar armour bas bton try'd.”* STRAVENS.
9Crabbed age an }autb, &c.] This little poem islikewife found in the
Garland of Good Will, Part 1H. Dr. Percy thinks that it was intend-
ed for the mouth of Venus, weighing the comparative merits of yowrb-
ful Adonis and aged Vulcan.” Ses the Religues of Anc. Pest. vel. &
. « ad edit.
’ 'f‘ is fong is alluded to in The Weman's Prixe, or the Tamer tam’dy by
B. and Fletcher:
[ —— Thou fond man,
$¢ Haft thou forgot the ballad, Crabbed age?
¢ Caa May and January match togethery
¢¢ And never a fosm between them? Masons. .
Y3 As
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Age, I do abhor thee,
Youth, I do adore t;lce H
O, my love, my love is young ;
Age, 1 do def,y thee®; ’
O fweet fhepherd, hie thee,
For methinks thou ftay’ft too long.

VI.

Sweet rofc?, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, foon faded,
Pluck’d in the bud, and faded in the {pring 31
Bright orient pearl, alack ! too timely fhaded §
Fair creature, kill’d too foon by death’s fharp fting!
Like a green plumb that hangs upon a tree,
And falls, through wind, before the fall fhould be.

I weep for thee, and yet no caufe I have;
For why ? thou left’ft me nothing in thy will.
And yet thou left’ft me more than I did crave 3
For why ? I craved nothing of thee fill:
O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee :
Thy difcontent thou didft bequeath to me.

As we know not that Vulcan was much more aged than bis bre-
thren, Mars, Mercury, or Phabus, and efpecially as the fabled deities
were fuppofed to enjoy a perpetuity of health, life, and pleafure, I am
unwilling to admit that the laughter-loving dame difliked her hufirsad
on any other account than his ungraceful form and his lamenefs. Hs
who could forge the thunderbolts of Jove, was furely in full ftrength,
and equal to the tafk of difcharging the higheft claims and moft terri.
fying exations even of Venus herfelf. I do not, in fhort, perceive
how this little poem could have been put, with any fingular propriety,
into the mouth of the queen of Love, if due regard were paid to the
claffical fituation of her and her hufband. STrevENs. :

\ Age, 1do defy thee;] 1 defpife or rejedt thece. So, in Remes asd
Fulier ;

<« I do defy thy conjuration.” Marowx,

2 Swest rofe, &c.] This feems to have been intended for a dirge to
be fung by Venuson the death of Adonis. Marone.

3 ——faded in the fpring.] The veib fade throughout thefe little
fragments, &c. is always fpelt waded, either in compliance with ancient
pronunciation, or in confequence of a primitive which perlnr modera
Jexicographers may feel fome reluance to acknowledge. They tell us
that we owe this word to the French fade; but I fee no reafon why
we may not as well impute its origin to the Latin ©ado, which equally
ferves to indicate departure, motion, and evanefcences STEXVENS.

VII. Fair
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VII.

Fair is my love, but not fo fair as fickle,
Mild as a dove, byt neither true nor trufty;
Brighter than glafs, and yet, as glafs is, brittle#,
Sof%er than wax, and yet, asiron, rufty:
A lily pale *, with damatk die to grace her,
None fairer, nor none falfer to deface her.

Her lips to mine how often hath fhe join’d,
Between each kifs her oaths of true love fwearing !
How many tales to pleafe me hath fhe coin’d,
Dreading my love, the lofs thereof fill fearing !

Yet in the midft of all her pure proteftings,

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jeftings.

She burn’d with love, as ftraw with fire lameth ;
She burn’d out love, as foon as ftraw out-burneth  ;
She fram’d the love, and yet fhe foil’d the framing ;
She bade love laft, and yet fhe fell a turning,

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether?

Bad in the beft, though excellent in neither.

VIIIL.

Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye,
’Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument®,

4 Brigher than glafs, and yet, as glafs is, briusle, ]
Quam digna inferibi vitro, cum lubrica, imvig,
Pellucens, fragilis, vitrea tota nites !

Written under a lady’s name on an inn window. STREVvENS,
® A lily pele, with duurd die to grace bery] So, in Venus and Adowis 3
‘46 ———a fudden pale,

¢ Like lawn being laid upon the blufhing rofe.”

Again, in the Rape of Lucrece:
¢ This filent war of lilies and of rojes—," MarLoNzx.

S Sbeburn®d out love, as foon as fraw eut-burnetd;] So, in King
Hesry IV. P. 1:

¢ cmeerafh Bawin wits,
¢ Soen kindled and foon burnt.”” STREVENS.

O wcannor bold argumn.‘l This is the reading in Love's Labour's
Loff, where this Sonnet is alfo found. Tée Paffisnate Pilgrim hat te=
¢onld not hold argument. Maronx,

Y 4 Perfuade
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Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury ?
Vows for thee broke deferve not punifhment,
A woman 1 forfwore; but I will prove,

Thou being a goddefs, I forfwore not thee:
" My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ;
Thy grace being gain’d, cures all difgrace in me.
My vow was brcath, and breath a vapour is ;
Then thou fair fun, which on my earth doft fhine?,
Exhal’ft this vapour vow ; in thee itis:
1f broken, thea it is no fault of mine.

If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife

'To break #n oath, to win a paradife®?

Ix.

If love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear to love ?

O, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d :
‘Though to myfelf forfworn, to thee I'll conftant prove;
Thofe thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like ofzers bow'd.
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine syes®,
Where all thofe pleafures live, that art can comprebend,
1f knowledge be the mark, to know thee fhall fuffice 3
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend ;
All ignorant that foul that fees thee without wonder ;
Which is to me fome praife, that I thy parts admire :

7 —which on my earth doft fbine,] Such is the reading in Lowe’s Lo
dour’s Loff.  Tke Paffionate Pilgrim reads :
~—that on this earth dorb fhine,
Exbale this vapour, &c. MarLonz.
Then theu, fair fun, which on my carth doff Pine,
Exhal'ft 1215 vagour—=] So, in Remeo and Juliet:
¢ Itis fome meteor that the fun exioles.” STERVENS.
3 To break ancath, to win a paradife ] Soyin Lewe's Labour’s Lefls
¢ It is religion, to be thus forfworn.'* STzzvewe.
9 ~—makes Lis book thine eyesy] So, in Love’s Labour's Lofts
¢ From women's ¢yes this do&rine § derive,’ &co
Again, ibidem :
¢ —women's eyese—
¢¢ They are the bocks, the arrs, the academes,™ Maronz.

Thins
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Thine eye Jove’s lightning feems, thy voice his dreadful
thunder,
Which (not to anger bent) is mufick and fweet fire %,
Celeftial as thou art, O do not love that wrong,
To fing the heavens’ praife with fuch an carthly
tongue *.

X.

Beauty is but a vain and doubtfal good,
A fhining glofs, that fadeth fuddenly;
A flower that dies, when firft it ’gins to bud 3
A brittle glafs, that’s broken prefently ;
A doubtful good, a glofs, a glafs, a flower,
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an hour,

And as goods loft are feld or never found,
As faded glofs no rubbing will refrefh 3,
As flowers dead, lie wither’d oa the ground,
As broken glafs no cement can redrefs,

¥ —thy woice bis dreadful thunder,
Wbich (not to anger Bent) is mufick and fwest firs.] Se, in Mw-
tovy and Clospatra :
¢ —his woice was property’d
¢ As all the runed [pberes, and that to friends ;
¢ But when he meant to quail and fhake the orb,
¢ He was as rattling thunder.”” STRRVENS,

2 This Sonnet s likewife fouad in Love's Ladosr's Loff, with fome

flight alterations. Thelaft couplet there ftands thuss
¢ Celeflial as thou art, ob pardon, love, this wrong,
¢ That fings the heavens praife, &c. Maronr.

3 s faded glofs mo rubbing will refreth ;] A copy of this poem faid
to be printed from an ancient Mf. and publithed in the Grarlewss's
Magazine, vol. XXIX. p. 39. reads:

As faded glofs no rubbing will excite,
and in the correfponding line :
Asbroken glafs no cement can wnite. Maronx.

Read the ficft of thefe lincs how we will, it is founded on a falfe
pofition. Every one knows that the glofs or polith on all works of art
may bereflored, and that rubbing is the means of reftoringit. STaxv.

Shakfpeare, I believe, alludes to faded filk, of which the coleus,
when oace faded, canaot be reftored but by a fecond d’inﬁ

ALONE.

So
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So beauty blemifh’d once, for ever’s loft,
In fpite of phyfick, painting, pain, and coft.

XL

Good night, good reft. Ah! neither be my fhare:
She bade good night, that kept my reft away ;
And daff’d me* to a cabbin hang’d with care,
To defcant on the doubts of my decay.
Farewel, quoth fhe, and come again to-morrow 3
Fare well 1 could not, for I fupp’d with forrow.

Yet at my partin&fwcedy did fhe fmile,
In fcorn cr friendthip, nill I conftrue whether:
*Tmay be, fhe joy’d to jeft at my exile,
*Tmay be$, again to make me wander thither ;
Wander, a word for fhadows like myfelf,
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf.

XIIL

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the eaft !

My heart doth charge the watch®; the morning rife
Doth cite each movmi fenfe from idle reft.

Not daring truft the office of mine eyes,

4 And daff'd me, &c.] So, in Much Ado Abent Nething s

¢ — canft thou fo deff me
To daff, or doff, is to put off. MaroNz.

S "Tmay be, &c.] Thus the old copy. Soalfoin the next line. I
have obferved the fame elifion in other poems of the fame age, and once
in Pericles, Prince of Tyre, 1609, though I cannot at prefent turn to the
inftance that I had marked. Maronz.

I will never believe any poet could begin two lines together, with
fuch offenfive elifions. They may both be omited without injury te
fenfe or metfe. STERVENS,

“ My beart dotb charge the watch ;—] The meaning of this phrafe
s not very clear. STrEVENS.

Pe.haps the poet, wifhing for the approach of morning, enjoins the
watch to haften through their nofturnal duty, Mazoxx,

While
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While Philomela fits and fings, I fit and mark,
And with her lays were tuned like the lark 7;

For fhe doth welcome day-light with her ditty®,

And drives away dark difmal-dreaming night :

The night fo pack’d, I poft unto my prettg;

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their withed fight;
Sorrow chang’d to folace, folace mix’d with forrow ;
For why ? the figh’d, and bade me come to-morrow.

Were I with her, the night would poft too foon ;
But now are minutes added to the hours ;

To fpite me now, each minute fcems 2 moon?;
Yet not for me, fhine fun to fuccour flowers !

Pack

7 While Pbilomela fits and fings, 1 fit and mark,

And wifp ber lays were tuned like the lork.] In Romeo and ¥u-

Jiet, the lark and nightingale are in like manner oppofed to each other.

Maroxnz.

‘1 For be doth welcome day-light with ber disty,] So, in Romeo and

wliet .
7 ¢¢ It was the /ark, the berald of themors.,” Maroxz.

9 —each minute feems a moon;] The old copy reads—each minuts
feems an bosr. The want of thyme to the correfponding line fhews
that it muft be corrupt. I have therefore not hefitated to adopt aa
emendation propofed by Mr. Steevens,—each minute feems a moon
i.e. month. So, in Antony and C'eopatra s

¢¢ Which had fuperfluous kings for meflengers,
¢ Not many moons gone by.

Again, in Otbello :

¢¢ —Since thefe arms had feven years® pith
¢ Till now fome nine moons wafted,—.""
In Romeo and Fuliet our poet defcribes the impatience of a lover not
lefs firongly than in the paflage before us :
¢ I muft hear from thee cvery day of the bour,
¢¢ For in & misute there are many days.” Mavrong,
Were 1 with bery the night wonld zof too foon 5
But now are minutes added 1o the bours ;
To fpite me now, each minute feeems a moon;] Thus, in Dr.
Young's anf: :
¢ While in the luftre of her charms I lay,
¢ Whole fummer {uns roll'd unperceiv’d away ;=
¢ Now
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Pack night, peep day; good day, of night nowber-

row
Short, night, to-night, and length thyfelf to-morrow.

XIII.

It was a lording’s danghter, the faireft one of three?,
That liked of her mafter as well as well mighe be,
Till looking on an Englifhman, the faireft eye could fee,
Her fancy fell a turning.
Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love did
fight,
To leave thgc mafter lovelefs, or kill the gallant knights
To put in pradtice cither, alas it was a {pite
Unto the filly damfel.
But one mutt be refufed, more mickle was the pain,
That nothing could be ufed, to turn them both to gain,
For of the twu the trufty knight was wounded with dr{daim:
Alas, the couid not help it !

¢ Now fate does rizicly her dues regain,
¢t And cvery moment is an age of pain.”
Dr. Young, however, was no needy borrower, and therefore the cols-
cidence between thefe paffages may be regarded as the effe@ of sccidents
There are, however, certain hyperbolical expieflions which the inze
moratoes of all ages have claimed as right of commonage. STzxvens.
v It was a lording’s daughbtery &c.] This and the five following Soa-
nets are faid in the old copy to have been fet to mufick. Mr. Oldys Ia
enc of his M. 1ays they were fet by John and Thomas Morley.
Maroxs.
There is a wretched ditty, beginning s .
s It xwas a'ady’s daughter
“ Of Parisy properly,” &ce
Another :
¢ It wss a biied beggar
¢ That /snz bad ILf bis figbtee"
Anothers
s¢ It ccas aro!d man and bis poor wife
& Ingreat aifi-efs did fall.e
and twenty raore Ie was’s, that might as reputably be imputed to Shake
fpeare, who excel's in ballads, as this defpicable compofition. Stxxve
1 am afraid our authour is himfelf an{werable for one of thefe
It was'se  Sec di you likeit, Vol. HI, p. 2222
8¢ Jr awas a lover and his lafs,"" &c. Maroxsz.

4 Thus
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‘Thas art with arms contending was vicor of the day,

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away ;

Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay ;
For now my fong is ended.

' XIV.

On a day (alack the day*!)

Love, whofe month was ever May 3,
Spy'd a bloflom paffing fair, .
Praying in the wanton air:

Through the velvet leaves the wind,
All unfeen, *gan paflage find ;

‘That the lover4, fick to.death,
Wifh’d himfelf the heaven’s breath.
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ;
Air, would 1 might triumph fo!

But alas! my hand hath {fworn$
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn :
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ;
Youth, fo apt to pluck a fweet.

Do not call 1t fin in me 8,

That I am forfworn for thee ;

Thou for whom Jove would fivear?
Juno but an Ethiope were ;

* On a day ‘( alack the day ! ) &c.] This Sonnet is Likewife found in
verfes entitled Enxg/and’s Helicen, printed in 1600, Jt
is there called The Paffionate Sbecpbeard's Sosg, and our authour's
name is affixed to it. It occurs alfo in Love's Labovr's Loff, A IV,
fe. lii. Maronk,
3 —wbl{c month was ever May,] In Lowe's Labonr's Lofty—*¢ is cver
May,” ALONE,
4 Tbhat thelover,—] England’s Helicon readss
That the pepberd, &c. Maronsz.
§ ——my band hath fwors] In Love’s Labour's Lofi, this line. is psint-
ed with a flight variations
But alas my hand is f¥orn. Matronz.
S Do ot call it, &c.] Thefe two lines are fupplied from the play.
‘They are wanting in England’s Helicos, and in the Paffionate Pilgrim.
Macoxs.
7 Thow for whom Fove would fwear.] Swear is hese ufed as a dif-
tyllable. Marons,
And
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And deny himfelf for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love®.

XV.

My flocks feed not®,
My ewes breed not,
My rams {peed not,

All is amifs :
Love’s denying !,
Faith’s defying,
Heart's renying,

Caufer of this . ] .
All my merry jigs are quite forgot?,
All m; lady’s lo%c is lc?ll, God wot :
Where her faith was firmly fix’d in love,
There a nay ¢ is plac’d without remove.
One filly crofs
Wrought all my lofs ;

O trowning fortune, curfed, fickle dame !

3 e—for thy love.] England’s Helicon readst
Turning mortal for my love. Maronz.

® My flocks feed not, &c.] This Sonnet is alfo found in B (]
Helicom, 16c0. It is there entitled The Unimoewn Sheepbeard’s Com-
plaint ; and fubfcribed Ignote. It is likewife printed with fome vari-
ations, ina Colle@tion of Madrigals, by Thomas Weelkes, quarw,
31597. Matroxr.

1 Love’s denying, &c.] A denial of love, a breach of faith, &c. Ht‘
the caufe of all thefe misfortunes. The Paffianate Pilgrim and Weelkes's
book have—Love is dying, and—Heart’s denying. 'fbe reading of the
text is found in England’s Helicon, except that it has—Love is, and
Faith is. Renying is from the French, remier, to forfwear. MaLoNz.

 Cuufer of tbis.] Read=—'Caufe of this; i. e. Becaufe of this.

STERVENS.

Thenld copy is right.  The word caufer is again ufed by Shakfpeare

in Love's Labour’s Leff :
€ And ftuay too, the caufer of your vow.” Marowe,

3 All my merry jiggs are quite forgot,] A jig was a metrical compo-
fition. Sg, in R%g]y d’ A;ZLa:‘:, a guag]edy by‘C hapman, 16072 P

¢ *Tis one of the beft jigs that ever was a&¢4.”* Maroxx.

4 Tbere anay—] So The Pafficnate Pilgrim. Anngy, Weelkes's
Madrigals. Masoxe,

For
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For now I fee
Inconftancy . .
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I3,
All fears fcorn I,
Love hath forlorn me$,
Living in thrall :
Heart is bleeding,
All help needing,
(O cruel fpeeding !)
Fraughted with gall.
My thepherd’s pipe can found no deal 7,
My wethers’ bell rings doleful knell ;
My curtail dog that wont to have play’d,
Plays not at all, but feems afraid;
My fighs fo deep®,
Procure to weep,
In howling-wife, to fec my doleful plight.

$ In black mourn I,] Jaggard’s copy has—morne. The reading of
the text was {upplied by England’s Helicon. Maroxsz.
¢ Leve hath forlors me;‘j As the metre as well as rhime ia this paf-
fage is defe@ive, I fufpect fome corruption, and would read:
Love forlorn 1,
3. &« Ilove-forlorn, i. e. deferted, forfaken, &c. STuxzvExs.
All the copies agree in the reading of the texte The metre is the
fame as in the correfponding line :
O cruel fpeeding.
‘To the exatnefs of rhyme the authour appears to have paid little atten-
tion. We have juft had dems and remais. Marowe.

7 My fbapberd’s pipe can found mo deal,] i. e, in no d
Sefs. ’hﬁf Farfar: / '] egres, more or

¢¢ This charge fome deal thee haply honour may.” Stzzv.
$ My hﬁgbl Jo deep,] Jaggard's copy and England’s Helicon readem
Wish fighs, &c. 1 fome years ago conje@ured that Shakfpeare wrote
=My fighs, and the copy in Weelkes's Madrigals which I have lately
feen, confirms my conje@ure. After the word procure, bim, or the dog,
muft be underftood. Maronz.
The verb procure is ufed with great laxity by Shakfpeare in Remeo
asd Fuliet ;
¢ ——it is my lady mother 1
¢ What unaccutom'd caufe proewras her hither?* Srxzv.
How
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How fighs refound
Through harklefs ground 9,
Like a thoufand vanquifh’d men in bloody fight !

Clear wells {pring not,
Sweet birds fing not,
Loud bells ring not
Cheerfully * ;
Herds ftand weeping,
Flocks all fleeping,
Nymphs back crecping *
Fearfully :
All our pleafure known to us poor fwains,
All our merry meetings on the plains,
All our evening fport from us is fled,
All our love is lott, for love is dead.
Farewel, fweet lafs3,
Thy like ne’cr was
For a fweet content, the caufe of all my moan*:

9 —tbrough harklefs ground.] This is the reading furnithed by
‘Weelkes's copy. The other old editions have brartiefs ground. If
beartlefs ground be the true reading, it means, I think, ancultivated,
defolated ground, correfponding in its apy with the unha|
fate of itsowner.  An hypercritick will perhaps atk, how can m
ground be barklefs, if fighs refound? The anfwer is, that no srber
noife is heard but that of fighs: ¢ The birds do not fing, the belhs
ring not,”” &c. MavroNE.

3 Loud bells ring not

Cbeerfully ;] Thus Weelkes’s copys The others have ¢
Green plants bring not
Forth: they die. Matrowr.

3 —=back crecping—.] So Weelkes. Eaglend’s Helicom and Paffonate
Pilgrim—pecping. MALONE.

Farewell, [weet lafs,] The Psffi;nate Pilgrim and Englend's Hellom
sead—Farewell, fweet Jowe.  When 1 printed this poem in 3980, [
propofed to rcad—{weet /aft, and fuch J now find is the reading in
Weelkes®s Madrigal. MavroxE.

4 For a fweet convert, the coufe of all my moan :] This reading was
furnithed by the copy printed in England’s Helic:n. ‘The rhyme fhows
it to be the true one. The Piffi:natc Pilgrim and Weelkes's copy have—

~=—the caufe of all my 2wce.

Perhaps we ought to read—rkou caufe, &c. MarLowze

Poos
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Poor Coridon
Mutt live alone,
Other help for him I fee that there is none.

XVI.
When as thine eye hath chofe the dame,
And ftall’d the deer that thou would’ft ftrike 5,
Let reafon rule things worthy blame,
As well as fancy, partial tike®:
Take counfel of fome wifer head,
Neither too young, nor yet unwed.

And when thou com’ft thy tale to tell,
Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk?,
Letft the fome fubtle prattice fmell ;
(A cripple foon can find a halt:)
But plainly fay thou lov’ft her well,
And fet thy perfon forth to fell®.

And to her will® frame all thy ways ;
g;are not to {fpend,—and chiefly there
here thy defert may merit praife,
By ringing always in her ear: Th
e

S And falldtbe decr that thew sosuld'f firike,] S0, in Cymbeline:
66 —when thou haft ta’en thy ftand,
¢ The ele@ed deer before thee.” Maroxs.
S As well os fancy, partial tikes] Fancy here means lowe. 8o, i
%be Rape of Lucrece:
¢« A martial man to be foft [cu *s flave |**
The old copy reads—partial might. Mr. Steevens fome years ago
fed to read—partial tike; a term of contempt (as he obferved,)
ewmployed by Shakfpeare and our old writers: and a manufcript copy
of this poem, of the age of Shakfpeare, in the pofledfion of Samucl
Lyfons, Efq., which has —partial /ike, adds fuch fupport to his conjec-
ture, that I have adopted it. Marownz, .
7 —witb filed ta/k,] With Rudied or polithed language. So, in B,
Jonfon®s Verfes on our authour:
¢ In his well-torned and true-filed lines.” Maroxs.
8 And fet thy perfon fortb 10 (ell.] The old copy has
And fet ber perfon forth to fale.

Mr. Steeveas conjetured that fel/ was the authour's word, and fuch
is the reading of the manufcript above meationed. It likewife fure
nifhed the true reading in a former part of theline. Matonz.

9 And to ber will, &c.] This tanza and the next in the Paffionate

Vor. X, Z ll‘li‘
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The ftrongeft caftle, tower, and town,
The golden bullet beats it down*.

Serve always with affured truft,

And in thy fuit be humble, true;

Unlefs thy lady prove unjuft,

Seek never thou to choofe anew:
When time fhall ferve, be thou not flack
To proffer, though fhe put thee back.

What though her frowning brows be bent,
Her cloudy looks will clear* ere night ;
And then too late fhe will repent

That fhe diffembled her delight ;

Pilgrim follow the two ftanzas which now fucceed thems. The
arrangement, which feema preforable, is that of the manufcript already
mentioned. MaALoNE,
' Spare not to fpendy—
Tbe firongeft cafile, tower, and toxwn,
The golden bullet beats it down.] S0, in the Teve Gentianss )
¥Verona :
*¢ Win her with gifts, if fhe refpe@ not words ;
¢ Dumb jewels often, in their filent kind,
¢¢ More than quick words do move a woman's mind.'*
Aline of this ftanza—
The ftrongeft cafle, tower, and town,
and two in a fucceeding flanza,
What though fhe ftrive to try her ftrength,
And ban and brawl, and fay thee nay,—
remind us of the following verfes'in Tbe Hifforie of Graunde Musare,
gga;a(.rl. 2.] written by Stephen Hawes, near a century before thefe of
peare’:
¢¢ Forfake hernot, thosgh that foe faye nay }
¢ A womans guife is evermore delay.
$¢ No caffell can be of 1o great a ftrength,
¢ If that there be a fure fiege to it layed,
¢ It mun yelde up, or els be won at length,
¢ Though that *to-fore it hath bene long delayed ;
¢ S» continuance may you right well ayde s
¢ Some womans harte can not fo harded be,
¢¢ Buc bufy labour may make it agree.” Marowz,
2 Her cloudy I-skes will clear—] So the manuferipe copy ; inflead of
whick the P rate Pilgrim reads—will calm. See tL ulth Sonnet:
¢ The (un itfelf focs not, till heaven clears,™ Mazoxs.

Asd
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And twice defire, ere it be day,
That with fuch fcorn flie put away.

What though fhe firive to try her ftength,
And ban and brawl 3, and fay thee may,
Her feeble force will yield st length,
When craft hath taught her thas to fay,«
Had women been fo firong as men,
In _faith you bad not bad it then.

The wiles and guiles that women work,
Diffembled witﬁ an ontward thow,
‘The tricks and toys that in them lurk,
The cock that treads them fhall not know,
Have you not heard it faid fall oft,
A woman’s nay doth ftand for nought?

Think, women love to match with men*,
_ And not to live o like a faint:
Here is no heaven ; they holy then
Begin, when age doth them attaint.
ere kiffes all the joys in bed,
One woman would another wed.

But foft ; enough,—too much I fear ;

For if my lady hear my fong,

She will not ftick to ring mine car,

‘To teach my tongue to be fo long :
Yet will fhe bluth, here be it faid,
To hear her fecrets fo bewray’d *.

' XVI, Take

3 And ban and braw!,—~] Te ban s to curfe. So, in X. Rich. Ill :
¢ You bade me ban, and will you have me leave ?** MaLowx.
4 Thinky wwomen love to mateh with mon, ‘“'cl In priating this Rapsa
1 have followed the old manufcript copy, which has likewife fornithed
fome othes minute variations now adopteds Tds Paffenate Pigrim
reads s
Think women fill to frive with men,
To fin and never f.r to faint;
Tbere is no beaven by holy then,
Whes time with age thall them attaint. Maroxx.
S Bear ber fecrats fo qu‘di] The foregoing fixteen Sonnets lt:;::
2
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XVIL

Take, oh, take thofe lips away$,
That fo fweetly were forfworn 3

And thofe eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do miflead the morn:

But my kiffes bring again,

Seals of love ¢, but feal’d in vain7.

Hide, oh, hide thofe hills of fnow
Which thy frozen bofom bears,
On whofe tops the pinks that grow®
Are of thofe that April wears :

But firft fet my poor heart free,
Bound in thofe 1cy chains by thee.

that are found in the Colle&ion printed by W. Jaggard, in 1599, usiée
the title of 7'be Paffionate Pilgrim, excepting two, which have been alresdy
inferted in theis proper places; (pe 305, and 309,) & Madrigal, begin-
ing with the words, Come live with me, &c. which has been omitwed
as being the produétion, not of Shakfpeare, but Marlowe ; and the
two Sonnets that were written by Richard Barnefielde. In the room
of thefe the two following fmall pieces have been added, the authes-
ticity of which feems unqueftionable, Marowz.
© Take, ol take thofe Iitls m-y.}l This little poem is not printed ia ¥
Paffenate Pilgrim, probably becaule it was not written fo early as 3
The irft Ranza of it is introduced in Meafare for Meafare. In F s
Bloody Brotber it is found entire. Whether the fecond ftansa was alfe
written by Shakfpeare, cannot mow be afcertained. All the foagh
however, introduced in our authour's plays, appear to have been his
own compofition ; and the prefent contains an exprefion of which be
feems to have been peculiarly fond. See the next note. Maroxs.
7 Seals of love, but fasl'd in vain.] So, in Shakfpeare’s 142d Sonmut;
¢ —not from thofe lips of thine,
¢ That have profan'd their fcarlet ornaments,
¢ And feal'd falfe boubls of love, a8 oft as mine.”
Again, in his Venus and Adonis :
¢ Pure lips, fweet feals in my foft lips imprinted,
¢ What bargains may I make, flill to be fealing #** Maroxz.
8 On wbofe tops the pinks tbat grew,] ‘The following thought in cas
of Prior’s poems is akin to this:

% An ugly bard regfc-bud has fallen in my neck.”™ Svzav.

Let
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XVUIL.

Let the bird of loudeft Iay®,

On the fole Arabian tree®,
Herald fad and trampet be?,

To whofe found chafte wings obey:

But thou thrieking harbinger, .
Foul pre-currer of the fiend,

9 Let the bird of loudeft lay,] In 1501 & book was publithed, entitied
Loves MarTYR, or Rosaring Conrraint, Allegorically foadoww-
7 the Truth of Lowe, in the conflant Fate of the Pbaenix and Turtle.

Po m enterlaged with much Varietie and Ravitie; now Cfrﬁ traw
out of the wenerable Italian Torguato Caliano, by Robert Chefter. "Wirh
sbe true Legend of famens Ki;g Arthur, the “y the nine Wonehias §
&eing the firp Eflay of & new Britifh Post : colleed ont of diwgrfe am~
sbeatical Records. .

To thefe are added fome neeo Compofitions of feberal moderns Writers,
avbofc names are fubfcribed 10 thiir fewerall Workes3 upon the firft Sub
geft, wix. the Pbaenix and Turtle,

Among thefe new compofitions is the following poem, fubfcribed
with our poet’s name. The (econd title ‘rnﬁud to thefs verfes, Is yet
more full. ¢ Hereafter follow diverfs Poctical Effaies on the former
Subjet, wiss. the Turtle and Pbunix. Done by the beft and chicfep of
onr wodern Writers, with their Names [ubfecribed to their particular
Workes. Never before extant. .

Asd noxw firft confecrated by them all generally to the Lows asd Merie
of the trus-noble K-fgbt, Sir 70&-  Salifberie.”

The principal writers affociated with §hakfpeare in this colle@ion
are B. Johnfon, Marfton, and Chapmsn. The above very pasticular
account of thefe verfes leave us, I think, no room to doubt of the
genuinenefs of this little poem. Mavroxe.

§ On the fole Arabian tree,] A learned friend would reads

Sole on the Arabian tree.
&Aa there are many Arabian trees, though fabulous narrations heve
celebrated but one Arabian bird, § was fo thoroughly convinced of the
propriety of this change, that I had once regulated tae text accordingly.
But in emenadation, as in determining on the Mfe of man, mulls un-
sam cunflatio limga ef; for the following paffage In Tbe Tempept fully
upports the old copy:
& ——=Now [ will believe
¢¢ That there are unicorns ; that in Arable
¢ There is one treey the pbarnix® throae; one phanjx
¢ At this hour reigning there."
‘This Gagulat coincidence likewife ferves to authenticate the prefent
m}.l MArI.ONl- 1 So, in King ob
3 Herald fad and trumpet ¢,] So, in Kin » 3
¢¢ —Be thou the ':::-pn of our wnﬁa, _
* And fallen prefage of yozur own decay.” STBEVENS.

Augur
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Augur of the fever’s end 8,
To this troop come thou not near# !

From this feflion interdi&

Every fowl of tyrant \yi?,

Save the eagle, feather’d king$:
Keep the obfequy fo firiét.

Let the prieft in furplice white,
That defun&@ive mufick can ¢,

Be the death-divininif‘wan,
Left the reguiem lack his right,

. And thou, treble-dated crow?,
That thy fable gender mak’ft*®
With the breath thou giv’t and t3k’g,
’Mongit our mourners fhalt thou go.

3 But thon fhricking harbinger,
Fonl pre.currer of the fiend,
Asgur of the fever's end,] So, in Hamlet o
¢ And even thelike pn:m{fof fierce events,cem
¢ As barbingers preceding (il the fates,
¢¢ And prologuc to the omen coming ome—
¢¢ Have heaven and earth together demonfirated
¢¢ Unto gur climatures and countrymen.*’
The fricking barbisger here addrefled, is the fcritch-owl, the fis!
precurrer of death, 8o, -ip a Midfummer-Night's Dreewm
¢¢ Now the wafted brands do glow,
¢ While the feriteb-owl, fcritching loud,
¢¢ Puts the wretch that lies in wae,
¢¢ In remembrance of a fhrowd.”™
4 Tothis troop come thox not mear !] Part of this poem refembles the
fong in A Midfummer-Night's Dream :
¢ Ye fpotted fnakes with double tongue,
¢ Thorny hedge-hogs, be not feen ;
¢¢ Newts, and blind. worms, do no harm
¢ Come not mear our fairy queen,” &c. ‘STREVENS,
S ——tbe eagle, feather'd king :] So, in Mr. Gray’s Ode o» the Progrefs
of Poetry : ' :
4 % —thy magick lulls the featber’d king
¢ With ruffled plumes and Hagging wing.”” STxxvexs.
® Tbat defunBive mufick can,] That underffands funereal mufick,
To con in Saxon fignifies to kneew. The modern editions read s
That defunQive mufick kex. MaLows,

4 Here
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Here the anthem doth commence ==
Love and conftancy is dead ;
Pheenix and the turtle fled
In a mutual lame from hences

34

So they lov’d, as love in twain
Had the effence but in one;
Two diftin&s, divifion none:
Number there in love was flain,

Hearts remote, yet not afunder 3
Diftance, and no fpace was feen
>Twixt the turtle and his queen:
But in them it were a wonder?.

So between them love did fhine,
That the turtle faw his right
Flaming in the pheenix’ fight *:
Either was the other’s mine.

: Pro.

7 Asd thea, treble-dated crow,] So, in The Rape of Lucroces
¢ To pluck the quills from aacient ravens’ wings.” Matows, \
——e=caornicum ut fecla vetuita.
Ter tres mtates humanas garrula vincit
Cornix.—Lucret. STEEVENS.
8 That thy fable gender mak’ft
Wish the breath thon giv'f) aad tak’'p,] 1 fuppofe this uacouth ex-
means, that the crow, or rewes, contiaues its race by the
éreath it giwes to them as its parent, and by rhat which it tales fiom
other wl}nls b i. e, by firft producing its young from itfelf, and then
iding for their fupport by depredation. Thus, in Ki ” 2
L o= and vaft confufion waits King Jb
o &A: doth a raven on a fick-fallen beaft)
¢ The imminent dec;y of >
This is the beft I can make of the paflage. 8TExVvENS.
9 Butin them it were & dor.] So extraordinary a phanomenon as
bearts ~emote, yet not afundery &c. would have excited admiration, had

it been found any where clfe except in thefe two birds, In them it was
not wonderful. Maronz.

