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Wife for a Month;

A
TRAGI-COMEDY.

Persons Represented in the Play.

Alphonso, King of Naples, elder
Brother to Frederick.

Frederick, unnatural and libidinous
Brother to Alphonso, and usurper
of his Kingdom.

Sorano, a Lord, Brother to Evanthe,
Frederick's wicked instrument.
Valerio, a nobleyoung Lord, servant

to Evanthe.

Camillo, .

Cleanthes, ]ihree honest Court Lords.

Menallo,

Rugio, an honest Lord, friend to
Alphonso.

Marco, a Frier, Alphonso'j/r/"W.

Podramo, a necessary creature to
Sorano.

cupid, ' } with other Masquers.

Goates, King Frederick™ Knavishfool.

Castruccio, Captain of the Cittadcl,
an honest man.

Citizens.

Lawyer.

Physician.

Captain.

Cut-purse.

Fool.

Attendants.

WOMEN.

Queen, Wife to Frederick, a -vertuous
Lady.

Evanthe, Sster to Sorano, the chaste
Wife of Vaerio, or a Wife for a
Month.

Cassandra, an old Bawd, Waiting-
woman to Evanthe.

Ladies.

City-Wives.
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Joseph  Taylor.
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_Nicholas Toolie.
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A WIFE FOR A MONTH ACT I

Actus Primus. Scena Prima.

Enter King Frederick, Sorano, Valerio, Camirlo,
Cleanthes, Menallo, and Attendants.

So L your Grace speak ?
Fre. Let me aone, Sorano,
Although my thoughts seem sad, they are welcome to me.
Sor.  You know | am private as your secret wishes,
Ready to fling my soul upon your service,
E're your command be on't.
Fre. Bid those depart.
Sor.  You must retire my Lords.
Cam. What new design Is hammering in his head now ?
Cle. Let's pray heartily
None of our heads meet with it, my Wife's old,
That's al my comfort.
Men. Mine's ugly, that | am sure on,
And | think honest too, 'twould make me start else.
Cam. Ming's troubled in the Country with a Feaver,
And some few infirmities else; he looks again,
Come let's retire, certain 'tis some she-business,
This new Lord is imployed.
Val. I'le not be far off, because | doubt the cause.  [Ex.
Fre. Are they al gone?
Sor.  All but your faithful Servant.
Fre. | would tell thee,
But 'tis a thing thou canst not like. (Sir:
Sor. Pray ye speak it, is it my head? | have it ready for ye,
Ist any aftion in my power ? my wit ?
| care not of what nature, nor what follows.
Fre. |1 am in love.
Sor.  That's the least thing of a thousand,
The easest to atchieve.
Fre. But with whom, Sorano ?
Sor.  With whom you please, you must not 'be deny'd, Sir.
Fred. Say it be with one of thy Kinswomen.
Sor.  Say withal,
| shall more love your Grace, | shaII more honour ye,
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And would | had enough to serve your pleasure.
Fred. Why 'tis thy Sister then, the fair Evanthe,
I'le be plain with thee.
Sor. I'ie be as plain with you, Sir,
She brought not her perfections to the world,
To lock them in a case, or hang 'em by her,
The use is all she breeds 'em for, she is yours, Sir.
Fred. Dost thou mean seriously ?
Sor. | mean my Sister,
And if | had a dozen more, they were al yours:
Some Aunts | have, they have been handsome Women,
My Mother's dead indeed, and some few Cousins
That are now shooting up, we shall see shortly.
Fred. No, 'tis Evanthe.
Sor. | have sent my man unto her,
Upon some business to come presently
Hither, she shall come; your Grace dare spesk unto her ?
Large golden promises, and sweet language, Sir,
You know what they work, she is a compleat Courtier,
Besides I'le st in.
Fred. She waits upon my Queen,
What jealousie and anger may arise,
Incensing her ?
Sor.  You have a good sweet Lady,
A Woman of so even and still a temper,
She knows not anger; say she were a fury,
| had thought you had been absolute, the great King,
The fountain of all honours, plays and pleasures,
Your will and your commands unbounded aso;
Go get a pair of Beads and learn to pray, Sir.

Enter Servant.

Ser. My Lord, your servant stayes.
Sor.  Bid him come hither, and bring the Lady with him.
Fred. | will woo her,
And either lose my self, or win her favour.
Sor. She is coming in.
Fred. Thy eyes shoot through the door,
They are so piercing, that the beams they dart
Give new light to the room.

A2 3



A WIFE FOR A MONTH ACT |

Enter Podramo and Evanthe.

Evan. Whither dost thou go ?

This is the Kings side, and his private lodgings,
What business have | here ?

Pod. My Lord sent for ye.

Evan. His lodgings are below, you are mistaken,
We left them at the stair-foot.

Pod. Good sweet Madam.

Evan. | am no Counsellor, nor important Sutor,
Nor have no private business through these Chambers,
To seek him this way, o' my life thou art dunk,

Or worse than drunk, hir'd to convey me hither
To some base end; now | look on thee better,
Thou hast a bawdy face, and | abhor thee,

A beastly bawdy face, I'le go no further.

Sor.  Nay shrink not back, indeed you shal good Sister,
Why do you blush ? the good King will not hurt ye,
He honours ye, and loves ye.

Evan. Is this the business ?

Sor. Yes and the best you ever will arrive at if you be wise.

Evan. My Father was no bawd, Sir,

Nor of that worshipful stock as | remember.

Sor. [You] are a Fool.

Evan. You are that | shame to tell ye

Fred. Gentle Evanthe,

Evan. The gracious Queen, Sir,

Is well and merry, Heaven be thanked for it,
And as | think she waits you in the Garden.

Fre. Let her wait there, | talk not of her Garden,
| tak of thee sweet Flower.

Evan. Your Grace is pleasant,

To mistake a Nettle for a Rose.

Fre. No Rose nor Lilly, nor no glorious Hyacinth
Are of that sweetness, whiteness, tenderness,

Softness, and satisfying blessedness
As my Evanthe.

Evan. Your Grace speaks very feelingly,
| would not be a handsome wench in your way, Sir,
For a new Gown.

4
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Fred. Thou art all handsomness,
Nature will be asham'd to frame another
Now thou art made, thou hast rob'd her of her cunning :
Each several part about thee is a beauty.
Sor. Do you hear this Sister ?
Evan. Yes unworthy Brother, but al this will not do.
Fred. But love Evanthe.
Thou shalt have more than words, wealth, ease, and honours,
My tender Wench.
Evan. Be tender of my credit,
And | shal love you, Sir, and | shall honour ye.
Fred. | We thee to enjoy thee, my Evanthe,
To give thee the content of love.
Evan. Hold, hold. Sir, ye are too fleet,
| have some business this way, your Grace can ner content.
Sor.  You stubborn toy.
Evan. Good my Lord Bawd | thank ye.
Fre. Thou shalt not go believe me, sweet Evanthe,
So high | will advance thee for this favour,
So rich and potent | will raise thy fortune,
And thy friends mighty.
Evan. Good your Grace be patient,
| shall make the worst honourable wench that ever was,
Shame your discretion, and your choice.
Fred. Thou shalt not.
Evan. Shal | be rich do you say, and glorious,
And shine above the rest, and scorn al beauties,
And mighty in command ?
Fred. Thou shalt be any thing.
Eva. Let me be honest too, and then I'le thank ye.
Have you not such a title to bestow too ?
If | prove otherwise, | would know but this, Sir;
Can dl the power you have or al the riches,
But tye mens tongues up from discoursing of me,
Their eyes from gazing at my glorious folly,
Time that shall come, from wondering at my impudence,
And they thkt read my wanton life from curses?
Can you do this? have ye this Magick in ye ?
This is not in your power, though you be a Prince, Sir,
No more than evil is in holy Angels,
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Nor I, | hope: get wantonness confirm'd
By Aft of Parliament an honesty,

And so receivd by dl, I'e hearken to ye
Heaven guide your Grace.

Fred, Evanthe, stay a little,

Ile no more wantonness, I'le marry thee.

Evan. What shall the Queen do ?

Fred. Fie be divorced from her.

Eva. Can you tell why ? what has she done against ye ?
Has she contrived a Treason 'gainst your Person ?
Abusd your bed ? does disobedience urge ye?

Fred. That's al one, 'tis my will.

Evan. 'Tis a most wicked one,

A most absurd one, and will show a Monster ;

| had rather be a Whore, and with less sin,

To your present lust, than Queen to your injustice.
Yours is no love, Faith and Religion fly it,

Nor has no taste of fair affeftion in it

Some Hellish flame abuses your fair body,

And Hellish furies blow it; look behind ye,
Divorce ye from a Woman of her beauty,

Of her integrity, her piety ?

Her love to you, to dl that honours ye,

Her chaste and vertuous love, are these fit causes?
What will you do to me, when | have cloy'd ye ?
You may find time out in eternity,

Deceit and violence in heavenly Justice,

Life in the grave, and death among the blessed,
Ere stain or brack in her sweet reputation.

Sor.  You have fool'd enough, be wise now, and a woman,
You have shew'd a modesty sufficient,

If not too much for Court.

Evan. You have shew'd an impudence,

A more experienc'd bawd would blush and shake at;
You will make my kindred mighty.

Fred. Prethee hear me.

Evan. | do Sir, and | count it a great offer.

Fred. Any of thine.

Evan. 'Tis like enough you may clap honour on them,
But how 'twill sit, and how men will adore it

6
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Is still the question. I'le tell you what they'l say, Sir,
What the report will be, and 'twill be true too,
And it must needs be comfort to your Master,
These are the issues of her impudence :
I'le tell your Grace, so dear | hold the Queen,
So dear that honour that she nursd me up in,
| would first take to me, for my lust, a Moor,
One of your Galy-daves, that cold and hunger,
Decrepit misery, had made a mock-man,
Than be your Queen.
Fred. You are bravely resolute.
Evan. | had rather be a Leper, and be shun'd,
And dye by pieces, rot into my grave,
Leaving no memory behind to know me,
Than be a high Whore to eternity.
Fre. You have another Gamester | perceive by ye,
You durst not slight me else
Sor. Tie find him out,
Though he lye next thy heart hid, Fie discover him,
And ye proud peat, Fie make you curse your insolence.
VaL Tongue of an Angel, and the truth of Heaven,
How am 1 blest ! [Exit Val.
Sor. Podramo go in hast
To my Sisters Gentlewoman, you know her well,
And bid her send her Mistris presently
The lesser Cabinet she keeps her Letters in,
And such like toyes, and bring it to me instantly. Away.
Pod. | am gone. [ Exit.

Enter the Queen with two Ladies.

Sor. The Queen.
Fred. Let's quit the place, she may grow jealous.
[Ex. Fred. Sorano.
Queen. So suddenly departed ! what's the reason ?
Does my approach displease his Grace ? are my eyes
So hateful to him ? or my conversation
Infefted, that he flies me ? Fair Evanthe,
Are you there? then | see his shame.
Evan. 'Tis true, Madam,
'Thas pleasd his goodness to be pleasant with me.
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Que. Tis strange to find thy modesty in this place,
Does the King offer fair ? does thy face take him ?
Ner blush Evanthe, 'tis a very sweet one,

Does he rain gold, and precious promises
Into thy lap ? will he advance thy fortunes?
Shalt thou be mighty, Wench ?
Evan, Never mock, Madam ;
‘Tis rather on your part to be lamented,
At least revengd, | can be mighty Lady,
And glorious too, glorious and great, as you are.

QueHewill Marrythee?

EEvan. Who would not be a Queen, Madam ?

Que. 'Tis true Evanthe 'tis a brave ambition,

A golden dream, that may delude a good mind,
What shall become of me ?

Evan. You must learn to pray,

Your age and honour will become a Nunnery.

Que. Wilt thou remember me ? [ Weeps,

Evan. She weeps. Sweet Lady
Upon my knees | ask your sacred pardon,

For my rude boldness: and know, my sweet Mistris,
If €re there were ambition in Evanthe,

It was and is to do you faithful duties ;

‘Tis true | have been tempted by the King,

And with no few and potent charms, to wrong ye,
To violate the chaste joyes of your bed ;

And those not taking hold, to usurp your state;
But she that has been bred up under ye,

And daily fed upon your vertuous precepts,

Still growing strong by example of your goodness,
Having no errant motion from obedience,

Flyes from these vanities, as meer illusions;

And arm'd with honesty, defies all promises.

In token of this truth, | lay my life down

Under your sacred foot, to do you service.

Que. Rise my true friend, thou vertuous bud of beality,
Thou Virgins honour, sweetly blow and flourish,
And that rude nipping wind, that seeks to blast thee,
Or taint thy root, be curst to al posterity;

To my protection from this hour | take ye,

8
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Yes and the King shall know—
Evan. Give his heat way, Madam,
And 'twill go out again, he may forget al. [Exeunt.

Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menalo.

Cam. What have we to do with the times? we cannot cure
Let 'em go on, when they are swoln with Surfeits ('em
They'l burst and stink, then al the world shall smell 'em.

Cle. A man may live a bawd, and be an honest man.

Men. Yes, and a wise man too, 'tis a vertuous calling.

Cam. To his own Wife especialy, or to his Sister,
The nearer to his own bloud, still the honester ;

There want such honest men, would we had more of 'em.

Men. To be a villain is no such rude matter.

Cam. No, if he be a neat one, and a perfeft,

Art makes al excellent: what is it, Gentlemen,
In a good cause to kill a dozen Coxcombs,
That blunt rude fellows call good Patriots ?
Nothing, nor ner look'd after.

Men. 'Tis €en asmuch, as easie too, as honest, and as clear,
To ravish Matrons, and deflower coy Wenches,

But here they are so willing, 'tis a complement.