2 Tbet the turtle faw bis right
Flaming in the pboenin’ fght : I I fuppofe we fhould read light ; i. e
thttnrd:fwnllthecc{ghcv , in the syes of the phenix. So,
Antos! plui to \3
’ s patras Zg4 ¢ =0 thow
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Property was thus appall’d,
'rhf: thtz felf was not the fame *;
Single nature’s double name
Neither two nor one was call’d.

Reafon, in itfelf confounded,

Saw divifion grow together ;

To themfelves yet either-neither,
Simple were fo well compounded ;

That it cry’d, how true a twain
Seemeth this concordant one 3!
Loge hath reafon, reafon none,
If what parts can fo remain4,

¢ —O thou day o' the world,
¢¢ Chain my arm’d neck I"*

Again, in Tbe Mcrcbant of Venmice :

Baff. ¢ We fhould hold dey with the Antipodes,
¢ If you wonld walk in abfence of the fan.

Por, ¢ Let me give light, but let menot be light.” STzzvexs.

1 do not perceive any nced of change. The turtle faw thofe quali-
ties which were his righe, which were peculiarly apprepriared to him,
in the phenix.—Light certainly correfponds bettes with the werd
Slaming in the next line ; but Shakfpeare feldom puts his comparifons
on four fect. Mavrons,

3 Property was thus appall’d,

That the felf was not the fame;] This communication of
priated qualities alarmed the power that prefides over property. ing
shat the [elf was not the fame, he began to fear that nothing would re-
main diftin€t and individual ; that all things would become common.

Mazons,

3 That it ery’'d, bow true & twain

Seemetb this concordant one!] So, in Dayton’s Mortimeriades,
quarto, 1596

¢ Still in her breaft his fecret thoughts fhe beares,

¢ Nor can her tongue pronounce an /, but wee$

¢ Thus tewo in one, and one in two they bee;

“¢ And as his foule poffefleth head and heart,

¢¢ She’s all in all, and all in every part.” MaLoxz.

4 Lowe batb reafony reafon mone,

If what parts éan fo remain.] Love is reafonable, and reafon i
folly, [has no reafon,] if tevo that are difunited from each other, can
yet remajn together and undividede Marons.

Wherenpon
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Whereupon it made this threne$ ;
‘To the pheenix and the dove,
Co-fupremes and ftars of love ;
As chorus to their tragick fcene.

THRENOS.

Beauty, trath, and rarity,
Grace in all fimplicity,
Here inclos’d in cinders lie.

Death is now the phoenix’ neft ;
And the turtle’s loyal breaft
To eternity doth reft,

Leaving no pofterity s—
*T'was not their infirmity,
It was married chattity.

Truth may feem, buat cannot be;
Beauty brag, but ’tis not fhe ;
Truth and beauty buried be.

To this urn let thofe repair
‘That are either true or fair;
For thefe dead birds figh a prayer.

S Wherenpon it made this threne 3] This funeral foxg. So, in Kene

dal’s poems, 1577
¢ Of verfes, thremes, and epitaphs,
¢¢ Full fraught with teares of reese.”

A book entitled David’s Threanes, by J. Heywood, was publithed in
1620. Two years afterwards it was reprinted under the title of David's
Tears: the lxo:net title probably was difcarded as obfolete. For this
information ] am indebted to Dr, Farmer. Maronz.
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A LOVER’s COMPLAINT..

A plaintful ﬂ:oz from a fiftering vale?,
{pirits to attend this double voice accorded 4,
And down ] lay to lift the fad-tun’d tale:
Ere long cfpy’z a fickle maid full pale,
‘Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain,
Storming her world with forrow’s wind and rain?.

g ROM off a hill whofe concave womb re-worded *
y

Upon her head a platted hive of ftraw,
Wl;:;ch fortified her vifage from the fun,

* This beautiful poem was firft printed in 1609, with our authour's
name, at the end of the quarto edition of his Seanerse I wonder that
it has not attracted the attention of fome Englith painter, the opening
being uncommonly pi@urefque. The figures, however, of the lady
and the old man fhould be ftanding, not fitting, by the river fide;
Shakfpeare reclining oa ahill, Maionz,

S e—wbofe concave womb te-worded] Repeated; re.echoed. The
fame verb is found in Hamlet :

¢ —Bring me to the teft,
¢ And I the matter will re-word.”” Mazoxz.
3 mfrom & fiftering wale,] This word is again employed in Pericles, 16093
¢ That even her art £flers the natural rofes.™
It is not, I believe, ufed by any other authour. Maroxz.
4 My fpirits to attend this devble weice accorded,] The poet momnt, I
think, that the word fpiriss fhould be pronounced as if written fprights.
Maiowz.
$ Storming ber world with forrow"s wind and rain.] So, in JFulins Cafar ¢
46 emm—mand the fate of a man,
¢ Like to a little ingdom, fuffers then
¢ The nature of an infurreion.”
Again, in Hamlet ¢
¢ cg—Remember thee P
¢ Ay, thou poor ghoft, while memory holds a feat
¢ In this diftralled globe.”’
Again, in King Lear :
¢ Scrives in his little world of man to out-Gorn
¢ The to-and-fro-confli®ing wind and rain.”

Sotrows swind sndrain ate fighs and tears. Thus, In Asteny and
Qlespatras « We cannot call her winds and wwaters, fighs and searse™
‘The modern editions read corruptedly s

Storming ber werds with ferrews, wind, &s. Marome.
Whereo9 :



350 A LOVER’s COMPLAINT.

‘Whereon the thought might think fometime 1t faw
*The carcafe of a beauty fpent and done 8,

Time had not fcythed all that youth begun,

Nor youth all quit ; but, fpite of heaven’s fell rage,
Some beauty peep’d through lattice of fear’d age?.

Oft did fhe heave her napkin® to her eyne,
‘Which on it had conceited chara&ers®,
Laund’ring the filken figures in the brine
That feafon’d woe had pelleted in tears?,
And

© wfpent and done.] Done, it has been already obferved, was m»
ciently ufed in the fenfe of confumed, So, in the Rape of Lacrece:
¢« And, if poffefs'd, as foon decay’d and doac.™ ~ Maroxz.
7 Some beauty peep’d through lattice of fear’d age.] Thus, in the
gd Sommer 2
¢ So thou through windows of thine age thalt fee,
¢¢ Defpite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.”
Again, in Cymbeline :
66 we—or let her beauty
¢ Look sbrough & cafement, to allure falfe bearts,
¢¢ And be falfe with them.”
In Macbeth we meet with the fame epithet applied as heres
¢ —my way of life
¢¢ I fallen into the fear, the yellow leaf.” Maroxz,
Shakfpeare has applied this image to a comick purpofe in Kisg
Henry V1. P. 11: ¢ He call’d me even now, my lord, through a red
lattice, and I could difcern no part of his face from the window: at laf?
1 fpled his eyes; and methovght he had made two holes in the ales
wife's new petticoat, and peep’d thromgh.” STrEVENS.
8 0ft did fbe beave ber napkin—] Her bandkercbicf. See Vol. VII,
Pe 374. N 7. Marone.
9 Which on it bad conceited charatters,] Fanciful images. Thus, ia
Tbe Rape of Lucrece:
¢ Which the conceited painter drew fo proud,—". Maroxz.
 Laund'ring the fi-ken figures in the brine
Ttat feafon’d woe bad pelleted in tears,] So, in The ‘Rape of Ls-
crece:
¢ Seafoning the earth with fhowers of filver brine,”
Laundering is wetting. The verb is now obfolete. To pellet 18 to form
into pellets, to which, being rownd, Shak(peare, with his ufaal licencey
compares falling tears. The word, I believe, is found no where bet
here and in Anteny and Cleopatra :
68 e My brave Egyptians all,
¢« By the difcandying of this pelleted ftorm,
& Lic gravelefs,” I
n
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And often reading what contents it bears 3
As often fhrieking undiftinguith’d woe,
In clamours of all fize*, both high and low.

Sometimes her level’d eyes their carriage ride?,
As they did battery to the fpheres intend ;
Sometime diverted ¢ their poor ballsare ty’d
‘To the orbel earth$; fometimes they do extend
‘Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend

To every dplace at once, and no where fix’d,
The mind and fight diftra&tedly commix’d.

Her hair, nor loofe, nor ty’d in formal plat,
Proclaim’d in her a carelefs hand of pride ;

For fome, untuck’d, defcended her theav’d hat ¢,
Blanging her pale and pined cheek 7 befide ;

In Falius Cafar we meet with a kindred thouglht :
€6 ———mine eyés,
¢ Seeing thofe brade of forrow ftand in thine,
* Began to water.”
Again, in King Heary IV. P. 1.
¢ —beads of fweat have trod upon thy brow."”
Again, in Tbe Two Gentlemen of Verona : .
¢ A fea of melting peerl, which fome call sears.” Marows.
Seafon'd woe bad pelleted in tears,]) This phrafe is from the kitchea.
Peller was the ancient culinary term for a forced meat ball, a well-knows
Jeafoning. STERVENS.
3 —of'all fize,—] Size is here uled, with Shakfpeare’s ufual negli-
gence, for fizes. ALONE,
3 Sometimes ber level'd eyes their carriage ride,] The allafion, which
38 to a picce of ordnance, is very quaint and far.fetched. Matcoxx.
In The Merchant of Venice, the eyes of Porda’s pi@ure are repre-
fented as mounted on thofe of Baffanio s
¢ e——=Move thefe cyes ?
¢ Or whether, riding on the balls of mine,
¢ Seem they in motion ?” STxevEms. .
4 Sometime diverted—] Turned from their former dire®ion. Soy
in A you like it ¢
¢ | rather will fubje@ me to the malice
¢ Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.” Matong.
$ To the orbed earth 5—] So, in the mock tragedy in Hamlets
¢ —and Tellus’orded growsd.” STEEVENS.
© w—ber fheav'd bat,] Her frow hat. Marone.
7 —pined cheek—] So, Spenfer, {as an anonymous writer has ob~
ferved,) B, HI. c. iis R g1, ¢ elilee 2 pined gho®,” Marons.

Soms
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Some in her threaden fillet® fill did bide,
And, true to bondage, would not break from thence,
‘Though flackly braided in loofe negligence.

A thoufand favours from a maund fhe drew ®
Of amber, cryftal, and of bedded jet®,
‘Which one by one fhe in a river threw,
Upon whofe weeping margent fhe was fet 3
Like ufury, applying wet to wet?,
Or

8 Some in her threaden fillet==] 1 fufpe@ Shakfpeare wrote—in theiv
threaden fillet. Mavrone.

9 —from a maund fbe drew] A mawnd is a hand-bafket. The word
is yet ufed in Somerfetthire. Marowzx.

+ Of amber, tqﬂ-l,ud of bedded jer,] Thus the quarto, 160g. If
$edded be right, it muft mean, fes in fome kind of metal, Our authowr
ufes the word in Tbe Tempeff :

¢ —=my fon i’ the ocoze is bedded.*
The modern editions read—beaded jet, which may be right; Beads
made of jet.  The conftru@ion, I think, is,—fhe drew from a maund a
thoufand favours, of amber, cryftal, &c. Maronz.

Bafkets made of beads were fufficiently common even fince the
time of our author. I have feen many of them, Beaded jet, is et
formed into beads. STEEVENS,

2 Upon ewbafe weeping margent fbe was £¢t,—

Like ufury, applying wet 1o wety] In K. Heary VI. P,1II. we
meet with a fimilar thought :
¢« With tearful eyes add water to the fea,
¢t And give more firength to that which hath too much,™

Thefe two lines are not in the old play on which the Third Part of
K. Henry VI. is formed.

Again, in Romeo and Fulict ¢

¢ With tears augmenting the freth morning dew,

¢ Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighs.™

Again, in As you like it s

¢ —Thou mak'tt a teftament

¢« As worldings do, giving the fum of more

¢¢ ‘[o that which hath tov much.”
Perhaps we fhould read

Upon whofe margent weeping the was fet.
‘The words might have been accidentally tranfpofed at the prefs. Wieep.
‘ing margent, however, is, I believe, right, being much in our am-
thour’s manner. Weeping for weeped or be-wespad ; the margin wetted
with tears. MavLons.

To weep is to drop.  Milton talks of

« Groves whofe rich trees swepr od’'rous gums and bal.“P
ope
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Or monarchs’ hands, that let not bounty fall
Where want cries fose 3, but where excefs begs all.

Of folded fchedules had the many a one,

Which fhe perus’d, figh’d, tore, and gave the flood ;
Crack’d many a ring of pofied gold and bone,
Bidding them find their fepulchers in mud*;
Found yet more letters fadly pen’d in blood,

With fleided filk feat and affe@edly S

Enfwath’d, and feal’d to curious fecrecy %

Pope fpeaks of the ¢ gweeping amber,” and Mortimer obferves that
9 rye-grafs grows on we-ping ground,’ i. e. lands abounding with wet,
like the margin of the river on which this damfel is fitting, The rock
from which witer drops, is likewife poetically called a sweeping rock ¢
Kgd wr’ dvaor nhrpng a'w3 AAKPTOEZIHI. STREVENS,
3 Where want &ies fome,—] 1 oncefufpeéted thatour authour wrote s
Where want craoes fonte—. MavroNE.
I ¢ry halves, is a common phrafe among fchool-boys. Stzrvens.
4 Bidding them find their fepulchers in mud ;] So, in The Tempefi ;
¢ My fon i° the ooxe is bedded.” Maronz,
_Again, ibidem: .
- L I with
¢¢ Myfelf were mudded in that oozy Sed
. % Where my fon lies.™ Stryveis.
$ Wirb fleided filk feat and affe@edly—] Slided filk is, as Dr. Percy
has elfewhere obferved, untwifted filk, prepared to be ufed in the
weaver's fley or fluy.  So, in Pericles:
¢¢ Be't, when fhe weav’d the fleided flk."
A weaver's fley is formed with teeth like a comb, . Feat is, cutl-
oully, nicely. See Vol. VIII. p. 312, n. 6.

" © With flelded filk fear avd affeftedly

Enfwarb'dy and Teal'd to curious fecrecy.] 'To be convinced of the
propricty of this defcription, let the reader confult the Royal Lerters,
&c. in the Britith Mufeum, where he will find that anciently the ends -
of a piece of narrow ribbon were placed under the Jeals of letters, to
conneét them more clofely, STxEvENs.

Florio’s Italian and Englith Dialogues, entitled his Second Frutes,
7897, confirm Mr. Steevens’s obfervation. In p. 89, a perfon, who
§s fuppofed to have juft written a letter, calls for ¢ fome wax, fome
Jesling thread, his duft-box, and his feal.™ Maronx,

MazroNe,

Vou. X. Aa Thefe
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Thefe often bath’d fhe in ber fluxive eyes,

And often kifs’d, and often "gan to tear7;

Cry’d, O falfe blood ! thou regifter of lies,

What unapproved witnefs doft thou bear !

Ink would have feem’d more black and damned here?
This faid, in top of rage the lines fhe rents, o
Big difcontent fo breaking their contents,

A reverend man that graz’d his cattle nigh,
(Sometime a blufkerer, that the rufie knew ®
Of court, of city, and had let go b

‘The fwiftelt hours®,) obferved as tl{ey flew?®s
Towards this aflicted fancy® faftly drewz °
And, privileg’d by age, defires to know

In brief, the grounds and motives of her woe,

7 And often iii'd, " and often “gan to teavy] The old copy resds, 1

thiok, corruptedly :
. ~and often gave to tear.
We mightread:

—and olten gave g tear.
But the cairefponding rhyme rather favours the conje@ural readig
which I have inferted in the text. Befides, her tesrs had been men-
tioned in the preceding lines Marons.

8 —tbar tbe ruffie knew—] Rufflers were a fpecies of bullies in the
time of Shakfyeare. ¢ To ruffle in the commoa-wealth,™ is a phni
in Titus Ardroricuse STEEVENS,

In Sherwood’s French and Englith DiQionary at the end of Cot-
grave's Diionaty, Ruffls and burliburly are fynonymous. See alfe
Vol. I pe 325, 0. 7. Mavronz.

9 —and badlet go ly

The fwiftet hours—] Had paffed the prime of life, when time
appears to move with his quickeft pace. MaLoxzx.

! e—chferwed as they flew 5] i. c. as the fcattered fragments of paper
fiew. Perhaps, however, the parenthefis that I have inferted, may not
have been intended by the authour. 1fit be omitted, and sbe favi
bours be conne&ed with what follows, the meaning will be, that this
zeverend man, though engaged in the buftle of court and city, had nut
fuffered the bufy and gay period of youth to pafs by without gaining
fome knowledge of the world. Maroxz.

3 —ibis afflicted fancy—] This afli®ed Jowe fick lady. Famey, it
has been already obferved, was formerly fometimes ufed in the feafe of
live, So, in A M:djummer-Night's Dream :

¢ Sighs and tears, poor fangy's followers,” Mazoux,
Se
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So flides ke down npon liis grained bat %,
And comely-diftant fits he by her fide ;
‘When he again defires Hler, being fat,

Her grievance with his hearing to divide :
If that from him there may be aught apply’d
Which may her fuffering ecltaly 4 affuage,
*Tis promis’d in the charity of age.

Father, fhe fays, though in me you behold
‘The injury of many a blafting hour 3,

Let it not tell your judgment I am old;
Not age, but forrow, over me hath power®:
I might as yet have been a {preading flower,
Frefh to myfelf, if I had felf-apply’d

Love to myfelf, and to no love befide.

But woe is me! too early I attended

A youthful fuit (it was to gain my grace)

Of one by nature’s outwards fo commended 7,
That maidens’ eyes ftuck over all his face :

3 —bis grained bat,] So, in Coriolasus ¢
“ My grained ath—."
His grained baz is his Raff on which the grain of the wood wag vifible,
STxzvExNs.
A batisa club. The word is again ufed in King Lear: ¢ Ife try
whether your coftard or my de¢ be the harder.” Marone.
4 —ber fuffering ecftaly—) Her painful perturbation of mind. Sec
ol. IV. p. 361, n. 9. ALONE.
5 Tbe injury of many a blatting bour,] So in K. Henry IV, P. Il.
€6 mevery part about you blafled with astiguity.” MaLonE.
© Let it mot tell your jadgment I am old 3
Not age, but forrew, over me bath powers] So, in Remeo asd
‘e

“ Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe forrows, make me old.”

Marowsg.
‘Thas Lufignan, in Voltaire’s Zayre:
L hﬁ‘: maux m'ont .ﬁibl‘u’;ﬂm encor que mes ans.”’
STEEVENS,
7 Of ane by nature’s owtswards fo cowimended,] The quarto reads:
0 one by nature’s outwards, &c. . .
Mr. Tyrwhitt propofed the emendation inferted in the text, which
appears to me clearly rights Marowsz.
Aaz Love
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Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her place? ;
And when in his fair parts fhe did abide,
She was new lodg’d, and newly deified,

His browny locks did hang in crooked curls ;

And every light occafion of the wind .
Upon his lips their filken parcels hurls.

What’s fweet to do, to do will aptly find * :

Each eye that faw him did enchant the mind ;

For on his vifage was in little drawn, '

‘What largenefs thinks in paradife was fawn?,

Small fhow of man was yet upon his chin ;

His phoenix down ¥ began but to appear,

Like unfhorn velvet, on that termlefs fkin,

Whofe bare out-brag’d the web it feem’d to wear 3
Yet fhow’d his vifage* by that coft moft dear ;
And nice affe&tions wavering ftood in doubt

1f beft “twere as it was, or beft without.

His qualities were beauteous as his form,
For maiden-tongu’d he was, and thereof free 3

9 —made bim ber place ;] i. e. her feat, her manfion. In the facred
writings the word is often ufed with this fenfe. StxzvEns;
So, in As you like it, Vol. IIL. p. 147, n, 1.
¢ ‘This is no place; this houfe is but a butchery,*
Plas in the Welch language fignifiesa manfion-houfe, Marons, '
8 IWbat’s [weet to doy ¢z do will aptly find:] 1 (uppofe he means,
things pleafant to be done will eafily find people enough to do them.
. » fwn] " This Srreeal StazvaNe,
«inparadife was fawn.] i. e. feen. is irregular ici
which was forced upon the authour by the rhyme, isy I bdg:ven: nﬁ
By no other writer. Maronzx.
The fame thought occurs in King Henry V2
¢ Leaving his body as a paradife.”
Again, in Remeo and Fuliet:
¢ In mortal paradife of (uch fweet fleh.” StrrvEws,
3 His phenix doson—] 1fuppofe the means matchlefs, rave, down,

Mazvone.
4 Ttldjimw‘d bis wifage—] The words are placed gut of their s
tural order for the fake of the metre s

Yet his vifage fow'd, &c. Maronz.

Yet
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Yet, if men mov’d him, was he fuch a ftorm

As oft *twixt May and April is to fee,

‘When winds breathe fweet, unruly though they be®. *
His rudenefs fo with his authoriz’d youti

Did livery falfenefs in a pride of truth.

Well could he ride, and often men would fay,

T'hat horfe bis mettle from bis rider takes? :

Proxd of fubjeition, noble by the fway,

What rounds, what bounds, wbhat coarfe, what flop be
makes!

And controverfy hence a queftion takes,

‘Whether the horfe by him became his deed,

Or he his manage by the well-doing fteed.

S Yet, if men mov'd bim, was be {lu‘b a flormy &c.] Thus alfo in
Troilus and Cuﬁda that prince is delcribed as one
¢« Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calm’d.”
So alfo, in Antony and Clespatras
“« his voice was property’d
¢ As all the tuned fpheres, and thatto friends ;
¢¢ But when he meant to quail, and fhake the orb,
¢ He was as rattling thunder,”
'A'ain, in K, Henry IV. P. 11
¢s He hath a tear for pity, and a hand
€¢ Open as day to melting charity ;
« Yet notwithftanding, being incens’d he’s flinty
¢ As humourous as winter, and as [wdden
¢ As flaws congealed in the fpring of day.”
Again, in %- Haq‘l’"l : Jpring Y
¢¢ The hearts of princes kifs obedience,
¢ So much they love it; but to fubbora fpirits
o fewell and grow as terrible as florms. Maront,
. Again,in Cymbeline:
¢ e——and yet as rough, :
¢ Their royal blood enchaf*d, as the rudeft wind,
¢¢ That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
¢ And make him ftoop to the vale.” STxzvawns.
© When winds breathe fweet, unruly sbough they be.] So, Amiens
in As you like it, addrefling the wind s
¢ Thou art not fo unkind,
¢ Although thy brearh be rude.”” MArone.
P 7 That borfe bis mettle from bis rider takes 1] So, in King Heary I
. n $
¢ For from his seral was his party fteel™d” STXEYENS.
’ A Y 3 B“t
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But quickly on this fide® the verdi& weat ;

His real habitude gave life and grace

To appertainings and to ornament,

Accomplift’d in himfelf, not in his cafe:

All aids themfelves made fairer by their place ;
Came for additions®, yet their purpos’f trim ,
Piec’d not his grace, but were all grac’d by him*.

So on the tip of his fubduing tangue

All kind of arguments and queftion deep,

All replication prompt, and reafon ftrong,
For his advantage fhil did wake and fleep :
To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep,
He had the diale& and different ﬂtiﬁ,
Catching all paflions in his craft of will®;

That he did in the general bofom reign3
Of young, of old ; and fcxes both enchanted ¢,

® But quickly on this file—] Perhaps the authour wrote—big. Thers
is however no meed of change. Mavronz.

9 All aids themfelves made fairer by their place 3

Came for additionsy=] The old copy and the modern efde-
read—can for additions. This appearing to me unintelligible. I have
fubftituted what I fuppofe to have been the authour’s word. The fame
miftake happened in Macbetb, where we find

¢ = As thick as tale
¢ Can poft with pofte,”
printed inftead of—¢¢ Came poft with poft.” Maronx.

8 ——yet their purpos’d trim
4 Piec’d not bis grace, bus were all grac’d by him.] So, in Timen of

Loens o

¢ You mend the jewel by the wearing it.” Maroxz.

2 Catcbing all paffivns in bis craft of will;) Thefelines, in which
our poet has accidentally delineated his own charaller as a dramatift,
would have bcen better adapted to his monumental infcription, than
fuch as are placed on the fcroll in Weltmingter Abbey, By oug undif-
<erning audiences, however, they are always heard with™ profounder
filence, and followed by louder applaufe, than accompany any other paf-
fage throughout all his plays. The vulgar feem to think they wers
feleted for publick view, as the brighteft gems in his poetick crown.

STrgvaNs.

3 Tbat be did in the general bofom reign—] Soy in Hamlet :

¢ And cleave the general agr with hogyid fpecch.” §rxgvens

To
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To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain

In perfonal duty, following where he haunted$
Confents bewitch’d, ere he defire, have granted ;
And dialogu’d for him what he would fay,

Afk’d their own wills, and made their walls obey.

Many there were that did his piGture get,

‘To ferve their eyes, and in it put their mind ;

Like fools that in the imagination fet '

‘The goodly objeéts which abroad they find

©Of lands and manfions, their’s in thonﬁht aflign’dg
And labouring in more pleafures to beftow them,
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe them %

So many have, that never touch’d his hand,
Sweetly fupFos’d them miftrefs of his heart.
My woeful felf, that did in freedom ftand,
And was my own fee-fimple?, (not in part,)
‘What with his art in youth, and youth in art,
‘Threw my affections in his charmed power,
Referv’d the ftalk, and gave him all my flower.

Yet did I not, as fome my equals did,
Demand of hii, nor being defired, yielded ;

4 —be did in the general bofom reign
Of young, of olf; and fexes botb enchanted,=
onfents, bewitch'd, &c.] So, in Cymbeline :
¢ eee—Such a holy witch, .
¢¢ That he encbants focieties to him."
A fimilar panegyrick is beftowed by our authour upon Times 3
¢¢ ——his large fortune
¢¢ Upon bisgood and gracious nature hanging,
¢ Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
§¢ All forts of hearts.” Mazonz.
S —follewing where be haunteds] Where he frequenteds Seoy in
Romeo and Fuliet 1
¢ here in the publick bagst of men.” Maronz.
® etbe true goux landlord sobich doth ewe them 1] Soy Timen, ade
drefling himfelf to the gold he had found :
6 ——=Thou'lt go, ftrong thief,
“ When gouty hecpers of thee cannot fland.” STrzzvENs.
7 Axd was my ovwn fee-fimple—=] Had an ablolute power over my-
felf as large asa texant in fee has over hiseftatce Maronx.
Aayg Finding

v
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Finding myfelf in honour fo forbid,
With fafeft diftance I mine honour fhiclded:
gx rience for me many bulwarks builded
proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the foi
Of this falfe jewel ?, and his amorous fpoil,

But ah! who ever fhun’d by precedent

The deftin’d ill fhe muft herfelf aflay ?

Or forc’d examples, ’gainft her own content,
‘To put the by-pafs’d perils in her way ?
Counfel may ftop a while what will not ftay ;
For when we rage, advice is often feen

By blunting us ta make our wits more keen.

Nor gives it fatisfalion to our blood *,

‘That we muft curb it upon others® proof';

To be forbid the fweets that feem fo iood, :
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof.

O appetite, from judgment ftand aloof'!

‘The onc a palate hath that needs will tafte,

‘Though reafon weep, and cry—it is thy laff.

For further I could fay, tbis man's untrue,

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling 9;
Heard where his plants in others’ orchards grew®,
Saw how deceits were gilded in his fmiling ;

8 ——tbe foil :
Of this falfe jewel,—] So, in K. Richard 113
¢¢ wmemthy weary fteps
¢ Efteem a fuil, in which thou art to fet
¢ The precious jewel of thy home return.” STERVENS.
® —toour blood,—] i. e. to our paffions. See Vol.lll. p. 326,
n. 5. Marone.
9 ——tbe patterns of bis foul begniling ;] The examples of his feduc.
tion. Seep. 160, n. 2. MaroNE.
1 —in otbers® orchards grew,] Orcbard and garden were, in ancient
?nguage, fynonymous. Our authour has a fimilar allufion in his 16th
onnet
¢¢ wmm—many maiden gardens yet unfet,
¢¢ With vittuous with would bear you living flogvers,
¢ Much liker than your paipted countesfeit,” Maroxs.

Knew
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Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling? ;
Thought, charalers, and words, merely but art3,
And baftards of his foul adulterate heart.

And long upon thefe terms I held my city 4,
‘Till thus he ’gan befiege me: ¢ Gentle maid,
Have of my fuffering youth fome feeling pity,
And be not of my-holy vows afraid :

‘That’s to you fworn, to none was ever faid ;
For feafts of love I have been call’d unto,

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never vow.

All my offences that abroad you fee,

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ;
Love made them not : with ature they may be,
‘Where neither party is nor true nor kind 3:

3 Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling;] So, in Hamlet »
¢¢ Do not believe his wows ; for they are brokers,
¢ Meer implorators of unboly fwits.” STEXVENS.
A broker formerly fignified a pander. See Vol. VIII. p, 3044 0. 9o
Marons,
3 Thought, chara&lers, and words, merely but art,] Thougbt is hese,
1 believe, a fubftantive. Maronk.
4 Asd long upon thefe terms I beid my city,] Thus, in The Rape of
Lucrece:
% Sodid I, Tarquin; fo my Troy did perith.”
Again, ibidem :
¢¢ This moves in him more rage, and lefler pity,
¢¢ To make the breach, and enter this fweet ciry."
Again, in A/Ps well that ends well :
¢ Virginity being blown down, man will quickly be blown up;
marry, in blowing hiro down again, with the breach yourfelves made,
you lofe your city.,” Mavronx.
S Lowe made them not 5 with alure they may be,

Where neither party isnor true ner kind ;] Thus the old copy. I
have not found the word aZure in any other place, but fuppofe it to
have been ufed as fynonymous with aétion. His offences that might be
Jeen akbroad in the world, were the plants before mentioned, that he had
fetin others® gardens. The meaning of the paffage then fhould feem
to be—My illicit amours were merely the cffe@ of conftitution, and
not approved by my reafon: Pure and genuine love had no fhare in
them or in their confquences§ for the mere congrefs of the fexes may
produce fuch fruits, without the affe@ions of the partics being at all
eagagede Maronz.

‘They
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They fought their fhame that fo their hame did find j-
And fo much lefs of fhame in me remains,
By how much of me their reproach contains.

Among the many that mine eyes have feen®,

Not one whofe lame my heart fo much as warm’d,
Or my affe&ion put to the fmalleft teen?,

Or any of my leifures ever charm’d :

Harm have I done to them, but ne’er was harm’d ;
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free,
And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy.

Look here, what tributes wounded fancies fent me?®,
Of paled pearls, and rubies red as blood ;

Figuring that they their paflions likewife lent me
Of grief and bluthes, aptly underftood

In bloodlefs white and the encrimfon’d mood ;
Effe&ts of terror and dear modefty,

Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting outwardly?®,

And lo! behold thefe talents of their hair *,
With twifted metal amoroufly impleach’d *,
I have

§ Amang the many that mine eyes bawe fun, &c.] S0, in The Tempef:
¢ —Full many a lady
¢¢ I have ey’d with beft regard,—but never any
¢« With fo full foul,—~." STrrvENs.

7 Or my affetiion put to the fmalleft teen,] Teem is trouble. So, in
Tbe Tempeft :

¢ —0, my heart bleeds,
* Tothink of the tren I bave turn’d you to.” Maronz.

® Lock berey wwhat tributes wounded fancies fent me,] Fancy is here
ufed for love or afte@ion. So, in The Rape of Lucrece

¢ A martial man to be foft faacy’s flave.” Maronx,
® Encamp'd in hearts, but fighting ourwardly.) So, in Hamlet :
¢ Sir,in my beart there was a kind of fighting.” STxzvENs.

* And lo! bebsld thefe talents of their bair, &c.] ‘Thefe locketsy con-
6fting of hair platted and fet in go/d. Marone.

2 —amorcufly impleach’d,] Impleach’d is interwoven; the fame as
pleacbed, a word which our authour ufes in Much ode abens Nothing,
and ig Antony and Cleopatra s

¢ wmem=Steal into the pleached bower,
“ Where
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1 have receiv’d from many a feveral fair,
(Their kind acceptance weepingly befeech’d,)
With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d,
And deep-brain’d fonnets, that did amplify
Each ftone’s dear nature, worth, and quality 3,

The diamond ; why ’twas beautiful and hard,
‘Whereto his invis’d properties did tend4;
‘The deep-green emerald, in whofe frefh regard
Weak fights their fickly radiance do amend ;
‘The heaven-hued faphire and the opal blend
With obje@s manifold ; each feveral ftone,

~ With wit well blazon’d, {mil’d or made fome moag.

Lo! all thefe tro¥hies of affe®ions hot,

Of penfiv’d and fubdued defires the tender,
Nature hath charg’d me that I hoard them not,
Bat yield them up where I myfelf muft render,
That is, to you, my origin and ender:

¥or thefe, of force, muft your oblations be,
Since I their altar, you enpatron me.

O then advance of yours that phrafelefs hand,
Whofe white weighs down the airy fcale of praife $ ;T

ake

¢¢ Where honey-fuckles ripen'd by the fun
¢¢ Forbid the fun to enter," =
o 8 e with pleach’d arms bending down
¢¢ His corrigible neck.” Matrons.
3 Each fione’s dear nature, worth, and guality.] In the age of Shak -
fpeare, peculiar virtues were imputed to every fpecies of precious ftones,
StzrveNs.
4 Wkereto blsinvis’d iesdid tend ;) Inwis'd for Invifible. This
is, 1 believe, a word of Shakfpeare’s coining. His invifed properties

are the invifible qualities of his mind. \ 8o, in our authour’s Penns.

and Adonis :
¢¢ Had I no cyes, but ears, my ears would love
¢ Thy inward beauty and invifible” Maronz,
3 O them adwance of yours thgt phrafelefs hand,
Whaofe white.,veighs dews the airy fcals of preife;] Soy in Romes
asd Foliets .
$¢ ammmthey
4 ' .

v
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Take all thefe fimiles to your own command,
Hallow’d with fighs that burning lungs did raifes
What me your minifter, for you obeys,

Works under you ; and to your audit comes®
Their diftra& parcels in combined fums.

.Lo! this device was fent me from a nun,

Or fifter fan&ified, of holieft note 7 ;

Which late her noble fuitin court did fhun®,
‘Whofe raret havings made the bloffoms dote® ;
For fhe was fought iy fpirits of richeft coat®,
But kept cold diftance, and did thence remove,
To fpend her living in eternal love.

But O, my fweet, what labour is’t to leave
‘The thing we have not, maftering what not firives?
Paling the place which did no form receive j
Man patient fports in unconftrained gyves®:
She

€6 emmathey may feize
¢ On the white wonder of dear (uliet‘s band.'

The airy fcale of praife is the fcale filled with verbal elogiums. Lo
is often thus ufed by our authour. So, in Much ade abene Nothingt

$¢ Charm ache with air, and agony with words,*”

Seealfo Vol. VIIL. p. 164y n. 2. Maronz.

© e—and o your audit comes=]) So, in Macbeth

“ in compt,
¢ To make their audit at your highnefs® pleafure,
¢ Still to return your own.™ STEEVENS.
7 Or fifter fanetificd, of bameft mote;] The poet, I fufpe@, wrote ¢
A fitter fan&ified, of holieft note. MaLonx.

3 WVbich late ber noble fuit in coure did ﬁu,]hWho lately retired
from the (olicitation of her noble admirers. The word Suit, in the
fenfe of requeft or petition, was much ufed in Shakfpeare's time.

Mazroxne.

9 Whofe rareft havings made the bloffoms date,] Whofe accomplith-
ments were fo extraordinary that the lowsr of the young nobility were
paffionately cnamoured of her. Marone.

¥ For fhe awas fought by fpirits of richeft coat,] By nobles; whofe high
defcent 'is marked by the number of quarters in their coats of arms.
So, in our authout’s Rape of Lucrece :

¢¢ Yea, though I die, the fcandal will furvive,
¢ And be an eye-fore in my golden coats” Maroxz.
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She that i:ér.fame fo to herfelf contrives, . ‘
‘The fcars of battle {capeth by the flight3,
And makes her abfence valiant, not her might,

& But 0, my fweet, what labonr is’t te leave
The thing we bave sot, maflering what not firives P
Paling tic place which did ne form reeceive ;—
Man patient fports in unconfirained rqum :] The old copy rexds s
Playing the place which did no form receive,
Playing patient fports in unconftrained gyvest
It does not require a long note to prove that this is a grofs core
ruption. How to amend it is the only queftion. Playing in the firt
line, I apprehend, was a mifprint forpafing; and the compofitor’s eye
after he had printed the former line, I fuppofe glanced again wpon it,
and caught the firft word of it inftcad of the firft word of the line he
was then compofing.—The lover is fpeaking of a nun who had volus-
tarily retired from the world.—But what merit (he adds,) could the
boaft, or what was the difficulty of fuch ar a&ion? What labour is
there in leaving what we have not, i. e. what we do not enjoy, [See
Rape of Lucrecey p. 955 n. 6.] or in reltraining defires that do not
agitate our breat ? Paling the place, &c. fecuring within the pale of
a cloifter that heart which bad never received the impreflion of love e
‘When fetters are put upon us by our confent, they do not appear irk-
fome, &c. Such is the meaning of the text as now regulated,
X In Autony and Cleopatra the verb to pa’e is ufed in the fenfe of te
em in:
¢ Whate'er the ocean pales, or fky inclips,
¢ Ig thine, if thou wilt have it.™
‘The word form, which I once fafpe@ed to be corrupt, is undoubtedly
sight. Thefame phrafeology is found in the Rape of Lucrece :
6 amthe imoreffion of firange kinds
¢ Is form'd in them, [women,] by force, by fraud, or fkill.”.
It is alfo #ill more ftrongly fapported by the paflage quoted by Mr.
Steevens from Twelftb Night. Maronk.
I do not believe there is any corruption in the words
e—mdid n?rﬁml receive,
as the fame exprefion occurs again in the laft ftanza but three s
« a plenitude of fubtle matter,
¢ Applied to cautels, all ftrange forms receives.”
Again, in Twelftb Night :
¢ How eafy is it for the proper falfe
¢ In women’s waxen hearts 1o fer their forms ¥ STREVENS.
3 «=by the flight,] Perhaps the authour wrote==by ber flight.
STrRvVENS.

O pardon
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O pardon me, in that my boaft is truej )
The accident which brought me to her eye,
Upon the moment did her force fubdue,

And now fhe would the caged cloifter fly s
Religious love put out religion’s eye:

Not to be tempted, wounld fhe be immur’d 4,
And now, to tempt all, liberty procur’d.

How mighty then you are, O hear me tell!
The broEen bofoms that to me belong,

Have emptied all their fountains in my well,

And mine I pour your ocean all among:

I ftrong o’er them, and you o’er me being firong,
Mutt for your vitory us all congeft, ,

As compound love to phyfick your cold breaft.

My parts had power to charm a facred funs,
Who, difciplin’d and dieted in grace,
Believ’d her eyes, when they to affail begun,
All vows and confecrations giving place® :

O mok

4 Not to be tempted, swould {bc beimmar'd,] The quarto has emr'd;
for which the modern editions have properly given iwmar'd. Maroxs.
Immur'dis a verb ufed by Shakfpeare in K. Ricbard III. and The
MMerchant of Venice.  'We have likewife immares, {ubft. in the Prologue
to Troilus and Crefida. STErvENs,
S My parts bad power to charm a facred [us,] Pexhaps the poet
wrote 3
~————a facred nan.
If fun be right, it muft mean, the brightef luminary of the chiffer.
in/;{ing Henry VIII. wbuf Al S
¢¢ ———When thefe funs
¢ (For fo they phrafe them) by their heralds challeng’d
¢ The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform
¢¢ Beyond thought’s compafs.” MaLoNk.
In Coriclanus, the chafte Valeria is called ¢ the x:00s of Rome.*”
: . Srzavam.
& My parts bad power to charm a facred fun,
bo, difciplin’d and dict:d in grace,
Beliew'd ber eyes, aben thiy to afail begun,

- Al vows and confecrations giving place ;] The old copy reads:
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O moft potential love ! vow, bond, nor fpace,
In thee hath neither fting, knot, nor confine,
For thou art all, and all things elfe are thine,

‘When thoa imprefleft, what are precepts worth
Of ftale example ? When thou wilt inflame 7,
How coldly thofe impediments ftand forth
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ? .
Love’s arms are peace, ’gainft rule, gainft fenfe, ‘gaia
thame®; :
And

My parts had power to charm a facred fua, -
WL difciplin’d / died in grace.——

For the prefent regolation of the text, the propriety of which, §
shink, will at once firike every reader, 1 am indebted to an anony.
mous correfpondeat, whofe communications have been already acknow-
fSedged. .

‘The fame gentleman would read

«wriren I the affail begun—
and I formerly admitted that emendation, but it does not feem abfo-
Lutely neceflary. The nun believ'd or ‘yielded to her eyes, whea they,
captivated by the external appearance of her wooer, begaa to affail her
ahaftity. Maronx.

7 =—Wbhen thou wilt inflame,

Hovw coldly thefe impediments fand forth
Of swealth, of flial fear, law, kindred, fame ?] Thus, in Rowe’s
Lady Fane Gray:
¢¢ —every other joy, how dear foever,
¢ Gives way to that, and we leave all for love.
¢ At the imperious tyrant's lordly call,
¢ In fpite of reafon and reftraint we come,
¢¢ Leave kindred, parents, and our native home.
¢ The trembling maid, with all her fears he charms,™ &e.
: STrzvens.
. 8 Love'sarms are peace, ‘gainft rule, &c.] I fufpe@ our suthous
wrote
Love's arms are proof “gainftrule, &c.
The meaning, however, of the text as it ftands, may be—=The wer-
JSore that love carries on againft rule, fenfe, &c. produces to the par
ties engaged a peacefwl enjoyment, and [weetens, &c. The conft
in the next line is perhaps irregular, — Love's arms are peace, foc. 20d
dove fwectens—. Maroxs,
Peachaps
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And fweetens, in the fuffering pangs it bears,
The aloes of all forces, thocks, and fears ®.

Now all thefe hearts that do on mine depend,
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine ;
And fupplicant their fighs to you extend,

_‘To leave the battery that you make ’gainft mine,
Lending foft audience to my fweet defign,
And credent foul to that firong-bonded oath
That fhall prefer and undertake my troth.’*

'This faid, his watery eyes he did difmount,

Whofe fights till then were level’d on my face * ;
Each cheek a river running from a fount

With brinifh current downward flow’d apace :

O, how the channel to the ftream gave grace !

Who, glaz’d with cryftal, gate the glowing rofes
That flame * through water which their hue inclofes.

O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies

In the fmall orb of one particular tear ?
But with the inundation of the eyes

What rocky heart to water will not wear ?

Perhaps we thould read ¢
Love aims ar peacem=
Yer fweetens, &ce STEEVENS.
9 And [eweetens in tie [ufferings pangs it bearsy
Tbe aloes of all forces, fbocksy and fears.] So, in Cymbeling ¢

66 —2a touch more rare
¢¢ Subdues all pangs, all fears.”” STEEVENS.
Y Tbhis faid, bis watery eyes be did difmount,
Wbofe fights till them wwere level'd on my face3] The allufion s to

the old Englith firc-arms, which were fupported on what was called a
refle Marone.

* ——gate the glowing rofes
That flame—] ‘Lhat is, procured for the glowing rofes in his

cheeks that flame, &c.  Gate is the ancient perfe® tenfe of the verb
1o gete MaLONES

What
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What breaft fo cold that is not warmed here?
O cleft effe@3! cold m , hot wrath,
< Both fire from hence and chill extin&ure hath!

Forlo! his paflion, but an art of craft,

Even there refolv’d my reafon into tears4 ;

‘There my white ftole of chaftity I daf’ds,

Shook off my fober , and civil fears * ;
Arpenr to him, as be to me appears,

All melting ; though our drops this difference bore,
His poifan’dgpe, and mine did him reftore.

In him a plenitude of fubtle matter,

Apnlied to cautels®, all ftrange forms receives,
Of burning blufhes, or of weeping water,

Or fwooning palenefs ; and he takes and leaves,
In either’s aptnefs, as it beft deceives,

“To blufh at{peeches rank, to weep at woes,
©Or to turn white and fwoon at tragick thows

‘That not a heart which in his level came,
Could fcape the hail of his all-hurting aim 7,
. Showing

3 O cleft effsét =] O divided and difcordant effe® |—O cleft, &co
is the modern reading. The old copy has—6r cleft effe&, from which
it is difficult to draw any meaning. Macrowz. .

4 —refolv’d my reafoninto tears;] So, in Hemlet

« Thbaw, and refolweitfelf inte 4 dew,” STrEVENS.

s —mwbiﬁ ol of chapity I dafi®d,] To daff or deff is to put off,—
dooff. Maronz.

® —and civil fuars,] Civil formerly fignified graue, decorons. So, in
Romeo and Juliet :

¢« —Come, civil night,
¢ Thou fober-fuited matron, all in black.” Maroxz.
6 Applied to cautels,—] Applied to infidious purpafes, with fubtilty
and cunning. So, in Hamles :
¢ Perhaps he loves you now e
¢ And now no foil of cawrel doth befmirch
¢ The virtue of his will,”* MaAtonNx.
7 Z'-a;; a beart :&icb inbbic ll‘evbel came, 1s R —

Conld feape the hail of bis all-burting aim,] So,in K. 2
“ Ll ftood i’ th{ lewel £ i
¢ Ofa full.chargd mfdenqn b." . STERVENS,

Vou. X, A;a'm’
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Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ;

And veil’d in them, did win whom he would maim :
Againft the thing he fought he would exclaim :
When he moft burn’d in heart-with’d luxury ®,

He preach’d pure maid®, and prais’d cold chaflity.

Thus merely with the garment of a Grace

The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ;

That the unexperienc’d gave the tempter rlace.
Which, like a cherabin, above them hover'd 2,
Who, young and fimple, would not be fo lover’d ?
Ah me! Ifell ; and yet do queftion make

What 1 fhould do again for fuch a fake.

O, that infefted moifture of his eye,

O, that falft fire which in his cheek fo glow’d,
O, that forc’d thunder from his heart ﬁid fi
O, that fad breath his fpungy lungs beftow’d,
O, all that borrow*d motion, feeming ow’d 3,

Waould
Again, in our authour’s 117th Soammer ¢
¢¢ Bring me withim the level of your frown,
# Bat fhoot not at me in your waken'd hate,"
Again, in AU's well that ends well :
¢ I am not an impoftor, that proclaim
¢ Myfelf againgt the lewe! of my sim.”
1 fufpe& that for bail we ought to read ills 80, in the Rape of Lue
erece;
¢¢ End thy i/l gim, before thy fhoot be ended.” Maronx.
8 wmin beart-wifp'd luzury,] Lusary fermerly was ufed for fof-
¢ivioufnefss Sce Vol. VIIL p.277, n. 2. Marowne,
K’7 Zp:u:b‘dpurc meidy—] We meet with a fimilar phrafeclogy ia
o Jobn? .
« He [peaks plain cannon fire, and bounce, and fmoke.™
Again,in K. Henry ¥¢
s I fpeak to :B'n lain foldier.’* Mavrowe.
¥ —like a cherubin above them bover'd.] So, in Macheth :
¢ wmor heaven’s chernbin, hors'd
¢¢ Upon the fightlefs couriers of the air.” STmzvewns.
N? bO, that forc'd thunder from bis bears did fly,] 8o, in Teoelfih
ight :
¢ With groaos that rhunder love, and fighs of fire.” Marowx.
3 w=tbat borrow’d motion, feeming ow’d,] That paslion which he
copied from othare fo naturally that it feemod ceal 30d his swa. o::
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Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d,
And new pervert a reconciled maid ¢

has here, as in many other places in our authour’s works, the fignifie
cation of owsed. MALONSE.

4 In this beautiful poem, in every part of which the hand of Shak-
fpeare is vifible, he perhaps meant to break a lance with Spenfer. It
appears to me to have more of the fimplicity and pathetick tendemefs of
cge elder poet, in his fmaller pieces, than any other poem of that time ;
and ftrongly reminds us of our authour's defcription of an ancieat fong,
in Twelfth Night :

6 =]t is filly footh,
¢ And dallies with the innocence of youth,
¢ Like the old age.” Mazoxz.
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TITUS ANDRONICUS"

Rome. Before the Capitof-

Tbe tomb of the Andronici appearing ; the Tribunes and
Senators alof?, as in the fenate. Enter, below, SATURNI-
NUs and bis followers, on one fide ; and BAss1AN Us axd
bis followers, om the other ; with drum and colowrs.

Sat, Noble patricians, patrons of my right,
Defend the jultice of my caufe with arms ; And
nd,

* On what principle the editors of the firR complete edition of out
poet’s plays admitted this into their volume, cannot now be afcere
tained. The moft probable reafon that can be affigned, is, that he
wrote a few lines in it, or gave fome affitance t> the authour, in re-
vifing it, or in fome other way aided him in bringing it forward on the
flage. The tradition mentioned by Ravenfroft in the time of King
Charles 1I. warrants us in making one or other of thefe fuppofitions,
¢ I have been told"* ¢fays he in his preface to an alteration of this play
rubliﬁnd in 1687,) ¢ by fome anciently converfant with the fage, that
3t was not originally his, but brought by a private author to be aéted
and he only gave fome mafter touches to one or two of the pincip‘
parts or chara&ers.”

¢ A booke entitled A noble Roman Hiforie of Titus Andronicus™ wes
entered at Stationers-Hall, Feb. 6, 1593-4. This was undoubtedly
the play, as it was printed in that year (accerding to Langbaine, who
alone appears to have feen the firft edition,) and alted by the fervants
of the Earls of Pembroke, Derby, and Suffex. It is obfervable that in
the entry no authour’s name is mentioned, and that the play was
originally performed by the fame company of comedians who exhibited
the old drama, entitled Tbe Contention of the Houfes of Yorke and Lan-
cofier, The old Taming of a4 Sbrew, and Marlowe's King Bdward If.
by whom not one of Shakfpeare’s plays is faid to have been performed.
See the Differtation on King Henry VI, Vol. VK p. 19.

From Ben Jonfon's Indu@ion to Bartbolemery Fairy 1614, we leara
that Andresicas had been exhibited twenty five or thirty years before §
that is, according to the loweft computation in 1689 ; or taking a
middle period, which is perhaps more jutt, in xéh.

To enter into a long difquifition to preve this piece not to have
been written by Shakfpeare, would be an idle wafte of time. Tothofe
who are nut converfant with his writings, if particular e&‘m'" were
examiaed, more words would be neceffary than the fubj is vo!'th 3
tbole who are well acquainted with his works, cannot entertsin “a

Bbg aouot
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And, comtrymen, my Ioving followers,
Plead my fucceflive title * wath your fwords :

Iaw

doubt on the queftion.—I will however mention one mode by which it
may be eafily afcertained. Let the reader only e a few linesof
Appius and Virginla, Tancred and Gifmund, the Battle of Alcaxsry
'Ztrniua » Sclimus Emperer of the Turks, the Weunds of Ciwil Wer, the

Vars of Cyrus, Locrine, Arden of Feverfpam, Kinﬁe Edward 1, the
Spui{ 'T;'agtd y So{,umn and Perfeda, King Leiry the old Kin, zohp
or any other of the picces that were exhibited before the time o? hak-
foeare, and he will at once perceive that Fitws Andremicas was coined
in the fame mint,

The tetimony of Meres, mentioned in a fubfequent note, alone re-
mains to be confiderede  His snumerating this among Shakfpeare”s
plays may be accounted for in the fame way in which we may account
for its being printed by his fellow-comedians in the firft folio edition of
his works, Meres was in 1598, when his book appeared, intimately
conne&ed with Drayton, and probebly acquainted with fome of the dra=
matick poets of the time, from fome or other of whom he might have
heard that Shakfpeare interefied himfelf about this tragedy, or bad
written a tew lines for the authour. The internal evidence furnithed by
the picce itfelf, and proving it not to have been the produion of
Shakfpearz, greatly outweighs any fingle teflimony on the other fide.
Meres might have been mifinformed, or inconfiderately have given
credit to the rumour of the day. For fix of the plays which he has men-
tioned, (exclufiveof the evidence which the reprefentation of the pieces
themfclves might have furnithed,) he had perhaps no better authority
than the whifper of the theatre; for they were not then printed, He
could not have been deceived by a title-page, as Dr;‘]ohnl‘on fup-
pofes; for Shakfpeare’s name is mor in the title-page of the editioa

rinted in quarto in 1611, and therefore we may conclude, was not
1n the title-page of thatin 1594, of which the other was undoubtedly
a re-imprefiion, Had this mean performance been the work of Shake
fpeare, can it be fuppofed that the bookfellers would not have endeas
voured to procurs a fale for it by ftamping his name upon it ?

In fhort, the high antiquity of the piece, its entry on the fationers®
books and being afterwards printed without the name of our authour,
its being performed by the fervants of Lord Pembroke, &sc. the Rately
march of the verfification, the whole colour of the compofition, its re-
femblance to feveral of our moft ancient dramas, the diffimilitude of
the ftyle from our authour's undoubted compofitions, and the traditios
mentioned by Ravenfcroft, when fome of his contemporaries had not
been long dead, (for Lowin and Taylor, two of his fellow.comedians,
were alive a few years before the Reftoration, and Sir Willlam D*Ave-
nant, who had himfelf written for the ftage in 1629, did not die till
April 1668 ;) all thefe circumftances combined, prove with irrefiftible
force that the play of Titus Andronicus has been erroneoufly afcribed to

3 —my fuccetlive tirle -] is . my title to the fucceflion, MarLoxs.
Shak(peare.
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T am his firft-born fon, that was the laft
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; ™
en

Shakfpeare.—T once intended not to have admitted it into the prefent
edition ; but thatevery reader may be enabled to judge for himfelf, Fhave
inferted it here, having firft placed our authour’s poems as a bas-
sier between this fpurious piece, and his undoubted dramas. Mavroxz.

It is obfervable, that this play is printed in the quarto of 1611,
with exa&nefs equal to that of the other books of thofe times. The
firft edition was probably corre@ed by the authour, fo that here is very
lictle room for conje@ure or emendation ; and accordingly none of the
editors have much molefted this piece with officious critici{m. JonNson.

There is an authority for afcribing this play to Shakfpeare, which I
think a very firong one, though not made ufe of, as I remember, by
any one of his commentatois. It is given to him, among other plays,
which are undoubtedly his, in a little book, called Palladis Tamia, or
the Sezond Part of Wit's Commonwealth, written by Francis Meres,
Maifter of arts, and printed at London in 1598. The other tragedies,
enumerated as his in that book, are King JFobn, Ricbard the Second,
Henry the Fowrth, Rickard the Third, and Romeo and Fuliet. The
comedies are, the Midfummer- Night's Dream, the Gentiemen of Verona,
the Errors, the Love’s Labour Loft, the Love’s Labour Won, ard the
Blercbant of Venice. 1 havegiven this lift, as it ferves fo far to afcer-
tain the date of thefe plays; and alfo, as it contains a notice of 8
comedy of Shakfpeare, the Love’s Labour Wen, not included in any
colle@ion of his works; nor, as faras 1 know, attributed to him by
‘any other authority. Ifthere thould be a play in being, with that title,
shough without Shakfpeare's name, I fhould be glad to fee it; and I
think the editor would be fure of the publick thanks, even if it theuld
prove no better than the Love's Labour Loffi. TyrwairT,

The work of criticifm on the plays of this author, is, 1 believe, ge-
nerally found to extend or contrad itfelf in proportion to the value of
the piece under confideration ; and we fhall always do little where we
defire but little fhould be done. 1 know not that this pisce ftands in
need of much emendation; though it might be treated as condemned
criminals are in fome countriesy—any experiments might be juftifiably
made on it.

The author, whoever he was, might have borrowed the ftory, the
pames, the chara@ers, &c. from an old ballad, which is entered in the
books of the Stationers’ Company immediately after the play on the
fame fubje&. ¢ John Danter] Feb. 6. 1593. A book entitled 4 Noble
Romen Hiflorie of Titus Andronicus.’

+¢ Eatered unto him alfo the ballad thereof.”

Entered again April 19, 1602, by Tho. Pavyer. !

The reader will find it in Dr. Percy’s Religues of ancient Englifp
Poetry, vol. I,  Dr. Percy adds that ¢ there is reafon to conclude that
this play was rather improved by Shakfpeare with a few fine touches
of his pen, than originally writ by him ; fur not to mention thatathle

yle.
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Then let my father’s honours live in me,
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.
Ba/. Romans,~—friends, followers, favourers of my
right,—
If ever Baﬂiganus, Cafar’s fon,
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then this paffage to the Capitol ;
A‘\ndP fuffer not dithonour to approach
The imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,
‘To juftice, continence, and nobility :
But let defert in pure eleion fhine ;
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus ANDRONICUS aloft, with the croum.
Mar. Princes,—that ftrive by faltions, and by friends,

fyle #s lefs figurative than his others generally are, this tragedy is mes-
tioned with difcredit in the indu@ion to Ben Jonfon’s. Barthelemess Fair
in 1614, as one that had then been exhibited ¢ five and twenty or thirty
years s which, if we take the leweft number, throws it back to the
year 1589, at which time Shakfpeare was butag: an earlier date thaa
can be found fer any other of his pieces, and if it does not clear him
entirely of it, fhews at leaft it wasa firft attempt.”

Though we are obliged to Dr. Percy for his attempt ¢o clear owe
great dramatic writer from the imputation of having produced this
fanguinary performance, yet I cannot admit that the circamftance of
its being difcreditably mentioned by Ben Jonfon, ought to have any
weight ; for Ben has not very fparingly cenfured the Tempe#, and
other pieces which are undoubtedly among the moft Ginithed works of
Shakfpcare. The whole of Ben's Prologue to Every Mas in bis Hu-
mour, is a malicious fneer on him.

Sir W, Painterin his Palace of Pleafure, tom. 11, fpeaks of the flory
of Titus as well known, and particularly mentions the cruelty of Te-
mora : and in A Knack to knew a Knave, 1594, is the following alls.
fion to its

66 23 welcome fhall you be

¢ To me, my daughters, and my fon-in-law,

¢¢ As Titus was unto the Roman fenators,

¢ When he had made a conquett on the Gorks.™

‘Whatever were the motives of Heming and Condell for admitting
this tragedy among thofe of Shakfpeare, all it has gained by their fa-
vour is, to be deliver:d down to pofterity with repeated remarks of
contempt,—a Therfites babbling among heroes, and introduced only
to be derided.

Sec the notes at the condlufion of this piece. STxRVENS,

4 Ambi-
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Ambitioufly for rule and empery,—
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand
A fpecial party, have, by common voice,
In ele@ion for the Roman empery,
Chofen Andronicus, furnamed Pius
For many good and great deferts to Rome ;
A nobler man, a braver warrior,
Lives not this day within the city walls:
He by the fenate is accited home,
From weary wars againft the barbarous Goths ;
That, with his fons, a terror to our foes,
" Hath yok’d a nation ftrong, train’d up in arms.
Ten years are fpent, fince firft he undertook
‘This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms
Our encmies’ pride: Five times he hath return’d
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons
In coffins from the field ;
And now at laft, laden with henour’s {poils,
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus. flourithing in atms.
Let us entreat,—~By honour of his name,
Whom, worthily, you would have now fucceed,
And in the Gapitol and fenate’s right,
‘Whom you pretend to honour and adore,—
That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ;
Difmifs your followers, and, as fuitors thould,
Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs.
Sat. How fair the tribune fpeaks to calm my thoughts!
Ba/. Marcus Andronicus, fo I do affy
In thy uprightnefs and integrity,
And fo ) Jove and honour thee, and thine,
‘Thy noble brother Titus, and his fons,
Aad her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all,
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ernament,
That I will here difmifs my leving friends ;
And to my fortunes, and tgc people’s favour,
Commit my caufe in balance to be weigh’d. .
[Exennt the followers of Bafhanus.
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward ia my right,
I thank
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I thank you all, and here difmifs you all 3
And to the love and favour of my countr
Commit myfelf, my perfon, and the caufe.
[Exeant the followwers of Satamimty
Rontfe, be as juft and gracious unto me,
As I am confident and kind to thee,—
Open the gates, and let me in.
Baf. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor.
[Sat. and Baf. gointo the Capitol, and exesst
awith Senators, Marcus, &c.

SCENE II
The fame.
Enter a Captain, and Otbers.

Cap. Romans, make way; The good Andronicus,
Patron of virtue, Rome’s beft champion,
Succefsful in the battles that he fights,
With honour and with fortune is return’d,
From where he circumfcribed with his fword,
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Flourifp of trumpets, &c. Enter MuT1Us and ManrT1US:
after them, two men bearing a coffin cover®d awith black;
then QuinTus and Lucius. After them, Titos
ANDRONICUS; and then TAMORA, with ALAREUS,
CHiroN, DemMETRIUS, AARON, ard other Gathis
prifoners ; joldiers, and people, following, T he bearers

JSet dowon the coffin, and TrTUs fPeaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome, viQtorious in thy mourning weeds?!
Lo, as the bark, that hath difcharg’d her fraught+,
' Retums

3 Hail, Rome, wiflorious in thy mowrning weeds 1] 1 fofpe@ that the
poet Wrotemmin my mourning weeds! i. ¢, Titus would fay; Thos,
Rome, art vi@orious, though I am a mourner for thofe fons which I
have loft in obtaining that viCtory. WarsurTtoN.

*Tby is as well as my. We may fuppofe the Romans in a grateful
ceremony, meeting the dead fons of Andronicus with mourning habits.
Jonuox.o‘
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Returns with precious lading to the bay,
From whence at firft fhe weigh’d her anchoraﬁe,
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,
‘To re-falute his country with his tears ;
‘Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.—
‘Thou great defender of this Capitol 3,
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !—
Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons,
Half of the number that king Priam had,
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead !
‘Thefe, that furvive, let Rome reward with love ;
‘Thefe, that I bring unto their late® home,
With burial amongft their anceftors :
Here Goths have given me leave to fheath my fword,
‘Titus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own,
‘Why fuffer’ft thou thy fons, unburied yet,
‘To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx ¢ ?—
Make way to lay them by their brethren.
[The tomb is openeds

‘There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,
And fleep in peace, flain in your country’s wars!
O facred receptacle of my joys,
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,
How many fons of mine haft thou in ftore,
‘That thou wilt,never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths,
‘That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile,
Ad manes fratrum facrifice Lis fleth,
Before this earthly prifon of their bones;
‘That fo the fhadows be not unappeas’d,

Or that they were in mourning for their emperor who was juft dead.
STEsVENS.

4 —her franght,] Old Copies— bis fraught, Corre&ed in the fourth
folio. Maronz.

S Theu great defeader of this Capitel,] Jupiter, to whom the Capitol
was fatred.  Jomnsow.

6 T bover on the dreadful fbore of Styx?] Here we have one of the
numerous claffical notions that are fcattered with a pedantick profue
fion through this picce. Masoxz.

* Nor
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Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on earth ?.
Tir. 1 ﬁive him you ; the nobleft that farvives,

The eldeft fon of this diftreffed queen.

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren ;—Gracious conquerer,
Vidtorious Titus, rue the tears I fhed,

A mother’s tears in paffion for her fon 3
And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee,

O, think my fon to be as dear to me.
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs, and return,
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ;
But muft my fons be flaughter’d in the ftreets,
For valiant doings in their country’s caufe ?
O! if to fight for king and common weal
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe.
Andronicus, ftain not thy tomb with blood :
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the ?
Draw near them then in being merciful ® ;
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge ;
"Thrice-noble Titus, fpare my firit-born fon.

Tit. Paiient yourfelf?, madam, and me.
‘Thefe are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren flain,
Religioufly they atk a facrifice:

'To this your fon is mark’d; and die he muft,
To appeafle their groaning fhadows that are gone.

Lue. Away with him! and make a fire ftraighe;
Aud with our {words, upon a pile of wood,

7 Nar avs diflurb’d By prodigies om earth.] It was fuppofed by the an-
cients, that !h{ghoﬂl of unburied people appeared to their fl':i’uls and
selations, to fulicit the rites of funeral. SvxzvEwa,

8 B8t thou draw mear the nature of the gods ?

Dracu near them then in being mercifuls] ¢ Homines enim ad deos
nulla se propius accedunt, quam falutem hominibus dando.” Cicwm
pro Li:arice  From this paflage Mr. Whalley infexs the learning of
Shakfpcare. STEEVENS.

9 Patient yourfelf, &c.] This verb is ufed by ~ther dramatic writers
So, in Arden of Feverfbam, 1592 : .

¢ Patient yourfelf, we cannot help it sow.”
Again, in King Edward 1. 1593 :
¢ Paticns your highnefs, 'tis but mogher’s love.” Srlli;l.l-
ts
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Let’s hew his limbs, till they be clean confum’d.
[Bxexnt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, azd Mutius,
awith Alarbus.
Fam. O cruel, irreligious piety !
Cbhi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ?
Dem. Oppofe not Scythia to ambitious Rome.
Alarbus goes to reft ; and we furvive
‘To tremble under Titus’ threatening look.
‘Then, madam, ftand refolv’d ; but hope withal,
‘The feif-fame gods, that arm’d the queen of Troy
‘With opportunity of tharp revenge
Upon tﬁe Thracian tyrant in his tent?,
L&o favour Tamora, the queen of Goths,
(WZen Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,)
‘To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter Lucius, QuiNTus, MarTiUS, andMuTivs,
awith their fwords bloody.

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have Perform’d
Our Roman rites: Alarbus’ limbs are lopp'd,
And entrails feed the facrificing fire,
‘Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the ky.

v The {df-fm godsy that arm'd the gueen of Troy

With opportumty of foarp rewenge

Upon the Tbracian tyrast in bis tenty &c.] I read, againft the au-
thority of all the copies 1 —in her renr, is e. in the tent where fhe and
the other T'rojan captive women were kept : for thither Hecuba by a
wile had decoyed Polymaoeftor, in order to perpetrate her revenge.
This we may learn from Euripides’s Hecuba; the only author, that
I can at prefent remember, trom whom our writer muft have gleaned
this circumftance. Tuzozarp,

Mz, Theobald fhould firft have proved to us that our author under-
ftood Greek, or elfe that this play of Euripides had been tranflated.
In the mean time. becaufe ncither of thefe particulars are verified, we
may as well fuppofe he took it from the old ftory-book of the Trejan
War, or theold tranflation of Ovid. Sce Metam. xiii. The writer
of the play, whoever he was, might have been mifled by the paffage
3n Ovid : ¢¢ ---vadit ad artificem,” and therefore took it for granted that
fhe found him in bis rent. STREVENS.

I have no doubt that the writer of this play had read Euripides in the
eriginal. Mr. Steevens juftly obferves in a fubfequent note near the
end of this fcene, that there is ¢ a plain aliufion to the Ajax of
Sophocles, of which no tranflation was extant in the time of Shak-
fpeare.® MaLon:. ;

Rer
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Remaineth nou%ht, but to inter our brethren,

And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome.

Tit. Let it be fo, and let Andronicus
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls,

[Trumpet founded, and the coffins laid ix the temb.
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons ;
Rome’s readieft champions, repofe you here in reft,
Secure from worldly chances and mifhaps !
Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells,
Here grow no damned grudges; here, are no florms,
No noife, but filence and eternal fleep:

Enter LaviNIA.

In peace and honour reft you here my fons !

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long 3

My noble lord and father, livein fame!

Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethren’s obfequies ;

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome :

O, blefs me here with thy viorious hand,
Whofe fortunes Rome’s beft citizens applaud.”

Tit. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly referv’d
‘The cordial of mine age, to glad my heart ! —
Lavinia, live ; out-live thy father’s days,

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praife * !
Enter Marcus ANDRONICUS, SATURNINUS, Base
s1ANUS, and Otbers.

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother,
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome!

7it. ‘T'hanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus,

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from fuccefsful wars,
You that furvive, and you that fleep in fame.

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike 1n all,
That in your country’s fervice drew your fwords =

® And fame's eternal date, for virtud'’s praife!] This abfurd with is
made fenfe of, by changing ard into in. WARBURTON.

‘Tolive in fame's dase is, if an allowable, yet a harth expreffion. To
outline an eterna! date, is, though not philofophical, yet poetical fenfe.
He withes that her life may be longer than his, and her praife longer
3han fame,  JonNsox.

But
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But fafer triumph is this faneral pomF,
‘That hath afpir’d to Solon’s hag)pine 83,

And triumphs over chance, in honour’s bed.—

‘Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,

‘Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been,

Send thee by me, their tribune, and their traft,

‘This palliament of white and fpotlefs hue ;

And name thee in ele&ion for the empire,

With thefe our late-deceafed empetor’s fons :

Be candidatus then, and put-it on,

And help to fet a héad on‘lieadlefs Rome.

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits,

Than his, that thakes for age and feeblenefs :

What ! fhould I don this robe ¢, and trouble you ?

Be chofen with proclamations to-day ;

‘To-morrow, yield up rule, refign my life,

And fet abroad new bufinefs for you all ?

Rome, I have been thy foldier forty years,

And led my country’s ftrength fuccefsfully 3

And buried one and -twenty valiant fons,

Knighted in field,-flain manfully in arms,

In right and fervice of their noble country :

Give me a ftaff of honour for mine age,

But not a fceptre to control the world :

Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft. :
Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and atk the empery 5.
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canft thou tell 2=
Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus,

Sat. Romans, do me right ;—

Patricians, draw your fwords, and fheath them not

Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor :—

Andronicus, *would thou wert fhipp’d to hell,

3 That batb afpir'd to Soion’s bappinefs,] The maxim of Solon here ale
luded to is, thatno man can be pronounced to be happy before hisdeath s
ultima femper

Expeétanda dies homini ; dicique beatus
Ante obitum nemo, fupremaque funers, debet, Ovid, Maronz.