Cle. To pull down Churches with pretension
To build 'em fairer, may be done with honour,

And al this time believe no gods. (angers,

Cam. | think 0, 'tis faith enough if they name 'em in their
Or on their rotten Tombs ingrave an Angel;

Well, brave Alphonso, how happy had we been,
If thou had'st raign'd !
Men. Would | had his Disease,
Tyed like a Leprosie to my posterity,
So he were right again.

Cle. What is his Malady?

Cam. Nothing but sad and silent melancholy,

Laden with griefs and thoughts, no man knows why neither;
The good Brandino Father to the Princess

Used al the art and industry that might be,

To free Alphonso from this dull calamity,

And seat him in his rule, he was his eldest

And noblest too, had not fair nature stopt in him,
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For which cause this was chosen to inherit,
Frederick the younger.
Cle. Does he use his Brother
With that respect and honour that befits him ?
Cam. He is kept privately, as they pretend,
To give more eae and comfort to his sickness;
But he has honest servants, the grave Rugio,
And Fryar Marco, that wait upon his Person.
And in a Monastery he lives.
Men. Tis full of sadness,
To see him when he comes to his Fathers Tomb,
As once a day that is his Pilgrimage,
Whilst in Devotion, the Quire sings an Anthem :
How piously he knedls, and like a Virgin
That some cross Fate had cozen'd of her Love,
Weeps till the stubborn Marble sweats with pity,
And to his groans the whole Quire bears a Chorus.

Enter Frederick, Sorano, with the Cabinet, and Podramo.

Cam. So do | too. The King with his Contrivers,
This is no place for us. [Exeunt Lords.
Fred. This is a jewel,
Lay it aside, what paper's that ?
Pod. A Letter,
But 'tis a womans, Sir, | know by the hand,
And the false Orthography, they write old Saxon.
Fred. May be her ghostly Mother's that instructs her.
Sor.  No, ‘tis a Cousins, and came up with a great Cake.
Fred. What's that ?
Sor. A pair of Gloves the Dutchess gave her,
For so the outside says.
Fred. That other paper ? (Saints and Crosses.
Sor. A Charm for the tooth-ach, here's nothing but
Fre. Look in that Box, methinks that should hold secrets.
Pod. 'Tis Paint, and curls of Hair, she begins to exercise.
A glass of Water too, | would fain taste it,
But | am wickedly afraid 'twill silence me,
Never a Conduit-Pipe to convey this water.
Sor.  These are dl Rings, Deaths-heads, and such Memento's
Her Grandmother, and worm-eaten Aunts left to her,

10
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To tell her what her Beauty must arrive at.

Fred. That, that. (Ladies;
Pod. They are written songs, Sir, to provoke young

Lord, heré's a Prayer-Book, how these agree !

Here's a strange union. (Patient.
Sor. Ever by a surfeit you have a julep set to cool the
Fred. Those those.

Sor.  They are Verses to the blest Evanthe.
Fred. Those may discover,
Read them out, Sorano.

To the blest Evanthe.

Let those complain that feel Loves cruelty,
And in sad legends write their woes,
With Roses gently has coretted me,
My War is without rage or blows :
My Mistriss e\es shine fair on my desires,
And hope springs up enflamd with her new fires.
No more an Exile will | dwell,
With folded arms, and sighs all day,
Reckoning the torments of my Hell,
And flinging my sweet joys away :
| am calfd home again to quiet peace,
My Mistriss smiles, and all my sorrows cease.
Tet what is living in her Eye?
Or being hlest with her sweet tongue,
If these no other joys imply ?
A golden Give, a pleasing wrong :
To be your own but one poor Month, Fd give
My Youth, my Fortune, and then leave to live.

Fred. This is my Rival, that | knew the hand now.
Sor. | know it, | have seen it, 'tis Palerio's,
That hopeful Gentlemans, that was brought up with ye,
And by your charge, nourish'd and fed
At the same* Table, with the same alowance.
Fred. And al this courtesie to ruine me ?
Cross my desires? ‘'had better have fed humblier,
And gstood at greater distance from my fury :
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Go for him quickly, find him instantly,
Whilst my impatient heart swells high with choler ;
Better have lov'd despair, and safer kissd her.  [Ex. Lords.

Enter Evanthe, and Cassandra

Evan. Thou old weak fool, dost thou know to what end,
To what betra?/ing end he got this Casket ?
Durst thou deliver him without my Ring,
Or a Command from mine own mouth, that Cabinet
That holds my heart ? you unconsiderate Ass,
You brainless |deot.
Cas. | saw you go with him,
At the first word commit your Person to him,
And make no scruple, he Is your Brothers Gentleman,
And for any thing | know, an honest man ;
And might not | upon the same security deliver him a Box ?
Evan. A Bottle-head.
Fred. You shall have cause to chafe, as | will handle it.
Evan. | had rather thou hadst delivered me to Pirats,
Betray'd me to uncurable diseases,
Hung up my Picture in a Market-place,
And sold me to wild Bawds.
Cas. As | take it, Madam,
Your maiden-head lies not in that Cabinet,
You have a Closer, and you keep the Key too,
Why are you vex'd thus?
Evan. | could curse thee wickedly,
And wish thee more deformed than Age can make thee,
Perpetual hunger, and no teeth to satisfie it,
Wait on thee still, nor deep be found to esse it;
Those hands that gave the Casket, may the Palsie
For ever make unuseful, even to feed thee:
Long winters, that thy Bones may turn to Isicles,
No Hell can thaw again, inhabit by thee.
Is thy Care like thy Body, al one crookedness ?
How scurvily thou cryest now ! like a Drunkard,
Il have as pure tears from a dirty spout;
Do, swear thou didst this ignorantly, swear it,
Swear and be damn'd, thou half Witch.
Cas. These are fine words, well Madam, Madam.

12
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Evan. 'Tis not well, thou mummy,
‘Tis impudently, basely done, thou durty—

Fred. Has your young sancity done railing, Madam,
Against Your innocent 'Squire ? do you see this Sonnet,
This loving Script ? do you know from whence it came too ?

Evan. | do, and dare avouch it pure, and honest.

Fred. You have private Visitants, my noble Lady,
That in sweet numbers court your goodly Vertues,

And to the height of adoration.

Eyan. Wéll, Sir,

There's neither Heresie nor Treason in it. (with ye;

Fred. A'Prince may beg at the door, whilst these feast
A favour or a grace, from such as | am,

Enter Valeric, and Podramo.

Course common things. You are welcome; Pray come near
Do you know this paper ? (Sir,
Val. | am betray'd; | do, Sir,
‘Tis mine, my hand and heart, if | dye for her,
| am thy Martyr, Love, and time shall honour me.
Gas. You sawcy Sir, that came in my Ladies name,
For her gilt Cabinet, you cheating Sir too,
You scurvy Usher, with as scurvy legs,
And a worse face, thou poor base hanging holder,
How durst thou come to me with a lye in thy mouth ?
An impudent lye?
Pod. Hollow, good Gill, you hobble.
Cas. A stinking lye, more stinking than the teller,
To play the pilfering Knave ? there have been Rascals
Brought up to fetch and carry, like your Worship,
That have been hang'd for less, whipt they are daily,
And if the Law will do me right—
Pod. What then old Maggot?
Cas. Thy Mother was carted younger ; I'll have thy hide,
Thy, mangy hide, embroider'd with a dog whip,
As it is now with potent Pox, and thicker.
Fred. Peace good Antiquity, I'll have your Bones dse
Ground into Gunpowder to shoot at Cats with |
One i\ord more, and I'll blanch thee like an amond,
Theré's no such cure for the she-falling sickness

13
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As the powder of a dryed Bawds Skin, be silent.

You are very prodigal of your service here, Sir,

Of your life more it seems.
Val. | repent neither,

Because your Grace shall understand it comes

From the best part of Love, my pure affeftion,

And kindled with chaste flame, | will not flye from it,

If it be errour to desire to marry,

And marry her that sanctity would dote on,

| have done amiss, if it be a Treason

To graft my soul to Vertue, and to grow there,

To love the tree that bears such happiness;

Conceive me, Sir, this fruit was ne'r forbidden ;

Nay, to desire to taste too, | am Traytor;

Had you but plants enough of this blest Tree, Sir,

Set round about your Court, to beautifie it,

Deaths twice so many, to dismay the approachers,

The ground would scarce yield Graces to noble Lovers.
Fred. 'Tiswell maintain'd, you wish and pray to fortune.

Here in your Sonnet, and she has heard your prayers,

So much you dote upon your own undoing,

But one Month to enjoy her as your Wife,

Though at the expiring of that time you dye for't.
VaL | could wish many, many Ages, Sir,

To grow as old as Time in her embraces,

If Heaven would grant it, and you smile upon it;

But if my choice were two hours, and then perish,

| would not pull my heart back.
Fred. You have your wish,

To morrow | will see you nobly married,

Your Month take out in al content and pleasure ;

The first day of the following Month you dye for't;

Kneel not, not al your Prayers can divert me;

Now mark your sentence, mark it, scornful Lady,

If when fa/erio's dead, within twelve hours,

For that's your latest time, you find not out

Another Husband on the same condition

To marry you again, you dye your sef too.
Evan. Now you are merciful, | thank your Grace.
Fred. If when you are married, you but seek to 'scape

14
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Out of the Kingdom, you, or she, or both,

Or to infeft mens minds with hot commotions,

You dye both instantly ; will you love me now, Lady ?

My tale will now be heard, but now | scorn ye. [ Exit.

Manent Valerio, and Evanthe.

Evan. Is our fair love, our honest, our entire,

Come to this hazard ? (for it,
Val. 'Tis anoble one, and | am much in love with malice

Envy could not have studied me a way,

Nor fortune pointed out a path to Honour,

Straighter and nobler, if she had her eyes;

When | have once enjoy'd my sweet Evanthe,

And blest my Youth with her most dear embraces,

| have done my journey here, my day is out,

All that the World has dse is foolery,

Labour, and loss of time; what should | live for ?

Think but mans life a Month, and we are happy.

I would not have my jnys grow old for any thing;

A Paradise, as thou art, my Evanthe®

Is only made to wonder at a little,

Enough for, human eyes, and then to wander from.

Come, do not weep, sweet, you dishonour me,

Your tears and griefs but question my ability,

Whether | dare dye; Do you love intirely ?
Evan. You know | do.
Val. Then grudge not my felicity.

Evan. I'll to the Queen.
Val. Do any thing that's honest,
But if you sue to him, in Death | hate you. [ Exeunt.

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menallo.

Cartr .S there ever heard of such a Marriage ?
Men. Marriage and Hanging go by destiny,
‘Tis the old Proverb, now they come together.
Cle But a Month married, then to lose his life for't ?
| would have a long Month sure, that pays the Souldiers.

15
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Enter Tony with Urinal.

Cam. Or get al the Almanacks burnt, that were a rare
And have no Month remembred. How now Tony ? (trick,
Whose water are you casting ?

Tony. A sick Gentlemans,

Is very sick, much troubled with the Stone,

He should not live above a Month, by his Urine,

About St. David's Day it will go hard with him,

He will then be troubled with a pain in his Neck tc,3.
Men. A pestilent fool; when wilt thou marry, Tony ?
Ton. When | mean to be hang'd, & 'tis the surer contract.
Cle. What think you of this Marriage of Vaerio's?
Tony. They have given him a hot Custard, and mean to

burn his mouth with it; had | known he had been given to

dye honourably, | would have helpt him to a Wench, a rare
one, should have kill'd him in three weeks, and sav'd the
sentence. (too.

Cam. There be them would have spared ten days of that

Tony. It may be so, you have Women of al Vertues:
There be some Guns that | could bring him too,

Some mortar-pieces that are plac'd i'th’ Suburbs,

Would tear him into quarters in two hours,

There be dso of the race of the old Cockatrices,

That would dispatch him with once looking on him.

Mm.  What Month wouldst thou chuse, Tony, if thou
hadst the like Fortune ?

Tony. | would chuse a mull'd sack-month, to comfort my
Belly, for sure my Back would ake for't, and at the months
end | would be most dismally drunk, & scorn the gallows.

Me. | would chuse March, for | would come in like a Lion.

To. But you'd go out like a Lamb when you went to hang-

Ca. | would take April, take the sweet o'th' year, (ing.
And kiss my Wench upon the tender flowrets,

Tumble on every Green, and as the Birds sung,

Embrace, and melt away my Soul in pleasure.

Tony. You would go a Maying gayly to tne Galows,

Cle. Prithee tell us some news.

Tony. I'll tell ye dl I know,

You may be honest, and poor fools, as | am,
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And blow your fingers ends.

Cam, That's no news, Fool. (knaves,

Tony. You may be knaves then when you please, stark
And build fair houses, but your heirs shal have none of 'em.

Men. These are undoubted.

Tony. Truth is not worth the hearing,

Il tell you news then; There was a drunken Saylor,
That got a Mermaid with child as she went a milking,
And now she sues him in the Bawdy-Court for it,

The icfant-Monster is brought up in Fish-Sreet.

Cam. |, this is something.

Tony. I'll tell you more, there was a Fish taken,

A monstrous Fish, with a sword by his side, a long sword,
A Pike in's Neck, and a Gun in's Nose, a huge Gun,
And letters of Mart in's mouth, from the Duke of Florence.

Cle. This is a monstrous lye.

Tony. | do confessit: (‘em?
Do you think | would tell you truths, that dare not hear
You are honest things, we Courtiers scorn to converse with.

[ Exit.