4 —don thisrobe,] i. e. do om this robe, put it on. So,in Hemlerz

¢ Then up he rofe, and dox'd his clothes.”” STEEVENS.

S Titus, thou fbalt obtain and afk the empery.] Here is rather toe
much of the sesn apitim. STREVENS, .

You. X. Cec Rather
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Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts.
Luc. Proud Saturninus ! interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to thee |
Tit. Content thee, prince ; 1will reftore to thee
The people’s hearts, and wean them from themfelves.
Baj. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,
But honour thee, and will do till { die 3
My facion if thou ftrengthen with thy friends®,
I will moft thankful be : and thanks, to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed.
T:t. People of Rome, and people’s tribunes here, .
Tafk your voices, and your fuffrages ;
Will you beftow them triendly on Andronicus ?
Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus,
And gratulate his fate return to Rome,
The people will accept whom he admits.
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you: and this fuit I make,
That you create your emperor’s cldeft fon,
Lord Saturnine ; whofe virtues will, I hope,
Reflet on Rome, as Titan’s rays on elnE:
And ripen juftice in this common-weal :
‘Then it you will ele&t by my advice,
Crown him, and fay,—Long live oxr emperor *
Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort,
Patricians, and plebeians, we create
Lord Saturninus, Rome’s great emperor ;
Andfay, — Long liwe our emperor Saturnine ! [ A long floxriff,
Sar. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done
'To us in our eletion this day,
1 give thee thanks in part of thy defests,
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs s
And, for an onfet, Titus, to advance
‘Thy name, and honourable family,
Lavinia will I make my emprefs,
Rome’s royal miltrefs, miftrefs of my heart,
And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe:
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleafe thee ?
git. 1t doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match,
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace :
$ —tby friends,] Old Copica~—friend, CorreQed in the fourth folie.
. Mavorz.

And
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Andhere, in fight of Rome, to Satarnine, —
King and commander of our common-weal,
The wide world’s emperor,—do I confecrate
My fword, my thariot, and my prifoners ;
Prefents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord ¢
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour’s enfigns huthbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titas, father of my life !
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,
Rome fhall reeord ; and, when I do forger -
The leaft of thefe ‘anfpeakable deferts,
Romans, forget your fealty to me. N

Zit. Now, madam, are you prifonet to an emperor 3

. ) [’0 Tamorx.

T him, that for your honour and your ftate,
Will ufe you nobly, and your followers.

Sar. A goodly lady, truft me; of the hue
That I would choofe, were I to choofe anew . —
Clear up, fair quéen, that cloudy countenance ;
Though chance of war hath wrought this tharige of cheer,
‘Thou com'ft not tobe made a fcorn in Rothe: - .
Princely fhall be thy ufage every way.
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent
Daunt all your hopes ; Madam, he comforts you,
Can make you greater than the queen of Gotlis.~&
Lavinia, you are not dil;pleas’d with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord 7 ; fith true nobility
Warrants thefe words in princely courtefy.

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavinia.—Romans, let us go:
Ranfomlefs here we fet eur prifoners free :
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.

7 Lav. Not I, my lord j==] 1t was pity to part a couple who feem tm
have correfponded in difpofition fo exa@ly as Saturninus and Lavinis
Saturninus, who has jult promifed to efpoufe her, already withes bhe
were to choofe again; and fhe who was engaged to Baflianus (whom
fhe afterwards marries) cxptefles no rele@ance when her father gives
her to Saturninus, Her fubfequent raillery to Tamors is of fo coatfe
a nature, that if her tongue had been all fhe was condemned to fofe,
perl}npg the author (whoever he was) would have efcaped cenfure o
the Tcore of poetic jultice. STrevrNs, .

poetic j S Baf.
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Ba/. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine.
[fzizing Lavinis.
Tir. How, fir? Are you in earneft then, my lord ?
Ba/. Ay, noble Titus ; and refolv’d withxl’,'
To do myfelf this reafon and this right.
[The emperor courts Tamora in dumb pew.
Mar. Suum cuigue is our Roman juftice :
This prince in juftice feizeth but his own.
Lxc. And that he will, and fhall, if Lucius live,
7ir. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor’s guard?
Treafon, my lord ; Lavinia is furpriz’d.
Sat. Svrpriz’d! By whom?
Ba/. Bv him that jultly may
Bear his betroth’d from all the world away.
[ Excunt Marcus and Baflianus, avizd Lavinia.
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
And with my {word I’ll keep this door {afe.
[Excunt Lucius, Quintus, asd Martius.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back.
Mut., My lord, you pafs not here.
¥it. What, villain goy!
Barr’it me my way in Rome? [Titus 4i/ls Mutius.,
Mut, Help, Lucius, help!
Re-emter Lucius,
Luc. My lord, you are unjuft ; and, more than fo,
In wrongtul quarrel you have flain your fon.
Zi:. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine;
My fons would never fo difhonour me :
“I'raitor, reftore Lavinia to the emperor.
Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife,
That is another’s lawful promis’d love. [Exits
Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her not,
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock :
I’1l truft, by leifure, him that mocks me once ;
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons,
Confederates all thus to dithonour me.
Was there® none elfe in Rome to make a ftale of,

8 Was there, &c.] The words, there, eife, and of, are not found in
th= old copies, This conju€tural emeadation was made by the editor
of the fecond folio, MaLows,

: But
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But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,
Afree thefe deeds with that proud brag of thine,

‘That faid’ft, I begg’d the empire at thy hands.
Tit. g montftrous ! what reproachful words are thefe ?
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece®
"To him tha%oﬂourilh’d forghergwith his fworf : 8P
A valiant fon-in-law thou fhalt enjoy ;
One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,
‘To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome®*.
Tit. Thefe words are razors to my wounded heart.
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,—
That, like the ftately Phoebe *mong# her nymphs,
Doft over-fhine the gallant’ft dames of Rome *,—
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden choice,
Behold, I choofe thee, Tamora, for my bride,
Auc:k will createft(};we emperefs of Rome.
S , queen of Goths, doft thou applaud my choice?
Al:ned hc:le I fwear by all the Roman%gods,— y
Sith prieft and holy water are fo near,
And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing
In readinefs for Hymeneus ftand,—
I will not re-falute the ftreets of Rome, _
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place

9 —cbenging picco—] Spoken of Lavinia. Piece was then, as itis
now, ufed perfonally as a word of contempt. Jomnsox.

Soin Britanniss Paflorals by Brown, 1613: - -

6¢ e——her hufband, weaken’d (i«c,
¢ Mutft have his cullis mix'd with ambergreafe 3

¢¢ Pheafant and partridge into jelly turn'd,

¢¢ Grated with gold.” STrevEws.

t To ruffie in the common-wealth of Rome.] A ruffler was a kind of
cheating bully; and isfo called in a ftatute made for the punithment
of vagabonds in the 27th year of K. Henry VILI. See Greene’s Ground-
wwork of Conty-catcbing, 1592, Hence, 1 luppofe, this fenfe of the verb,
to ruffle.  Kufflers are likewife enumerated: among other vagabonds, by
Holinhed, Vol. I. p. 183, STxzvens.

To ruffle meant, to be noify, diforderly, turbulents A ruffler was &
boifterous fwaggerer. Maronz.

2 That, like the flately Phabe *mingft ber nympbs,

Doft over-fbine the galiant'f} dames of Rome,]
—Micat inter omnes
iulium fidus, welut inter ignes
ana migores, Hore MaroNee

Ccs B Ilead
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Ilead efpous’d my bride along with me, .
Tam. And here, in fight of heaven to Rame I fwear,
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goshs,
She will a handmaid be to his defires,
A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth.
Sat. Afcend, fair queen, Pastheon ~Lords, sccompesy
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride,
Sent by the heavens for prince Satwnine,
‘Whofe wifdom hath her fortune conquered:
"There fhall we confummate our fpoufal rites.
[Exeunt SATURKINUS, and bis folloavers ; Ta-
MOR A, and ber fons; Arnox axd Geths.
Tit. Iam not bid  to wait upon this bride ;o
"Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Difhonour’d thus, and challenged of wroags ?
Re-enter Marcus,Lucius,QuinTus, and MarTtivs
Mar O, Titus, fee, O, fee, what thou haft done!
In a bad quarrel flain a virtuous fon.
Tit. No, foolifh tribune, no; no fon of mine,—
Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deed
‘That hath dithonour’d all our family ;
Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons !
Luc. Butlet us %ive him burial, as becomes ;
Give Mutius burial with our brethren.
Tit. Traitors, away ! he refts not in this tomb,
This monument five huodred years hath flood,
Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified ;
Here none but foldiers, and Rome’s fervitors,
Repofe in fame ; none bafely flain in brawls :—
Bury him where you can, he comes not here,
Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you:
My nephew Mutius® deeds do plead for him ;
He muft be buricd with his brethren.
Quen. Mart. And fhall, or him we will accompany.
Zit. And fhall? What villain was it fpoke that word?
Quin. He that would vouch’t in any pﬁce but here.
7it. What, would you bury him in my defpight 2
Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him.

3 I am not bid—] i, e, inviteds See Vals LLs ps 365 Be 30 Maroxs.
TLit.
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git. Marcus, even thou haft firuck upen my creft,
And, with thefe boys, mine honour thou haft woanded :
My foes I do repute you everyone;
8o trouble me no more, but get yon gone.
Mar:. He is not with himfelf; let us withdraw.
Quin. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried.
Marcus and the fons of Titus kneels
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.
_ g;u‘u. Father, and in that name doth nature {peak.
it. S{nk thou no more, if all the reft wilt fpeed.
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul,~
Lac. Dear father, foul and fubftance of us all,~=
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to intesr
His noble nephew here in virtue’s neft,
That died in honour and Lavinia’s caufe.
‘Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax
‘That flew himfelf; and wife Laertes’ fon
Did gracioufly plead for his funerals*. \
Letnot young Mutius then, that was thy joy,
Be barr’d his entrance here.
9it, Rife, Marcus, rife :—
The di¥mall’ft day is this, that e’er I faw,
‘To be dithonour’d by my fons in Rome | —
Well, bary him, and bury me the next.
[Mutius is put into 1he tomd.
Luc. Therelie thy bones, fweet Mutius, with thy friendsy
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb !—
All. No man {gcd tears 5 for noble Mutius ;

4 Tbe Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax,
Tbat flew bimfelf ; and wife Lacrtes® fon
. Did gracionfly plsad for bis funerals.] This paflage alone fufii-
ciently convinces me, that the play before us was the work of one who
was converfant with the Gieck tragedies in their original language.
We have here a plain allufion to the Ajax of Sophocles, of which no
tranflation was extant in the time of Shakfpeare. In that piece,
Agamemnon confents at laft to allow Ajax the rites of fepulture, and
Ulyfles is the pleader, whofe arguments prevail in favout of his remains.
STERYENS.
S Noman fbed rears, &c.] This is evidently a traoflation of tlie
diftich of Ennius:
Nemo me lacrumeis decoret : nec funera fletu
Fachit. quur? volito vivu’ per ora virdm. ST@EVvENS.

Ccgqg e
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He lives in fame, that dy’d in virtue’s caufe.
Mar. My lord,—to ftep out of thefe dreary dumps,~
How comes it, that the fubtle queen of Goths
Is of a fudden thus advanc’d in Rome ?
Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is;
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell :
Is fhe not then beholding to the man
That brought her for this high good turn fo far 2
Yes 6, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourifb. Re-enter, at ome fide, SATURNINUS, attended;
Tamora, CHivON, DEMETRIUS @d AArOx: 4
the otber, Bass1aNus, LAviNiA, and Otbers.

Sat. So, Baflianus, you have play’d your prize ;
God give you joy, fir, of your gallant bride.
Baj. Andyou of yours, my lord : I fay no more,
Nor with no lefs; and fo 1 take my leave.
Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power,
Thou and thy fa&tion fhall repent this rape,~
Ba/. Rape, call you it, my lord, to feize my own,
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ?
But let the laws of Rome determine all ;
Mean while I am poffcit of that is mine. \
Sat. *Tis good, fir: You are very fhort with us;
But, if we live, we’ll be as fharp with you.
Baf. My lord, what I have done, as bet I may,
Anfwer I muft, and fhall do with my life.
Only thus much I give your grace to know,~—
By all the duties that 1 owe to Rome,
“This noble gentleman, lord T'itus here,
Is in opinion, and in bonour, wrong’d ;
That, in the refcue of Lavinia,
With his own hand did flay his youngeft fon,
In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath
‘To be control’d in that he frankly gave:
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine 3

© Yes, &c.] Thisline is not in the quarte. I fufpe@, when it was
added by thc caitor of the folio, he inadvertently omirted to prefix the
namc of the fpeaker, and that it belongs to Maicus. In the fecond line
of this fpeech the modern editors reac— /f by device, &c. Maronz.

That
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‘That hath exprefs’d himfelf, in all his deeds,
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome.
Tit. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my deeds 3
3Tis thou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d me:
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,
How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine !
Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine,
Then iear me {peak indifferently for all ;
And at my fuit, fweet, Eardon what is paft.
Sat. What! madam! be dithonour’d openly,
And bafely put it up without revenge ?
Tam. Notfo, my lord ; The gods of Rome forefend,
X fhould be author to difhonour you ! :
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake
For good lord Titus’ innocence in all,
Whofe fury, not diffembled, fpeaks his gricfse
‘Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him ;
Lofe not fo noble a friend on vain fuppofe,
Nor with four looks affli¢t his gentle heart.—
My lord, be rul’d by me, be won at laft,
Diflemble all your griefs and difcontents:
You are but newly planted in your throne ;
Keft then the people, and patricians too,
Upon a juft furvey, take Titus’ part,
And fo fupplant us for ingratitude,
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin,) Afide
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone: y [Afide,
T’ll find a day to maffacre them all,
And raze their fa&tion, and their family,
‘The cruel father, and his traiterous fons,
To whom I fued for my dear fon’s life ;
And make them know, what ’tis to let a
queen
Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in
vain.— -~
Come, come, (weet emperor,—come, Andronicus,
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown.
Sat. Rife, Titus, rife ; my emprefs hath prevail’d.r
ite
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Tit. I thank your majefty, and her, my lord:
Thefe words, thefe looks, infufe new life in me.

Zam. Titus, 1 am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily,

And muft advife the emperor far his good.
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;—
And let it be mine honour, good my lord,
‘That I have reconcil’d your friends and you.—
For you, prince Baflianus, I have paft

My word and promife to the emperor,

‘That you will be more mild and tralable,—
And fear not, lords,~and you, Lavinia je—
By my advice, all humbled on your knees,
You fhall afk pardon of his majefty.

Luc. We do ; and vow to heaven, and to his highnefs,
That, what we did; was mildly, as we might,
Tend’ring our fifter’s honour, and our own.

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft,

Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.—

Tam. Nay, nay, fweet emperor, we muft all be

friends :
"The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ;
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back.
Sat. Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother’s here,
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats,
I do remit thefe young men’s heinous faults,
Stand up.
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,
I found a friend ; and fure as death 1 fwore,
I would rot part a bachelor from the prieft.
Come, if the emperor’s court can fealt two brides,
You are my gueit, Lavinia, and your friends :
This day fhall be a love-day, Tamora.
7:t. To-morrow, an it pleafe your majefly,
‘To bunt the paniher and the hart with me,
Wiih horn and hound, we’ll give your grace dew<jonr.
Sa:. Be ii fo, Titus, and gramercy too, [ Exennt.

ACT
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ACT N SCENE I\

The fame. Before the Palace.
Enter Aaron.

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top,
Safe out of fortune’s fhot ; and fits aloft,
Secure of thunder’s crack, or lightning flath 3
Advanc’d above pale envy’s threatning reach.
As when the golden fun falutes the morn,
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,
Gallops the zodiack in his gliftering coach,
And over-looks the higheft-peering iilla ;
So Tamora. — :
Upon her wit? doth earthly honour wait,
And virtue ftoops and rrembles at her frown.
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,
To mount aloft with thy imperial miitrefs,
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long
Hatft prifoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains ;
And fafter bound to Aaron’s charming eyes,
‘Than is Prometheus ty’d to Caucafus.
Away with flavifh weeds, and idle thoughts !
I will be bright, and fhine in pearl and gold,
To wait upon this new-made emperefs.
To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this queen,
‘This goddefs, this Semiramis ;—this queen 3,
This fyren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine,
And fee his fhipwreck, and his common-weal’s,
Holla ! what ftorm is this ? .

* In the quarto, the diretion is, Manet Aarom, and he is before
made to enter with Tamora, though he fays nothing. This fcene
ought to continue the firt aff. Jouwson.

3 Upon ber wit-—] We thould read,

Upon ber will— WarBUsTON, :

1 think wit, for which fhe is eminent in the drama, is right.
Jonnson,
‘The wit of Tamora is again mentioned in this fcene s

¢ Come, come, our emprefs with her facred wir,” &c.
Matoxx.

S —=tbis queen,] The compofitor probably repeated the word gueen
inadvertently ; [fee the ding lines] what waa the poet’s word,
it is hardly worth while te copje@ures "Mazonzs

4 Enter
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Enter Cuiron, and DemeTR1US, braving.
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge,

And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d ;

And may, for aught thou know’ft, affeéted be.

Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all ;

And fo in this, to bear me down with braves,

>Tis not the difference of a year, or two,

Makes me lefs gracious, or thee more fortunate :

I am as able, and as fit, as thou,

To ferve, and to deferve my miftrefs’ grace 3

And that my fword upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my paflions for Lavinia’s love.
Aar.Clubs, clubs *! thefe lovers will notkeep the peace.
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis’d,

Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide 3,

Are you fo defperate grown, to threat your friends ?

Go to ; have your lath glued within your theath,

Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Mean while, fir, with the little fkill I have,

Full well fhalt thou perceive how much 1 dare.
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave ? [7 bey dravs.
Aar. Why, how now, lords?

So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw,

And maintain {uch a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge ;

1 would not {or a million of gold,

The caufe were known to them it moft concerns &

Nor would your noble mother, for much more,

Be fo difhonour’d in the court of Rome.

For fhame, put up.

Dem. Not I ; ull I have fheath’d

My rapier in his bofom, and, withal,

Thruft thefe reproachful fpeeches down his throat,

‘That he hath breath’d in my dithonour here.

Chi. For that I am prepar’d and full refolv’d,—

4 Clubs, clubs ! &c.] The ufual exclamation formerly, when an affray
arofe. See Vol. 111 p. 219, n. 6, and Vol. V1. p.22.n. 1. MALONE.
S —a dancing rapicr by your fide,] So in All's Weil that Ends Wil :
“ no fword worn
¢ Butone to dance with.” STEEVENS.
See Vol. I11. p, 386, n, 4. Masownz.

Foul-
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Foul-fpoken coward ! that thunder’ft with thy tongue,
And with thy weapon nothing dar’ft perform.
Aar. Away, Ifzx.—
Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore,
This petty brabble will undo us all.—
Why, lords,—and think you not how dangerous
It is to jut upon a prince’s right ?
What, is Lavinia then become fo loofe,
Or Baffianus iv degenerate,
That for her love fuch quarrels may be broach’d,
Without controlment, juftice, or revenge ?
Young lords, beware ! —an fhould the emprefs know
This difcord’s ground, the mufick would not pleafe.
Cbi. I care not, I, knew fhe and all the world ;
I love Lavinia more than all the world.
Dem.Youngling, learn thou to make fome meanerchoice :
Lavinia is thine elder brother’s hope.
Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,
And cannot brook competitors in love ?
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths
By this device.
Chi. Aaron, a thoufand deaths
Would I propofe 8, to achieve her whom I do love,
Aar. To achieve her |—How ?
Dem. Why mak’f thou it fo firange ?
She is a woman *, therefore may be woo’d ;
She is a woman, therefore may be won ;
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov’d.
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill 7

© @ thoufand deaths
Would I propofe,] Whether Chiron means he would contrive a
thoufand deaths for others, or imagine 3s many cruel ones for himfelf,
1 am unable to determine. STEEVENS.
Aaron’s words, to which thefe are an anfwer, feems to lead to the
latter interpretation. Matone.
 Sbe is a woman, &¢.] Suffolk in the firft part of King Henry VI,
makes ufe of almoft the fame wordss
¢¢ She’s beautiful, and therefore to be woo'd ;
¢ She isa woman ; therefore to be won.”* ANoNYMuUS.
? ——more water glideth by the mill, &¢c.] A Scots proverb, ‘¢ Mickle
water goes by the miller when he fleeps.”  STxEVENS,
' Than
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Than wots the miller of; and eafy it is
Of a cut loaf to fteal a fhive ¥, we know :
‘Though Baflianus be the emperor’s brother,
Better than he huve worn * Vulcan’s badge.
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may, [4fde.
Dem. Then why fhould he defpair, that knows to comrtit
With words, fair looks, and liberality 2
What, haft thou not full often firuck a doe 9,
And born her cleanly by the keeper’s nofe ?
Aar. Why then, it feem, fome certain fnatch orfe
Would ferve your turns.
Chi. Ay, fo the turn were ferv'd.
Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it.
Aar, *Would you had hit it too;
‘Then thould not we be tir’d with this ado.
Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you fuch fools,
To fquare for this* ? Would it offend you then.
That both fhould fpeed ?
Chi. ’Faith, not me.
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one.
Aar. For fhame, be friends ; and join for that you jar.
*Tis policy and ftratagem muft do

8 —to feal a thive,] A pbive is a flice. So in the Tale of Arpgestile
and Cunu;ﬂin W;lrner':s' Alnjifn': Engfaald. 16022
€ A fbeeve of bread as brownz as nut.
Demetrius is again indebted to a Scots proverb s
¢ Itis fafe taking a ghiveof a cutloaf.™ STrevrws.

® —buwve worn—] Horn is here uled as a diffyllable. The modem
editors, however, afier the fccond tolio, read—have yer worn, MarLoxz.

9 — firuck a doe,] Mr. Holt is wiliing to infcr from this paffage that
Titus Andrsnicus was not only the work of Shakfpeare, but one of his
earlicft performances, becaufe the firatagams of his former profeifion
feem to have been yet frefh in his mind. I had made the fame obfer-
vation in K. Henry V1. before I had fcen his; but whan we confider
how many phrafes are borrowed from the fports of the field, which
were more followed in our auther’s time, than any other amufement;
1 do not think there is much in eitber his remark or my own.—Let
me add, that we have here Demetrius, the fon of a queen, demanding
of his brother prince if he has not often been reduced to pra&ice the
common artifices of a deer-ftealer:—an abfurdity right worthy of the
reft of the piece. STxEVENS,

Demetrius furely here addreffes Aaron, not his brother. Mavronz,

I To fquare for this ] To fquare is to gaarrel. STEREvINS.

$ee Yol. 11, p. 459, n. 3. Maroxz.

That
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That you affe& ; and fo muft you refelve ;
‘That what you cannot, as you would, achieve,
You muft perforce accomplifh as you may,
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafte
‘Than this Lav ':_r;ia.t,h Baflianus’ love.
A fpeedier courfe than lingering langoifhment *
Muit we purfue, and I have found the path,
My lords, a folemn hanting is in hand ;
‘There will the lovely Roman ladies troop :
The foreft walks are wide and fpacious ;
And many unfrequented plots there are,
Fitted by kind ? for rape and villainx' :
Single you thither then this dainty doe,
Ang firike her home by force, if not by words :
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope.
Come, come, our emprefs, with her facred wit ®,
To villainy and vengeance confecrate,
Will we acquaint with all that we intend;
And fhe fhall file our engines with advice ¢,
That will not fuffer you to fquare yourfelves,
But to your wifhes’ height advance you both.
The emperor’s court is like the houfe of fame,
‘The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears :
The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull ;
‘There fpeak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take your turns :
There ferve your luft, thadow’d from heaven’s eye
And revel in Lavinia’s treafury.
Chi. Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardice.
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ftream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm thefe fits,

3 — than lisgering languifoment] The quarto and folio read s
A fpeedier courle rbis lingering languithmentem,

The emendation was made by Mr. Rowe. Matronez.

3 by kind—] Thatis, by xatare, which is che=old fignification of;
hisd.  JorNsON.

® —awith ber facred wit,] Sacred here fignifies accurfed; a Latinifm.

—Quid non mortalia pectora cogis,
Auri facra fames? Virg, Mavonz.

4 —file our engines with adwice,] i. e. remove all impodiments from
our defigns by advice. The allufion is to the operation of the file,
which, by conferring fmoothnefs, facilitates the motion of the wheelp
which compofc an engine or piece of machincry, STaRvENS,

Per
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Per Styga, per manes vebors,.— [ Exesst,
SCENE II-.
A Foreft necar Rome. A4 Lodge feen at a diffance. Hors,
and cry of bounds, beard.
Enter TiTus AxDRONICUS, with Hunters, &fc. Mar-
cus, Lucius, QuiNTUS, and MaARTIVS.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey’,
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green :
Uncouple here, and let us make a ba{,
And wake thc emperor, and his lovely bride,

And roufe the prince ; and ring a hunter’s peal,

That all the court may echo with the noife.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To tend the emperor’s perfon carefully :

1 have been troubled in my fleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath infpir’d.

Horns avind a peal. Enter SATURNINUS, TaMoORA, Bas-
stanus, Lavinia, CaHiroN, DEMETR1US, axd 4i-
tendants.

7it. Many good morrows to your majefty ;—
Madam, to you as many and as good ! —
1 promifed your grace a hunter’s peal.

S Per Styga, &c.] Thefe fcraps of Latin are, I belicve, takes,
though not exaétly, from fome of Sencca’s tragedies. STexvaws.

6 ‘The divifion of this play into als, which was firft made by the
elitors in 1623, is improper. There is here an interval of a@ion, and
here the fecond act ought to have begun.  Jonnson.

7 —the mern is bright and grey,] i. e. bright and yet not red, which
was a fign of ftorms and rain, but gray, which foretold fair weather.
Yet the Oxtord editor alters gray to gay. WarsurTox.

Surely the Ozxford editor is in the right; unlefs we reafon like the
Witches in Macberh, and fay,

¢ Fairis foul, and foul is fair.”” STrevENns.

‘The old copy is, I think, right, nor did grey anciently denote any
thing of an uncheerful hue. It fignified blue, ¢¢ of heaven’s own tin®,”
So, in Shakfpeare’s 132d Sonnet:

¢ And truly not the morning fun of heaven

¢¢ Better becomces the grey cheeks of the eaft,me,™
Again, in K. Henry IV, P. 11,

¢ —it ftuck upon him as the fun .

¢ In the grey vault of heaven.”” Mavronz,

Sat.
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Sat. And you have rung it lufltily, my lords,
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.
Ba/. Lavinia, how fay you?
Lav. I fay, no;
I have been broad awake two hoars and more. :
Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have,
And to our fport :—Madam, now fhall ye fee
Our Roman hunting. [¢e Tamora.
Mar. I have dogs, my lord,
Will roufe the proudeft panther in the chafe,
And climb the higheft promontory top.
Tit. And [ have horfe will follow where the game
Makes way, and run like fwallows o’er the plain.
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horfe nor hound,
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Bxeunt,

SCENE IL
A defart part of the foreft.
Enter AsvoN, awith a bag of gold:"

Aar. He, that had wit, would think, that I had none,
To bury fo much gold under a tree,
And never after to inherit it 2.
Let him, that thinks of me fo abjedly,.
Know, that this gold muft coin a ftratagem ;
‘Which, cunningly effected, will beget
A very excellent piece of villainy :
And fo repofe, fweet gold, for their unreft o, '
cgbile: the gold.
‘That have their alms out of the emprefs’ cheft*.

8 _¢o inherit it.] To imberit formesly fignified to poffefs, See
“Vol. 1. p. 79, n. 9 ; and Vol. V.p. 7, n. 5. MaLoNE.

9 —for their unreft,] Un;/f, for difguiet, is a word frequently ufed
by the old writers, So, in The Spni; Tragedy, 160 g :

¢ Thus therefore will I re® me, in uaref.”” STEEVENS.

8 That bave their alms, &c.] This is obfcure. It feems to mean
only, that they who are to come at this gold of the emprefs are to fuffer
byit. Jomwmson.

Vor. X, Dd Enter
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Enter TAMORA.

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’ft thoa fad?,
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?
The birds chaunt melody on every bufh ;
'The {nake lies rolled in the cheerful fun ;
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a chequer’d fhadow ? on the ground :
Under their {weet fhade, Aaron, let us fit,
And—whilit the babling echo mocks the hounds,
Replying thrilly to the well-tun’d horns,
As if a double hunt were heard at once,—
Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noife :
And—after confli&t, fuch as was fuppos’d
'The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy’d,
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz’d,
And curtain’d with a counfel-keeping cave,—
We may, each wreathed in theother’s arms,
Our paitimes done, poflefs a golden flumber ;
Whiles hounds, and horns, and fweet melodfous birds,
Be unto us, as is a nurfc’s fong )

2 My lovely Aarony, wherefore look fi them fad,] In the courfe of the
following notes feveral examples of the favage genius of Ravenferof,
who altered this play in the reign of K. Charles II. are fer downfor
the enzertainment of the reader.  The following is a fpecimen of his
defcriptive talents,  Inflead of the line with which this fpesch of Ta-
mora begins, fhe is made tofay:

The emperor, with wine and luxary o’ercome,

Is fallen aflecg 5 in's pendant conch he's laid,

‘That banysin yonder grotto reck’d by winds,

Which rais'd by art do give it gentle motion :

And troops of flaves ftand round with fans perfum’d,
Made of the feathers pluck'd from Indian birds,
And cocl him into golden flumbers :

‘This time I chofe to come to thee, my Moor.

My lovcly Aaton, wherefore, &c.

An emperor who bas had too large a dofe of love and wine, and in
confequence of faticty in both, falls afleep on a bed which partakes of
the nature of a failor'’s hammock and of a child’s cradle, s a curiofity
which anly Ravenfcroft could have ventured to defcribe on the Rage.
1 hope I may be excufed for tranfplanting a few of his flowers into the
Varren defart of our comments on thistragedy. STxrvEns.

3 o= a chequer’d fhadow—] Milton has the fame exprefhion :

¢ — many a maid .
¢ Dangcing in the cheguer'd Gads.” S$TEEvENMS,

4 of
/
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Of lullaby, to bring her halfe afleep.
Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your defires,
Saturn is dominator over mine ¢:
‘What fignifies my deadly.fanding eye,
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy ?
My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncusls,
Even asan adder, when fhe doth unroll
‘T'o do fome fatal execuation ?
No, madam, thefe are no venereal figns ;
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tamora,—the emprefs of my foul,
‘Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee,~
'This is the day of doom for Baflianus ;
His Philomel muft lofe her tongue to-day$ :
Thy fons make pillage of her chattity,
And wath their hands in Baflianus’ blood,
Seeft thou this letter 2 take it ur, I pray thee,
And give the king this fatal-plotted fcroll :—
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied ;
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,
Which dreads not yet their lives’ deftru&tion.
Fam. Ah, my fweet Moor, fweeter to me than life {
.Aar. No more, great emprefs, Baflianus comes :
Be crofs with him ; and I’ll go fetch thy fons
To back thy quarrels, whatfoe’er they be. [Exis.

4 —=tbowgh Venus govern your defires,

Saturn is dominator over mine :] The meaning of this paffage may
be illuftrated by the aftronomical defcription of Sarurs, which Penus
gives in Greene’s Planetomacbia, 1585. ¢¢ The ftar of Saters is efpe-
cially cooling, and fomewhat drie, &c.” Again, in the Ses ¥oyage, by
B. and Fletcher.

66 —for your afped,

¢ You're much inclin'd to melancholy, and that

¢ Tells mey the fullen Sarurn had predominance

¢ At your nativity, a malignant planet|

¢ And if not qualificd by a fweet conjun&ion

¢ Of a foft ruddy wench, born under Venus,

¢ It may prove fatal.” Cerrins.

S His Philomel muf? Jofe ber tongus te-day :] See p. 149, 0. 1.
Matrone.

Dd2 Enter
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Enter Bass1anus, asd Lavinia.

Baf. Who have we here ? Rome’s royal emperefs,
Unfurnifh’d of her * well-befeeming troop ?

Or is it Dian, habited like her;
Who hath abandoned her holy groves,
"To fee the general hunting in this foreft ?

9am. Saucy controllerof our private fteps !
Had | the power, that, fome fay, Dian ha£a
Thy temples fhould be planted prefently
With horns, as was A&eon’s; and the hounds
Should drive upen thy new-transformed limbs ¢,
Unmannerly intruder as thou art !

Law. Under your patience, gentle emperefs,
*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ;
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are fingled forth to try experiments :

Jove fhield your hufband from his hounds to-day !
’Tis pity, they fhould take him for a ftag. .

By Belicve me, queen, your fwarth Cimmerian?
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue,
Spotted, detefted, and abominable.

Why are you {équefter’d from all your train ?
Difmounted from your fnow-white goodly fteed,
And wander’d hither to an obfcure plot,
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,

If foul defire had not conduéted you ?

Lawv. And, being intercepted in your fport,
Great rcafon that my noble lord be rated
For faucinefs.—I pray you, let us hence,

®—ofher—] Old Copies—of our. Corre€ed by Mr. Rowe. Maroxe.

S Sbould drive upon tby mew-transformed limbs,] The author of the
R:vifal fulpects that the poet wrote:

Should thrive wpon thy new otransfor med limbs,
as the furmer is an expredfion that fuggeits no image to the fancy. But
d.ive, 1 think, may ftand, with this meanings rbe bownds fonld gafs
wwith impetuous bafle, &c. So, in Hamles :
'yrrbus at Priam drives, &c.

io ¢. flies with impetuofity at him. STzzvixs.

The old copies have—upon bis new-transformed limbs. The emene
dation was made by Mr. Kowe., MaLonk.

1 — Jwarsth Cimmerian] Swarth is black. The Moor is called Cim-
merian, from the affinity of blacknefs to dasknefs. Jonwson.

And
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And let her ’joy her raven-colour’d love ;
This valley fits the purpofe pafing well.
Ba/. The king, my brother, fhall have notice of this,
Law. Ay, for thefe flips have made him noted long *:
Good kirﬁ to be fo mightily abus’d !

. Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter Criron, and DEMmeTR1US.

Dem. How now, dearfovereign, and our gracious mother,

Why doth your highnefs look fo pale and wan ?
am. Have [ not reafon, think you, to look pale?

"Thefe two have *tic’d me hither to this place,
A barren detefted vale, you fee, it is :
The trees, though fummer, yet forlorn and lean,
O’ercome with mofs, and baleful mifletoe.
Here never fhines the fun ®; here nothing breeds,
Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven.
And, when they fhew’d me this abhorred pit,
They told me, here, at dead time of the mght,
A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hifing fnakes,
Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins,
Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries,
As any mortal body, hearing it,
Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly *.
No fooner had they told this hellifh tale,
Baut ftraight they told me, they would bind me here
Unto the body of a difmal yew ;
And leave me to this miferable death.
And thep they call’d me, foul adulterefs,
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms

8 —noted losg:] He had not yet been married but one night Jonwson.
9 Here never [bines the fan, &c.] Mr. Rowe feems to have thought
on this paffage in his Fune Shore ;
¢ This is the houfe where the fun never dawns ;
¢ The bird of n'ght fits fcreaming o’er its roof ;
¢ Grim fpe@res fweep along the horrid gloom,
«¢ And nought is heard but wailings and lamentings." STxxV.
8 Should fraight {all mad, or elfe die fuddenly.] This Is faid in fabue
1ewa phyfiology, of thofe that hear the groaa of the mmdnlwJ torn up.
OMNSON.
The fame thought and almoft the fame expreffions occus in Romeo
ond Julista. STZEVENS. .
Ddj That
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That ever ear did hear to fuch effe@.
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come,
This vengeance on me had they executed :
Revenge 1t, as you love your mother’s life,
Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children.
Dem. ‘This is a witnefs thatI amthy fon. { #abs Bafians.
Cki. And this for me, firuck home to fhew my ftrength.
(Rabbing bim likewnit.
Lav. Ay come, Semiramis,~nay, barbarous Tamora!
For no name fits thy nature but thy own !
Tam. Give me thy poniard ; you thall know, my bops,
Your mother’s hand fhall right your mother’s wrong.
Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her;
Firft, thrath the corn, then after burn the iraw:
‘This minion ftood upon her chattity,
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,
And with that painted hope braves your mightinefs *:
And fhall fhe carry this unto her grave ?
Chi, An if fhe do, I would I were an eunuch.
Drag hence her hufband to fome fecret hole,
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luft.
Tam. But when you have the honey you defire ®,
Let not this wafp out.live, us both to fting.
Cli. 1 warrant you, madam ; we will make that fare.~
Come, miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy
That nice-preferved honefly of yours.
Lawv. O Tamora ! thou bear’t a woman’s face,—
Tam. 1 will not hear her fpeak ; away with her.
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word,
Dem. Liften, fair madam : Let it be your glory,
To fee her tears; but be your heart to them,
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.
Lawv. When did the tyger’s young ones teach the dam !
O, do not learn her wrath ; fhe taught it thee :
‘The milk, thou fuck’dft from her, did turn to marble ;

3 And with that painted hope braves your mightinefs :1 Painted bspt
is only jpecions hope, or ground of confidence more piaufible than folid.
GHNSON,

® —you defirey—1] Qld Copics—~ewe defire, CorreQed In che focond
folio. Mavroxk.

Even
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Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny.—

Yet every mother breeds not fons alike 5 :

Do thou entreat her thew a woman pity. [#o Chiron.
Chi., What! would’ft thou have me prove myfelf a

baftard ?

Law. *Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch alark :

Yet have I heard, (O could I find it now!)

‘The lion, mov'd with pity, did endare

‘To have his princely paws par’d all away.

Some fay, that ravens fofter forlorn children,

‘The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefts:

O, be to me, though thy hard heart fay no,

Nothing fo kind, gut fomething pitiful !

Tam. I know not what it means; away with her.

Law. O, let me teach thee : for my father’s fake,
That gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee,
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tam. Hadft thou in perfon ne’er offended me,

Even for his fake am I pitilefs :—

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain,

To fave your brother from the facrifice ;

But fierce Androticus would not relent ;

Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will 3

The worfe to her, the better lov’d of me. '

Law. O Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen,

And with thine own hands kill me in this place :

For "tis not life, that | have begg’d folong;

Poor I was flain, when Baffianus dy*d, * |
Tam. What begg’ft thou then 2 fond woman, let me
Law, ’Tis prefent death [ beg ; and one thing more,’
hat womanhood denies my tongue to tell ; T

O, keep me from their worfe than killing luft,

And tumble me into fome loathfome pit;

Where never man’s eye may behold my body :

Do this, and be a charitable murderer,

Tam. So fhould I rob my fweet fons of their fee:

No, let them fatisfy their luft on thee.

Dem. Away ; for thou haft ftaid us here too long.

Law. No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah beaftly creatare !
‘The blot and enemy to our general name !

d 4 Con-
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Confufion fall—
Cbi. Nay, then I’ll flop your mouth :—Bring thou her
hufband ; (dragging off Lavinia
This is the hole where Auron bid us hide him. [Esesat:
Tam. Farewel, my fons : fee, that you make her fure :
Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed,
‘Till all the Andronici be made away.
Now will I hence to feck my lovely Moor,
And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflow’r. [Esit.

SCENE IV.
The fame.

Enter AaroN, with QuinTus and MarTIUS.

Aar. Come on, my lords ; the better foot hefore :
Straight will I bring you to the loathfome pit,
Where I efpy’d the panther faft afleep.
Quin. My fight is very dull, whate’er it bodes.
Mart. And mine, 1 promife you ; wer’t not for fhame,
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while.
[Martius falls into tbe pit.
Quin. What, art thou fallen ? What fubtle hole is this,
Whofe mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briars ;
Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-fhed blood,
As frefh as morning’s dew diftill’d on flowers ?
A very fatal place 1t feems to me :—
Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ?
Mart. O, brother, with the difmalleft obje&
‘That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament.
Aar. [Afide.] Now will I fetch the king to find them
here; .
That he thereby may have a likely guefs,
How thefe were they, that made away his brother.
[Exit Aaros.
Mart. Why doft not comfort me, ahd help me out
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained hole ?
Quin. | am furprized with an uncouth fear :
A chilling fweat oe’r-runs my trembling joints ;
My heart fufpeéts more than mine eye can fee.

”~ M"‘.

Ye
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Mart. To prove thou baft a true-divining heart,
Aaron and thou look down into this den,
And fee a fearful fight of blood and death.
Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compaffionate heart
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold
The thing, whereat it trembles by furmife :
O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now
Was I a child, to fear [ know not what.
Mart. Lord Baflianus lies embrewed here,
All on a heap, like to a flaughter’d lamb,
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.
Quin. If it be dark, how doft thou know ’tis he ?
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring 3, that lightens all the hole,
Wﬁich, like a taper in fome monument,
Doth fhine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks,
And fhews the raglied entrails of this pit:
So pale did fhine the moon on Pyramus,
‘When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood.
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand,—
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,—
Out of this fell devouring receptacle,
As hateful as Cocytus’ mifty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out ;
Or, wantinF ftrength to do thee fo much ,
1 may be pluck’d 1nto the fwallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Baflianus® grave.

3 A precions ringy—] There is fuppofed to be a gem called a cane
bnncle,P which em{u m])t refle@ed butponuive light.‘ Mr. Boyle be-
lieves the reality of its exiftence. Jouwson.

So, in the Gefla Romanorum, hiftory the fixths ¢ He faither beheld
and faw a carbuncle in the hall that lighted all the houfe,” Again, in
Lydgate’s Defcription of king Priam’s Palace, 1. 22

¢ And for moft chefe all dirkenef(s to confouad,
¢ A carbuncle was fet as kyng of ftones all,
¢¢ To recomforte and gladden all the hall ;
¢ And it to enlumine in the black night
. ¢¢ With the frethnes of his ruddy light.**
“Chaucer, in the Rowaunt of the Rofe, attributes the fame properties to
the carbuscle s

¢ Soche light yfprang out of the ftone.”” SrxxvENe.

I haver
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I have no ftrength to pIuck thee to the brink.
Mart. Nor I no ftrength to climb without thy help.
Quin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loofe again,
Till thou art here aloft, or I below :
Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee.  [falb in.

Enter SATURNINUS, and AARON.

Sat. Along with me :—P’ll fee what hole is here,
And what he is, that now is leap’d into it.—
Say, who art thon, that lately didft defcend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mar¢. The unhappy fon of old Andronicus ;
Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour,
To find thy brother Baffianas dead.

Sat. My brother dead ? I know, thou doft budt jeft :
He and his lady both are at the lodge,
Upon the north fide of this pleafant chafe ;
*Tis not an hour fince I left him there.

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive,
But, out alas ! here have we g:nd him dead.

Enter TAMORA, with Attendants; TiTtus Axprowi-
cus, and Lucius.

Tam. Where is my lord, the king ?

Sat. Hert, Tamora ; though griev’d with killing grief.

Tam. Whete is thy brother Bafianus ?

Sat. Now to thé bottom doft thou fearch my vound ;
Poor Baffianus here lies murdered.

" Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,
- [giving & letter.

The complot of this timelefs tragedy; .
And wonder greatly, that man’s face carf fold
In pleafing {miles fuch murderous tyranny.

Sut. [reads.] An if awe mifs to meet bim bandfomely,—
Saweet bunt/man, Bafianus "tis, e mean,—
Do thou fo much as dig the grawe for bim ;
Thou kreaw’ff our meaning : Look for thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder tree,

Hbich
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Which over-fbades the moath of that fame pit,
Where we decreed to bury Baffanus.
Do this, and purchafe us thy lafing friends.
©, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ?
This is the pit, and this the elder tree :
Look, firs, if you can find the huntfman out,
That fhould have murder’d Baflianus here.
Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.
[ﬁmiﬂg it
Sat. Tvl:oof thy whelps, [0 Tit.] fell curs of bloody
ind, '
Have here bereft my brother of his life =
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon ;
‘There let them bide, until we have devis’d
Some never-heard-of tortaring pain for them.

Yam. What, are they in this pit? O wondrous thing !
How eafily murder is difcoverec !

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly thed,

‘That this fell fault of my accurfed fons,
Accurfed, if the fault be prov’d in them,—

Sar. If it be prov’d ! you fee, it is apparent.—
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ?

Tam, Andronicus himfelf did take it up.

Tit.1did, my lord: yet let mie be their bail :
For by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow,
"They ihal{ be ready at your highnefs’ will,

‘To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou fhalt not bail them ; fee, thou follow me.
Some bring the murder’d body, fome the murderers :
Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain;

For, by my foul, were there worfe end than death,
That end upon them fhould be executed.
Y am. Andronicus, I will entreat the king ;
Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well enougi.
Tit. Come, Lucius, come; fiay not to talk with them.,
[Excunt feverally.

SCENE
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SCENE V.
rb‘fw.

Enter DeMaTrIUS and CHIRON, with Lavinia, rs-
vifp’d; ber bands cut off, and ber tongue cut ont.
Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can fpeak,
Who ’twas that cg‘:thy tongue, and ngvui!h’d thee.
Cbi. Write down th{ mind, bewray thy meaning fo;
And, if thy ftumps will let thee, play the fcribe.
Dem. See how with figns and tokens the can fcowl.
Chi. Go home, call for fweet water, wath thy hands,
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wath ;
And fo let’s leave her to her filent walks.
Chi. An ’twere my cafe, [ fhould go hang myfelf.
Dem. 1f thou hadft hands to help thee knit the cord.
[Exeunt DEMETRIUS and Cuinor.
Enter Marcus.
Mar. Who's this,—my niece, that flies away fo faf?
Coufin, a word ; Where 1s your hufband 2—
IfI do dream, *would all my wealth would wake me ¢!
If T do wake, fome planet ftrike me down,
That [ may flumber in eternal fleep !—
Speak, gentle niece, what ftern ungentle hands
ave lopp’d, and hew’d, and made thy body bare
Of her two branches ? thofe fweet ornaments,
Whofe circling fhadows kings have fought to fleep in ;
And might not gain fo great a happinefs,
As half thy love ? Why doft not {peak to me 2—
Alas, a crimfon river of warm blood,
Like to a bubbling fountain ftirr’d with wind,
Doth rife and fall between thy rofed lips,
Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, fure, fome Tereus hath deflow’red thee ;
And, lcft thou fhould’ft dete him 3, cut thy tongue.

4 If I do dream, &c.] Ifthis be a dream, I would give all my Pol-
feslions to be delivered frem it by waking. Jounsow.

Se—.sft thou phoud’f} detel him, &'c.] Old Copies—dete&t them. The
famne m.it (ke has happened in many other old plays. The corre@ion
was made by Mr. Rowe.

Teraus, having ravithed Philomela, his wife’s fifter, cut out ker
tongue, to prevent a difcovery, Sec p. 349, 0. 3. MaLonz,
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Ah, now thou turn’ft away thy face for fhame !
And, notwithftanding all this lofs of blood,—
As from a conduit with their iffuing fpouts,—
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face,
Blufhing to be encounter’d with a cloud.

Shall I feak for thee ? fhall I fay, ’tis fo ?

O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beaft,

That I might rail at him to eafe my mind !

Sorrow concealed, like an oven flopp’d,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is,

Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her tongue,

And in a tedious fampler few’d her mind:

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ;

A craftier Tereus haft thou met withal,

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off,

That could have better few’d than Philomel.

O, had the monfter feen thofe lily hands

Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute,

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them 3

He would not then have touch’d them for his life :

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony,

Which that fweet tongue hath made,

He would have dropp’d his knife, and fell afleep, -

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ;

Forfuch a ﬁgﬁ?will blind a father’s eye:

Oné hour’s ftorm will drown the fragrant meads;

What will whole months of tears thy father’s eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ;
O, could our mourning eafe thy mifery ! [Brenne.

ACT III. SCENE 1L

Rome. A Street.

Bter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of juftice, awith Mar-
tius and Quintus, bound, paffing on te the place of execu~
tion; T1TUS going before, pleading.

1. Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, ftay!

For pity of mine age, whofe youth was fpent .

a
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In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept 5
For all my blood in Rome’s great quarrel fhed ;
For all the frofty mights that I have watch’d ;
And for thefe bitter tears, which now yoa fee
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ;
Be pitiful to my condemned fons,
Whofe fouls are not corrupted as ’tis thought !
For two and twenty fons I never wept,
Becaufe they died in honour’s lofty bed.
For thefe, thefe, tribunes *, in the duft I lwrite
throwing himfelf en the groxsd,
My heart’s deep languor,[and my!foul’s ad tears.
Let my tears ftanch the earth’s dry appetite 3
My fons’ fweet blood will make it faame and bluth.
[ Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, &c. avith tbe prijoners.
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain,
‘That fhall diftil from thefe two ancient urns &,
Than youthful April fhall with all his thowers :
In fummer’s drought, I’ll drop upon thee ftill ;
In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the fnow,
And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face,
So thou refufe to drink my dear fons’ blood.
Enter Lucius, with bis fwerd dracas.
O, reverend tribunes! O gentle aged men !
Unbind my fons, reverfe tﬁe doom of death ;
And let me fay, that never wept before,
My tears arc now prevailing orators.
Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain ;
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by,
And you rccount your forrows to a ftone.
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead :
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of yoa.
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears yoa fpeak.
Tit. Why, ’tis no matter, man: ifthey did hear,
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, 'y
All bootlefs unto them, they would not pity me.

® For thefe, thefey tribunes,] The latter thefe was added for the faks
of the metre, by the editor of the fecond folio. MaLoNE.
® —two ancieat urns,] Oxford editar,—Vulg, tsvo ancient ruins.
Jonxsox.

Therefore
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Therefore I tell my forrows to the ftones;

Who, theugh they cannot anfwer my diftrefs,

Yet in fome fort they’re better than the tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale:

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears, and feem $0 weep with me ;

And, were they bat attired in grave weeds, :
Rome could afford no tribune like to thefe.

A ftone is foft as wax, tribunes more hard than ftones:

A ftane is filent, and offendeth not ;

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.
But wherefore ftand’t thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death:
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d

My everlafting doom of banithment.

Tit. O hapiy man! they have befriended thee.

Why, foolith

ucius, doft thou not perceive,

That Rome is but a wildernefs of tygers?
‘Tygers muft prey ; and Rome affords no prey,
But me and mine: How happy art thou then,

From thefe devourers to be banifhed ?

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ?
Enter MARCUS and LaviNia.
Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep 3

Or, if not o, thy noble heart to break ;
I bring coufuming forrow to thine age.

Tir. Will it confume me? let me {ee it then.

Mar. This was thy daughter,
Tit. Why, Marcus, fo fhe is.
Luc. Ah me! this obje& kills me !

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arife, and look upon her ;=

Speak, Lavinia, what accurfed hand

Hath made thee handlefs in thy father’s fight ?

What fool hath added water to the fea ?
Or brought a fagiot to bright-burning
My grief was at t

Troy?

¢ height, before thou cam’ft,

And now like Nilus, it difdaineth bounds.—

Give me a fword, I'll chop eff my hands too7;

‘For

7 D'l chop off my basds tos 3] Perhaps we fhould read :—or cbop

off, &¢. It is not eafy to difcover how Titus,

when he had chopp’d
oft
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For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain
And they have nurs’d this woe, in feeding life ;
In bootlefs prayer have they been held up,

And the{ have ferv’d me to effe@lefs ufe :

Now, all the fervice I require of them

1s, that the one will help to cut the other.—
*Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no hands ;
For hands, to do Rome fervice, are but vain.

Luc, Speak, gentle fiter, who hath martyr’d thee ?

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts *,
‘That blab’d them with fuch pleafing eloquence,

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ;
Where, like a fweet melodious bird, it fung
Sweet vary’d notes, enchanting every ear!

Luc. O, {ay thou for her, who hath done this deed?

Mar. O, thus I found her, ftraying in the park,
Seeking to hide herfelf ; as doth the deer,

That hath receiv’d fome unrecuring wound.

Tis, It was my deer®; and he, that wounded her,
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead:
For now I ftand as one upon a rock,

Environ'd with a wildernefs of fea;

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Expe&ing ever when fome envious furge

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him.

This way to death my wretched fons are gone 3
Here ftands my other fon, a banifh’d man;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes ;

But that, which gives my foul the greateft fpurn,
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my foul.—

off one of his hands, would have been able to have chopp’d off the
other. STrxvEns.

1 have no doubt the text is as the authour wrote it. Let him anfwer
for the blunder. Ia a fubfequent line he fuppofes himfelf his own ex
ecutioner ¢ ¢¢ Now, all the fervice I require of rbem, &c.”* Marons.

® 0, that delightful engine of her thoughts,] This piece furnithes
fcarce any refembiances to Shakfpeare's works; this one expreffics,
however, is found in his Venus and Adonis ¢

¢ Once more tbe engine ofSber theughts began.” Marows.

8 Ir wasmy decr;— | The play upon decr and dear has been ufed by
Waller, who calls a lady’s girdle,

« The pale that beld my lovely doer.” Jomwnson.

Had
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Had 1 but feen thy pi@ure in this plight,
It would have madded me ; What fhall I do
Now I behold thy lively body fo 2
‘Thou haft no hands, to wipe away thy tears;
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr’d thee:
‘Thy hufband he is dead ; and, for his death,
‘Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this :—
Look, Marcus ! ah, fon Lucius, look on her! :
When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears
Stood on her checks ; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gather’d lily almoft wither’d.
Mar. Perchance, the weeps becaufe they kill’d her huf-
band :
Perchance, becaufe fhe knows them innocent.
7t. If they did kill thy hufband, then be joyful,
Becaufe the law hath ta’en revenge on them.—
No, no, they would not do fo foal a deed ;
Witnefs the forrow, that their fifter makes. —
Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy lips ;
Or make fome fign how I may do thee eafe :
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,
And thou, and I, fit round about fome fountain ;
Looking all downwards, to behdld our cheeks
How they are ftain’d ; like meadows *, yet not dry
With miry flime left on them by a flood ?
And in the fountain fhall we gaze {o.long,
Till the freth tafte be taken from that clearnefs,
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?
Or fhall we cut away our hands, like thine ?
Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb fhows
Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ?
What fhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues,
Plot fome device of further mifery,
To make us wonder’d at in time to come.
Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your grief,
See, how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps.
Mar.Patience,dear nicce :—good Titus, dry thine eyes.
9it. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! grothcr, well 1 wot,
‘Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine,
¢ —like meadows—] Old Copies—in meadows, Correéted by Mr,
Rowe. Mavrone, '

Vou. X. Ee For
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For thou, poor man, hak drown’d it with thine own.
Luc, Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.
Tir. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I underftand her figns:
Had fhe a tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay
That to her brother which I faid to thee ;
His napkin, with his true tears all bewer,
Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks.
O, what a fympathy of woe is this !
As far from help as limbo is from blifs ®.
Enter Aaron.

. Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
Sends thee this word,—that if thou love thy fons,
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyfelf, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand,

And fend it to the king : he for the fame,

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive ;

And that fhall be the ranfom for their fault,

Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron !
Did ever raven fing fo rike a lark,

That gives fweet tidings of the fun’s uprife ?
With all my heart, I’ll fend the emperor my hand ;
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off ?

Luc. Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine,,
That hath thrown down {o many enemies,

Shall not be fent ; my hand will ferve the turn
My youth can better fpare my blood than you ;
And therefore mine thall fave my brothers’ lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome,

And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-ax,
Writing deftru&tion on the enemy’s caftle © ?
O, none

® —aslimbois from blifs.] The limbus patram, as it was called, i
a place that fchoolmen fuppofed to be in the neighbourhood of hell,
where the fouls of the patriarchs were detained, and thefe good men who
died bef)re our Saviour's refurre@ion. Milton gives the name of imbe
to his Paradife of Fools. Rrxxp.

9 Writing defiruétion ontbe enemy's caftle?] Thus all the editions.
But Mr. Theobald, after ridiculing the fagacity of the former editors
at the expence of a great deal of aukward mirth, corre@s it to cafgar;
and this, he fays, he’ll fand by: ‘And the Oxford editor, taking his
fecurity, will ftand by it too. But what a flippery ground is critical
sonfidence | Nothing could bid fairer for a right conje@ure; yet '::
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O, none of both but are of high defert:
My hand hath been but idle; let it ferve
To ranfom my two nephews from their death ;
‘Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Aar. Nay, come, agree, whofe hand fhall go along,
For fear they die before their pardon come.

Mar. My hand fhall go.

Luc. By heaven, it fhall not go.

git. Sirs, ftrive no more; fuch wither’d herbs as thefe
Are meet for plncking up, and therefore mine.

Luc. Sweet father, 1f I fhall be thought thy fon,
Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar. And, for our father’s fake, and mother’s care,

all imaginary. A clofe helmet, which covered the whole head, was
ealled a cafle, and, I fuppofe, for that very reafon. Don Quixote’s
basber, atlcaft as good a critic as thefe editors, fays, (in Shelton’s
tranflation, 1612,) ¢ I know what is a helmet, and what a morrion,
and what a clofe caffle, and other things touching warfare.” Lib. iv.
cap. 18. And the original, celada de encaxe, has foraething of the fame
fignification, Shakfpeare ufes the word again in Troilus snd Crefidas

66 emmm=and, Diomede, .

¢ Stand faft, and wear a caftle on thy head.™ WarsuzTon.

¢¢ Dr. Warburton's proof (fays the author of the Revifal) refis

wholly on two miftakes ; one of a printer, the other of his own. In
Shelton's Don Qyimore the word clofe cafile is an error of the prefs for a
clofe cafgue, which is the exal interpretation of the Spanifh original,
celads de encaxe ; this Dr. Warburton muft have feen, if he had ua-
derflood Spanith as well as he pretends to do. For the primitive caxa,
from whence the word, escaxe, isderived, fignifies a box, or coffer; but
never a caffle. His other proof is taken from this paffage In Tro. and Cr.

o and, Diomede,

¢¢ Stand faft, and wear a cafle on thy bead.”
wherein Troilus doth not advife Diomede to wear a helmet on his hesd,
for that would be poor indeed, as he always wore one in battle; but
to guard his head with the moft impenetrable armour, to fhut it up
evkn in a cafle, if it were poflible, or elfe his fword fhould reach it.”

After all this reafoning, however, it appears that a cafle did aGtually
fignify a clofe belmer.  So, in Holinthed, vol. I1. p, 815 :~=¢ Then fud-
denlie with great noife of trumpets entered (ir Thomas Knevet in a
eafell of cole blacke, and over the caflell was written, The dolorous
u/kll, and fo he and the earle of Effex, &c. ran their courfes with the
king,”™ &c. STEEvENS.

The inftance quoted does not appear to me to prove what it was
adduced for; wooden caftles having been fometimes introduced in an-
cient tourneaments, The paffage in the gextis itfelf much mo;:{ decifive.

. AroNe,

Ees Now
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Now let me fhew a brother’s love to thee.
Tir. Agree between you ; I will fpare my hand.
Luc. 'Then I'll go fetch an axe.
Mar. But I will ufe the axe.
[Exeunt Lucrus awd Marcus.
Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I’l} deceive them both ;
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
Aar. If that be call’d deceit, 1 will be honeft,
And never, whilft I live, deceive men fo :=—
But 1’1l deceive you in another fort,
And that you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs. [4fide
[He cuts off Titus’s basd.
Enter Lucius, and Marcus.
Tit. Now, ftay your ftrife; what fhall be, is dif-
patch’d.—
Good Aaron, give his majefty my hand :
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
-From thoufand dangers ; bid him bary it 3
‘More hath it merited, that let it have.
As for my fons, fay, I account of them
As jewels purchas’d at an eafy price ;
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own.
Aar. I go, Andronicus; and for thy hand,
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee :—
Their heads, I mean.—O, how this villainy [ 4fds.
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it !
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,
Aaron will have his foul black like his face. [ Exit.
g1, O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven,
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth:
If any power pities wretched tears,
To that I call :=—What, wilt thou knee! with me ? [0 Lav,
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven fhall hear our prayers;
Or with our fighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim,
And ftain the fun with fog, as fometime clouds,
When they do hug him in their melting bofoms.
Mar. O! brother fpeak with poffibilities,
And do not break into thefe deep extremes.
Tit. 1s not my forrow deep, having no bottom ?
Then be my paéons bottomle§ with them,

Mar.
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Mar. But yet let reafon govern thy lament.
Tite If there were reafon for thefe miferies,
‘Then into limits could I bind my woes:
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o’erflow ?
If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad,
Threat’ning the welkin with his big-fwoln face ?
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil ¢
I am the fea ; hark, how her fighs do blow ? !
She is the weeping welkin, 1 the earth:
‘Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs; «
Then muft my earth with her continual tears
Become a delyge, overflow'd and drown’d :
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes,
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them.
Then give me leave ; for lofers will have leave
To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter tongues. .
Enter a Meflenger, awith two heads and a band,
Mef. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay’d
For that good hand thou fent’t the emperor.
Here are the heads of thy two noble fons ;
And here’s thy hand, in fcorn to thee fent back ;
Thy griefs their fports, thy refolution mock’d :
That woe is me to think upon thy woes,
More than remembrance of my father’s death.  [Exit.
Mar. Now let hot ZEtna cool in Sicily,
And be my heart an ever-burning hell !
Thefe miferies are more than may be borne !
To weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal,
But forrow flouted at is double death.
Luc. Ah, that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound,
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat! -
That ever death fhould let life bear his name,
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe !
[Lavinia kifes bis.
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs,
As frozen water to a ftarved fnake.
Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end ?
Mar. Now, farewel, flattery : Die, Andronicus ;
Thou doft not flumber: fee, thy two fons’ heads

—do b i . Corre&ed in the fecond folio.
9 —ds blow!] 014 Copies—do flow. Cor Matoun,

Ees Thy
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Thy warlike hand; thy mangled daughter here s
Thy other banith’d fon, with this dear fight
Struck ﬁale and bloodlefs ; and thy brother, I,

Even like a ftony ima§e, cold and numb.
Ah! now no more will I control thy griefs®:
Rent off thy filver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this difmal fight
‘The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes !
Now is a time to ftorm ; why art thou ftill ?
Tit. Hajha, ha!
Mar. Why doft thon laugh! it fits not with this hoar.
Tit. Why [ have not another tear to thed 5
Befides, this {orrow is an enemy,
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes,
And make them blind with tributary tears §
Then which way fhall I find revenge’s cave ?
For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me;
And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs,
'Till all thefe mifchiefs be return’d again,
Bven in their throats that have committed them.
Come, let me fee what tatk I have to doo—
You heavy people, circle me about ;
That I may turn me to each one of you,
And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.
The vow is made.—~Come, brother, take a head ;
And in this hand the other will I bear:
Lavinia, thou fhalt be employed in thefe things*;
Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth,
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my fight ;
‘Thou art an exile, and thou muft not ftay:
Hie to the Goths, and raife an army there :
And, if you love me, as I think you do,
Let’s kifs and part, for we have much to do.
{Exeunt TiTus, Marcus, and LaviKia,
Luc. Farewel, Andronicus, my noble father;

 thy griefs ;] The old copies have my griefs. The corroBion was
made by Mr, Theobald, Maionsx.

2 Lawinia, thou fbalt be empl.yed in thefe things;] Thus the folio,
1623, The quarto 1611 thus: :

And Lavinia theu fhalt be employ'd in thefe arms. STxxvews.

The folio alfu reads—.And Lavinia ; the re@ as above. The compofitor

probably caught the word Aad fiom the preceding line, Mu.os';.h

. . AR ‘he
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The woeful’ft man that ever liv’d in Rome !
Farewel, proud Rome! till Lucius come again,
He leaves ® his pledges dearer than his life.
Farewel, Lavinia, my noble fifter ;

O, ’would thou wert as thou "tofore haft begn !
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives,

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ;
And make proud Saturnine and his emprefs
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.
Now will [ to the Goths, and raife a power,
To be rcveng’gl on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit.

SCENE II

A Room in Titus’s Houfe. A banguet fet out.
Enter TiTus, Marcus, LéAVl N1A, aad young Luciys,
a boy.

Tit. So, fo; now fit: and look, you eat no more
Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in us
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours.
Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ;
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands
And cannot paflionate # our tenfold grief
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft ;
And whent my heart, all mad with mifery,
Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefh,
Then thus I thamp it down.—
Thou map of woe, that thus doft talk in figns! [0 Lav.
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating,

® He leaves, &c.] Old Copies=—He loves. Corre&ed by Mr. Rowe.
Magions,
3 This fcene, which does not contribute any thing to the aQion,
yet feems to have the fame author with the reft, is omitted in the
quarto of 1611, but found in the folioof 1623. Jounson.
4 And cannot paflionate, &'c.] This obfolete verb is likewife found
in Spenfer:
¢ Great pleafure mix'd with pitiful regard,
*¢ That godly king and queen did paffionste.” STEEVENS.
+ Ard when, &c.] Old Copies—#Wbo wheawm, Corrcited by Mr.
Rowe. Marons. .
. E e 4 Thou
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Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it fill,
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans ;
Or get fome little knife between thy teeth,
And juit againft thy heart make thou a hole 3
'That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall,
May run into that fink, and foaking in, |
Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears.
Mar. Fye, brother, fye! teach her not thus to lay
Such violent hands upon her tender life.
7it. How now ! has forrow made thee dote already?
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I.
What violent hands can fhe lay on her life ?
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge t{e name of hands ;—
To bid ZAneas tell the tale twice o’er,
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ?
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands; -
Left we remember ftill, that we have none.—
Fye, fye, how frantickly I fquare my talk !
As if we fhould forget we had no hands,
If Marcus did not name the word of hands !—
Come, let’s fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this :=
Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what the fays ;—
1 can interpret all her martyr’d ﬁﬁns s —
She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears,
Brew’d with her forrows, mefh’d upon her cheeks$ :—
Speechlefs complainer, I will learn thy thought ;
In thy dumb aétion will I be as perfe,
As begging h:rmits in their holy prayers:
Thou %halt not figh, nor hold thy ﬁumps to heaven,
Nor wink, nor nod. norkneel, nor make a fign,
Bat I, of thefe, will wreft an alphabet,
And, by fill praftice®, learn to know thy meaning.
Bay. Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter deep laments;
Make my aunt merry with fome pleafing tale.
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paffion mov'd,
Doth weep to fee his grandfire’s heavinefs.
Tis. Peace, tender fapling ; thou art made of tears,

5 =mefh’d upon ber cheeks :] A very coarfe allufion to brewing.
STERvING.
6 by fill praciicey==] By conflant or continual praice. - Jomnson.

And
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And tears will quickly melt thy life away.—
‘ {Marcus Srikes the difp with a knife.
What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ?
Mar. At that that I have kill’d, my lord ; a fly.
Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill’ft my heart;
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny:
A deed of death, done on the innocent,
‘Becomes not Titus’ brother; Get thee gone ;
I fee, thou art not for my company.
May. Alas, my lord, I have butkill’d a fly.
T'it. But how, if that fly had a father and mother??
How would he hang his flender gilded wings,
And buz lamenting doings in the air8?
Poor harmlefs fly !
That with his pretty buzzing melody,
Came here to make us merry ; and thou haft kill’d him.
Mar. Pardon me, fir ; it was a black ill-favour’d fly,
Like to the emprefs’ Moor ; therefore I kill’d him.
Zi, O, O, O,
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thou haft done a charitable deed.
Give me thy knife, 1 will infult on him ;
Flattering myfelf, as if it were the Moor,
Come hither purpofely to poifon me.—
There’s for thyfelf, and that’s for Tamora.—
Ah, firrah ®, yet I think we are not brought fo low,
But that, between us, we can kill a fly,
‘That comes in likenefs of a coal-black Moor.

7 —a fatber and mother?] Mother perhaps fhould be omitted, as
the following line fpeaks only in the fingular number, and Titus mott
probably confines his thoughts to the fufferings of a father. Stxzxv.

8 And buss lamenting doings in the air #] Lamenting doings is a very

idle expreffion, and conveys no idea. I read—dolings—.
The alteration which 1 have made, though it is but the addition of a
fingle letter, is a great increafe of the fenfe; and though, indeed,
there is fomewhat of a tautology in the epithet and fubftantive annexed
to it, yet that's no new thing with our author. Tuxzomaxs.

There is no need of change. Sed doings for any unfortunate event,
s a common though hot an elegant expreffion. Strxvens.

* Ab, firrah,—] This was formerly not a difrefpe@ful expreflion.
Poins ufes the fame addrefs'to the Prince of Waless See Vol. V. p, 128,
n. ® Maronz.

. Mar,
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Mar. Alas, poor man ! griefhas fo wrought on him,
He takes falfe fhadows for true fubftances.
Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me:
I’ll to thy clofet; and go read with thee
Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old,—
Come, boy, and go with me; thg fight is young,

And thou fhalt read, when mine begins to dazzle.

[E"l.o

ACT 1IVv. SCENE 1L
Tbe fame. Before Titus’s Honfs.

Enter TiTus and Marcus. Then enter young Lucius,
LAVINIA runniug after bim.

Boy. Help, grandfire, help! my aunt Lavinia

Follows me cvery where, I ﬁnow not why se—

Good uncle Marcus, fee how fwift fhe comes !

Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt.
Tit. She loves thee, boy, toowell to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay. when my father was in Rome, fhe did.
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by thefe figns?
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius:—Somewhat doth fhe

mean:—

See, Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee :

Somewhither would fhe have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee,

Sweet poetry, and Tully’s Orator 9.