Cam. A plaguey fool: but let's consider, Gentlemen,
Why the Queen strives not to oppose this sentence,

The Kingdoms honour suffers in this cruelty.

Men.  No doubt the Queen, though she be vertuous,
Winks at the Marriage, for by that only means
The Kings flame lessens to the youthful Lady,

If not goes out; within this Month, | doubt not,

She hopes to rock asleep his anger a0 ;

Shall we go see the preparation ?

Tis time, for strangers come to view the wonder.  (dings.

Cam. Come, let's away, send my friends happier wed

[Exeunt.

Enter Queen and Evanthe.

Queen. You shdl be merry, come, I'll have it s,
Can there be any nature so unnoble ?
Or anger so Inhumane to pursue this ?

Evan. | fear there is.

Queen. Your fears are poor and foolish,
Though he be hasty, and his anger death,
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His will like torrents, not to be ressted,
Yet Law and Justice go dong to guide him;
And what Law, or what Justice can he find
To justifie his Will ? what Act or Statute,
By Humane, or Divine establishment,
Left to direcl us, that makes Marriage death ?
Honest fair Wedlock ? 'twas given for encrease,
For preservation of Mankind | take it;
He must be more than man then that dare break it.
Come, dress ye handsomely, you shall have my jewels,
And put a face on that contemns base fortune,
"Twill make him more insult to see you fearful,
Outlook his anger.
Evan. O my Valeria!
Be witness my pure mind, 'tis thee | grieve for.
Queen. But shew it not, | would so crucifie him
With an innocent negleft of what he can do,
A brave strong pious scorn, that | -vould shake him;
Put al the wanton Cupids in thine eyes,
And al the graces on that nature gave thee,
Make up thy beauty to that height of excellence,
I'll help thee, and forgive thee, as if Penus
Were now again to catch the god of War,
In his most rugged anger, when thou hast him,
(As 'tis impossible he should resist thee)
And kneelin% at thy conquering feet for mercy,
Then shew thy Vertue, then again despise him,
And dl his power, then with a look of honour
Mingled with noble chastity, strike him dead.
Evan. Good Madam dress me,
You arm me bravely.
Queen. Make him know his cruelty
Begins with him first, he must suffer for it,
And that thy sentence is so welcome to thee,
And to thy noble Lord, you long to meet it.
Stamp such a deep impression of thy Beauty
Into his soul, and of thy worthiness,
That when Valeria and Evanthe deep
In one rich earth, hung round about with blessings,
He may run mad, and curse his aft; be lugty,
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I'll teach thee how to dye too, if thou fear'st it.
Ev. | thank your Grace, you have prepar'd me strongly,
And my weak mind.
Queen. Death is unwelcome never,
Unless it be to tortur'd minds and sick souls,
That make their own Hells; 'tis such a benefit
When it comes crown'd with honour, shews so sweet too !
Though they paint it ugly, that's but to restrain us,
For every living thing would love it dse
Fly boldly to their peace ere Nature call'd 'em;
The Rest we have from labour, and from trouble
Is some Incitement, every thing alike,
The poor Slave that lies private has his liberty,
As amply as his Master, in that Tomb
The Earth as light upon him, and the flowers
That grow about him, smell as sweet, and flourish.
But when we love with honour to our ends,
When Memory and Vertue are our Mourners ;
What pleasure's there ! they are infinite, Evanthe;
Only, my vertuous Wench, we want our senses,
That benefit we are barr'd, 'twould make us proud ese,
And lazy to look up to happier life,
The Blessings of the people would so swell us.
Evan. Good Madam, dress me, you have drest my soul,
The merriest Bride I'll be for all this misery,
The proudest to some Eyes too.
Queen. 'Twill do better, come, shrink no more.
Evan. | am too confident. [Exeunt.

Enter Frederick, and Sorano.

Sor.  You are too remiss and wanton in your angers,
You mold things handsomely; and then negleft 'em ;
A powerful Prince should be constant to his power still,
And hold up what he builds, then People fear him :
When he lets loose his hand it shews a weakness,
And men examine or contemn his greatness :
A scorn of this high kind should have cal'd up
A revenge equal, not a pity in you.

Fred. She is thy Sister.

Sor.  And she were my Mother,
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Whilst | conceive 'tis you she has wrong'd, | hate her,
And shake her nearness off; | study, Sir,
To satisfie your angers that are just,
Before e[}/our pleasures.
| have done that already,

I fear has pull'd too many curses on me.

Sor.  Curses or envies, on Valeria's head,
Would you take my counsel, Sir, they should al light,
And with the weight not only crack his scull,
But his fair credit; the exquisite vexation
| have devisd, so please you give way in't,
And let it work, shall more aflict his soul,
And trench upon that honour that he brags of,
Than fear of Death in al the frights he carries;
If you sit down here they will both abuse ye,
Laugh at your poor relenting power, and scorn ye.
What satisfaction can their deaths bring to you,
That are prepar'd, and proud to dye, and willingly,
And at their ends will thank you for that honour ?
How are you nearer the desire you aim at ?
Or if it be revenge your anger covets,
How can their single deaths give you content, Slr ?
Petty revenges end in blood, sleight angers,
A Princes rage should find out new diseases,
Death were a pleasure too, to pay proud fools with.

Fred. What should | do?

Sor.  Add but your power unto me,
Make me but strong by your protection,
And you shall see what joy, and what delight,
What infinite pleasure this poor Month shal yield him.
Il make him wish he were dead on his Marriage-day,
Or bed-rid with old age, I'l make him curse,
And cry and curse, give me but power.

Fred. You have it,
Here, take my Ring, | am content he pay for't.

Sor. It shall be now revenge, as | will handle it,
He shal live after this to beg his life too,
Twenty to one by this thread, as I'll weave it,
Evanthe shall be yours.

Fred. Take dl authority, and be most happy.
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Sor.  Good Sir, no more pity. [Exeunt.
Enter Tony, three Citizens, and three Wives.

| Wife. Good Master Tog, put me in.

Tony. Where do you dwell ? (Mutton.

| Wife. Forsooth, at the sign of the great Shoulder of

Ton. A hungry man would hunt your house out instantly,
Keep the Dogs from your door; Is this Lettice Ruff your
Husband ? a fine sharp sallet to your sign.

2, Wife.  Will you put me in too ?

3 Wife. And me, good Master Tony.

Tony. Put yedl in?you had best come twenty more; you
Think 'tis easie, a trick of legerdemain, to put ye al in,
‘Twould pose a fellow that had twice my body,

Though it were al made into chines and fillets.

2 Wi. Put'sinto th' wedding, Sir, we would fain see that.

1 Wife. And the brave Masque too.

To. You two are nretty women, are you their husbands ?

2 Citiz  Yes, for want of better.

Tony. | think so too, you would not be so mad else
To turn 'em loose to a company of young Courtiers,

That swarm like Bees in May, when they see young wen-
You must not sgueak. (ches;

3 Wife. No Sir, we are better tutor'd.

Tony. Nor if a young Lord offer you the courtesie—

2 Wife. We know what ‘'tis, Sir.

Tony. Nor you must not grumble,

If you be thrust up hard, we thrust most furiously.
I Wife*  We know the worst.
Tony. Get you two in then quietly,
And shift for your selves, we must have no old women,
They are out of use, unless they have petitions,
Besides they cough so loud they drown the Musick.
You would go in too, but there is no place for ye?
| am sorry for't, go and forget your wives,
Or pray they may be able to suffer patiently.
You may have Heirs may prove wise Aldermen,
Go, or Tie cdl the Guard.
3 Citi. We will get in, wel venture broken pates ese.
' [Ex. Citiz and Women.
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Tony. 'Tis impossible,
You are too securely arm'd; how they flock hither,
And with what joy the women run by heaps
To see this Marriage ! they tickle to think of it,
They hope for every month a husband too ;
Still how they run, and how the wittals follow ‘em,
The weak things that are worn between the leggs,
That brushing, dressing, nor new naps can mend,
How they post to see their own confusion !
This is a merry world.

Enter Frederick.

Fred. Look to the door Sirrah,
Thou art a fool, and may'st do mischief lawfully.
Tony. Give me your hand, you are my Brother fool,
You may both make the Law, and marr it presently.
Do you love a wench ?
Fred. Who does not, fool ? (marry her.
Tony. Not I, unless you will give me a longer lease to
Fre. What are all these that come, what business havethey ?
Tony. Some come to gape, those are my fellow fools;
Some to get home their wives, those be their own fools;
Some to rejoyce with thee, those be the times fools ;
And some | fear to curse thee, those are poor fools,

Enter Cassand[ra], an old Lady passing over.

A set people call them honest. Look, look King, look,
A weather-beaten Lady new caresn'd.

Fred. An old one.

Tony. The glasses of her eyes are new rub'd over,
And the worm-eaten records in her face are daub'd up neatly ?
She layes her breasts out too, like to poch'd eggs
That had the yelks suckt out; they get new heads aso,
New teeth, new tongues, for the old are al worn out,
And as 'tis hop'd, new tayls.

Fred. For what ?

Tony. For old Courtiers,
The young ones are too stirring for their travels.

Fred. Go leave your knavery, and help to keep the door
| will have no such press. (well,
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Tony. Lay thy hand o'thy heart King.
Fred. I'le have ye whipt.

Tony. The fool and thou art parted. [ Exit.
Fred. Sorano work, and free me from this spdll,
"Twixt love and scorn there's nothing felt but hell. [Exit.

Enter Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo,
and Servants.

Val. Tye on my Scarf, you are so long about me,
Good my Lords help, give me my other Cloak,
That Hat and Feather, Lord what a Taylor's this,
To make me up thus straight ! one sigh would burst me,
| have not room to breath, come button, button,
Button, apace.
Cam. | am glad to see you merry Sir.
Val. "Twould make you merry had you such a wife,
And such an age to injoy her in.
Men. An age Sir ?
VaL A moneth's an age to him that is contented,
What should | seek for more ? give me my sword.
Ha my good Lords, that every one of you now
Had but a Lady of that youth and beauty
To bless your selves this night with, would ye not ?
Pray ye speak uprightly.
Cle. We confess ye happy,
And we could well wish such another Banquet,
But on that price my Lord—
Val. 'Twere nothing ese,
No man can ever come to aim at Heaven,
But by the knowledge of a Hell. These shooes are heavy,
And if | should be cal'd to dance they'l clog me,
Get me some pumps; I'le tell ye brave Camilla®
And you dear friends, the King has honour'd me,
Out of his gracious favour has much honour'd me,
To limit me my time, for who would live long ?
Who would be old ? 'tis such a weariness,
Such a disease, that hangs like lead upon us.
As it increases, so vexations,
Griefs of the minde, pains of the feeble body,
Rheums, coughs, catarrhs, we are but our living coffins;
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Besides, the fair soul's old too, it grows covetous,
Which shews al honour is departed from us,
And we are Earth again.

Cle. You make fair use Sir.

VaL | would not live to learn to lye Cleanthes
For al the world, old men are prone to that too\
Thou that hast been a Souldier, Menallo®
A noble Souldier, and defied al danger,

Adopted thy brave arm the heir to victory,
Would'st thou live so long till thy strength forsook thee ?
Till thou grew'st only a long tedious story
Of what thou hadst been ? till thy sword hang by,
And lazie Spiders fill'd the hilt with cobwebs ?
Men. No sure, | would not.
Pal 'Tis not fit ye should,
To dye a young man is to be an Angel,
Our great good parts put wings unto our souls :
We'l have a rouse before we go to bed friends,
Pray ye tell me, ist a hansome Mask we have ?

Cam.  We understand so.

VaL And the young gent, dance?

Cle. They do Sir, and some dance well.

VaL They must before the Ladies,

Wel have a rouse before we go to bed friends,
A lusty one, 'twill make my blood dance too. \Munck.

Cam. Ten if you please.

VaL And wel be wondrous merry,

They stay sure, come, | hear the Musick forward,

You shall have al Gloves presently. [Exit.
Men. We attend Sir, but first we must look to th'
Doors. [Knocking within.
The King has charged us. [ Exeunt.

Enter two Servants.

1 Ser. What a noise do you keep there ? cal my fellows
O' the Guard ; you must cease now untill the King be
Enter'd, he is gone to th' Temple now.

2 Serv.  Look to that back door, and keep it fast,
They swarm like Bees about it.
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Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo, Tony following.

Cam. Keep back those Citizens, and let their wives in,
Their handsome wives.

Tony. They have crowded me to Verjuyce,
| sweat like a Butter-box.

| Serv. Stand further off there.

Men. Take the women aside, and talk with 'em in private,
Give 'em that they came for.

Tony. The whole Court cannot do it;
Besides, the next Mask if we use '‘em <o,
They'l come by millions to expect our largess ;
We have broke a hundred heads.

Cle. Are they so tender ?

Ton. But 'twas behind, before they have all murrions.

Cam. Let in those Ladies, make ‘'em room for shame there.

Ton. They are no Ladies, there's one bald before 'em,
A gent, bald, they are curtail'd queans in hired clothes,
They come out of Spaii | think, they are very sultry.

Men. Keep 'em in breath for an Embassadour.

[Knoch within.

Me thinks .my nose shakes at their memories,
What bounsing's that ?

Within. | am one of the Musick Sir.

Within. | have sweat-meats for the banquet.

Cam. Let 'em in.

Ton. They lye my Lord, they come to seek their wives,
Two broken Citizens.

Cam. Break 'em more, they are but brusled yet.
Bold Rascals, offer to disturb your wives?

Cle. Lock the doorsfast, the Musick, hark, the King comes.

A Curtain drawn.

The King, Queen, Vaerio, Evanthe, Ladies, Attendants,
Camillo, Cleanthes, Sorano, Menallo.