Canft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus !
Boy. My lorg, 1 know not, I, nor can I guefs,

Unlefs fome fit or frenzy do poffefs her:

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft,

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

9 —Tully’s Orator.] Tully’s treatife on eloquence, addreffed to
Brutu:, and entitled Orator. The quantity of Latin words was for-
merly lictle attended to. Mr. Rowe and all the fubfequent editors read
Tully’s oratory. MaLONE. ~

4 Ran
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Ran mad throagh forrow ; That made me to fear 3
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did,
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth:
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly;
Caufelefs, perhaps : But pardon me, {weet aunt:
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,
I will mott willingly attend your ladyfhip.

Mar. Lucius, 1 will. )

[Lavinia turns owver the books awbich Lucius
bas let fall.

qit. How now, Lavinia }=~Marcus, what means this 2
Some book there is that the defires to fee
‘Which is it, girl, of thefe>—Open them, boy.—

But thou art deeper read, and better fkill’d ;
Come, and take choice of all my library,
And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed.—
Why lifts fhe up her arms in fequence thus ?

Mar. I think, fhe means, that there was more than one
Confederate in the fa&t ;—Ay, more there was :~—

Or elfe to heaven fhe heaves them for revenge.

Tit. Lucius, what book is that fhe toffeth fo ?

Boy. Grandfire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamorphofis ;
My mother gave it me.

Mar. For love of her that’s gone,

Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reft.

Tit. Soft! fee, how bufily fhe turns the leaves * !
Help her: What would fhe find ? Lavinia, fhall I read?
'This is the tragick tale of Philomel, .
And treats of Tereus’ treafon, and his rape ;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Mar. See, brother fee; note, how fhe quotes the

leaves®. :

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz’d, fweet girl,
Ravifh’d, and wrong’d, as Philomela was,

® Soft | fee, how bufily, &c.] Old Copies—Soft, fo bufily, &c. Cor-
sefted by Mr. Rowe. MaroNx.
© 1 —FEow fhe quotes the leaves.] To guote is to obferve. STREVRINS.
See Vol. 1. p. 378, n. 6, and Vol IlL. ps 477y 0. 6. MArONE.

Forc’d
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Forc’d in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woods >
See, fee ! —
Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did huat,
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !)
Pattern’d by that the poet here defcribes,
By nature made for murders, and for rapes.
Mar. O, why fhould nature build fo foul a den,
Unlefs the gods delight in tragedies !
Tit. Give ﬁins, fweet girl,—for here are none bat
friends,—
What Roman lord it was dutft do the deed :
Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erft,
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece’ bed ?
Mar. Sitdown, fweet niece;—brother, fit down by
me.—
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Infpire me, that [ may this treafon find '——
My lord, look here ;—look here, Lavinia :
This fandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canft,
This after me, when I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand at all,
[He awrites his name with bis faff, and guides it
with bis feet and mouth.
Curs’d be that heart, that forc’d us to this fhife '—
Write thou, good nicce ; and here difplay, at laft,
What God will have difcover’d for revenge :
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy forrows plain,
That we may know the traitors, ana the trath !
[Sie takes the Raff in ber mouth, and guides it
awith her fumps, and writes.
Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what the hath writ?
Stuprum—Chiron—Demetrius,
Mar. What, what !—the luftful fons of Tamora
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ?
Tit.—Magne Dominator poli ®,
Tam lentus audis fcelera ? tam lentus vides?

3 Magne Regrator Deum, &co is the exclamation of Hippesiras
when Pladra dilcovers the fccret of her incetuous paffion in Semeca’s
trigedy. STREVENS,

Mﬂ' )
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Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know,
“There is enough written upon this earth,
To ftir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel ;
And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman He&or’s hope ;
And fwear with me,—as with the woeful feere 3,
And father, of that chafte dithonour’d dame,
Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece’ rape,—
‘That we will profecute, by good advice,
Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Goths,
And fee theirilood, or die with this reproach.
9it. *Tis fure enough, an you knew how,
But if you hurt thefe bear-whelps, then beware :
The dam will wake ; and, if fhe wind you once,
Bhe’s with the lion deeply ftill in league,
And lulls him whilft fhe playeth on her back,
And, when he fleeps, will fhe do what fhe lift.
You’re a young huntfman, Marcus ; let it alone;
And, come, I will go Fet a leaf of brafs, ‘
And with a gad of fteel * will write thefe words,
And lay it by : the angry northern wind
‘Will blow thefé fands, like Sybil’s leaves, abroad,
And where’s your leflon then?—Boy, what fay you?
Boy. I fay, my lord, thatif I were a man,

3 And [wear with me, as with the woeful feere,] Feers fignifies a
compariony and here metaphorically a tufband. The proceeding of
‘Brutus, which is alluded to, is defcribed at length in our author’s
Rape of Lucrece, as putting an end to the lamentations of Collatinus
and Lucretius, the hufband and father of Lucretia. So, in Sir Egla-
monr of Artcys, fig. A 4, |
¢« Chriftabell, your daughter free;
¢¢ When fhall fhe have a fere 2 i. e. a hufband.
Sir Th More’s L tation ow the Death of Q. Elizabeh, Wife of
Hary VII: *
¢ Was I not a kings fere in marriage " TyawniTT.
The word frere or pbeere very frequently occurs among the old dra -
‘atic writers and others. STErzvENs.
® And mith a gad of /’“I_}] A ged, from the Saxon a', i. e. the
point of a fpear, is ufed here for fome fimilar pointed intrument.
Mavowe,

Their
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Their mother’s bed-chamber fhould not be fafe

For thefe bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome.

Mar. Ay, that’s my boy! thy father hath full oft

For this ungrateful country done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, an if I live.
9ir. Come, go with me into mine armoury ;

Lucius, I’ll fit thee; and withal, my

Shall carry from me to the emprefs” {fons

Prefents, that I intend to fend them both :

Come, come ; thou’lt do thy meflage, wilt thou not?
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofoms, grandfire.
Tit. No, boy, not fo; I'll teach thee another courfe.

Lavinia, come :—Marcus, look to my houfe ;

Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court 3

Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we’ll be waited on.

. [Excunt TiTus, LAVINTA, andBoy
Mar. O heavens, can you hear 2 good man groan,

And not relent, or not compaffion him ?

Marcus, attend him in his ecftafy:

That hath more fcars of forrow in his heart,

‘Than foe-men’s marks upon his batter’d fhield :

But yet {o juft, that he will not revenge :—

Revenge the heavens 4 for old Andronicus ! [ Bxit.

SCENE IL
The fame. A Room in the Palace.

Erter Axron, CHIRON, and DEMETR1US, ar oxe dur:
at another door, young Lucivs, and am Attendant,
with a bundle of weapons, and verfes writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the fon of Lucius ;
He hath fome meflage to deliver to us.

4 R:venge the beavess—] We fhould read :
Reverge thee, beavens F— WarsurTON,
It thould be:
Revenge, ye beavens |
e was by the tranfcriber taken for g%, the. Jommsom.
I believe the old reading is right, and figni the beswens re-
wenge, &co STEIETVENS. »
1 believe we fhould read
Revenge then beavesse TyrwnitTT,

Aar.
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Aar. Ay, fome mad meffage from his mad grandfather.
Boy. My lords, with all the humblenefs [ may,

I greet your honours from Andronicus ;—

And pray the Roman gods, confound you both., [ 4fide.
Dem. Gramercy 3, lovely Lucius ; What’s the news?
Boy. That you are both decypher’d, that’s the news,

For villains mark’d with rape. {Aﬁde.] May it pleafe you,

My grandfire, well-advis’d, hath fent by me

The goodlieft weapons of his armoury,

To gratify your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome; for {o he bade me fay ;

And fog do, and with his gifts prefent

Your lordfhips, that whenever you have need,

You may be armed and appointed well :

And fo I leave you both, [4/de.] like bloody villains.

Exeunt Boy and Attendant,
‘Dem. What’s here? A f{croll; and written round
about ?

Let’s fee;

Integer vite, feelerifque puras,

Non egef Mauri jaculss nec arca.

Chi. O, ’tis a verfe in Horace ; I know it well :

I read it in the grammar long ago.
4ar. Ay, juft;—a verfe in Horace ;—right, you have

it.

Now, what a thing it is to be an afs! b

Here’s no found jeft®! the old man hath found

their guile ;

And fends the weapons wrapp’d about with

lines, > Afide.

Fhat wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick.

But were our witty emprefs well a-foot,

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit.

But let her reft in her unreft a while.— J

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy ftar

S Gramercy,~] i. e. grand mercy s great thanks. STEEVENI.

€ Here's no found jefi/] Thus the old copies. This mode of cxp
preffion was common formerly ; So, in X. Hesry IV. P. I, ¢ Here's
no fine villainy 1~ We yet talk of giving a fowsd drubbing. Mr. Theo-

bald, however, and the modern editors, read<Here's 0o fond jeft.
ALONEK,

Hoed
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Led us to Rome, ftrangers, and, more than fo,
Captives, to be advanced to this height ?
It did me good, before the palace gate
‘To brave the tribune in his brother’s hearing.
Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts.
Aar. Had he not reafon, lord Demetrius?
Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ?
Dem. I would, we had a thoufand Roman dames
At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft.
Chi. A charitable with, and full of love.
Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to fay amen.
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more.
Dem. Come, lct us go; and pray to all the gods
For our beloved mother in her pains.
Aar. Pray to the devils ; the gods have given uso'er.
[Afide. Fioxrip.
Dem Why do the emperor’s trumpets flourifth thus?
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a fon.
Dem. Soft; who comes here ?

Exter a Nurje, wvith a Black-a-moor Child in ber arms.

Nur. Good-morrow, lords :
O, tell me, did you fce Aaron the Moor ?

Aar. Well, more, or lefs, or ne’er a whit at all,
Iere Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ?

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone !
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

dar. Why, what a caterwauling doft thou keep ?
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms 2

Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven’s eye,
Qur emprefs’ fhame, and ftately Rome’s difgrace ;—
She is deliver’d, lords, fhe is deliver’d.

Aar. To whom?

Nur. 1 mean, the is brought to bed.

Aar. Well, God
Give her good reft! What hath he fent her?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then fhe is the devil’s dam; a joyful iffue.

Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black, and forrowful iffue H

ere
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Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad
Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime.
‘The emj;refs fends it thee, thy famp, thy feal,

And bids thee chriften it with thy dagger’s point.
Aar. Out, you whore ! is black fo ﬁafe a hue?—
Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloffom, fure.
Dem. Villain, what haft thou done ?
Aar. That which thou
Canft not undo.
Chi. Thou haft undone our mother.
Aar. Villain, I'have done thy mother?.
Dem. And therein, hellith dog, thou haft undone.
oe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed choice !
Accurs’d the offspring of fo foul a fiend !
Chi. It fhall not live.
Aar, It fhall not die: :
Nur. Aaron, it muft ; the mother wills it fo.
Aar. What, muft it, nurfe ? then let no man; but I,
Do execution on my fleth and blood.
D.m. I’ll broach the tadpole® on my rapier’s point :
Nurfe; give it me ; my fword fhall foon ifpatcﬁ it.
Aar. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up.
[takes the child from the nurle, and draaws.
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your brother ?
Now, by the burning tapers of the fky,
‘That fhone fo brightly when this boy was got,
He dies upon my {cymitar’s fharp point,
That touches this my firft-born fon and heir!
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,
. With all his threat’ning band of Typhon’s brood,
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war,

7 Villain, I bave done thy mother.] To d: is here ufed obfcenelys
So, in Taylor the water poet’s chara&er of a Profficute
¢ She's facile fieri, (quickly wonne,)
¢ Or, conft’ring truly, eafy to be done,” CorLriNs.
See Vol. I, p. 11, n. 4. MaroNE.
3 I'il broach the tadpole—] A broach is a fpit. I'll fpit tl}e tadpole.
: OMNSON.
In Greene's Pleafant Difcovery of the chmfe of Colliersy 1592
¢ —with that (he caught a jpir in her hand, apd fwore if he offered to
ftirre, the fhould therewith éroach him.”” CorrLINs.

You. X. Ff Shall
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Shall feize this prey, out of his father’s hands,
What, what ; ye fanguine, fhallow-hearted boys!
Ye white-limn’d walls®! ye alchoufe painted !
Coal-black is better than another hue,

In that it fcorns to bear another hue® :

For all the water in the ocean

Can never turn the fwan’s black legs to white,
Although the lave them hourly in the Sood.—

"Tell the empre{s from me, 1 am of a

To keep mine own ; excufe it how fhe can,

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus ?

Aar. My miftrefs is my miftrefa ; this, myfelf;
‘The vigour, and the pi€ture of my youth :

‘This, before all the world, do I rrefer ;
This, maugre all the world, will [ keep fafe,
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for itin Rome.

Dem. By this our mother is for ever fham’d.

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape®.

Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death.

Chi. 1 bluth to think upon this ignomy 3.

#Aar, Why there’s the privilege your Leanty bears:
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with bluthing
The clofc enacts and counfels of the heart !

Here’s a young lad fram’d of another leer 42

Look,

9 Ye cvbite limn’d walli—] The old copies have—wwhite-smi'd
The word intznded, ) think, was white lime'd. Mr, Pope and the fube
fequeant cditors read white-/im'd. Mavons.

¥ Ir that it fc nrs to bear another bue:] Thus both the quarto and
fuiis.  Some: modnrn editions had feems inftead of feorms, which was
rctored by Dro Johnfon, Mavrowx.

2 —fir this f2ul elcape.] This foul illegitimate child. See p. 128,
n. 5. Macoxnk.

3 e—mikisignozy,] ie ¢, ignominy, See Vol. V. p.258,n. 1.

Matoxt,

4 —anotber lccr:] Leer is complexion, or hue. So, in s yes fie
it: ¢ —a Rofalind of a better /ecr than you.”” See Mr. Tollet’s note
on A&1V.fc.i. In the notes on the Canterbary Tales of Chaucer,
late edit. Vol. 1V. p. 320, /lere is fuppofed to mean Mis. So, in
Jjumbrasy M§, Ca:y Cali 134 fols 1292 -

« Hia
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Look, how the black flave fmiles upon the father ;
As who thould fay, O/ lad, I am thine owun.
He is your brother, lotds ; fenfibly fed
Of that felf-blodd that firft gave life to you;
And, from that womb& where you imprifon’d were,

He is infranchifed ahd come to light :
Nay, he’s your brother by the furer fide,
Although my feal be ftamped in his face.
Nur. Aaroh, what fhall I fay unto the empref(s ?
Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
And we will all fubferibe to thy advice 3
8ave thou the child, fo we may all be fafe.
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confult,
My fon and I will have the wind of yeun :
Keep there : Now talk at pleafure of your fafety. _
[They Jﬁt on the ground,
Dem. How many women faw this child of his ?
Adar. Why, fo, brave lords; When we all join ik
leegue,
Tam a lamb : butif you brave the Moor,
‘The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs,
‘The ocean fwells hot fo as Aaron flotihs,«-
Bat, fay again, how many faw the child ?
Nur, Cornelia the midwife, and myfelf,
And no one elfe, but the deliver’d emptefs.
Aar. The emprefs, the midwife, and yourfelf:
Two may keep counfel, when the third’s aways:
Go to the emprefs ; tell her this [ faid:— [{a&h’ng ber.
Weke, weke !—fo cries a pig, prepar’d to the fpit.
Dem. Wll‘mt mean’ft thon, Aaron ? Wherefore didft thow
this?
Aar. O lord, fit, "tis a deed of policy :
Shall fhe live to betray this guilt of ours?
A long-tongu’d babbling go%ﬁp.’ no, lords, no.
And now be it known to you my full inteqt,

¢¢ His lady is white as wales bone,
¢ Hete lere brygte to fe wpon,
¢ So faire as blofthe on tre.”’ STyREVENS,
S Twwo may keep counfel, when the third’s away 1] This preverb is
introduced likewife in Romeo and Fuliet, AQ1l. "STzRVENS,

f2 . Not
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Not far, one Muliteus lives®, my countryman,
His wife but yeiternight was brought to bed ;
His child is like to her, fair as you are:
Go pack with him7, and give the mother gold,
.Ang tell them both the circumftance of all;
And how by this their child fhall be advanc’d,
And be received for the emperor’s heir,
And fubftituted in the place of mine,
T'o calm this tempeft whirling in the court ;
And let the emperor dandle him for his own.
Hark ye, lords ; ye fee, I have given her phyfick,
[pointing 2o 1be narfps
And you muft needs beftow her funeral ;
‘1 he helds are near, and you are gallant grooms :
This done, fee that you take no longer days,
But fend the midwife prefently to me.
‘The midwife, and the nurfe, well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleafe.
Chi. Aaron, I fee, thou wilt not truft the air
With fecrets.
Dem. For this care of Tamora,
Herfelf, and hers, are highly bound to thee.
[Excunt DEm. and Cui. bearing off the narfs
Aar Now to the Goths, as fwift as fwallow flies ;
There to difpofe this treafurc in mine arms,
And fecretly to greet the emprefs’ friends.—
Come on, you thick-lip’d flave, I’ll bear you hence;
For it is you that puts us to our fhifts:
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots,
And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the goat,
And cabin in a cave; and bring you up
T'o be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit.

¢ —one Muliteus Iives—]w'l he word /ives, which is wanting in the
old copies, was fu;plied by Mr. Rowe, MaroxNr.

7 Go pack with bimy— ] Pack here feems to have the meaning of
mak: o bargain,  Or it may mean, as in the phrafe of modern game-
fleis, to act ccllufively.

Ardmighty dukes pack knaves for balf a crewn. Porx.

To pack is to contrive infidioutly. So, in King Lear 2

¢ —foutly and packings of the dukes. SrTxEvVENS,

SCENE
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SCENE IIL
Tbe fame. A publick Place.

Enter Ti1 s, bearing arrows, with letters at the ends of
them ; awith bim Marcus, young Lucius, and ether
Gentlemen, <with bows. '

7it.Come, Marcus,come ;—Kinfmen, this is the way :==
Sir boy, let me fee your archery ; look ’

Ye draw home enough, and ’tis there ftraight:

Terras Afirea reliquit :— o

Be you remember’d, Marcus, fhe’s gone, fhe’s fled.

Sirs, take you to your tools. = You, coufins, fhall

Go found the ocean, and caft your nets;

Happily you may find her in the fea;

Yet there’s as little juftice as at land :—

No; Publius and Sempronius, you muft do it;

*Tis you muft dig with mattock, and with {pade,

And pierce the inmoft center of the earth ; o

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region,

I pray you, deliver him this petition:

‘Tell him, it is for juftice, and for aid ;

And that it comes from old Andronicus,

Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome.—

Ah, Rome!—Well, well; I made thee miferable,

What time I threw the people’s fuffrages '

On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me.—

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all,

And leave you not a man of war unfearch’d ;

‘This wicked emperor may have thipp'd her hence,

And, kinfmen, then we may go pipe for juttice. -
Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy cafe,

To fee thy noble uncle thus diftra& ?

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,)
By day and night to attend him carefully ; ‘
And feed his humour kindly as we may,

Till time beget fome careful remedy.

Mar. Kinfmen, his forrows are paft remedy,
%fﬁn with the Goths ; and with revengeful wap

ake wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

' ' Ff3 C An
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And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.
Tit. Publius, how now? how now, my mafters,
What, have you met with her ?
Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto fend:}{ouword
If you will have revenge from hell, you fhall;
Marry, for juftice, fhe is {o employ'd,
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, er fomewhere elfe,
So that perforce you muft needs ftay 3 time.
Tit He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays.
I’ll dive into the burning lake below,
And pull her out of Achcron by the hegls —
Marcus, we arc but fhrubs, no cedars we ;
No big-bon’d men, fram’d of the Cyclops’ fixe ;
But mctal, Marcus, fteel to the very bacﬁ :
Yet wrung with wrongs ®, more than our backs can bear: =
And fith there is no juftice in earth nor hell,
We will folicit heaven ; and move the gods,
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs :
Cuue, to this gear.  You are a good archer, Marcus.
[He givves them the arrevss
Ad Fovem, that’s for you :—Here, ad Apollizem :—
Ad siartem, that’s for myfelf ;—
Here, boy, to Pallas:—Here to Mercury :
To Saturn, Caius®, not to Saturnine,—
You were as good ta fhoot againit the wind, —
To it, boy. Marcus, loofe when I bid:
O’ my word, 1 have written to effe&t;
There's not a god left unfolicjted.
Mar. Kin{men, fhoot all your thafts into the court *:

8 Yet wrung with wroags,—] To wring a horfe is to prefs or Ania
his back.  Jounson.

9 Tu Saturn, Caiusy—] The old copies haveeTe Sorxraing, 1
Caius, &c. Saturnine was corre€ted by Mr. Rowe. 7o was in-
advertently repeatsd by the compofitor. Caius appears to have beca
one of the kinfmcn of Titus. Publius and Sempronius have been al-
ready wentioned. Publius ai.d Cains, are again intreduced in A& V. f. iis

« T:t. Publiuy, come hither: Cains, and Valentine."

‘The modern eciters roaa— i'o Saturn,y to Clam, &c. Maroxz.

Y ——ficos al. your forjtsinie the court:] Ia the amcient ballad of
Titue Anirenivus's Compla.nt, is the following paffage s

+¢¢ Then paft rsiizfe I upp and downe did goe,
¢ And with my tears wrote in the duft my woe s

4 “Iﬁ
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"We will affli&t the emperor in his pride.

Tit. Now, mafters, draw. [They fhoer.] O, well faid,

Lucius!

Good boy, in Vir%o‘s lap ; give it Pallas.

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon *;
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. -

9is. Ha | Publius, Publius, what haft thou done !
See, fee, thou haft thot off one of Taurus’ horns.

Mar. This was the fport, my lord ; when Publius fhot,
‘The bull being gall’d, gave Aries fuch a knock
That down fell both the ram’s horns in the court ;
And who fhould find them but the emprefs’ villain ?
She laugh’d, and told the Moor, he fhould not choofe
Bat give them to his mafter for a prefent.

Tit. Why, there it goes: God give your lordthip joy |

Enter a Qlown, with a bafet and tawe pigeons.

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the poft is come.
Sirrah, what tidings > have you any letters ?
Shall I have juftice? what fays Jupiter ?

Clows. Ho! the gibbet-maker ? he fays, that he hath
taken them down again, for the man muft not be hang'd

ill the next week.

Tit. But what fays Jupiter, I afk thee?

Clown. Alas, fir, I know not Jupiter; I never drank
with him in all my life.

¢ I fhot my arrowes towards beaven bie,

¢ And for revenge to hell did often cry.”
On this Dr. Percy has the following obfervation : ¢¢ If the ballad was
written before the play, I fhould fuppofe this to be oaly a metaphori=
cal expreflion, taken from the Plalms: < They fboot ont their arrowsy
even bitter words, Pf. ixiv, 3. Religues of anciens Englifp Poetry,
Vol. I. p. 228, third edit. STzRVENS. :

3 — Iaim a mils beyond the moon;] Thus the quarto and folio. Mr.
Rowe for aim fubftituted am, which has been adopted by all the mo-
dern editors. Mavrone,

To “¢ caft beyond the moon,” is an expreflion ufed in Hinde"s Elisflo
Libidinofo, 1606. Again, in Motber Bombie, 1594 3 ¢¢ Rifio hath gongw
beyond himfeif in cafling beyond the moon,” ~ Again, in A Woman kill'd
woub kindnefs, 1617 :

€6 1 talk of things impofiible,
¢ Aodcefl bejond the moon." STERVENS,
Ffs

.

”fo
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Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier?

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons fir ; nothing elfe.

Tit. Why, didit thou not come from heaven ?

Cleacn, From heaven? alas, fir, I never came there:
God forbid, I fhould be fo bold to prefs to heaven in my
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the
tribunal plebs?, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt
my uncle and one of the emperial’s men,

Mar. Why, fir, that is as fit as can be, to ferve for
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the
emperor from you.

7ir. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em-
peror with a grace? '

Clozen, Nay, truly, fir, I could never fay graceinall
my life, :

Tit. Sirrah, come hither; make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the emperor: '

By mc thou fhalt have juftice at his hands.

Hold, hold ;—mean while, here’s money for thy charges.

Give me a pen and ink.— ’

Siryah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication ?
lown. Ay, fir.

7ir. Then hege is a fupplication for you. And when
you come fo him, at the firft approach, you muft kneel;
then kifs his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons; and
then look for your reward. I'll be at hand; fir; fee you
do it bravely.

Cloaen. 1 warrant you, fir ; let me alone.

Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a knife ? Come, let me fee it,
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ;

For thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant :=—
And when thou haft given it the emperor,
Knock at my door, and tell me what he fays.

Cleawn. God be with you, fir; I will.

7it. Come, Marcus, let us go:—Publius, follow me,

: ‘ T [ Exeunt.

3 —tke tribural plebs,—] 1 fuppofe the Clown means to fay, Ph-
beian tribuney i. e. tribune of the people; for none could fill this office
put fuch as were defcended from Plebeian anceftors. Stzxvrns.

*Hanmer fuppofes that he means—iribusns plebis. MAronx.

SCENE



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 4“1

SCENE 1V. or.
Tbe fame. Before the Palace. ‘

EnterSaturNinvus, Tamona,Cuiron, DemMeTRIUS,
Lords, and Otbers: Saturninus awith the arrows in bis
band, 1hat Titus fbet.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are thefe ? Was eyer feen
An emperor of Rome thus over-borne,

‘Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent

~ Of egal juftice, us’d in fuch contempt ?
My lords; you know, as do* the mightful gods,

. However thefe difturbers of our peace
Buz in the people’s ears, there nought hath pafs’d,
But even with faw, againft the wiltul fons '
Of old Andronicus. And what an if
His forrows have fo overwhelm’d his wits,
Shall we be thus afli®ted in his wreaks+,
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs ?
And now he writés to heaven for his redrefs :
See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury ;
This to Apollo; this to the god of war:
Sweet {crolls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome !
What’s this, but libclling againft the fenate,
And blazoning our injuftice every where ?
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?
As who would fay, in Rome no jultice were,
But, ifI live, his feigned ecltafies
Shall be noThelter to thefe outrages :
But he and his fhall know, that juftice lives
In Saturninus’ health ; whom, if fhe fleep,
He’ll fo awake, as fhe in fury fhall
Cut off the proud’ft confpirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts,
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age,

The effeéts of forrow for his valiant fons,
Whofe lofs hath pierc’d him deep and fcarr’d his heart ;

® —4s do—l Thefe two words were fupplied by Mr. Rowe; who

alfo in the concluding lines of this fpeech fubftituted—if fe fleep, &c.

for, if be fleep, and—as b, for, as bee  MaroNE.
4 = bis wreaks, ] is ¢, hisrevenges. STEIEVENS.

And
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And rather comfort his diftrefled plight,

Than profccute the meanett, or the beft,

For thefe contempts. Why, thus it fhall become
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all: [Lfe.

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the quick,

Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wife,

Then is all {afe, theanchor’s in the port,—
Enter Clown,

How now, good fellow ? would’ft thou fpeak with us?
Clswn. Yes, forfooth, an your mifter ip be emperial.
Tam. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the emperor.
Cloavn. *Tis he.—God, and faint Stephen, give yos

good den: T have brought you a letter, and a ‘coupleof

pigeons here. [Satorninus reads sbe lester.
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently,
Cleacn. How much moncy muft I have ?
Zam. Come, firrah, you muft be hang’d.
Clozen. Hang’d! By’r lady, then I have brought up2
neck to a fair end. [’Exit, guer
Sa:. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs !

Shall [ endure this monftrous villainy 2 .

1 know from whence this fame device proceeds

May this be borne ?—as if his traiterous fons,

‘That dy’d by law for murder of our brother,

Have by my means been butchered wrongfully ,—

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ;

Nor age, nor honour, fhall thape privilege :—

For this proud mock, I'll be thy flaughter-man ;

Sly frantck wretch, that holp’ft to make me gheat,

In hope thyfelf thould govern Rome and me.

Enter Emivrivus,

Sat. What news with thee, Emilius
AZmil. Arm*, my lords ; Rome never had more caufe !
The Goths have gather’d head ; and with a power
Of high-rclolved men, bent to the fpoil,
‘They hither march amain, under conduét
Of Lucius, fon to old Andronicus;
Who threats, in courfe of this revenge, to do

As
® Arm, my lords,] Arm is here ufed as a diffyllables. Maroxs.
Y
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As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius genoral of the Goths ?
Thefe tidings nip me; and I hang the head
As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms,
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach :

”lxis he, the common people love fo much;

Myfelf hath often over-heard * them fay,

(When I have walked like aprivate man,)

That Lucius’ banifhment was wrongfully,

And they have wifh’d that Lugius were their emperor.
Tam. Why fhould you fear? is not your city firong ?
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius;

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tam. King, be thy thoughts impcrious, like thy name ¢.
Is the fun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it ?

The eagle fuffers little birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby ;

Knowing, that with the thadow of his wings,

He can at pleafure ftint their melody $:

Even fo may’ft thou the giddy men of Rome.

Then cheer thy fpirit: for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus,

With words more {weet, and yet more dangerous,

Then baits to fith, or honey-flalks to fheep®; .

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious feed.

Sat. But he will not entreas his fon for us.

® Myfelf hath ofien over-heard—] Self was ufed formerly as a fub-
fantive, and written feparately from the pronominal adje&ive s my (clf.
The late edtitors, not attending to this, sead, after Haomer,
often.~Ower, which is not in the old copies, was fupplied by Mr.
Theobald. Mavroxz.

+ —impericus, like tby “'""J Imperions was formerly ufed for im-
perial.  See p. 60, n. 7, and Vol. VIIL p. 412, n. ®. Maronk,
., 5 ~fintrbeir melody :] i. e. flop their melody. See Vol. V11, p. 344,
n.2. Marons. .

© —boney-flalks to foeep;] Honey-flalks are clover-flowers, which
contain a fweet juice. It is common for cattle to overcharge them-
felves with ciover, and die. Jonnsow.

¢ Thefe honey ftalks, whatever they may be, (fays Mr. Mafos,) are
defcribed as rorting the fheep, not burfing them s whereas clover is the
wholefomeft food you can give them."—=Perhaps the authour was not fo
fkillful a farmer as the commentatore MALONS. 7

ame
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Tam. 1f Tamora entreat him, then he will:

For [ can {fmooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promifes ; that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.—

Go thou before, be our embaflador7: [2e Zamilins,

Say, that the emperor requefts a ﬂarley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat. [Emilius, do this meflage honourably :

And if he tand on hoftage * for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beft.
Emil. Your bidding fhall I do effeGtually, [ Exity
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus

And temper him, with all the art I have,

Topluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths.

And now, fweet emperor, be blith again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go fucceffantly ®, and plead to him. [ Excast.

ACT V. SCENE L

Plains near Rome.
Enter Lucius, and Goths, aith drum axd colonrs.

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends,
I have received letters from great Rome,
Which fignify, what hate they bear their emperor,
And how dcl%rous of our fight they are.
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witnefs,
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs 3
And, wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe,
.Let him make treble fatisfadtion.

7 —be our embaffador : ] The old Copies read—rto be, &c. Corre@ed
by Mr. Steevens. MaLoNE.
® —on boflage=] OlJ copies—in hoftage. Correéted by Mr. Rowe.
Maroxz.
2 Then fo fucceffantly,] Whether the authour of this play had any
authority fur this word, I know not ; but I fufpe he had not. Inthe
next a& he with equal licence ufes rapine for repe. By fucceffantiy
fuppofe he meant fuccefsfully. MasoNze Juceee
9 Gﬂb’
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1. Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the great Andronicus,
‘Whofe name was once our terror, now our comfort ;
Whofe hi§h exploits, and honourable deeds,

Ingratefal Rome requites with foul contemft,
Be bold in us: we’ll follow where thou lead’ft,—
Like flinging bees in hotteft fummer’s day,
Led by their mafter to the flower’d fields,—
And be aveng’d on curfed Tamora.
Goths, And, as he faith, fo fay we all with him.
Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank yoa all.
But who comes here, led by a lufty Goth ?
Enter a Goth, leading Aaro N, with bis child in bis arms,
2. Go:b. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ftray’d,
To gaze upon a ruinous monaftery ? ;
Anf as I earneftly did fix mine eye
Upon the wafted building, fuddenly
I heard a child cry underneath awall:
I made unto the noife ; when foon I heard
The cryirg babe controll’d with this difcourfe:
Peace, tawny flavve ; balf me, and balf thy dam!
Did not thy bue bewwray whofe brat theu art,
Had nature lent thee but thy mother’s look,
Villain, thou might'f} bave been an emperor :
But awbere the bull and cow are both milk-white,
They never do beget a coal-black calf.
Peace, villain, peace!—cven thus he rates the babe,~
For I maf bear thee 10 a trufly Goth ;
Who, aoken be kucwws thou art the emprefs’ babe,
Will bold thee dearly for thy mother’s fake.
With this, my weapon drawn, I rufh’d upon him,
Surpriz’d him fuddenly ; and brought him hither,

9 To gaze uton a rvinous menafiery.] Shakfpeare has fo perpetually
offended againft chronology in all his” plays, that no very conclufive
argument can be deduced from the particular abfurdity of thefe ana-
chronifms, relative to the authenticity of Titus Andromicns. And yet
the rwined monaficry, the popifb tricks, &c. that Aaron talks of, and
efpecially the French falutation from the mouth of Titus, are altogether
fo very much out of place, that I cannot perfuade myfelf even our
hafty poet could have been guilty of their infertion, or would have per-
mitted them to remain, bad he corrected the pesformance for another.

STRRVENS.

To
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To ufe as you think needful of the man.
Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate devil, '
‘That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand :
This is the pearl that pleas’d your emprefs’ eye’;
And here’s the bafe fruit of his burning luft.—
Say, wall-ey'd flave, whither would’ft thou convey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ?
Why doft not fpeak ? What | deaf? not a word ?
A halter, foldiers ; hang him on this tree,
And by his fide his fruit of bagtardy.
Aar. Touch not the boy, heis of royal blood.
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good..—m
Firft, hang the child, that he may fee 1t fpraw! ;
A fight to vex the father’s foul withal.
Get me a ladder?.
(4 ladder brought, awhich Aaron is ebliged to afeesd.
Aar. Lucius, fave the child;
And bear it from me to the emperefs.
If thou do this, I’ll fhow thee wond’rous things,
That highly may advantage thee to hear :
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,
I'll fpcak no more ; But vengeance rot you afl !
Luc. Say on; and, if it pleafe me which thou fpeak’t,
Thy child fhall live, and I will fee it nourifh’d.
Aar. An if it pleafe thee ? why, affure thee, Lucius,
>T'will vex thy foul to hear what I fhall fpeak ;
For I muft talk of murders, rapes, and maflacres,
A&s of black night, abominable deeds,
Complots of milchicf, treafon ; villainies
Ruthtul to hear, yet piteoyfly perform’d:
And this fhall all be buried by my death,
Unlefs thou fwear to me, my child fhall live.
Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I fay, thy child fhall live.
Aar. Swear, that he fhall, and then 1 will begin.