A Mask.

Cupid descends, the Graces sitting by him, Cupid being bound the
Graces unbind him, he speaks.

Cup, Unbind me, my delight, this night is mine,
Now let me look upon what Stars here shine,
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Let me behold the beauties, then clap high
My cullor'd wings, proud of my Deity ;
| am satisfied, bind me again, and fat,
My angry Bow will make too great a wast
Of beauty dse, now cal my Maskers in,
Call with a Song, and let the sports begin ;
Cdl al my servants the efects of love,
And to a measure let them nobly move.
Come you servants of proud love,

Come away :
Fairly, nobly, gently move.
Too long, too long you make us stay;
Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, Fear,
Distrust and Jealousie, be you too here;
Consuming Care, and raging lIre,
And Poverty in poor attire,
March fairly in, and last Despair ;
Now full Musick strike the Air.

Enter the Maskers, Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, Fear,
Distrust, Jealousie, Care, Ire, Despair, they dance, after
which Cupid speaks.

Cup. Away, | have done, the day begins to light,

Lovers, you know your fate, good night, good night.

Cupid and the Graces ascend in the Chariot.

King. Come to the Banguet, when that's ended Sir,
I''e s.e you i' bed, and so good night; be merry,
You have a sweet bed-fellow.
Val. | thank your Grace,
And ever shall be bound unto your nobleness.
King. | pray | may deserve your thanks, set forward.
[Exeunt.

Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
Enter divers Monks, Alphonso going to the Torab, Rugio,
and Frier Marco, discover the Tomb and a Chair.

Mar. He night grows on, lead softly to the Tomb,
And sing not till | bid ye; let the Musick
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Play gently as he passes.
Rug. O fair pifture,
That wert the living hope of al our honours;
How are we banisht from the joy we dreamt of!
Will he ne're speak more ?
Mar. 'Tis full three moneths Lord Rugio,
Since any articulate sound came from his tongue,
Set him down gently. [Stsin a Chair.

Rug. What should the reason be Sir?

Mar. As 'tis in nature with those loving Husbands,
That sympathize their wives pains, and their throes
When they arc breeding, and 'tis usuall too,

We have it by experience; so in him Sir,

In this most noble spirit that now suffers;

For when his honour'd Father good Brandtno

Fell sick, he felt the griefs, and labour'd with them,
His fits and his disease he still inherited,

Grew the same thing, an® had not nature check'd him,
Strength, and ability, he had dyed that hour too.

Rug, Embleme of noble love'!

Mar. T]hat very minute
His Fathers breath forsook him, that same instant,

A rare example of his piety,
And love paternal, the Organ of his tongue
Was never heard to sound again; so near death
He seeks to wait upon his worthy Father,
But that we force his meat, he were one body.
Rug. He points to'th’ Tomb.
Mar. That is the place he honours,
A house | fear he will not be long out of.
He will to th" Tomb, good my Lord lend your hand ;
Now sing the Funeral Song, and let him knedl,
For then he is pleasd. \_A Song.
Rug. Heaven lend thy powerfull hand,
And ease this Prince.
Mar. He will pass back again. [Exeunt.

Enter Valerio.

Val. .They drink abundantly, | am hot with wine too,
Lustily warm, Tie stedl now to my happiness,
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Tis midnight, and the silent hour invites me,
But she is up till, and attends the Queen ;
Thou dew of wine and deep hang on their eyelids,
Steep their dull senses in the healths they drink,
That 1 may quickly find my lov'd Evantbe.
The King is merry too, and drank unto me,
Sign of fair peace, O this nights blessedness !

If 1 had forty heads | would give dl for '.

Is not the end of our ambitions,

Of al our humane studies, and our travels,

Of our desires, the obtaining of our wishes?
Certain it is, and there man makes his Center.
| have obtain'd Evanthe® | have married her,
Can any fortune keep me from injoying her ?

Enter Sorano.

| have my wish, what's left me to accuse now ?
| am friends with al the world, but thy base malice;
Go glory in thy mischiefs thou proud man,
And cry it to the world thou hast ruin'd vertue;
How | contemn thee and thy petty malice!
And with what scorn, | look down on thy praftice !
Sor. You'l sing me a new Song anon Valeria®
And wish these hot words—
VaL | despise thee fellow,
Thy threats, or flatteries, dl | fling behind me;
| have my end, | have thy noble Sister,
A name too worthy of thy blood; | have married her,
And will injoy her too.
Sor. 'Tis very likely.
VaL And that short moneth | have to bless me with her
Tie make an age, Pie reckon each embrace
A year of pleasure, and each night a Jubile,
Every quick kiss a Spring; and when | mean
To lose my sdf in al delightfulness,
Twenty sweet Summers | will tye together
In spight of thee, and thy malignant Magter :
| will dye old in love, though young in pleasure.
Sor.  But that | [h]ate thee deadly, | could pity thee,
Thou art the poorest miserable thing
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This day on earth; Tie tell thee why Valerio®
All thou esteemest, and build'st upon for happiness,
For joy, for pleasure, for delight Is past thee,
And like a wanton dream already vanisht.
VaL Is my love fase?
Sor. No, she is constant to thee,
Constant to al thy misery she shall be,
And curse thee too.
Val. Is my strong body weakn'd,
Charm'd, or abusd with subtle drink ? speak villain.
Sor.  Neither, | dare speak, thou art still as lusty
As when thouMov'dst her first, as strong and hopefull,
The month thou hast given thee is a month of misery,
And where thou think'st each hour shall yield a pleasure,
Look for a killing pain, for thou shalt find it
Before thou dyest, each minute shall prepare it,
And ring so many knels to sad afflictions;
The King has given thee a long month to dye in,
And miserablc}/ dye.
Val  Undo thy Riddle,
| am prepar'd what ever fate shall follow.
Sor. Dost thou see this Ring ?
VaL | know it too.
Sor. Then mark me,
By vertue of this Ring this | pronounce to thee,
Tis the Kings will.
VaL Let me know it suddenly.
Sor. If thou dost offer to touch Evanthes body
Beyond a kiss, though thou art married to her,
And lawfully as thou think'st may'st injoy her,
That minute she shal dye.
VaL O Devil—
Sor. If thou discover this command unto her,
Or to a friend that shall importune thee,
And why thou abstainest, and from whose will, ye al perish,
Upon the self-same forfeit : are ye fitted Sir ?
Now if ye love her, ye may preserve her life still,
If not, you know the worst, how fals your month out ?
ValL - This tyranny could never be invented
But in the school of Hel, Earth is too innocent;

29



A WIFE FOR A MONETH ACT in

Not to injoy her when she is my wife ?
When she is willing too ?
Sor.  She is mogt willing,
And will run mad to miss; but if you hit her,
Be sure you hit her home, and kill her with it;
There are such women that will dye with pleasure:
The Axe will follow dse that will not fail
To fetch her Maiden head, and dispatch her quickly;
Then shall the world know you are the cause of Murther,
And as 'tis requisite your life shall pay for'.
Pal. Thou dost but jest, thou canst not be so monstrous
As thou proclaim'st thy self; thou art her Brother,
And there must be a feeling heart within thee
Of her afflictions; wert thou a stranger to us,
And bred amongst wild rocks, thy nature wild too,
Affeftion in thee as thy breeding, cold,
And unrelenting as the rocks that nourisht thee,
Yet thou must shake to tell me this; they tremble
When the rude sea threatens divorce amongst 'em,
They that are senceless things shake at a tempest;
Thou art a man—
Sor.  Be thou too then, 'twill try thee,
And patience now will best become thy nobleness.
val . Invent some other torment to afflidt me,
All, if thou please, put al afflictions on me,
Study thy brains out for 'em, so this be none
| care not of what nature, nor what cruelty,
Nor of what length.
Sor. This is enough to vex ye.
Pal. The tale of Tantalus is now prov'd true,
And from me shall be registred Authentick;
To have my joyes within my arms, and lawfull,
Mine own delights, yet dare not touch.
Even as thou hatest me Brother, let no young man know this,
As thou shalt hope for peace when thou most needest it,
Peace in thy soul, desire the King to kill me,
Make me a traitor, any thing, I'le yield to it,
And give thee cause s0 | may dye immediately ;
Lock me in Prison where no Sun may see me,
In walls so thick no hope may €re come a me;
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Keep me from meat, and drink, and deep, I'le bless thee;
Give me some damned potion to deliver me,
That | may never know my self again, forget
My Country, kindred, name and fortune; lat,
That my chaste love may never appear before me,
This were some comfort.
Sor. All | have | have brought ye,
And much good may it do ye my dear Brother,
See ye observe it well; you will find about ye
Many eyes set, that shall o're-look your eactions,

If you transgress ye know, and so | leave ye. [Exit.
VaL Heaven be not angry, and | have some hope yet.
[ Exit.

Enter Frederick, and Sorano.

Fred. Hast thou been with him ?

Sor. Yes, and given him that Sir
Will make him curse his Birth; | told ye which way.
Did you but see him Sir, but look upon him,
With what a troubled and ddected nature
He walks now in a mist, with what a silence,
As if he were the shrowd he wrapt himself in,
And no more of Valerio but his shadow,

He seeks obscurity to hide his thoughts in,

You would wonder and admire for all you know it,
His jollity is down, valed to the ground Sir,

And his high hopes of full delights and pleasures
Are turn'd tormenters to him, strong diseases.

Fred. But is there hope of her ?

Sor. It must fall necessary,

She must dislike him, quarrel with his person,
For women once deluded are next Devils,

And in the height of that opinion Sir,

You shall put on again, and she must meet ye.

Fred. | am glad of this.

Sor. I'le tell ye dl the circumstance
Within this hour, but sure | heard your grace
To day as | attended, make some stops,

Some broken speech[e]s, and some sighs between,
And then your Brothers name | heard distinctly,
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And some sad wishes after.
Fred. Ye are i'th' right S,
I would he were as sad as | could wish him,
Sad as the Earth.
Sor. Would ye have it so ?
Fred. Thou nearest me,
Though he be sick with small hope of recovery,
That hope still lives, and mens eyes live upon it,
And in their eye their wishes; my Sorano,
Were he but cold once in the tomb he dotes on,
As 'tis the fittest place for melancholy,
My Court should be another Paradise,
And flow with dl delights.
Sor. Go to your pleasures, let me alone with this,
Hope shall not trouble ye, nor he three dayes.
Fred. | shal be bound unto thee.

Enter Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo.

Sor. Tie do it neatly too, no doubt shall catch me. (‘em.
Fred. Be gone, they are going to bed, Tie bid good night to
Sor. And mark the man, you'l scarce know 'tis Valerio.
[ Exit.
Cam. Chear up my noble Lord, the minute's come,
You shal injoy the abstract of al sweetness,
We did you wrong, you need no wine to warm ye,
Desire shoots through your eyes like sudden wild-fires.
VaL Beshrew me Lords, the wine has made me dull,
| an | know not what.
Fred. Good pleasure to ye,
Good night and long too, as you find your appetite
You may fal to.
Val. | do beseech your grace,
For which of al my loves and services
Have | deserved this?
Fred. | am not bound to answer ye.
Val. Nor | bound to obey in unjust actions.
Fred. Do as you please, you know the penalty,
And as | have a soul it shall be executed;
Nay look not pale, | am not used to fear Sir,
If you respect your Lady, good night to ye. [ Exit.
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Pal. But for respect to her and to my duty,

That reverent duty that | owe my Soverdig]n,

Which anger has no power to snatch me from,

The good night should be thine; good night for ever.

The King is wanton Lords, he would needs know of me

How many nick chases | would make to night.

Men. My Lord, no doubt you'l prove a perfect gamester.
Val. Faith no, | am unacquainted with the pleasure,

Bungle a s&t | may: how my heart trembles,

And beats my breast as it would break his way out !

Good night my noble friends.

Cle. Nay we must see you toward your bed my Lord.
VaL Good faith it needs not,
Tis late, and | shall trouble you.
Cam. No, no, till the Bride come Sir.
Val. | beseech you leave me,

You will make me bashfull else, I am so foolish,

Bedides, | have some few devotions Lords,

And he that can pray with such a book in's arms—  (ye.
Ca\m\. Wel leave ye then, and a sweet night wait upon
Men. And a sweet issue of this sweet night crown ye.
Cle. All nights and days be such till you grow old Sir.

[Exeunt Lords.
VaL | thank ye, 'tis a curse sufficient for me,

A laboured one too, though you mean a blessing.

What shall | do? | am like a wretched Debtor,

That has a summe to tender on the forfeit

Of dl he is worth, yet dare not offer it.

Other men see the Sun, yet | must wink at it;

And though | know 'tis perfect day, deny it:

My veins are dl on fire, and burn like JEtna®

Youth and desire beat larums to my blood,

And adde fresh fuel to my warm affections.

| must injoy her, yet when | consider,

When | collect my self, and weigh her danger,

The tyrants will, and his power taught to murther,

My tender care controlls my blood within me,

And like a cold fit of a peevish Ague

Creeps to my soul, and flings an Ice upon me,
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Enter Queen, Evanthe, Ladies, and Fool.

That locks al powers of youth up : but prevention—
0 what a blessedness ‘twere to be old now,
To be unable, bed-rid with diseases,
Or halt on Crutches to meet holy Hymen ;
What a rare benefit 1 but | am curst,
That that speaks other men most freely happy,
And makes all eyes hang on their expectations,
Must prove the bane of me, youth, and ability.
She comes to bed, how shall | entertain her ?
Tony. Nay | come after too, take the fuol with ye,
For lightly he is ever one a Weddings.
Queen. Evanthe, make ye unready, your Lord staies for ye,
And prethee be merry.
Tony. Be very merry, Chicken,
Thy Lord will pipe to thee anon, and make thee dance too.
Lady. Will he so, good-man uss ?
Tony. Yes good filly,
And you had such a Pipe, that piped so sweetly,
You would dance to death, you have learnt your Hnque a pace.
Evan. Your grace desires that that is too free in me,
1 am merry at the heart.
Tony. Thou wilt be anon, the young smug boy will give
(thee a sweet cordial.
Evan. | am so taken up in al my thoughts,
S0 possest Madam with the lawfull sweets
| shall this night partake of with my Lord,
So far transported (pardon my immodesty.)
Vol. Alas poor wench, how shal | recompence thee ?
Evan. That though they must be short, and snatcht away
E're they grow ripe, yet | shal far prefer 'em (too,
Before a tedious pleasure with repentance.
va. O how my heart akes!
Evan. Take off my Jewels Ladies,
And let my Ruff loose | shal bid good night to ye,
My Lord staies here.
Queen. My wench, | thank thee heartily,
For learning how to use thy few hours handsomly,
They will be years | hope ; off with your Gown now,
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Lay down the bed there!

Tony. Shall | get into it and warm it for thee ? a fools fire
And I'le so buss thee. (is a fine thing,

Queen. I'le have ye whipt ye Rascal.

Tony. That will provoke me more, I'le talk with thy hus-
He's a wise man | hope. (band,

Evan. Good night dear Madam,

Ladies, no further service, 1 am well,

| do beseech your grace to give us this leave,
My Lord and | to one another freely,

And privately, may do al other Ceremonies,
Women and Page we'l be to one another,
And trouble you no farther.

Tony. Art thou a wise man ?

Val. | cannot tell thee Tony, ask my neighbours.

Tony. If thou beest 0, go lye with me to night,

The old fool will lye quieter than the young one,

And give thee more deep, thou wilt look to morrow else
Worse than the prodigal fool the Ballad speaks of,

That was squeez'd through a horn.

Val. | shall take thy counsel.

Queen. Why then good night, good night my best Evan-
My worthy maid, and as that name shall vanish, (the,
A worthy wife, a long and happy ; follow Sirrah.

Evan. That shall be my care,

Goodness rest with your Grace.

Queen. Be lusty Lord, and take your Lady to ye,
And that power that shall part ye be unhappy.

Pal. Sweet rest unto ye, to ye al sweet Ladies;
Tony good night.

Tony. Shall not the fool stay with thee ?

Queen. Come away Sirrah. [Exeunt Queen, Ladies.

Tony. How the fool is sought for! sweet Malt is made of

(easie fire,

A hasty horse will quickly tire, a sudden leaper sticks i'th’
(mire,

Phlebotomy and the word lye nigher, take heed of friend |
(thee require ;

This from an Almanack | stole, and learn[t] this Lesson from
(a foal.
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Good night my Bird. [Exit Tony.
Evan. Good night wise Master Tony ;
Will ye to bed my Lord? Come, let me help ye
Pal. To bed Evanthe, art thou sleepy ?
Evant. No, | shal be worse if you look sad upon me,
Pray ye let's to bed.
l/al. | am not well my love.
Evant. Tie make ye well, there's no such Physick for ye
As your warm Mistris arms.
Pal. Art thou so cunning ?
Evant. | speak not by experience, 'pray ye mistake not;
But if you love me—
Val. | do love so dearly,
So much above the base bent of desire,
| know not how to answer thee.
Evant. To bed then,
There | shall better credit ye; fie my Lord,
Will ye put a maid to't, to teacn ye what to do ?
An innocent maid ? Are ye so cold a Lover ?
In truth you make me blush, 'tis midnight too,
And 'tis no stoln love, but authorised openly,
No sin we covet, pray let me undress ye,
You shall help me; prethee sweet Valeria;
Be not so sad, the King will be more mercifull.
Val. May not | love thy mind ?
Evant. And | yours too,
'Tis @ most noble one, adorn'd with vertue ;
But if we love not one another really,
And put our bodies and our mind together,
And so make up the concord of affection,
Our love will prove but a blind superstition :
This is no school to argue in my Lord,
Nor have we time to talk away alow'd us,
Pray let's dispatch, if any one should come
And find us at this distance, what would they think ?
Come, kiss me and to bed.
Val. That | dare do, and kiss again.
Evant. Spare not, they are your own Sir.
Val. But to injoy thee is to be luxurious;
Too sensudl in my love, and too ambitious;
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0 how I burn! to pluck thee from the salk,
Where now thou grow'st a sweet bud and a beauteous,
And bear'ct the prime and honour of the Garden,
Is but to violate thy spring, and spoil thce.
Evant. To let me blow, and fal alone would anger ye.
Pal. Let's sit together thus, and as we sit
Feed on the sweets of one anothers souls,
The happiness of love is contemplation,
The blessedness of love is pure affeftion,
Where no alay of aftuall dull desires,
Of pleasure that partakes with wantonness,
Of humane fire that burns out as it kindles,
And leaves the body but a poor repentance,
Can ever mix, Jet's fix on that Evanthc,
That's everlasting, the tother casuall;
Eternity breeds one, the other fortune,
Blind as her self, and full of al afflictions.
"Shall we love vertuously ?
Evant. | ever loved so.
Pal. And only think our love; the rarest pleasure,
And that we- most desire, let it be humane,
If once injoyed grows stale, and cloys our appetites;
1 would not lessen in my love for any thing,
Nor find thee but the same in my short journey,
For my loves safety.
Evant. Now | see | am old Sir,
Old and ill favour'd too, poor and despisd,
And am not worth your noble Fellowship,
Your fellowship in Love, you would not else
Thus cunningly seek to betray a maid,
A maid that honours you thus piously ;
Strive to abuse the pious love she brings ye.
Farewel my Lord, since ye have a better Mistris,
For it must seem s, or ye are no man,
A younger, happier, | shall give her room,
So much | Icye ye still.
VaL Stay my Evanthe,
Heaven bear me witness, thou art al | love,
All | desire, and now have pity on me,
| never lyed before; forgive me Justice,
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Youth and affeftion stop your ears unto me.
Evant. Why do you weep ? if | have spoke too harshly,
And unbeseeming, my beloved Lord,
My care and duty, pardon me.
VaL O hear me,
Hear me Evanthe; | am al on torture,
And this lye tears my conscience as | vent it;
I am no man.
Evant. How Sir?
Pal. No man for pleasure, no womans man.
Eva. Goodness forbid my Lord, sure you abuse your self.
VaL 'Tis true Evanthe ;
| shame to say you will find it. [Weeps.
Evant. He weeps bitterly,
‘Tis my hard fortune, bless al young maids from it;
Is there no help my Lord in art will comfort ye ?
VaL | hope there is.
Evant. How long have you been destitute ?
VaL Since | was young.
Evant. 'Tis hard to dye for nothing,
Now you shall know 'tis not the pleasure Sir,
(For 1 am compell'd to love you spiritually)
That women aim at, | affecl ye for,
Tis for your worth ; and kiss me, be at peace,
Because | ever loved ye, | still honour ye,
And with al duty to my Husband follow ye;
Will ye to bed now ? ye are asham'd i[t] seems;
Pygmalion pray'd and his cold stone took life,
You do not know with what zeal | shal ask Sir,
And what rare miracle that may work upon ye;
Still blush ? prescribe your Law.
Val. | prethee pardon me,
To bed, and I'le sit by thee, and mourn with thee,
Mourn both our fortunes, our unhappy ones :
Do not despise me, make me not more wretched,
| pray to Heaven when | am gone Evanthe, |,
As my poor date is but a span of time now,
To recompence thy noble patience,
Thy love and vertue with a fruitfull husband,
Honest and honourable.
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Evant. Come, you have made me weep now,
All fond desire dye here, and welcom chastity,
Honour and chastity, do what you please Sir. [ Exeunt.

Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.

Enter at one door Rugio, and Frier Marco, at the
other door Sorano, with a little glass vial.

Ru at ails this piece of mischief to look sad ?
He seems to weep too.
Mar. Sorrething is a hatching,
And of some bloody nature too, Lord Rugio,
This Crocodile mourns thus cunningly.
Sor.  Hail holy Father,
And good day to the good Lord Rugio,
How fares the sad Prince | beseech ye Sir?
Rug. 'Tis like you krow, you need not ask that question,
You have your eyes and watches on his miseries
As near as ours, | would they were as tender.
Mar. Can you do him good? as the King and you ap-
So he is still, as you desir'd | think too, (pointed him,
For every day he is worse (Heaven pardon all)
Put off your sorrow, you may laugh now Lord,
He cannot last long to disturb your Master,
You have done worthy service to his Brother,
And he most memorable love.
Sor. You do not know Sir
With what remorse | ask, nor with what weariness
| groan and bow under this load of honour,
And how my soul sighs for the beastly services,
| have done his pleasures, these be witness with me,
And from your piety believe me Father,
| would as willingly unclothe my sdf
Of title, that becomes me not | know 5
Good men, and great names best agree together ;
Cagt off the glorious favours, and the trappings
Of sound and honour, wealth and promises,
His wanton pleasures have flung on my weakness,
And chuse to serve my countries cause and vertues,
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Poorly and honestly, and redeem my mines,

As | would hope remission of my mischiefs.

Rug. Old and experienced men, my Lord Sorano,

Are not so quickly caught with gilt hypocrisie,

You pull your claws in now and fawn upon us,

As lyons do to intice poor foolish beasts;

And beasts we should be too if we believ'd ye,

Go exercise your Art.

Sor.  For Heaven sake scorn me not,

Nor adde more Hell to my afflicted soul

Than | fed here; as you are honourable,

As you are charitable look gently on me,

| will no more to Court, be no more Devil,

| know | must be hated even of him

That was my Love now, and the more he loves me

For his foul ends, when they shall once appear to him,

Muster before his conscience and accuse him,

The fouler and the more falls his displeasure,

Princes are fading things, so are their favours. (morse.
Mar. He weeps again, his heart is toucht sure with re-
Sor.  See this, and give me fair attention good my Lord,

And worthy Father see, within this viol

The remedy and cure of all my honour,

And of the sad Prince lyes.

Rug. What new trick's this?
Sor. 'Tis true, | have done Offices abundantly
I11 and prodigious to the Prince Al Ehonso,
And whilst | was a knave | sought his death too.
Rug. You are too late convicted to be good yet.
Sor.  But Father, when | felt this part aflict me,
This inward part, and cal'd me to an audit
Of my misdeeds and mischiefs—
Mar. Well, go on Sir.
Sor. O then, then, then what was my glory then Father ?

The favour of the King, what did that ease me?

What was it to be bow'd to by al creatures?

Worship[t], and courted, what did this avail me?

| was a wretch, a poor lost wretch.

Mar.  Still better.
Sor. Till in the midst of al my grief | found
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Repentance, and a learned man to give the means to it,
A Jew, an honest and a rare Physician,
Of him | had this Jewel; 'tis a Jewel,
And at the price of al my wealth | bought it :
If the King knew it | must lose my head,
And willingly, most willingly I would suffer,
A child may take it, 'tis so sweet in working.
Mar, To whom would you apply it ?
Sor.  To the sick Prince,
It will in half a day dissolve his melancholy.
Rug. | do believe, and give him deep for ever.
What 1mpudence is this, and what base malice,
To make us instruments of thy abuses ?
Are we st here to poison him ?
Sor.  Mistake not, yet | must needs say, 'tis a noble care,
And worthy vertuous servants; if you will see
A flourishing estate again in Naples,
And great Alpbonso reign that's truly good,
And like himself able to make all excellent;
Give him this drink, and this good health unto him.  [Drinks.
| am not so desperate yet to kill my self,
Never look on me as a guilty man,
Nor on the water as a speedy poison :
| am not mad, nor laid out al my treasure,
My conscience and my credit to abuse ye;
How nimbly and how chearfully it works now
Upon my heart and head ! sure | am a new man,
There is no sadness that | feel within me,
But as it meets it, like a lazie vapour
How it flyes off. Here, give it him with speed,
You are more guilty than | ever was,
And worthier of the name of evil subjects,
If but an hour you hold this from his health.
Rug. 'Tis some rare vertuous thing sure, he is a good man,
It must be s, come, let's apply it presently,
And may it sweetly work.
Sor.  Pray let me hear on't, and carry it close my Lords.
Mar. Yes good Sorano. [Ex. Rugio, Marco.
Sor. Do my good fools, my honest pious coxcombs,
My wary fools too : have | caught your wisedoms ?
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You never dream't | knew an Antidote,

Nor how to take it to secure mine own life;

I am an Asse, go, give him the fine cordial,

And when you have done go dig his grave, good Frier,
Some two hours hence we shall have such a bawling,

And roaring up and down for Aqua vite,

Such rubbing, and such nointing, and such cooling,

| have sent him that will make a bonfire in's belly,

If he recover it, there is no heat in Hell sure. [ Exit.

Enter Frederick, and Podrano.
Fred. Podrano ?

Pod. Sir.

Fred. Call hither Lord Valeria, and let none trouble us.
Pod. It shall be done Sir. [Exit.
Fred. | know he wants no additions to his tortures,

He has enough for humane blood to carry,
Yet | must vex him further ;

So many that | wonder his hot youth

And high-bred spirit breaks not into fury ;

| must yet torture him a little further,

And make my self sport with his miseries,
My anger is too poor else. Here he comes,

Enter Val.