* This is the pearl 1hat pleas’d yrur emerefs’ ¢ye ;] Alluding to the pro-
verb, ¢ A black man is a pearl in a fair woman's eye.” Mazrows.
2 Get me a ladder. Lucins, fove the cbiid.] All the printed editions
have given this whole verfe to Aaron. But why fhould the Moor here
afk for a ladder, who earneflly wanted to have his child faved ?
TXROBALDs

Lac,

Ges me 8 laddery may mean, bang mes STERZVE N,
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Luc. Who fhould I fwear by ? thou believ’f no god ;

“That granted, how canft thou believe an oath
Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not:

Yet,—for I know thou art religious,

And haft a thing within thee, called confcience ;

With twenty popith tricks and ceremonies,

Which I have feen thee careful to obferve,—

‘Therefore I urge thy oath ;—For that, I know,

An ideot holds his bauble? for a god,

And keeps the oath, which by that god he fwears ;

To that 1’1l urge him :—Therefore, thou thalt vow.

By that fame god, what god {oe’er it be,

That thou ador’ft and haft in reverence—

"To fave my boy, to nourith, and bring him up 5

Or elfe I will difcover sought to thee.

Luc. Even by my god, 1 fwear to thee, I will.

Aar. Firft, know thou, I begot him on the cmprefs.
Luc. O moft infatiate, laxurious woman + !

Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity,

To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon.

>Twas her two fons, that murder’d Baflianus :

They cut thy fifter’s tonguae, and ravith’d her,

And cut her hands ; and trimm’d her as thou faw’ft.
Luc. O, déteftable villain ! call’it thou that trimming ?
Aar. Why, fhe was wath’d, and cut, and trimm’d;

and ’twas

Trim f{port for them that had the doing of it.

Lue. O, barbarous beaftly villains, like thyfelf!
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftru@ them;

‘That codding fpirit * had they from their mother,

As fure a card as ever won the fet ;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me,

3 —bis bauble—] Sece a note on Alls Well that ends Well, AR IV,
fc.v. Strzvens. '

4 —luxurious woman /] 1. e. lafcivious woman. See Vol. VIIE.
p- 278, n.2. Marons.

S That codding ﬂ{pirir—] i. e, that love of bed-fports. Cod is a word
fill ufed in Yorkihire for"a pillew. See Lloyd's catalogue of local
words at the ead of Ray's Proverbse CorriNs, A .

$
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As true 2 dog as-ever fought at head®.—

Well, let my decds be witnefs of my worth.

1 train’d thy brethren to that guileful hole,

Where the dead corps of Baflianus lay :

I wrote the letter ® that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter mention®d,

Confederate with the queen, and her two fons 3

And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue,

Wherein I had po ftroke of mifchief in it ?

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand ;

And, when I had it, drew myfelf apart,

And almott broke my heart with extreme laughter;

[ pry’d mec through the crevice of a wall,

When, for his hand, he had his two fons® heads ;

Beheld his tears, and laugh’d fo heartily,

‘That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ;

And when I told the emprefs of this fport,

She fwounded? almoft at my pleafing tale,

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiffes. ,
Gsth. What! canft thou fay all this, and never bluh?
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the faying is.

Luc. Art thou not {orry for thefe heinous deeds?
Auar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more,

Even now I curfe the day, (and yet, I think,

Few come within the compafs of my curfe,)

Whercia I did not fome notorious ill :

 As true a dsg as ever feught at bead.—] An allufion to bull-dogs,
whot: generofity and courage are always thown by meeting the bull ia
fiont, and feizing his nofe.  Jouxwox.
S0 in a colle&tion of Epigrams by J. D. [John Davies] and C. M.
[Chriftopher Marlnwe,l printed at Middleburgh, no date: ’
¢¢ — Amongfl the dogs and beares he goes;
¢« Where, while he fk:pping cries—=T0 bead, :0 bead —."
STERVEN!
® I train®d thy bretbres to that zuilefu! Fole,—
1 <rote the letter, &..] l’etﬁaps Young had this fpeech in his
thoughts, when he made his Moor fay—
¢ 1 urz’d Don Carlos to refign his miftrefs;
¢ 1 forg"d the letter; I difpus’d the piture ;
¢¢ | hated, I defpis’d, and I deftroy.”” Mavronz.
7 She fwounded—] When this play was written, the verb to feecssé,
which we now write fsweon, Was in common ufe. See p. 68, n. 7.
Macroxs.

As
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As kill a man, or elfe devife his death ;
Ravith a maid, or plot the way to do it ;
Accufe fome innocent, and forfwear myfelf:
Set deadly enmity between two friends ;
Make poor men’s cattle break their necks®;
Set fire on barns and hay-ftacks in the night,
And bid the owners quench them with their tears.
Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their graves,
And fet them upri ht at their dear friends’ §oors,
Even when their forrows almoft were forgot ;
Andon their fkins, as on the bark of trees,
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,
Let not your forrow die, though I am dead.
Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things,
As willingly as one would kill a fly;
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed,
Bat that [ cannot do ten thoufand more.
Luc. Bring down the devil?; for he muft not die
So fweet a dcath, as hanging prefently.
Aar. If there be devils, *would I were a devil,
To live and burn in everlafting fire ;
So I might have your company in hell,
But to torment you with my bitter tongue !
Luc. Sirs, ftop his mouth, and let him {peak no more.
Enter a Goth, awith EmiLivs.

Goth. My lord, there is 2 meflenger from Rome,
Defires to be admitted to your prefence.
Luc. Let him comne near.—
Welcome, Amilius, what’s the news from Rome ?
Amil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths,
The Roman emperor greets you all by me :
And, for he uncrerﬁands you are in arms,
He craves a parley at your father’s houfe ;
Willing you to demand your hoftages,

8 Make poor men's cattle break their mecks;] Two fyllables have beea
inadvertently omitted ; perhaps—and dic. Maronz.

9 Brirg down tbe devil j— | It appears, from theie words, that the
audience were entertained with part of the apparatur of an execution,
and that Aaron was mounted oa a ladder, as ready to be turned off.

» STEEVINS.

Vou. X. Gg And
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And they fhall be immediately deliver’d.
3. Goth. What fays our general ?
Luc. Zmilius, let the emperor give his pledges
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come. March away. [Exesst,

SCENE II
Rome. Before Titus’s Houfe.

Entgr Tamora, CHIRON, and DEMRTRIUS, dijfuilé

Tam. Thus, in this ftrange and {ad habiliment,
I will encounter with Andronicus ;
And fay, I am Revenge, fent from below,
‘To join with him, and right his heinons
Knock at his ftudy, where, thq fay, he keeps,
‘T'o ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge ;
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him,
And work confufion on his enemies. [T 2ey buuchs

Enter Titus, above.

it. Who doth moleft my contemplation ?
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door ;
That fo my fad decrees may fly away,
And all my ftudy be to no effett?
You are deceiv'd: for what I mean to do,
Sce here, in bloody lines I have fet down 3
And what is written fhall be executed.

Tum. ‘Titus, [ am come to talk with thee.

7:t. No; not aword: How can I Erace my talk,
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ® ?
Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more.

Tam. If thou did’ft know me, thou would’#ft talk with me.

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough :
Witnefs this wretched ftump, witnefs thefe crimfon lines;
Witnefs thefe trenches, made by grief and care ;
Witnefs the tiring day, and heavy night ;
Witnefs all forrow, that | know thee well
For our proud emprefs, mighty Tamora :
Is not thy coming for my other hand 2

Tam. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora ;

® —rtbat accord?] So the quarto, The folio readsento give it
a8icss MALONE. : sh
c
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She is thy enemy, and I thy friend :

I am Revenge ; fent from the infernal kingdom,
To eafe the gnawing vulture of thy mind,

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

C{mc down, and welcome me to this world’s light ;
Confer with me of murder and of death

There’s not 2 hollow cave, or lurking-place,

No vaft obfcurity, or mifty vale,

‘Where bloody murder, or detefted rape,

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out;

nd in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou fent to me,
To be a torment to mine enemies ?

Tam. 1 am ; therefore come down, and welcome me.
Tit. Do me fome fervice, ere I come to thee.
Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ftands

Now give fome ’furance that thou art Revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ;

And then I’ll come, and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globes.

Provide thee two prorer palfries, as black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon fWift away,

And find out murderers® in their guilty caves:

And, when.thy car is loaden with their heads,

I will difmount, and by the waggon wheel

Trot, like a fervile footman, all day long ;

Even from Hyperion’s ® rifing in the eaft,

Until his very downfal in the fea.

And day by day I’ll do this heavy tafk,

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there ?.
Tasa.

3 And find ont mutderers, &c.] The old copies read—murder, and ca
The former emendation was made by Mr. Steevens; the latter by
editor of the fecond folio. Macronz. . .

3 —Hyperion's—] The folio reads Epten's ; the quarto Epwa'sy
and fo Ravenfcroft. STrzveNs.

The corre@ion was made in the (econd follo. Matoxns.

3 So tho defiroy Rapine ard Musder shere.] 1 do not know of any
inftance that can be brought to prove that raps and rapine were ever
ufed as {ynonymous terms. The émd rapine bas always been emyh):d‘

g2
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Tam. Thefe are my minifters, and come with me.
Tit. Are them thy minifters? what are they call’d?
Tam. Rapine, and Murder : therefore called fo,
’Caufe thcy take vengeance of fuch kind of men.
Zit. Good lord, how like the emprefs’ fons they are!
And you, the emprefs! But we worldly men
Have miferable, mad, miftaking eyes.
O fivect Revenge, now do I come to thee:
And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee,
1 will embrace thee in it by and by.
[£xit Titus, from abecte
Tam. This clofing with him fits his lunacy :
Whate’er I forge, to feed his brain-fick fits,
Do you uphold and maintain in your fpeeches.
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ;
And, being credulous in this mad thought,
1’1 make him fend for Lucius, his fon;
And, whilt I at a banquet hold him fure,
I'll find fome cunning prattice out of hand,
‘To featter and difperfe the giddy Goths,
Or, at the leait, make them his enemies.
See, here comes, and I muft ply my theme.

Exter TiTus,

7it. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee s
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful houfe ;—
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too :—
How like the ecmprefs and her fons you are !

Well are you fitted, had you but 2 Moor :—
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ==
For, well I wot, the emprefs never wags,
But in her company there is a Moor;

And, would you reprefent our queen aright,

for a lefs fatal kind of plunder, and the violent a& of depriva-
tion of any grod, the honour here alluded to being always excepted.

1 have indced fince difcovered that Gower, De Confefficre Amantisy
1:b, v. fol. 110. b. ufes ravine in the fame fenfc:
¢ For if theu be of fuche covine,

¢ To getof love by ravyre
¢¢ Thy luft, &c.” STAxvENS.

It
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It were convenient you had fuch a devil:

But welcome, as you are.  What fhall we do? .
Tam. What would’ft thou have us do, Andronicus ?
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him.

Cbi. Shew me a villain, that hath done a rape,

And I am fent to be reveng’d on him., ,
T am. Shew me a thoufand, that have done thee wrong,

And I will be revenged on them all.
7it. Look round about the wicked fireets of Rome ;

And when thou find’ft 2 man that’s like thyfelf,

Good Murder, ftab him ; he’s a murderer.—

Go thou with him; and, when it is thy hap,

To find another that is like to thee,

Good Rapine, ftab him ; he is a ravifher.—

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor’s court

There is 2 queen, attended by a Moor ;

Well may’ft thou know her by thy own proportion,

For up and down fhe doth refemble thee ;

I pray thee, do on them fome violent death,

Tﬁey have been viclent to me and mine.

Tam. Well hatt thou leflon’d us; this fhall we do.

But would it pleafe thee, Andronicus,

To fend for Lucius, thy thrice valiant fon,

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe :

‘When he is here, cven at thy folemn teaft,

I will bring in the emprefs and her fons,

The emperor himfelf, and all thy foes ;

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel,

And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry heart.

‘What fays Andronicus to this device ?

Tit. Marcus, my brother ! —’tis fad Titus calls.

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ;
Thou fhalt inquire him out among the Goths:
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefeft princes of the Goths ;
Bid him encamp his foldiers where they are:
) Ggs Tell

.
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‘Tell him, the emperor and the emprefs too
Feaftat my houfe; and he fhall feaft with them.
"This do thou for my love ; and {o let him,
As he regards his aged father’s life.
Mar. 'This will I do, and foon return again.  [Exit
Tam. Now will I hence about thy bufinefs,
And take my minifters along with me.
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me;
Or elfe I'll call my brother back again,
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.
Sam. What fay you,io‘{s ? will you abide with him.
Whiles [ go tell my lord the emperor,
How I have govern’d our determin’d jeft ?
Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair, [afid.
And tarry with him, till I come again.
Tit. 1 know them all, though they fuppofe me mad;
And will oe’r-reach them in their own geviccs,
A pair of curfed hell-hounds, and their dam.
Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here.
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus : Revenge now goes
Tolay a complot to betray thy foes. = [Exir Tamonas
Tit.-1 know, thou doft; and, fweet Revenge, farewel.
Chi, Tell us, old man, how fhall we be employ’d ?
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.—
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine !
Exter PusLius, and Otbers.
Pub. What is your will ?
7it. Know you thefe two ?
Pub. The emprefs’ fons,
I take them, Chiron, and Demetrius ®.
Tit. Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much deceiv’d;
The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s name:
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ;
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them:
Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour,
And now I find it: therefore bind them fure ;
And ftop their mouths, if they begin to cry.
[Exit T1Tus,~Publius, &c. lay bold ox Chiron
axd Demetrius.
. ® ——and Demesrins.] And was infested by Mr. Theobald, Ma Lz‘i;ll.
'.
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Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the emprefs’ fons,

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded.—
Stop clofe their mouths, let them not fpeak a word :
Is he fure bound ? look, that you bind them faft.

Reeenter TiTus AxDroNICUS, with AvINIAG foe
bearing a bafon, and be a kaife.

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy foes are bound ;—
Sirs, ftop their mouths, let them not {peak to me ;
But let them hear what fearful words I utter.—
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius |
Here ftands the {pring whom you have ftain’d with mud ;
This goodly fammer with your winter mix’d.
You kill’d her hafband ; and, for that vile fault,
Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death :
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft :
Both her fweet hands, her tongué, and that, more dear
‘Than hands or tongue, her {potlefs chaftity,
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain’d and forc’d.
What would you fay, if Ithould let you {peak ?
Villains, for fhame you could not beg for grace.
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.
"T'his one hand yet is left to cut your throats ;
Whil#t that Lavinia tween her fumps doth hold
The bafon, that receives your guilty blood,
You know, your mother means to feaft with me,
And calls herfelf Revenge, and thinks nie¢ mad,—
Hark, villains; I will grind your bones to duft,
And with your blood and it I'll make a pafte;
And of the pafte a coffin * I will rear,
And make two pafties of your fhameful heads;
And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallow’d dam,
Like to the earth, fwallow her own increafe .
This is the feaft that I have bid her to,
And this the banquet fhe fhall furfeit on;

4 And of the pafie a coffin—] A coffin is the term of art for the cavity
of a raifed pye. Jomnson. )

8 —ber own increafe.] i. ¢ her own preducs. See Vol II, “pe 457
5.3 Mawonsz. ‘ ’ .

Ggyq “For
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For worfe than Philomel you us’d my daughter,
And worfe than Progne I will be rcveng’f:
And now prepare your throats.—Lavinia, come,
[He cuts their thra,
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead,
Let me go grind their bones to powder {mall,
And with this hateful liquor temper it ;
And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak’d.
Come, come, be every one officious
To make this banquet ; which 1 with may prove
More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feaft.
So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook,
And fee them ready gainft their mother comes.
[Exeunt, bearing the dead boditse

SCENE IIIL
The fame. A Pavilion, with tables, &c.
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, avirh Aaror,

prifoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince ’tis my father’s mind,
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

1.Gaoth. And ours with thine , befall what fortune will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor,
This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil ;
Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him,
Till he be brought unto the emprefs’ face ¢,
For teftimony of her foul proceedings:
And fee the ambuth of our friends be ftrong :
I fear, the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in mine ear,
And prompt me, that mfy tongue may utter forth
The venemous malice of my iwelling heart !

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow’d flave le=s
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.—

[Exeunt Goths, avith Aaron. Floxrif.

8 Ard ours with thine—] And our eontent rune parallel with thine,
b e the confequence of our coming to Rome what it may. Maroxs.
® —tbe cmpicfs’s face,] The quarto has—emperoars; the folio ene
porons.  For the emendation I am anfwerable. Marowz. - ™
’ e
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'The trumpets fhew, the emperor is at hand. b
Enter SATURNINUS and Tamora, awith Tribunes,
. Senators, and Others.

. Sat. What, hath the firmameat more funs than one?

Luc. What boots it thee to call thyfelf a fun?

Mar. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break the parle?;
‘Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated. )
‘The feaft is ready, which the careful Titus .
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end, »
Por peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome :

Pleafe you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places.

Sat. Marcus, we will. :

[Hautboys found. The company fit down at table,

Eater T1TUS, drefi’d like a cook, LAVIN1A, weiled, young
Lucius, and Otbers. Titus places the difbes on the table.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread
queen ;
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius ;
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor,
*Twill fill your flomachs ; pleafe you eat of it.
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus?
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well,
To entertain your highnefs, and your emprefs.
Tam. We are beholding to you, good Andronicas
Tit. An if your highnefs knew my heart, you were,
My lord the emperor, refolve me this ;
as it well done of rath Virginius,
To flay his daughter with his own right hand,
Becaufe fhe was enforc’d, ftain’d, and deflower’d ?
Sat. It was, Andronicus.
Tit. Your reafon, mighty lord ?
Sat. Becaufe the girl fhould not furvive her fhame,
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrows.
9it. A reafon mighty, firong, and effetual ;
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,
For me, moft wretched, to perform the like :—

7 «wbreak the parle;] That is, begin the parley. We yet fay, he:
dreads his mind. ’Jou;l]oon. bz S . ’],) .
ic,
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Die, die, Lavinia, and thy thame with thee;
[ He #ills Lavinis.
And, with thy fhame, thy father’s forrow die !
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural, and ankind?
¢it. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made me
blind.
1 am as woeful as Virginius was:
And have a thoufand times more caufe than he
To do this outrage ; —and it is now done. ‘
Sat. What, was fhe ravifh’d? tell, who did the deed.
Tit. Wifll’:! pleafe youeat ? will’t pleafe your highnefs
eed ?
'am. Why haft thou flain thine only daughter thus?
qit. Not I ; ’twas Chiron, and Demetrius :
They ravith’d her, and cut away her tongue,
And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong.
Sat. éo, fetch them hither to us prefently.
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye;
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,
Eating the flefh that fhe herfelf hath bred®.
*Tis true, "tis true ; witnefs my knife’s fharp point,
[4illing Tamiors.
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.
[4illing Titese
Luc. Can the fon’s eye behold his father bleed ?
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

[4ills Saturninus. A great tumult. The people in
confufion dijperfe. Marcus, Lucius, and their
partizans ajcend the fleps before Titus’s boufe.

Mar. You fad-fac’d men, people and fons of Rome,
By uproar fever’d, like a flight of fowl

8 Eating the flsf> that foc berfelf barb bred.] The additions made
by Ravenfcroft to this (céne, are fo much of a piece with it, that I cas-
not refilt the tempration of fhewing the reader how he continues the
ipeech betore us ¢

+¢ Thus cramm’d, thou’rt bravely fatten’d up for hell,
¢ And thus to Pluto I do ferve thee up.™
[ Stabds the emprefse
And then—<¢ A urtain draws difcovers the beads and bands of Deme-
trivs and Chiron Eanging op againfl 1he wall ; their bedics in chairs in
blo:¢y Linens” STEIEVENS,

4 Scatter'd
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" Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous guits,
O, let me teach you how to knit again

‘This fcatter’d corn into one mutual fheaf,
Thefe broken limbs again into one body.

Sen. Left Rome herfelf be bane unto herfelf? ;
And fhe, whom mighty kingdoms court’fy to,
Like a forlorn and defperate caft-away,

Do fhameful execution on’herfelf.

But if my frofty figns and chaps of age,

Grave witneffes of true experience,

Cannot induce you to attend my words,—

Speak, Romﬁe’s dear friend ; [70 Lucius.] as erft our an-
ceftor,

‘When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe,

‘To love-fick Dido’s fad attending ear,

‘The ftory of that baleful burning night,

‘When fubtle Greeks furpriz’d king Priam’s Troy ;

‘Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears,

Or who hath broaght the fatal engine in,

‘That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.—=

My heart is not compa of flint, nor fteel ;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utterance ; even in the time

When it fhoold move you to attend me moft,

Lending your kind commiferation :

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you,

9 Sen. Left Rome berfelf bebane unto berfelf;] 1 have followed the

uarto, where the words Roman lord, [i. e. Senator,] are prefixed to this
peech. That copy, however, reads—Les Rome, &c. which I have
no doubt was an error of the prefs for Lef. The editor of the folio
finding the (entiment as exhibited in the quarto, in confequence of this
ecror, not proper in the mouth of a Roman, far Roman lord fubllltutgd
Goeh.  In corre@ing the errors of the quartos, the cditor of the folio
appears often to have only looked on the furface, and to have confe-
quently made feveral injudicious emendations befide the przfent_. N
Mir. Capell, I find, has made the fame emendation.—As this fpeec
proceeds in an uniform tenor with the foregoing, the whole (as Mr.
Steevens has obferved,) probably belongs to Marcus. Mavons.

That

P
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‘That curfed Chiron and Demetrius

Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother;

And they it were that ravifhed our fifter :

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ;

Our father’s tears defpis’d; and bafely cozen’d®

Of that true hand, that fought Rome’s quarrel out,

And fent her enemies unto the grave.

Laitly, myfelf unkindly banifhed,

The gates fhut on me, and turn’d weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome’s enemies;

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears,

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend :

And I am the turn’d-forth, be it known to you,

That have preferv’d her welfare in my blood ;

And from her bofom took the enemy’s point,

Sheathing the fteel in my advent’rous body.

Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ;

My fcars can witnefs, dumb although they are,

‘That my report is juft, and full of truth.

But, foft, methinks, I do digrefs too much,

Citing my worthlefs praife: O, pardon me ;

For when no friends are by, men praife themfelves.
Mar. Now is my turn to fpeak; Bchold this child,

[pointing to the child in the arms of am attendants

Of this was Tamora delivered;

The iffuc of an irreligious Moor,

Chief architect and plotter of thefe woes ;

‘The villain is alive in Titus’ houfe,

Damn’d as he is?, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge, what caufe ? had Titus to revenge

¥ —and bafely cozen'd—] i. e. and be bafely cozened. Mazoxs.
2 Damn'd as be is,] ‘1 he old copies read——./nd as be is. The emen-
dation was made by Mr. Theobald. The fame expreffion (as he ob-
ferved,) is ufed in Otbello :
¢ O thou foul thief, where haft thou ftow’d my daughter?
““ Damn’d as thou art, thou haft inchanted her.'*
In the play before us the fame epithet is again applied to Aaron :
¢¢ See juftice done on Aarcn, that dama’d Moor.® Matroxs,
3 —avbar caufe—] Old Copiesm—what courfe. CorreQed in the
fourth fulio. MaroNk;
Thefe
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Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, pad patience,
Or more than any living man could bear. :
Now you have heard the trauth, what fay you, Romans?
Have we done aught amifs ? Shew.us wherein,
And, from the place where you behold us now,
‘The poor remainder of Andronici |
‘Will, hand in hand, all headlong caft us down*,
And on the ragged flones beat forth our brains,
And make a mutual clofure of our houfe.
Speak, Romans, fpeak : and, if you fay, we fhall,
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will fall.
A£mil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucius our emperor; for, well I know,
The common voice do cry, it thall be fo.
Rom. [Sewveral fpeak.] Lucius, all hail $; Rome’s royal
emperor !
Lucius, &c. defcend.
Mar. Go, go into old Titus’ for:owful houfe ;
[¢0 an attendant.
And hither hale that mifbelieving Moor,
‘To be adjudg’d fome direful flaughtering death,
As punifhment for his moft wicked lite.
Rom. [Seweral fpeak.] Lucius, all hail, Rome’s gra-
cious governor! :
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern fo,
To heal Rome’s harms, and wipe away her woe !
But, gentle people, give me aim a while,—
For nature puts me to a heavy tafk ;—
Stand all aloof ;—but, uncle, draw you near,
To fhed obfequious tears upon'this trunk :—
O, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips, [4ifes Titus.

4 Tbhe poor remainder of Andronici e
Wille—cafi us dewn—] i. e. FPethe poor remainder, &c. will
caft us down. Matonz.

s Rom. Lucius all bail, &c.] This line here, and the fame words
below, are given in the old copy by miftake to Marcus. It is manifett,
as Mr. Steevens has obferved, that they both belong to the furround-
ing concourfe of Romans, who with one voice hail Lucius as their em-

. MaroxNz.
peret " Thefe
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Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain*d face®,
The laft true duties of thy noble fon !

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

O, were the fum of thefe that I thould pay
Countlefs and infinite, yet wouald I pay them !

Luc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn ofw
To melt in fhowers: Thy grandfire lov’d thee well:
Many a time he danc’d &ee on his knee,

Sung thee afleep, his loving breaft thy pillow;
Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet, and agrecing with thine infancy ;

In that refpeét then, like a loving child,

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring,
Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo:

Friends fhould aflociate friends in grief and woe:
Bid him farewel ; commit him to the grave;

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandfire, grandfire! even with all my heart
*Would I were dead, fo you did live again !'—

O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping ;
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth.

Enter Attendants, with AaroN.

1. Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with woes;
Give fentence on this execrable wretch,
That hath been breeder of thefe dire events.

Luc. Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famith him;
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food :
If any one relieves or pities him,
For \ie oftence he dies. This is our doom :
Some ftay, to fce him faften’d in the earth 7.

Aar, O, why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb!
I am nobaby, I, that, with bafe prayers,

6 —tby blscd-ftain'd face,] The old copies have—thy blood s
fage. Coarreéted in the fourth folio. Marone.

7 —to fee bim fofien’d in the carth.] That j;{in and cosiery may I°
Land in hand to the conclufion of this play, in Ravenfcroft’s al
of ity Aaron is at once rust'd and roaffed an the Rage. -StTazvENs:

I ool $
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I fhould repent the evils I have done ;
Ten thoufand, worfe than ever yet I did,
Would I perform, if I might have my will ;
If one good deed in all my life I did,
I do repent it from my very foul.
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence,
And give him burial in bis father’s grave :
My father, and Lavinia, thall forthwith
Be clofed in our houfhold’s monument.
As for that heinous tyger, Tamora,
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds,
No mournful bell fhall ring her burial ;
But throw her forth to beafts, and birds of prey :
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ;
And, being fo, thall have like want of pity.
See juftice done on Aaron, that damn’d Moor,
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning :
‘Then, afterwards, to order well the ftate 3;-
That like events may ne’er it ruinate 2, [ Exeunt,

8 Then, afterwards, to order, &¢.] Then will we apply ourfelves to
segulate the ffate. Maronx.
® This is one of thofe plays which I have always thought, with the
better judges, ought not to be acknowledged in the lift of Shakfpeare’s
genuine pieces.  And, perhaps, I may give a proof to firengthen this
epinion, that may put the matter out of quettion. Bengonfon, in the
introdu&tion to his Bartbolomew Fair, which made its firlt appearance
in the year 1614, couples Feromymo and Andronicws together in reputa-
tion, and fpeaks of them as plays then of twenty-five or thirty years
ftanding. Confequently Andronicus muft have been on the ftage be-
fore Shakfpeare left Warwick{lire, to come and refide in London : and
. I never heard it fo much as intimated, that he had turned his genius to
Bage-writing before he affociated with the players, and became one of
their body. However, that he afterwards introduced it a-new on the
ftage, with the addition of his own mafterly touches, is inconteftabley
and thence, I prefume, grew his title to it. - The di@ion in general,
where he has not taken the pains to raife it, is even beneath that of
the Three Parts of Henry VI, The flory we are to fuppofe merely fiiti-
ous. Andronicus is a fur-name of pure Greek derivation. Tamora
is neither mentioned by Ammianus Marcellinus, nor any body elfe that
Icanfind. Nor had Rome, in the time of her emperors any wars
with the Goths that I know of : nor till after the tranflation of the
empire, I mean to Byzantium, And yet the fcene of our play is laid
at Rome, and Saturninus is eleQed to the.empise at the capitol.
) TxzomaLrp.
All
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All the editors and criticks agree with Mr. Theobald in fuppofing this
play fpurious. I fee no reafon for diftering from them ; for the caloat
of the ftile is wholly diff.rent from that of the other plays, and thee
is an attempt at regular veriification, and artificial clofes, not alwaps
inclegant, jyet teldom pleafing. The barbarity of the fpe@acles, and
the general mailacre, which are here exhibited, can fcarcely be con.
ceived tolerable to any audience ; yet we are told by Jonfon, that they
were not only borne, but praifed. That Shakfpeare wrote any part,
though Thenbald declares it incontefiable, 1 fee no reafon for believing.

1 he te.tinrny produced at the beginning of this play, by.whichitis
afcribed to Shokipeare, is by no means equal to the argument againk
its a rhenticity, ar tizg trem the total d'flerence of condu@®, language,
and fentimerts, by which it ftands apart from all the refl. Mers
had probably no wther evidence than thatol'a title-page, which, thoagh
in our time it be fufiicient, was then of no great authnrity ; for all the
plays which were rej:Ced by the fislt collectors of Shakfpreare’s works,
and admitzed in late: editicns, and again reje€ted by the critical edi-
tors, had Shak(peare’s name on the title, as we muRt fuppofe, bythe
frauduicnce of the printers, who, while there were yet no gazettes,
nor advertiiments, nor any means of circulating literary intelligeace,
could ufurp at pleafure any celebrated name. Nor had Shakfpeare any
interettin deteétiry the impofture, as none of his fame or profit was
produced by the preds.

The chronulagy of this play does not prove it not ta b= Shakfpeare’s.
1€ it had been wiitten twenty. five years, in 1614, it m'ght have beea
written when Sitak(yeare was twenty five years old. When he Jeft
Warwickdire § know not, but at the age of twenty-five it was rather
too laze to fly for deer ftealing.

Ruvenicroft, who in the reign of Charles II. revifed this play, snd
reftored it to the ftage, tells us, 1n his preface, trom a theatrical tra-
dition, I fuppofe, which in his t:me m.ght be of futficient authority,
that this play was touched in different parts by Shakfpzare, but writren
by fome other peet. 1 do not find Shakfpeare’s touches very difcernible.

Jomxsox.

There i3 cvery reafun to belicve, that Shakfpeare was not the authoe
of this gluy. I have already faid enough upon the fubjeét.

Mr. Upton declares peremptorily, that it cught to be flung out of
the lit ot cur author’s werks: ver Mr. Warner, with all his laudable
zcal for the memory of his fchocl-feilore, when it may feem to fenve
his purpofe, difables his triend’s judzment !

Indecd, a rewo argument huas been produced; it muft have teen
wriiten by Shakfpeare, becaule at that t:me, otber zecple wrote in the
Jame marrer!

Itis fcarcely worth obferving, that the orizinal publither ® had no-
thing to do with the reft of Shakfpeare’s works,  Dr. Johnion obferves

* The origiral owner of the capy was John Danter, who likewife
privited the firtt edition or Rerwer and Guliet in 1597, and is introduced
s a charatter in the R.tarr from DParsagusy &c. 1606, Strgvine.

the
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the coplto be as corre&, as other books of the time; and probably

tevifed by the author himfelf ; but furely Shakfpeare would not have
taken the greateft care about infisitely the worf of his performances!
‘Nothing more can be faid, except that it is printed by Hemiuge and Con-
dell in the g folio 1 but not to infift, that it had been contrary to their
fntereft to have rejefted any plsy, ufually call'd Shakfpeare’s, though
they might ksow it to be fpurious; it does not appear that their knoew-
Jedge is at all to be depended upon;j for it is certain, that in the firft
copres, they had iatirely omitted the play of Troilus and Creffide.

It has been faid, that this play was firft printed for G. Elves, 1594,
T have feen in an old catalogue of rales, &c. the hitory of Titus Asdro-
witase Farmxx.

1 have already given the reader a fpecimen of the changes made ia
this play by Ravenfcroft, who revived it with fucce(s in the year 1687 ;
and may add, that when the emprefs ftabs her child, he has fupplied
the Moor with the following lines ;

¢ She has out-done me, ev'n in mine own art,
¢ Ouat-done me in murder ; kill'd her own child s
¢ Give it me, I'll eat it.”

It rarely happens that a dramatic piece is altered with the fame fpirit
that it was written ; but Titus Amfnu’cu has undoubtedly fallen into
the hands of one whofe feclings were congenial with thofe of its original
author.

In the courfe of the notes on this performance, I have pointed out &
paflage or two, which, in my opinion, fufficiently prove it to have been
the work of one who wasd acquainted both with Greek and Roman
literature. It is likewife deficient in fuch internal marks as diftinguith
the tragedies of Shakfpeare from thofe of other writers; I mean, that
it prefents no ftruggles to introduce the vein of humour fo conftantly
interwoven with the bufinels of his ferious dramas. It caa neither
boaft of his ftriking exceliencies, nor his acknowledged defe@s; for it
offers not a fingle interefting fituation, a matural chara&er, or a ftring
of quibbles, from the firft fcene to the lat. That Shakfpeare fhould
have writtea without commanding our attention, moving our paffions,
or fporting with words, appears to me as improbable, as that he fhould
have ftudioufly avoided difiyllable and triffyllable terminations in this
play, and in no other,

Let it likewife be remembered that this piece was not publifhed with
the name of Shakfpeare, tili after his death, The quarto in 1612
s anonymous.

Could thz ufe of particular terms employed in no other of his picces,
be admitted as an argument that he was*not its author, more than one
of thefe might be found ; among which is paliiamens for robe, a Lati-
nifm which I have not met with elfewhere in any Englith writer, whe-
ther ancient or modern ; though it muft have originated from the
miat of a fcholar. I may add that Titus Androsicus will be found on
examination to centain a greater number of claffical allufions, &ae
than are fcattered over all the reft of the performaaces oo which the
* Ver. X. Hh feal
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feal of Shakfpeare is undubitably fixed.—=Not to write any mare el
and about this {ufpe@ed tbhﬁet me obferve that the glitter of a few

paffages in it has perhaps mifled the judgment of thofe who oughtt
have known that both fentiment and defcription _are more ecafily pro
duced than the interefting fabrick of atragedy. Without thefe advas-
tages, many plays have fucceeded; and many have failed, in whic
they have been dealt about with the moft lavith profufion. It does st
follow, that he who can carve a frieze with minutenefs, elegance, ad
eafe, has a conception equal to the extent, propriety, and grandew &
a temple, STXEVENS.