Now my young married Lord, how do you feel your self?
You have the happiness you ever aim'd at,
The joy and pleasure.
Val. Would you had the like Sir.
Fred. You tumble in delights with your sweet Lady,
And draw the minutes out in dear embraces,
You live a right Lords life.
Val. Would you had tryed it,
That you might know the vertue but to suffer,
Your anger though it be unjust and insolent,
Sits handsomer upon you than your scorn,
To do a wilfull ill and glory in it,
Is to do it double, double to be damn'd too.
Fred. Hast thou not found a loving and free Prince,
High in his favours too; that has confer'd
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Such hearts ease, and such heaps of comfort on thee,
All thou cou'dst ask?
Pal. You are grown a tyrant too
Upon so suffering, and so still a subject ;
You have put upon me such a punishment,
That if your youth were honest it would blush at :
But you are a shame to nature, as to vertue.
Pull not my rage upon ye, 'tis so just,
It will give way to no respect; my life,
My innocent life, 1 dare maintain it Sir,
Like a wanton prodigal you have flung away,
Had | a thousand more | would alow '‘em,
And be as careless of 'em as your will is;
But to deny those rights the Law hath given me,
The holy Law, and make her life the penance,
Is such a studied and unheard of malice,
No heart that is not hired from Hell dare think of;
To do it then too, when my hopes were high,
High as my Blood, al my desires upon me,
My free affeftions ready to embrace her,

Enter Cassandra

And she mine own; do you smile at this? ist done well?
Is there not Heaven above you that sees all ? [Exit Val.
Fred. Come hither Time, how does your noble Mistriss?
Cos, As a Gentlewoman may do in her case that's newly
married, Sir:
Sickly sometimes, and fond on't, like your Majesty.
Fred. She is breeding then ?
Cos. She wants much of her colour,
And has her qualms as Ladies use to have, Sir,
And her disgusts.
Fred. And keeps her Chamber ?
Cas. Yes Sir.
F*ed. And eats good Broths and Jellies.
Cas. J, am sure she sighs, Sir, and weeps, good Lady.
Fred. Alas, good Lady, for it,
She should have one could comfort her, Cassandra®
Could turn those tears to joys, a lusty Comforter.
Cas. A comfortable man does well at all hours,
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For he brings comfortable things. (eaten Onions,
Fred. Come hither, & hold your fann between, you have
Her breath stinks like a Fox, her teeth are contagions,
These old women are all Elder-Pipes, do ye mark me?
[Gives a Purse.
Cos. Yes, Sir, but does your Grace think | am fit,
That am both old and vertuous ?
Fred. Therefore the fitter, the older still the better,
I know thou art as holy as an old Cope,
Yet upon necessary use—
Cas. 'Tis true, Sir.
Fred. Her feeling sense is fierce still, spesk unto her,
You are familiar ; speak | say, unto her,
Speak to the purpose; tell her this, and this.
Cas. Alas, she is honest, Sir, she is very honest,
And would you have my gravity—
Fred. 1, I, your gravity will become the cause the better,
Il look thee out a Knight shall make thee a Lady too,
A lusty Knight, and one that shall be ruled by thee,
And add to these, I'll make 'em good, no mincing,
Nor ducking out of nicety, good Lady,
But do it home, well al be friends too, tell her,
And such a joy—
Cas. That's it that stirs me up, Sir,
I would not for the World attempt her Chastity,
But that they may live lovingly hereafter.

Fred. For that | urge it too. (g°°d| Sir,

Cas. A little evil may well be suffered for a genera

*11 take my leave of your Majesty. [Exit.
Enter Valerio.

Fred. Go fortunately, be speedy too: here comes Valeria®
If his affliction have allayed his spirit
My work has end. Come hither, Lord Valerio,
How do you now ?
VaL Your Majesty may guess
Not so well, nor so fortunate as you are,
That can tye up mens honest wills, and actions.
Fred. You clearly see now, brave Falerio,
What 'tis to be the Rival to a Prince,
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To interpose against a raging Lion ;
| know you have suffer'd, infinitely suffer'd,
And w'th a kind of pity | behold it,
And if you dare be worthy of my mercy,
| can yet heal you; yield up your Evanthe,
Take off my sentence dso.
VaL | fdl thus low, Sir,
My poor sad heart under your feet | lay,
And al the service of my life.
Fred. Do this then, for without this 'twill be impossible,
Part with her for a while.
VaL YAU have parted us,
What should | do with that | cannot use Sir ?
Fred. 'Tis well consider'd, let me have the Lady,
And thou shalt see how nobly I'll befriend thee,
How al this difference—
VaL Will she come do you think, Sir?
Fred. She must be wrought, | know she is too modest,
And gently wrought, and cunningly.
VaL 'Tis fit, Sir.
Fred. And secretly it must be done.
VaL As thought.
Fred. I'll warrant ye her honour shall be fair still,
No soil nor stain shall appear on that, Valeria®
You see a thousand that bear sober faces,
And shew of as inimitable modesties ;
You would be sworn too that they were pure Matrons,
And most chaste maids: and yet to augment their fortunes,
And get them noble friends—
VaL They are content, Sir,
In private to bestow their Beauties on 'em. (fe™h
Fred. They are 0, and they are wise, they know no want
Nor no eye sees they want their honesties.
VaL If it might be carried thus.
Fred. It shal be Sir.
VaL I'"ll see you dead first, with this caution,
Why, sure | think it might be done.
Fred. Yes easly.
Vol. For what time would your Grace desire her Body?
Fred. A month or two, it shal be carried till

45



A WIFE FOR A MONETH ACT iv

As if she kept with you, and were a stranger,
Rather a hater of the grace | offer ;
And then | will return her with such honour—
Val, 'Tis very like | dote much on your Honour.
Fred. And load her with such favour too, Valeria—
Pal. She never shal claw off? | humbly thank ye.
Fred. Il make ye both the happiest, and the richest,
And the mightiest too—
Val. But who shal work her, Sir?
For on my Conscience she is very honest,
And will be hard to cut as a rough Diamond. (tongue,
Fred. Why, you must work her, any thing from your
Set off with golden, and perswasive Language,
Urging your dangers too.
Val. But al this time
Have you the conscience, Sir, to leave me nothing,
Nothing to play withal ?
Fred. There be a thousand, take where thou wilt.
Val. May | make bold with your Queen,
She is usdless to your Grace, as it appears, Sir,
And but a loyal Wife that may be lost too ;
| have a mind to her, and then 'tis equa ?
Fred. How, Sir?
Val. 'Tis 0, Sir, thou most glorious impudence,
Have | not wrongs enow to suffer under,
But thou must pick me out to make a Monster?
A hated Wonder to the World ? Do you start
At my intrenching on your private liberty,
And would you force a high-way through mine honour,
And make me pave it too ? But that thy Queen
Is of that excellent honesty,
And guarded with Divinity about her,
No loose thought can come near, nor flame unhallowed,
| would so right my self.
Fred. Why, take her to ye,
| am not vex'd at this, thou shalt enjoy her,
I'l be thy friend if that may win thy courtesie.
VaL | will not be your Bawd, though for your Royalty.
Was | brought up, and nourish'd in the Court,
ﬁViéh thy most Royal Brother, and thy sdif,
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Upon thy Fathers charge, thy happy Fathers,
And suckt the sweetness of al humane arts,
Learn'd Arms and Honour, to become a Rasca ;
Was this the expectation of my Youth,
My growth of Honour ? Do you speak this truly,
Or do you try me, Sir? for | believe not,
At least | would not, and methinks 'tis impossible
There should be such a Devil in a Kings shape,
Such a malignant Fiend.

Fred. | thank ye, Sir,
To morrow is your last day, and look to it,

Get from my sight, away. (upon ye.
Val. Ye are— Oh, my heart's too high and full to think
[Exeunt.

Enter Evanthe, and Cassandra.

Evan. You think it fit then, mortified Cassandra,
That | should be a Whure ?

Cas. Why a Whore, Madam ?
If every Woman that upon necessity
Did a good turn, for there's the main point, mark it,
Were term'd a Whore, who would be honest, Madam ?
Your Lords life, and your own are now in hazard,
Two precious lives may be redeem'd with nothing,
Little or nothing; say an hours or days sport,
Or such a toy, the end to it is wantonness.
(That we cal lust that maidens lose their fame for)
But a compell'd necessity of honour,
Fair as the day, and clear as innocence,
Upon my life and conscience, a direct way—

Evan. To be a Rascal.

Cas. 'Tis a kind of Rape too,
That keeps you clear, for where your will's compelled
Though you yield up your Body you are safe still.

Evan. Thou art grown a learned Bawd, | ever look'd
Thy great sufficiency would break out.

Cas. You may,
You that are young, and fair scorn us old Creatures,
But you must know my years, ere you be wise, Lady,
And my experience too; sy the King loved ye ?
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Say it were nothing ese?
Evan. |, marry wench, now thou comest to me.
Cos. Do you think Princes favours are such sleight things,
To fling away when you please ? there be young Ladies
Both fair and honourable, that would leap to reach 'em,
And leap doft too.
Evan. Such are light enough;
| am no Vaulter, Wench, but canst thou tell me,
Though he be a King, whether he be sound or no ?
| would not give my Youth up to infection.
Cas. As sound as honour ought to be, | think, Lady ;
Go to, be wise, | do not bid you try him ;
But if he love you well, and you negleft him,
Your Lords life hanging on the hazard of it,
If you be so wilful proud.
Evan. Thou speakest to the point still ; (woman ?
But when | have lain with him, what am | then, Gentle-
Cas. What are you ? why, the same you are now, a wo-
A vertuous Woman, and a noble Woman, (man,
Touching at what is noble, you become so.
Had Lucrece er been thought of but for Tarquin ?
She was before a simple unknown Woman,
When she was ravish'd, she was a reverend Saint;
And do you think she yielded not a little ?
And had a kind of will to have been re-ravish'd ?
Believe it, yes: there are a thousand stories
Of wondrous loyal Women, that have dipt,
But it has been on the ice of tender honour,
That kept 'em cool still to the World. | think you are blest,
That have such an occasion in your hands to beget a Chro-
A faithful one, (nicle,
Evan. It must needs be much honour.
Cas. As you may make it, infinite, and safe too,
And when 'tis done, your Lord and you may live
So quietly, and peaceably together,
And be what you please.
Evan. But suppose this, Wench,
The King should so delight me with his Company,
| should forget my Lord, and no more look on him.
Cas. That's the main hazard, for | tell you truly,
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| have heard report speak he is an infinite pleasure,
Almost above belief; there be some Ladies,
And moHest to the world too, wondrous modest,
That have had the blessedness to try his body,
That | have heard proclam him a new Hercules.
Evan. So strongly able ?
Cas. There will be the danger,
You being but a young and tender Lady,
Although your mind be good, yet your weak Body,
At first encounter too, to meet with one
Of his unconquer'd strength.
Evan. Pence, thou rude Bawd,
Thou studied old corruptness, tye thy tongue up,
Your hired base tongue; is this your timely counsel ?
Dost thou seek to make me dote on wickedness ?
Because 'tis ten times worse than thou deliver'st it ?
To be a Whore, because he has sufficiency
To make a hundred ? C thou impudence !
Have | reliev'd thy Age to mine own ruine ?
And worn thee in my Bosome, to betray me?
Can years and impotence win nothing on thee
That's good and honest, but thou must go on still ?
And where thy bloud wants heat to sin thy sdlf,
Force thy decrepit will to make me wicked P
Cas. 1 did but tell ye
Evan. What the damnedst Woman,
The cunning'st and the skilfull'ss Bawd comes short of;
If thou hadst livid ten Ages to be damn'd in,
And exercisd this Art the Devil taught thee,
Thou could'st not have expressd it more exaftly.
Cas. | did not bid you sin.
Evan. Thou woo'd'st me to it,
Thou that art fit for Prayer and the Grave,
Thy Body Earth aready, and Corruption,
Thou taught'st the way ; go follow your fine function,
There are houses of delight, that want good Matrons,
Such grave Ingtructors, get thee thither, Monster,
And read variety of sins to wantons,
And whsn they roar with pains, learn to make plaisters.
Cas. This we have for our good wills.
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Evan. If €r | see thee more,
Or any thing that's like thee, to affright me,
By this fair light I'l spoil thy Bawdery,
I'll leave thee neither Eyes nor Nose to grace thee.
When thou wantest Bread, and common pity towards thee,

Enter Frederick.

And art a starving in a Ditch, think of me,
Then dye, and let the wandring Bawds lament thee;
Be gone, | charge thee leave me.
Cos. You'll repent this. [Exit.
Fred. She's angry, and t'other crying too, my suit's cold.
I'll make your heart ake, stubborn Wench, for this;
Turn not so angry from me, | will speak to you,
Are you grown proud with your delight, good Lady,
So pamper'd with your sport you scorn to know me ?
Evan. | scorn ye not, | would you scorn'd not me, Sir,
And forc't me to be weary of my duty,
I know your Grace, would | had never seen ye.
Fred. Because | love you, because | dote upon ye,
Because | am a man that seek to please ye.
Evan. | have man enough aready to content me,
As much, as noble, and as worthy of me,
As al the World can yield.
Fred. That's but your modesty,
You have no man, nay never look upon me,
I know it, Lady, no man to content ye,
No man that can, or at the least, that dares,
Which is a poorer man, and nearer nothing.
Evan. Be nobler, Sir, inform'd.
Fred. [I'll tell thee, Wench,
The poor condition of this poorer fellow,
And make thee blush for shame at thine own errour,
He never tendred yet a husbands duty,
To thy warm longing bed.
Evan. How should he know that?
Fred. | am sure he did not, for | charg'd him no,
Upon his life | charg'd him, but to try him;
Could any brave or noble spirit stop here?
Was life to be preferr'd before affeftion?
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Lawful and longd for too?
Evan. Did you command him?
Fred:* | did in policy to try his spirit.
Evan. And could he be so dead cold to observe it?

Brought | no beauty, nor no love along with me?

Fred. Why, that is it that makes me scorn to name him.
| should have lov'd him if he had ventur'd for't,

Nay, doted on his bravery.

Evan. Only charg'dr

And with that spell sit down ? dare men fight bravely

For poor slight things, for drink, or ostentation ?

And there incTanger both their lives and fortunes,

And for their lawful loves fly off with fear ? (thee ?
Fred. 'Tis true, and with a cunning base fear too to abuse

Made thee believe, poor innocent Evanthe®

Wretched young Girl, it was his impotency;

Was it not so? deny it. (young man !
Evan. O my anger! at my years to be cozen'd with a
Fred. A strong man too, certain he lov'd ye dearly.
Evan. To have my shame and love mingled together,

And both flung on me like a weight to sink me,

| would have dyed a thousand times.

Fred. So would any,

Any that had the spirit of a man;

| would have been kill'd in your arms.
Evan. | would he had been,

And buried in mine arms, that had been noble,

And what a monument would | have made him ?

Upon this breast he should have dlept in peace,

Honour, and everlastin? love his mourners;

And | still weeping till old time had turn'd me,

And pitying powers above into pure crystal.

Fred. Hadst thou lov'd me, ‘and had my way been stuck

With deaths, as thick as frosty nights with stars,

| would-have ventur'd. (Coward.
Evan. Sure there is some trick in't: Valeria ner was
Fred. Worse than this too,

Tamer, and seasoning of a baser nature,

He st ytmr woman on ye to betray ye,

Your bawdy woman, or your sin solicitor;
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I Eray but think what this man may deserve now,

| know he did, and did it to please me too.
Evan. Good Sir afflift me not too fast, | fed

| am a woman, and a wrong'd one too,

And sensible | am of my abuses,

Sir, you have loved me. (upon thy person.
Fred. And | love thee still, pity thy wrongs, and dote
Evan. To s&t my woman on me 'twas too base, Sir.
Fred. Abominable vile.

Evan. But | shal fit him.
Fred. All reason and al Law alows it to ye,

And ye are a fool, a tame fool, if you spare him.

Evan. You may spesk now, and happily prevail too,

And | beseech your Grace be angry with me.

Fred. | am at heart. She staggers in her faith,

And will fal off | hope, I'll ply her still.

Thou abused innocence, | suffer with thee,

If | should give him life, he would still betray thee]j

That fool that fears to dye for such a Beauty,

Would for the same fear sdll thee unto misery.

| do not say he would have been Bawd himself too.

Evan. Follow'd thus far ? nay then | smell the malice,

It tastes too hot of praftisd wickedness,

There can be no such man, | am sure no Gentleman;

Shall my anger make me whore, and not my pleasure ?

My sudden inconsiderate rage abuse me P

Come home a% in, my frighted faith, my vertue,

Home to my heart again; he be a Bawd t00 ?

Fred. | will not say he offered fair Evanthe.
Evan. Nor do not dare, 'twill be an impudence,

And not an honour for a Prince to lye;

Fye, Sir, a person of your rank to trifle,

| know you do lye.

Fred. How ? (but one day,
Evan. Lye shamefully, and | could wish myself a man
To tell you openly you lye too basdly.
Fred. Take heed, wild fool.
Evan Take thou heed, thou tame Devil,
Thou dl Pandora's Box in a Kings figure, -
Thou hast dmost whor'd my weak belief already,
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And like an Engineer blown up mine honour;

But | shall countermine, and catch your mischief,
This liule Fort you seek, | shall man nobly,

And strongly too, with chaste obedience

To my dear Lord, with vertuous thoughts that scorn ye.
Victorious Thomyris ner won more honour

In cutting off the Roya head of Cyrus,

Than | shal do in conquering thee; farewel,

And if thou canst be wise, learn to be good too.
‘Twill give thee nobler lights than both thine eyes do;
My poor Lord and my sdf are bound to suffer,

And when I'see him faint under your sentence,

I'll tell ye more, it may be then I'll yield too.

Fred. Fool unexampled, shall my anger follow thee?
[Exeunt.

Enter Rugio, and Fryar Marco, amazed.

Rugio. Curst on oui sights, our fond credulities,
A thousand curses on the Slave that cheated us,
The damn'd Slave.

Mar. We have €n sham'd our service,
Brought our best care and loyalties to nothing,
'Tis the most fearful poyson, the most potent,
Heaven give him patience; Oh it works most strongly,
And tears him, Lord.

Rug. That we should be so stupid
To trust the arrant'st Villain that er flatter'd,
The bloodiest too, to believe a few soft words from him,
And give way to his prepar'd tears.

Within, Alpbonso. Oh, Oh, Oh.

Rug. Hark, Fryar Marco, hark, the poor Prince, that
we should be such Block-heads,
As to be taken with his drinking first!
And never think what Antidotes are made for! (for't;
Two v'ooden sculls we have, and we deserve to be hang'd
For certainly it will be laid to our charge;
As certain too, it will dispatch him speedily,
Which way to turn, or what to—

Afa-r. Let's pray, Heavens hand is strong.

Rug. The poyson's strong, you would say.
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Enter Alphonso, carried on a Couch by two Fryars.

Would any thing—He conies, let's give him comfat.
Alph. ~ Give me more air, air, more air, blow, blow,
Open thou Eastern Gate, and blow upon me,
Distill thy cold dews, O thou icy Maoon,
And Rivers run through my afflifted spirit.
| am al fire, fire, fire, the raging dog star
Reigns in my bloud, Oh which way shall | turn me?
Arma, and al his flames burn in my head,
Fling me into the Ocean or | perish;
Dig, dig, dig, till the Springs fly up,
The cold, cold Springs, that | may leap into 'em,
And bathe my scorcht Limbs in their purling Pleasures.
Or shoot me up into the higher Region,
Where treasures of delicious Snow are nourisht,
And Banquets of sweet Hail.
Rug. Hold him fast Fryer, O how he burns!
Alph.  What will ye sacrifice me?
Upon the Altar lay my willing body,
And pile your Wood up, fling your holy incense;
And as | turn me you shall see al flame,
Consuming flame, stand off me, or you are ashes.
Both. Most miserable wretches.
Alph.  Bring hither Charity
And let me hug her, Fryer, they say she's cold,
Infinite cold Devotion cannot warm her;
Draw me a river of false lovers tears
Clean through my breast, they are dull, cold, and forgetful,
And will give esse, let Virgins sigh upon me,
Forsaken souls, the sighs are precious,
Let them dl sigh: Oh hell, hell, hell, Oh horror.
Mar. To bed, good Sir.
Alph. My bed will burn about me,
Like Phaeton® in al consuming flashes
| am inclosed, let me fly, let me fly, give room;
Betwixt the cold Bear, and the raging Lyon
Lyes my safe way ; O for a cake of lce now,
To clap unto my heart to comfort me;
Decrepit Winter hang upon my shoulders,
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And let me wear thy frozen lIsicles
Like Jewels round about my head, to cool me;
My eyes burn out, and sink into their sockets,
And my infefted brain like brimstone boils,
| live in Hell, and severa furies vex me;
O carry me where no Sun ever shew'd yet
A face of comfort, where the earth is Crystal,
Never to be dissolv'd, where naught inhabits
But night and cold, and nipping frosts, and winds
That cut the stubborn rocks and make them shiver;
Set me there friends. (he has!
Rug. Hold fast, he must to bed, Fryer, what scalding sweats
Mar. Hell scald in Hell for't, that was the cause.
Alph.  Drink, drink, a world of drink,
Fill all the cups and al the antick vessals,
And borrow pots, let me have drink enough,
Bring al the worthy drunkards of the time,
The experienc'd drunkarus, let me have them all,
And let them drink their worst, Tie make them ldeots,
Fie lye upon my Back and swallow Vessels,
Have Rivers made of cooling Wine run through me,
Not stay for this mans health, or this great Princes,
But take an Ocean, and begin to all; Oh, oh.
Mar. He cools a little, now away with him,
And to his warm bed presently.
Alph.  No drink? no wind? no cooling air?
Rug. You shal have any thing.
His hot fit lessens, Heaven put in a hand now,
And save his life; there's drink Sir in your chamber,
And al cool things.
Alpb.  Away, away, let's fly to 'em. [Exeunt.

Enter Valerio and Evanthe.

Evan. To s you were impotent, | am asham'd ont,
To make your self no man, to a fresh Maid too,
A longing Maid, upon her wedding night aso,
To give her such a dor.

Val. | prethee pardon me.

Evan. Had you been drunk, 't had been excusable,
Or like a Gentleman under the Surgions hands,
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And so not able, there had been some colour,
But wretchedly to take a weakness to ye,

A fearful weakness, to abuse your body,

And let a lye work like a spell upon ye,

A lye to save your life.

Pal. Will you give me leave, sweet?

Ev. You have taken too much leave, and too base leave too,
To wrong your love;, hast thou a noble spirit?

And canst thou look up to the peoples loves,

That call thee worthy, and not blush, Valerio?
Canst thou behold me that thou hast betray'd thus,
And no shame touch thee?

VaL Shame attend the sinful, | know my innocence.

Evan. Ne'r think to face it, that's a double weakness,
And shews thee falser still; the King himself,

Though he be wicked, and our Enemy,
But juster than thou art, in pity of rny injuries,
Told me the truth.

Val. What did he tell thee, Evanthe?

Evan. That but to gain thy life a fortnight longer,
Thy lov'd poor life, thou gav'st up al my duties.

VaL | swear 'tis false; my lite and death are equal,
| have weigh'd 'em both, and find 'em but one fortune,
But Kings are men, and live as men, and dye too,
Have the affedtions men have, and their falsehoods;
Indeed they have more power to make 'em good;

The King's to blame, it was to save thy life Wench,
Thy innocent life, that | forbore thy bed,
For if | had toucht thee thou hadst dyed, he swore it.

Evan. And was not | as worthy to dye nobly?

To make a story for the time that follows,

As he that married me? what weakness, Sir,

Or disability do you see in me,

Either in mind or body? to defraud me

Of such an opportunity? Do you think | married you
Only for pleasure, or content in lust?

To lull you in my arms, and kiss you hourly?

Was this my end? | might have been a Queen, Sir,

If that had caught me, and have known all delicates;
There's few that would have shun'd so fair an offer.
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0 thou unfaithful fearful man, thou hast kill'd me,
In saving me this way, thou hast destroy'd me,
Rob'd mj of that thy love can never give more;
To be unable to save me? O misery !
Had | been my Valeria® thou Evanthe,
1 would have lyen with thee under a Gallows,
Though the Hangman had been my Hymen, and the furies
With iron whips and forks, ready to torture me.
I would have hug'd thee too, though Hell had gap'd at me;
Save my life! that expected to dye bravely,
That would have woo'd it too: Would | had married
An Eunuch, that had truly no ability,
Then such a fearful lyar, thou hast done me
A scurvy courtesie, that has undone me.
Val." l'ie do no more, since you are so nobly fashion'd,
Made up so strongly, I'le take my share with ye,
Nay, dear, I'le learn of you.
Evan. He weeps toe tenderly;
My anger's gone, good my Lord pardon me,
And if | have offended, be more angry,
It was a Womans flash, a sudden valour,
That could not lye conceal'd.
VaL | honour ye, by al the rites of holy marriage,
And pleasures of chaste love, | wonder at ye,
You appear the vision of a Heaven unto me,
Stuck all with stars of honour shining clearly,
And al the motions of your mind Celestial;
Man is a lump of Earth, the best man spiritless,
To such a woman; al our lives and adlions
But counterfeits in Arras to this vertue;
Chide me again, you have so brave an anger,
And flows so nobly from you, thus deliver'd,
That | could suffer like a Child to hear ye,
Nay make my sef guilty of some faults to honour ye.
Eva. I'le chide no more, you have rob'd me of my courage,
And with a cunning patience checkt my impudence;
Once more forgiveness? [She kneels.
VaL Will this serve, Evanthe] [Kisses her.
And this my love? Heavens mercy be upon us;
But did he tell no more?
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Evan. Only thistrifle: you set mﬁjwoman on me, to betray

'Tis true, she did her best, a bad old woman, (me;
It stird me, Sir.
Pal. | cannot blame thee, Jewel. (way—

Evan. And me thought when your name was sounded that
Pal. He that will spare no fame, will spare no name, sweet;

Though as | am a man, | am full of weakness,

And may dlip happilg into some ignorance,

Yet a my years to be a bawd, and cozen

Mine own hopes with my Doftrine— (row.
Eva. | believe not, nor never shall; our time is out to mor-
YaL Let's be to night then full of fruitfulness,

Now we are both of one mind, let's be happy,

| am no more a wanting man, Evanthe,

Thy warm embraces shall dissolve that impotence,

And my cold lye shall vanish with thy kisses;

You hours of night be long, as when Alcmena

Lay bﬁ the lusty side of Jupiter ;

Keep back the day, and hide his golden beams,

Where the chaste watchful morning may not find 'em;

Old doting Tython hold Aurora fast,

And though she blush the day-break from her cheeks,

Concea her still; thou heavy Wain stand firm,

And stop the quicker revolutions;

Or if the day must come, to spoil our happiness,

Thou envious Sun peep not upon our pleasure,

Thou that all Lovers curse, be far off from us.

Enter Castruchio with Guard.

Evan. Then let's to bed, and this night in al joyes
And chaste delights—

Cast. Stay, | must part ye both;
It is the Kings command, who bids me tell ye,
To morrow is your last hour.