Dr. Johnfon is not quite accurate in what he has afferted concemiy
the feven fpurious plays, which the printer of the folio in 1663 in-
properly admitted ingo his volume. ' The name of Shakfpeare appean
only in the title-pages of four of them; Pericles, Sir Foba Oldcafin,
Tbe London Prodigal, and The Yorkfbire Tragedy.

To the word palliament meationed by Mr. Steevens in the preceding
note, may be added the words, accite, candidatus, and Jacred in the
fenfe of accurfed; and the following allufions, and fcfaps of Lty
which are found in this /lamentable tragedy :

Aq hateful as Cocytus mifty mouth—

More fern and bloody than the Centanrs® feaf,

The felf-fame gods that arm’d the queen of Troy
With oppertunity of thaip revenge

Upon the Tbracian tyrant io his teat.

~=But fafer isthis funeral pomp,

That hath afpir’d to Solon's bappisefs.

Why fuffer’#t thou thy fons unbury’d yet
To bover on the dreadful fpore of Styx #

‘The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax

That flew himfelf; and wife Laertes’ fon
Did gracioufly plead for his funeral,

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fallea afleep,
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet,

‘To bid Eneas tell the tale twice o'er,

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable.
Was it well done of rath Virginiss,

‘To flay his daughter with his own right hand ?
Belicve me, queen, your fwart Cimmerian
Doth make your honour of his body’s husee
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But fure fome Tereus hath deflowred thee, -
And, left thou fhould dete@ him, cut thy tongue,
That, I like the ftately Phebe "mong her nymphs,
Doft overfhine the gallant dames of Rome.

No man fhed tears for noble Mutius,

He lives in fame, that dy’d in virtue's caufer

1 tell you younglings, not Eaceladus,

With all bis threat*ning band of Typbow's brood,
Nor great Alcides, &c.

T'll dive into the hnn'ui lake below,

And pull her out of Acberon by the heels.

I come, Semiramis ; nay, barbarous Tamora.

And fafter bound to Aaron’s charming eyes,
Than is Promecbeus ty’d to Caucafs

Per Styga, per manes vebory==
Sit fas, aut nefas,—
manes fratrum facrifice his fleth.
Suum cuigue is our Roman jufice.
—Magne dominator poli,
Tam leatus audis fcelera P tam lentus wides ?
Integer vite, &c.
Terras Afireea reliquit.

Similar fcraps of Latin are found in the old play of King Jobs, and
i:;uny other of the dramatick pieces written by our authour’s prede~
cefors,

It muft prove a circumftance of confummate mortification to the
living criticks on Shakfpeare, as well as a difgrace on the memory of
thofe who have ceafed to comment and collate, when it fhall ap
from the fentiments of one of their own fraternity, (who cannot well
be fufpe@ed of afinine tafteleflnefs, or Gothic prepofieflions,) that we
have been all miftaken as to the merits and the authour of this play.
It is fcarce neceffary to obferve that the perfon exempted from thefe
fufpicions is 3)r. @apeil, who delivers his opinion concerning Tirus

dronicus in the following words: ¢¢ To the editor”s eye [i. e. his
own,] Shakfpeare flands confefs'd: the third a& in particular may be
read with admiration even by the moft delicate ; who, if they are not
without feelings, may chance to find themfelves touch’d by it with fuch
paffions as tragedy fhould excite, thatis,—terror and pity.”"=It were
injuftice not to remark that the grand and pathetick, circumftances ia
this third a?, which we are told canpot fail to sxcite fuch vehemens

Hha ‘ Wg
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emotions, are as follows.—T'itus lies down in the dirt.—Azroa ¢
off his hand..—Saturninus fends him the heads of his two fons, and his
own hand again, for a prefent.—His heroick brother Marcus kills
afly.

@r. Eapell may likewife claim the honout of lnvmg produced the
seww argament which Dr, Farmer meations in a preceding note.

Maroxx



THE
TRAGICALL HYSTORY
OF

ROMEUS AND JULIET:

Contayning in it a rare Example of true coNsTANCIE 3
With the fubtill Counfels and Pra&ices of an old
Fryer; and their ill Event.

Res et follicitl plena timoris amors



TO THE READER.

Amid the defert rockes the mountaine beare
Bringes forth unformd, unlyke herfelfe, her yonge,
Nought els but lumpes of flethe, withouten heare 3
In tra& of time, her often lycking tong
Geves them fuch fhape, as doth, ere long, delight
The lookers on ; or, when one dogge doth thake
With moofled mouth the joyntes too weake to fight,
Or, when upright he ftandeth by his ftake,
(A noblecreat!) or wylde in favage wood
A dofyn dogges one holdeth at a baye,
With gaping mouth and ftayned jawes with blood 3
Or els, when from the fartheft heavens, they
The lode-ftarres are, the wery pilates marke,
In ftormes to gyde to haven the tofled barke j—=
Right fo my mufe

HMath now, at length, with travell long, bronght forth
Her tender whelpes, her divers kindes of ftyle,
Such as they are, or nought, or little woorth,
Which carefull travell and a longer whyle
May better thape. The eldeft of them loe
Y offer to the ftake; my youthfull woorke,
‘Which one reprochefull mouth might overthrowe s
The reit, unlickt as yet, a whyle fhall lurke,
Tyll Tyme geve ftrength, to meete and match in fight,
With Slaunder's whelpes. Then fhall they tell of ftryfe,
Of noble trymphes, and deedes of martial might
And fhall geve rules of chaft and honett lyfe.
The whyle, I pray, that ye with favour blame,
Or rather not reprove the laughing game

Of this my mufe.

THE ARGUMENT.

Love hath inflamed twayne by fodayn fight,

And both do graunt the thing that both defyre ;

‘They wed in fhrift, by counfell of a frier;

Yong Romeus clymes fayre Juliets bower by night,

‘Three monthes he doth erjoy his cheefe delight :

By Tybalt’s rage provoked unto yre,

He payeth death to Tybalt (or his hyre,

A banitht man, he fcapes by fecret flight ¢

New mariage is offred to his wyfe ;

She drinkes a drinke that feemes to reve her breath § 4

‘They bury her, that fleping yet hath Iyfe.

Her huiband heares the tydinges of het death ;

He drinkes his bane ; and he, with Romgeus’ knyfe, . . -

Whea fhe awakes, ber felfe, alas | the fleaghe,  * R
. o ROMEU
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HERE is beyond the Alps a towne of ancient fame,
Where bright renoune yet fhineth cleare, Verona men it names
Bylt in an happy time, bylt on a fertyle foyle,
Jaynwincd by the heavenly fates, and by the townith toyle.

* In the preliminary note on Romeo and Fuliet 1 obferved that it
was founded on the Tragicall Hyflory of Romeus and fuliet, printed
in 1562. That picce being almoft as rare as a manufcript, I re-
printed it a few years ago, and fhall give it a place here as a proper
fupplement to the commentaries on this tragedy.

From the following lines in An Epitaph on the death of Maifier
Arthur Brooke drewsde in paffing to New-Haven, by George Tuber-
ville, [Epitapbes, Epigrammes, &c. 1567,] we learn that the former
was the authour of this poem

¢ Apollo lent him lute, for folace fake, .
¢ To found his verfe by touch of ftately firing,
¢¢ And of the never-fading baye did make
¢ A lawrell crowne, about his browes to cling,
¢ In proufe that he for myter did excell,
¢ As may be judge b‘ Fulyet and ber mate;
¢ For there he thewde his cunning pafling well,
¢¢ When he the tale to Englith did tranflate.
& But what? as he to forraigne realm was bound,
¢ With others moe his foveraigne queene to ferve,
¢ Amid the feas unluckie youth was drownd,
¢¢ More fpeedie death than fuch one did deferve.*

‘The original relater of this ftory was Luigi da Porto, a gentleman of
Vicenza, whodied in 1529. His novel did not appear till fome years
after his death; being firft printed at Venice, in o&avo, in 1535, under
the title of La Gialietta. In an epiftle prefixed to this work, which
is addrefled Alla belliffima e leggiadra Madonna Lucina Sahrgnana,
the authour gives the following account (probably a fiitious one)
of the manner in which he became acquainted with this ftory s

¢ As you yourfelf have feen, when heaven had not as yet levelled
againft me its whole wrath, in the fairfpring of my youth I devored
myfelf to the profeflion of arms, ard, following therein many brave
and valiant men, for fome years I ferved in your delightful country,
Frioli, through every part of avhich, in the courfe of my private fer-
vice, it was my duty t6 roam., I was ever accuftomed, when upon

© any expedition on horfeback,.to bring with me an_grcher of miney_
#whofe name. was Reregrino, a man about fifty years old, wel] prac~
tied in the thilitary dtt, a pleafans comipanion,-and, like simoft all
Mis.codntrymen of Verona, a great talker. This man was nof only
- e - Hhg - . .* abrave
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The fruitefull hilles above, the pleafant vales belowe,
‘The filver frcame with chanel depe, that through the towne doth &;
The ftore of fpringes that ferve for ufe, and eke for cafe,
And other moec commodities, which profit may and pleafe ;
Eke muny certayne fignes of thinges betyde of olde,
To fyll the houngry eyes of theic that curioufly behalde ;
Doe make this towne to be preferde above the reft
OfLombard townes, or, at the leaft, compared with the bef.
In which whyle Efcalus as prince alone did raygne,
To reache rewarde unto the good, to paye the lewde with payne,
Alas! 1 rewe to thinke, an heavy happe befell,
Which Boccice fkant, not my rude tange, were able foorth to tell.
Within my trembling hande my penne doth (hake for teare,
And, on my colde amazed head, vpright duth ftand my heare.
Be

a brave and experienced foldier, but of a gay and lively difpofitien
and, more perhaps than became his age, was for ever in love; aqu-
lity which gave a double value to his valour. Hence it was thatbe
delighted in relating the moft amufing novels, efpecially fuch as trested
of love, and this he did with more grace and with better arrangement
than any 1 have ever heard. It therefore chanced that, departieg
trom Gradifca, where I was quartered, and, with this archer and
two other of my fervants, travelling, perhaps impell’d by love, towaris
Udino, which route was then extremely folitary, and entirely ruined
and burned up by the war,~-wholly abforbed in thought, and riding &t
adiftance from the others, this Peregrino drawing near me, as one who
guefled my thoughts, thus addrefled me: ¢¢ Will you then for ever live
this melancholy life, becaufe a cruel and difdainful fair one does
not love you? though I now fpeak againft myfelf, yet, fince ad-
vice is eafier to give than to follow, 1 muft tell you, mafter of mine,
that, befides its being difgraceful in a man of your profeflion to remain
long in tke chains of love, almott all the ends to which he ccnduéts us
are fo replete with mifery, thatitis dangcrous to follow him. Andis
tetimony of whatI fay, if it fo pleafe you, I could relate a tranfaition
thachappencd in my native city, the recounting of which will render
the way lefs folitary and lefs difagreeable to us; and in this relation
you would perceive how two noble lovers were conduéted to a miferable
and pitsous death.—And now, upon my making him a fign of my
willingnefs toliften, he thus began.”

The phrafe, in the beginning of this paflage, wken beavcn bad et
as yet l.vcll:d againft wme its whole wrath, will be beft cxplained by
fome account of the authour, extralted from Crefcimbeni, Iforia della
Vulgar Pictay, Tov.pogu: ¢Luigi da Porto, a Vicentine, was, ia
¢ his youth, onaccount of his valour, made a leader in the Venetiaa
¢ army; but, fighting againit the Germans in Friuli, was fo wornd-
¢ ed, that he remained for a time wholly difabled, and afteywards lame
¢ and weak during his life ; on which account, quitting the profetiion
¢ of arms, he betook himfelf to letters,”” &« Maionz,
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But fith thee doeth commaunde, whofe heft I muft obeye,

In meorning verfe a woful chaunce to tell I will affaye,
Helpe, learned Pallas, helpe, ye Mufes with your art,

Help, all ye damned feends, to tell of joyes retournd to fmarts
Help cke, ye fifters three, my fkillefle peh tindyte,

For you it caufd, which T alas! unable am to wryte,

There were two auncient &ocks, which Fortune hygh did place
Above the reft, indewd with welth, and nobler of their race;
Lovd of the common forte, lovd of the prince alike,

And lyke unhappy were they both, when Fortune lift to firyke;
‘Whofe prayfe with equal blaft Fame in her trumpet blew ;

‘The one was clyped Capelet, and thother Mountague.

A wonted ufe it is, that men of likely forte,

(I wot not by what furye forsd) envye eache others porte.

So thefe, whofe egall ftate bred envyepale of hew,

And then of grudging envies roote blacke hate and rancor grew;
As of alictel fparke oft ryfeth mighty fyre,

So, of a kyndled fparke of grudge, in flames flath oute their eyre ¢
And then theyr deadly foode, firft hatchd of trifling fryfe,

Did bathe in bloud of fmarting woundes,—it reved brcth and lyfe.
Nolegendlye I tell ; fcarce yet theyr eyes be drye,

That did behold the grifly fight with wet and weeping eye.

But when the prudent prince who there the fcepter helde,

So great a new diforder in his commonweale behelde,

By jentyl meane he fought their choler to affwage,

And by perfwafion to appeafe their blameful furious rage ;

But both his woords and tyme the prince hath fpent in vayne,

So rooted was the inward hate, he loft his buyfy payne.

When frendly fage advife ne gentyll woords avayle,

By thondring threats and princely powre their courage gan he quayle
In hope that when he had the wafting flame fupprett,

1a time he fhould quyte quench the fparkethat boornd wichin their breft.

Mow whylft thefe kyndreds do remayne in this eftate,

And eche with outward frendly thew doth hyde his inward hate,

One Romeus, who was of race a Mountague,

Upon whofe tender chyn as yet no manlyke beard there grewe,

Whofe beauty and whofe fhape fo fasre the reft dyd ftayne,

That from the cheef of Veron youth he greateft fame dyd gayne,

Hath found a mayde fo fayre (he founde fo foul his happe)

Whofe beauty, fhape, and comely grace, did fo his heart entrappe,

‘That from his owne affayres his thought fhe did remove;

Onely he fought to honor her, to ferve her and to love.

‘To her he writeth oft, oft meflengers are fent,

At length, in hope of better fpede, himfelfc the lover went ;

Prefent to pleade for grace, which abfent was not founde,

And to difcover to her eye his new receaved wounde.

But fhe that frqm her youth was foftred evermore

With vertues foode, and taughtia fehole of wifdomes fkilfull lore, B
y



474 ROMEUS AND JULIET.

By aun(were did cutte off thaffections of his love,

‘That he no more occafion had fo vayne a fute to moves

So fterne (L was of chere, (for all the payne he tooke)

That, in reward of toyle, fhe wou'd not geve a frendly looke 3
And yet how much fhe did with conftant mind retyre,

So much the more his fervent minde was pricke fourth by defyre,
But when he, many monthes, hopelefs of his recure,

Had fe'ved her, who forced not what paynes he did endure,

At lengih he thought to leave Verona, and to prove

If chaunge of place might chaunge away his ill-beftowed love ;
And fpeaking to himfelfe, thus gan he make his moae :

¢ What bootcth me to love and ferve a fell unthankfull one,
Sith that my humble fute, and labour fowde in vayne,

Can reape none other fruite at all but fcorne and proude difdayne ?
What way fhe feckes to goe, the fame I fecke to runne,

But (he the path wherein I treade with fpedy flight doth fhunne.
I cannot live except that nere to her 1 be

She is ay beft content when the is fartheft of from me.

Wherefore henceforth | will farre from her take my flight 3
Perhaps, mine eye once banifhed by abfence from her fighe,

This tyre of myne, that by her plealant eyne is fed,

Shall little and little weare away, and quite at laft be ded.*®

But whileft he did decree this purpofe ftill to kepe,

A contrary repugnant thought fanke in his bieft fo depe,

That doutetul is he now which of the twayne is beft.

In fyghs, in teares, in plainte, in care, in forrow and unreft,

He moncs the daye, he wakes the long and werey nighe ;

So depe hath lcve, with pearcing hand, ygravd her bewty bright
Within his breit, and hath fo maftred quyte his hare,

That he of force mult yclde as thrall ;=no way is left to ftart,
He cannot staye his fteppe, but furth ftyll muft he ronne,

He languifheth and melts awaye, as fnowe agaynft the fonne.
His kyndred and alves do wonder what he ayles,

And eche of them in frendiy wyfe his heavy hap bewayles

But one emong the reft, the truitiet of his feeres,

Farre more taen he with countel fild, and ryper of his yeeres,
Gan fharply him rebuke ; fuch love to him he bare,

That he was fellow of his fmart, and partner ot his care,

¢ What meanft thou Rumeus, quoth he, what doting rage
Doth make thee thus confume away the beft part of thine age,
In feking her that fcornes, and hydss her from thy fight,

Not forfing all thy great expence, ne yer thy honor bright,

Thy teares, thy wretched lyfe, ne thire unfpotted truth,

Which are of fcrce, I weene, to move the hardeft hart to ruthe ?
Now, for our frendfhips (ake, and for thy health, I pray '
That thou hercefoorth become thine owne ;—O give no more away
Unto a thankles wight thy pretious free eftate: . :
1 that thou lovelt fuca 2 one thou feemft thy felf to hate. : '

.. . or |
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For fhe doth love els where, and then thy time is lorne ;
Or els (what booteth thee to fue ?) Loves court the hath forfworne.
Both yong thou art of yeres, and high in Fortunes grace s
‘What man is better thapd than thou? who hath a fweeter face ?
By painfull ftudies meane great learning haft thou wonne,
‘Thy parents have none other heyre, thou art theyr onely fonne,
‘What greater greefe, trowft thou, what woful dedly {mart,
Should fo be able to diftraine thy feely fathers hart,
As in his age to fee thee plonged deepe in vice,
‘When greateft hope he hath to heare thy vertues fame arife ?
‘What fhall thy kinfmen think, thou caufe of all their ruthe ?
‘Thy dedly foes doe laugh to fkorne thy yll-employed youth.
‘Wherefore my counfell is, that thou henceforth beginne
‘To knowe and fiye the errour which to Jong thou liv-dft in,
Remove the veale of love that kepes thine eyes fo blynde,
‘That thou ne canft the ready path of thy forefathers fynde.
But if unto thy will fo much in thrall thou art,
Yet in fome other place beftowe thy witles wandring hart.
Choofe out fome woorthy dame, her honor thou, and ferve,
‘Who will give care to thy complaint, and pitty ere thou ftesve,
But fow no more thy paynes in fuch a barraine (oyle
A= yelds in harveft time no crop, in recompence of toyle.
Ere long the townith dames together will refort,
Some one of beauty, favour, thape, and of fo lovely porte,
‘With fo faft fixed eye perhaps thou may#t beholde,
‘That thou fhalt quite forget thy love and paffions paft of olde.”
‘The yong mans liftning eare receivd the holfome founde,
And reafons truth y-planted (o, within his heade had grounde;
‘That now with healthy coole y.tempred is the heate,
And piece meale weares away the greefe that erft his heart did freate,
‘To his approved frend a folemne othe he plight,
At every fealt y-kept by day, and banquet made by night,
At pardons in the churche, at games in open ftreate,
And cvery where he would refort where ladies wont to mete ;
Eke thould his favage heart like all indifterently,
For he would vew and judge them all with unallured eye.
How happy had he been, had he not been forfworne |
But twice a8 bappy had he been, had he been never borne,
For ere the moone could thrife her watted hornes renew,
Falfe Fortune caft for him, poore wretch, a mifchiefe newe to brewes
The wery winter nightes reftore the Chriftmas games,
And now the fefon doth invite to banquet townith d
And fyrt in Capels houfe, the chiefe of all the kyn
Sparth for no coft, the wonted ufe of banquets to begin.
No lady fayre or fowle was in Verona towne,
No knightor gentelman of high or lowe renowne,
But Capilet himfelfe hath bytl unto his feaft,
Or, by his name in paper fent, appointeg as 2 geath

Yong
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Yong damfels thither flocke, of bachelers a rowte,

Not fo much for the banquets fake, as bewties to ferche outs

But not a Montagew would enter at his gate,

(Fur, as you heard, the Capilets and they were at debate)

Save Romeus, and he in mafke, with hydden face,

The fupper done, with ather five did preafe into the place.

When they had mafkd a while with dames in courtly wife,

All did unmafke ; the reft did thew them to theyr ladies eyes 3

But bathtull Rumcus with thamefaft face forfooke

‘The open preate, and him withdrew into the chambers nooke.

But brighier than the funne the waxen torches fhone,

‘T'hat, maugre what he could, he was efpyd of every one,

But of the women cheefe, theyr gafing eyes that threwe,

T'o woonder at his fightly fhape, and bewties fpotles hewe ;

With which the heavens him had and nature fo bede&,

That ladies. thought the fayreft dames, were fowle in his refpe&,

And in theyr head befyde an other woonder rofe,

How he dur:t put himfelfe in throng among fo many foess

Of courage ftoute they thought his cumming to procede,

And women love an hardy hart, as 1 in ftories rede.

The Capilets difdayne the prefence of theyr foe,

Yet they fuoprefle theyr ftyred yre ; the caufe 1 doe not knowe :

Perhaps tofirud theyr geftes the courteous knights are loth;

Perhaps they itay from fharpe revenge, dreadyng the princes wroth;

Perhaps for that they thamd to exercife theyr rage

Within their houfe, gainft one alone, and him of tender age.

They ufe no taunting talke, ne harme him by theyr deede,

They neyther fay, what makft thou here, ne yet they fay, God fpecle.

So that hc frecly might the ladies view at cafe,

And they alfo behelding him their chaunge of fanfies pleafe s

Which Nature had hym taught to doe with fuch a grace,

That there was none but joyed at his being there in place.

With upright beame he wayd the beauty of eche dame,

And judgd who beft, and who next her, was wrought in natures frame.

At length he faw a mayd, right fayre, of perfeét thape,

(Which Thefeus or Paiis would have chofen to their rape)

Whom erft he never fawe; of all the pleafde him moft ;

Within himfelte he fayd to her, thou juitly mayft thee bofte

Of perfet fhapes renowne and beauties founding prayfe,

Whofe like ne hath, ne fhail be fcene, ne liveth in our dayes.

And whilft he fixd on her his pastiall perced eye,

His former love, for which ot late he ready was to dye,

Is nowe as quite forgotte as it had never been:

The pruverbe faith, unminded oft are they that are unfeene.

Aud as out of a planke a nayle a nayle doth drive,

8o novel love out of the minde the auncient love doth rive.

This fodain kindled fyre in time is wox fo great,

That only death and both theyr blouds might quench the fiery lle;vkho
[ ]
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When Romeus faw himfelfe in this new tempett toft,
Where both was hope of pleafant port, and daunger to be loft,
He doubtefull fkafely knew what countenance to keepe ;
In Lethics floud his wonted flames were quenchd and drenched deepe.
Yea he forgets himfelfe, ne is the wretch fo bolde
To afke her name that without force hath him in bondage folde
Ne how tunloofe his bondes doth the poore foole devife,
But onely feeketh by her fight to feede his houngry eyes;
Through them he fwalloweth downe loves fweete empoyfonde baite s
How furely are the wareles wrapt by thofe that lye in wayte |
So is the poyfon fpred throughout his bones and vaines,
That in a while (alas the while) it hafteth deadly paines.
Whilft Juliet, for fo this gentle damfell hight,
From fyde to fyde on every one dyd caft about her fight,
At laft her floting eyes were ancored faft on him,
‘Who for her fake dyd banith health and fredome from eche limmes
Hein her fight did feeme to paffe the reft, as farre
As Phabus thining beames do paife the brightnes of a ftarre,
In wayte laye warlike Love with goiden bowe and fhaft,
And to his eare with fteady hand the bowftring up he rafts
Til now fhe had efcapde his tharpe inflaming darte,
“Till now he lifted not aflaulte her yong and tender hart.
His whettcd arrow loofde, fo touchd her to the quicke,
‘That through the eye it ftrake the bart, and there the hedde did @ticke.
1t booted not to ftrive.  For why P—the wanted ftrength ;
The weaker aye unto the firong, of force, muft yeld at length,
The pomps now of the feaft her heart gyns to defpyfe ;
And onely joyeth whan her eyen meete with her lovers eyes,
en theyr new fmitten heartes had fed oa loving gleames,
Whilft, pafling too and fro theyr eyes, y-mingled wese theyr beames,
Eche of thefe lovers gan by others lookes to knowe,
‘That freadfhip in theyr breft had roote, and both would have it grows
When thus in both theyr harts had Cupide made his breache,
And eche of them had fought the meane to end the warre by fpeach,
Dame Fortune did affent, theyr purpofe to advaunce.
With torch in hand a comely knight did fetch her foorth to daunce §
8he quit herfelfe fo well and with fo trim a grace
‘That fhe the cheefe prayfe wan that night from all Verona saces
“The whilft our Romeus a place had warely woane,
Nye to the feate where the mutt fit, the daunce once beyng donne,
Fayre l[uliet tourned to her chayre with pleafant cheere,
And glad the was her Romeus approched was fo neese.
At thone fyde of her chayre her lover Romeo,
And on the other (yde there fat one cald Mcrcutio ;
A courtier that eche where was highly had in price,
For he was coorteous of his fpeeche, and pleafant of devife,
Even as a lyon would emong the lambes be bolde,
Such was cmong the badbful maydgs Mercutio to beholde. Witk
¢ ’ ) !
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With frendly gripe he ceafd fayre Juliets fnowifh hand:
A gyft he had, that Natuie gave him in his fwathing band,
That frofen mountayne yfe was never halfe (o culd,
As were his handes, though nere fo neere the fire he did them bold,
As fr0n as had the knight the virgins right hand raughe,
Within his trembling hand her left hathloving Romeus caughts
For he wift well himfelfe for her abode moit payne,
And well he witt fhe lovd him bef, unlcfs the 1ift o fayne.
Then the with flender hand his tender palm hath prest;
‘What joy, trow you, was graffed fo in Romeus cloven beeft ?
‘The fodayne {weete delight hath ftopped quite his tong,
Ne can he clame of her fiil right, ne crave redreffe of w.
But fhe efpyd ftraight waye, by chaunging of his hewe
¥rom pale to red, from red to pale, and fo from pale anewe,
‘That vehment love was caufe why fo his tong did flay,
And fo much more fhe longd to heare what Love could teach him fiyn
‘When fhe had longed long, and he long held his peace,
And her defyre of hearing him by fylence did increafe,
At laft, with trembling voyce and fhamefaft chere, the mayde
Unto her Romeus tournde her felfe, and thus to him fhe aydes

¢ O blefled be the time of thy arrivall here ! "’
But ere flie could (peake forth the reft, to her Love drewe fo nere,
And fo within her mouth her tongue he glewed faft,
‘That no one woord could fcape her more then what already patts
In great contented eafe the yong man ftraight is rapt:
‘What chaunce (quoth he) unware to me, O lady mine, is hapts,
‘That geves you worthy caufe my cumming here to blefle ?
Fayre Juliet was come agayne unto her felfe by this 3
Fyrft ruthtully fhe lookd, then fayd with fmyling cheeres
¢ Mervayle no whit, my heartes delight, my only knight and feery
Mercutios yfy hande had all to-frofen myne,
And of thy goodnefs thou agayne haft warmed it with thyne,”™
Whereto with ftayed brow gan Romeus replye :
¢ If fo the Gods have graunted me fuche favor fiom the fkye,
‘That by my veing here fome fervice I have donne
‘That pleafeth you, I am as glad as I a realme had wonne.
O wel-beftowed tyme that hath the happy hyre,
‘Which I woulde wifh if I might have my withed hart*s defire {
For I of God woulde crave, as pryfe of payaes forpaft,
‘To ferve, obey, and honor you, fo long as lyfe thall lafts
As proofe fhall teache you playne, if that you like to trye
His faltles truth, that nill for ought unto his lady lye,
But if my touched hand have warmed yours fome dele,
Affure your felfe the heate is colde which in your hand you fels,
Compard to fuche quicke fparks and glowing furious gleade,
As from your bewties pleafant eyne Love caufed to proceade;
Which have to fet on fyre eche feling parte of myne,
That lo! my mynde docth melt awaye, my utwgzd parts do pyne. Asi

B J
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And, but you helpe all whole, to athes thall Itoorne;
‘Wherefore, alas ! have ruth on him, whom you do force to boorne.*®
Even with his ended tale, the torches-daunce had ende,
And Juliet of force muft part from her new-chofen frend.
His hand fhe clafped hard, and all her partes dyd fhake,
‘When layfureles with whifpring voyce thus did fhe aunfwer makes
¢ You arc no more your owne, deare frend, then I am yours;
My honour fav'd, preft tobey your will, while life endures,”
Lo! here the lucky lot that fild true lovers finde,
Eche takes away the others hart, and leaves the owne behinde.
A happy life is love, if God graunt from above
‘That hart with hart by even waight do make exchaunge of love.
But Romeus gone from her, his hart for care is colde ;
He hath forgot to atk her name, that hath his hart in holde,
With forged careles cheere, of one he feckes to knowe,
Both how the hight,and whence fhe camme, that him enchaunted (o,
80 hath helearnd her name, and knowth fhe is no geaft,
Her father was a Capilet, and mafter of the feaft.
“Phus hath his foe in choyfe to geve him life or death,
‘That fcarcely can his wofull breft keepe in the lively breath,
Wherefore with pitious plaint feerce Fortune doth he blame,
‘That in his ruth and wretched plight doth feeke her laughing games
And he reproveth love cheefe caufe of his unreft,
‘Who eafe and freedome hath exilde out of his youthfull brefts
Twife hath he made him ferve, hopeles of his rewarde 3
Of both the ylles to choofe the lefle, I weene, the choyfe were harde,
Fyrft to a ruthles one he made him fue for grace,
And now with fpurre he forceth him to ronne an endles race.
Amid thefe ftormy feas one ancor doth him holde,
He ferveth not a cruell one, as he had done of olde §
And therefore is content and choofeth fill to ferve,
‘Though hap thould fweure that guerdonles the wretched wight thould
ferve.
‘The lot of Tantalus is, Romeus, like to thine;
For want of foode, amid his foode, the myfer ftill doth pyne.
As carefull was the mayde what way were beft devife,
To learne his name that ntertaind her in fo gentle wife ;
Of whom her hart receivd fo depe, fo wyde, a wound.
An ancient dame fhe calde to her, and in her eare gan roundes
th- old dame in her youth had urft her with her mylke,
ith flender dedel taught her fow, and how to fpyn with fylke.)
What twayne are thofe, quoth the, which preafe unto the doore,
‘Whofe pages in their hand do beare two torches light before ?
And then, as eche of them had of his houthold name,
80 the him namd.—Yetonce again the youngand wyly dame :eme
¢¢ And tell me who is he with vyforin his hand,
‘That yonder dooth in mafking weede befyds the window fand.”
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His name is Romeus, faid fhee, a Montagewe,
Whofe fathers pryde firft ftyrd the ftryfe which both your houfholds rewa
‘T he word of Montagew her joyes did overthrow,
And ftraight inftead of happy hope defpayre began to growe.
What hap have I, quoth the, to love my fathers foe ?
What, am 1 wery of my wele? what, doe I wyth my woe ?
But though hergrevoufe paynes diitraind her tender hare,
Yet with an outward thow of joye the cloked inward fmart ; f
And of the courtlike dames her leave (o courtly tooke,
That none did geife the fodein chabge by changing of her looke,
‘Then at her mothers heft to chamber fhe her hyed,
So wel the faynde, mother ne nors the hidden harme defcride.
But when fhe thoulde have flept as wont fhe was in bed,
Not half a wynke of quyet flepe could harber in her hed ;
For loe, an hugy heape of divers thoughtes arife,
‘That reft have banifht from ber hart, and flumber from her eyes,
And now from fyde to fyde fhe tofleth and the turnes,
And now for feare the fhevereth, and now for love the burnes,
And now the lykes her choyfe, and now her choyfe fhe blames,
And gow eche houre within her head a thoufand fanfyes frames,
Sometime in mynde to ftop amyd her courfe begonne,
Sometime fhe vowes, what fo betyde, that tem, race to roane.
‘Thus dangers dred and love within the mayden fought 3
The fight was feerfe, continuyng long by their contrary
In tourning mafe of love fhe wandreth too 20d fro,
Then ftandeth doutful what to doo; laft, overpreft with woe,
How fo her fanfies ceafe, her teares did never blin,
. With heavy cheere and wringed hands thus doth her plaiat begine
¢ Ah filly foole, quoth the, y-cought in foottill fnare |
Ah wretched wench, bewrapt in woe! ah caytife clad with care!
Whence come thefc wandring thoughts to thy unconftant breft,
By ftraying thus from raifons lore, that reve thy wontett red ? .
What if his futtel brayne to fayne have taught his tong,
And fo the fnake that lurkes in graffe thy tender hart hath flong ?
What if with trendly (peache the traytor lye in wagtt,
As oft the poyfond hooke is hid, wrapt in the pleafant bayte ?
Oft under cluke of truth hath Falthood fervd her luft ;
And toornd their honor into thame, that did to flightly truft,
‘What, was not Dido fo, a crowned queene, defamd ?
And ke, for fuch an heynous cryme, have men not Thefeus blamd ?
A thouland ftories more, to teache me to beware,
In Boccace ard in Ovids bookes too plainely written are.
Perhaps, the great revenge he cannot woorke by ftreagth,
- By futtel fleight (my honour ftaynd) he hopes to woorke at leagth,
So fhall I feexe to find my fathers foe, his game;
So (I defylde) Report fhall take her trompe of blacke defame,
Whence the with puffed cheeke thall blowe a blsft fo fhrill .
©Of my difprayfe, that with the noyfc Verona fhall the fill,
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Then 1, a laughing ftocke through all the towne becomme,
Shail hide my felfe, but not my thame, within an hollowe toombe.’*
Straight underneath her foote the treadeth ia the duft
Her troblefom thought, as wholly vaine, y-bred of fond diftruft,
¢¢ No, no, by God above, I wot it well, quoth (hee,
Although I rafhely fpake before, in no wife can it bee,
‘That where fuch perfet thape with pleafant bewty reftes,
‘Thers crooked craft and trayfon blacke thould be appoynted geftes.
Sage writers fay, the thoughts are dwelling in the eyne;
‘Then fure I am, as Cupid raignes, that Romeus is myne.
‘The tong the meflenger eke call they of the mynd ;
So that I fee he loveth me :=—=(hall I then be unkynd ?
His faces rofy hew I faw full oft to fecke;
And ftraight again it flathed foorth, and fpred in eyther cheeke.
His fixed heavenly eyne that through me quyte did perce
His thoughts unto my hart, my thoughts thei femed to rehearces
‘What ment his foltring tunge in telling of his tale ?
‘The trimbling of his joynts, and eke his cooler waxen pale ?
And whilt] ta