VaL | obey, Sir, . . .
In Heaven we shall meet, Captain, where King Frederick
Dare not appear to part us. (Office,

Cast. Mistake me not, though | am rou%h in doing of my
You shal find, Sir, you have a friend to honour ye.
VaL | thank ye, Sir.

58



ACTV A WIFE FOR A MONETH

Evan. Pray captain tell the King,
They that are sad on Earth, in Heaven shall sing. [Exeunt.

Aadus Quintus.  Scena Prima.

Enter Fryer Marco, and Rugio.

RugHve you writ to the Captain of the Castle?
Mar. Yes, and charged him
Upon his souls health, that he be not cruel,
Told him Catena's worth among the people,
And how it must be punisht in posterity,
Though he scape now.
Rug. But will not he, Fryer Marco, betray this to the King?
Mar. Though he be stubborn, and of a rugged nature,
And honours much Valerio. (yet he is honest,
Rug. How does AlpLonso?
For now me thinks my heart is light again,
And pale fear fled.
Mar. He is as well as | am;
The Rogue against his will has sav'd his life,
A desperate poison has re-cur'd the Prince.
Rug. To me 'tis most miraculous.
Mar. To me too, till | consider why it should do so,
And now | have found it a most excellent Physick,
It wrought upon the dull cold misty parts,
That clog'd his soul, which was another poison,
A desperate too, and found such matter there,
And such abundance aso to resist it,
And wear away the dangerous heat it brought with it,
The pure blood and the SEirits scap'd untainted.
Rug. 'Twas Heavens high hand, none of Sorand's pity.
Mar. Mog certain ‘twas, had the malitious villain

Enter Castruchio.

Given him a cooling poison, he had paid him.
Rug. The Captain of the Cadtle.
Mar. O ye are welcome, how does your Prisoner?
Cast. He must go for dead;
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But when | do a deed of so much villany,
I'le have my skin pull'd ore mine ears, my Lord,

Enter Alphonso and Fryers.

Though | am the Kings, | am none of his abuses;

How does your Roya charge? that | might see once.
Mar. | pray see now, you are a trusty Gentleman.
Alph. Good Fathers, | thank Heaven, | feel no sickness.
Cast. He speaks again,
Alph. Nothing that bars the free use of my spirit,

Me thinks the air's sweet to me, and company

A thing | covet now, Castruchio. (pate Lord,
Cast. Sir, he spesks, and knows, for Heaven sake break my

That | may be sure | deep not.
Alph.  Thou wert honest,

Ever among the rank of good men counted,

| have been absent long out of the world,

A dream | have lived, how does it look Castruchio?

What wonders are abroad? (goodness,
Cadt. | fling off duty to your dead Brother, for he isdead in

And to the living hope of brave Alphonso,

The noble heir of nature, and of honour,

| fasten my Allegeance. (blest secret,
Mar. Softly Captain, we dare not trust the Air with this

Good Sir, be close again, Heaven has restor'd ye,

And by miraculous means, to your fair health,

And made the instrument your enemies malice,

Which does prognosticate your noble fortune;

Let not our careless joy lose you again, Sir,

Help to deliver ye to a further danger,

| pray you pass in, and rest a while forgotten,

For if your Brother come to know you are well again,

And ready to inherit as your right,

Before we have strength enough to assure your life,

What will become of you? and what shall we

Deserve in al opinions that are honest,

For our loss of judgment, care, and loyalty ?
Rug. Dear Sir, pass in, Heaven has begun the work,

And blest us al, let our indeavours follow,

To preserve this blessing to our timely uses,
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And bring it to the noble end we aim at;
Let our cares work now, and our eyes pick out
An hour .0 shew ye safely to your Subjefts,
A secure hour.
Alph. | am counseFd; ye are faithful.
Cast. Which hour shal not be long, as we shall handle it.
Once more the tender of my duty.
Alph.  Thank ye.
Cast. Keep you the Monastery.
Rug, Strong enough Tie warrant ye. [Exeunt.

. Enter the Fool™ and Podrano.

Pod. Who are dl these that crowd about the Court, Fool ?
Those strange new faces?

Fool. They are Suitors, Coxcomb,
Dainty fine Suitors to the WIdOW Lady, (handsomly
Thou hadst best make one of ‘fem, thou wilt be hang'd as
At the Months end, and -s much joy followed,
And 'twere to morrow; as many mourning Bawds for thee,
And holy Nuns, whose vestal fire ne'r vanishes,
In sackcloth Smocks, as if thou wert Heir apparent
To dl the impious Suburbs, and the sink-holes.

Pod. Out you base Rogue.

FooL Why dost abuse thy self?
Thou art to blame, | take thee for a Gentleman,
But why does not thy Lord and Master marry her?

Pod. Why, she is his Sigter.

Fool. 'Tis the better, Fool,
He may make bold with his own flesh and blood,
For o' my conscience there's none dse will trust him;
Then he may pleasure the King at a dead pinch too,
Without a Mephestophilus, such as thou art,
And ingross the Royal disease like a true Subject.

Pod. Thou wilt be whipt.

Fool. | am sure thou wilt be hang'd,
| have logt a Ducket ese, which | would be loth to venture
Without certainty. They appear. [Suitors pass by.
Pod. Why these are Rascals. (better kindred ?

Fool! They were meant to be so, does thy Master deserve
Pod. There's an old Lawyer,
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Trim'd up like a Gally Foist, what would he do with her?
Fool. As Usurers do with their Gold, he would look on her,
And read her over once a day, like a hard report,
Feed his dull eye, and keep his fingers itching;
For any thing ese, she may appeal to a Parliament,
Sub Pcencfs and Post Kaes have spoil'd his Codpiece;
There's a Physician too, older than he,
And Gallen Gallinacius® but he has lost his spurs,
He would be nibling too.
Pod. | marked the man, if he be a man.
Fool. H'as much ado to be s,
Searcloths and Sirrups glew him close together,
He would fall a pieces else; mending of she Patients,
And then trying whether they be right or no
In his own person, there's the honest care ont,
Has mollifi'd the man; if he do marry her,
And come but to warm him well at Cupids Bonfire,
He will bulge so subtilly and suddenly,
You may snatch him up by parcels, like a Sea Rack:
Will your Worship go, and look upon the rest, Sir?
And hear what they can say for themselves.
Pod. Tie follow thee. [ Exeunt.

Enter Camillo, Menallo, Cleanthes, and Castruchio.

Cam. You tell us wonders.
Cast. But | tell you truths, they are both well.
Men. Why are not we in Arms then?
And dl the Idland given to know— (e
Cast. Discreetly and privately it must be done, ‘twill miss
And prove our ruines; most of the noble Citizens
Know it by me, and stay the hour to attend it,
Prepare your hearts and friends, let their's be right too,
And keep about the King to avoid suspicion;

Enter Frederick and Sorano.

When you shal hear the Castle Bell, take courage,
And stand like men, away, the King is coming.
[Exeunt Lords.
Fre. Now Captain, what have you done with your prisoner ?
Cast. He is dead, Sir, and his body flung into the Seg
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To feed the fishes, 'twas your will, | take it,
| did it from a strong Commission,
And stoci not to capitulate.

Fred, 'Tis well done,

And | shall love you for your faith. What anger
Or sorrow did he utter at his end?

Cast. Faith little, Sir, that | gave any ear to,
He would have spoke, but | had no Commission
To argue with him, so | flung him off;

His Lady would have seen, but | lockt her up,
For fear her womans tears should hinder us.

Fred. "Twas trusty still. | wonder, my Sorano,
We hear not from the Monastery; | believe
They gave it not, or ese it wrought not fully.

Cast. Did you name the Monastery?

Fred. Yes | did Captain.

Cast. | saw the Fryer this morning, and Lord Rugio,
* Bitterly weeping, and wringing of their hands,

And dl the holy men hung down their heads.

Sora.  'Tis done I'le warrant ye.

Cast. | ask'd the reason.

Fred. What answer hadst thou?

Cast. This in few words, Sir,

Your Brother's dead, this morning he deceased,
| was your servant, and | wept not, Sir,
| knew ‘twas for your good.
Fred. It shal be for thine too,
Captain, indeed it shal. O my Sorano®
Now we shal live.

Sor. I, now there's none to trouble ye.

Fred. Captain, bring out the woman, and give way
To any Suitor that shall come to marry her,

Of what degree soever.
Cast. It shall be done, Sir. [Exit Cast.
Fre. O let me have a lusty Banquet after it,

Enter Evanthe, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo, Fool.

I will be high and merry.
Sor. .There be some Lords
That 1 could counsel ye to fling from Court, Sir,
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They pry into our aftions, they are such
The foolish people cal their Countries honours,
Honest brave things, and stile them with such Tit'es,
As if they were the patterns of the Kingdom,
Which makes them proud, and prone to look into us,
And talk at random of our aftions,
They should be lovers of your commands,
And followers of your will; bridles and curbs
To the hard headed Commons that malign us,
They come here to do honour to my Sister,
To laugh at your severity, and fright us;
If they had power, what would these men do?
Do you hear, Sir, how privily they whisper?
Fred. | shal silence ‘em,
And to their shames within this week Sorano,
In the mean time have patience.

Sor. How they jeer, and look upon me as| were a Monster!
And talk and jeer! how | shal pull your plumes, Lords
How | shal humble ye within these two daies!

Your great names, nor your Country cannot save ye.

Fred. Let in the Suitors. Yet submit, Pie pardon ye,
You are haf undone aready, do not wind
My anger to that height, it may consume ye,

Enter Lawyer, Physician, Captain Cutpurse.

And utterly destroy thee, fair Evanthe: yet | have mercy.
Evan. Use it to your bawds,

To me use cruelty, it best becomes ye,

And shews more Kingly: | contemn your mercy,

It is a cozening, and a bawdy mercy;

Can any thing be hoped for, to relieve me? (Lord.

Or is it fit? | thank you for a pity, when you have kill'd my
Fred. Who will have her?
Evan. My tears are gone,

My tears of love to my dear Valeria,

But | have fill'd mine eyes again with anger;

O were it but so powerful to consume ye.

My tongue with curses | have arm'd against Ke,

With Maiden curses, that Heaven crowns with horrors,

My heart s round with hate against thy tyranny;
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0 would my hands could hold the fire of Heaven,
Wrapt in the thunder that the Gods revenge with,
That like stern Justice | might fling it on thee;
Thou art a King of Monsters, not of men,
And shortly thou wilt turn this Land to Devils.
Fred. Tie make you one first, and a wretched Devil,
Come who will have her?
Law, | an't like your Majesty, | am a Lawyer,
1 can make her a Joynture of any mans Land in Naples®
And she shall keep it too, | have a trick for it.
Fool. Canst thou make her a Joynture of thine honesty?
Or thy abili[tjy, thou lewd abridgment?
Those are non suted and flung o're the bar.
Pby. An't please your Maesty to give me leave,
| dare accept her; and though old | seem, Lady,
Like Ason, by my art | can renew youth and ability.
Fool. In a powdering Tub
Stew thy self tender again, like a Cock Chicken,
The broth may bea% ood, but the flesh is not fit for dogs sure.
Capt. Lady, take me, and Tie maintain thine honour,
| am a poor Captain, as poor people cal me,
Very poor people, for my Souldiers
They are quartered in the outside of the City,
Men of ability, to make good a high way;
We have but two grand Enemies that oppose us,
The Don Gout, and the Gallows. (Jointure;
Fool. | believe ye, and both these you will bind her for a
Now Signior firk.
Cut-purse.  Madam, take me and be wise,
| am rich and nimble, and those are rare in one man,
Every mans pocket is my Treasury,
And no man wears a Sute but fits me neatly;
Cloaths you shall have, and wear the purest Linnen,
| have a tribute out of every Shop, Lady,
Meat yo' shall eat, | have my Caters out too,
The best and Iustleﬂ and drink good Wine, good Lady,
Good quickening Wine, Wine that will make you caper.
And a the worst—
Fool. « It is but capering short, Sir,
You sddom stay for Agues or for Surfeits,
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A shaking fit of a whip sometimes o'retakes ye,

Marry you dye most commonly of choakings,

Obstructions of the halter are your ends ever;

Pray leave your horn and your knife for her to live on.
Eva. Poor wretched people, why do you wrong your selves?

Though | fear'd death, | should fear you ten times more,

You are every one a new death, and an odious,

The earth will purifie corrupted bodies,

You'll make us worse and stink eternally.

Go home, go home and get good Nurses for you,

Dream not of Wives.
Fred. You shall have one of 'em, if they dart venture for ye.
Evan. They are dead already,

Crawling diseases that must cregp into

The next grave they find open, are these fit Husbands

For her you have loved, Sir? though you hate me now.

And hate me mortally, as | hate you,

Your nobleness, in that you have done otherwise,

And named Evanthe once as your poor Mistris,

Might offer worthier choice. (dye?
Fre. Speak, who dare take her for one moneth, and then
Phy. Dye Sir?

Fred. |, dye Sir, that's the condition.
Pby. One moneth is too little
For me to repent in for my former pleasure,
To go still on, unless | were sure she would kill me,
And kill me delicately before my day,
Make it up a year, for by that time | must dye,
My body will hold out no longer.
Fred. No Sir, it must be but a moneth.
Law. Then farewel Madam,
This is like to be a great year of dissention
Among good people, and | dare not lose it,
There will [ble money got.
Capt. Bless your good Ladiship, there's nothing in the
(grave but bones and ashes,
In Taverns there's good wine, and excellent wenches,
And Surgeons while we live.
Cutp. Adieu sweet Lady,
Lay me when | am dead near a rich Alderman,
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| cannot_pick his Purse, no, Fie no dying,
Though ' sted Linnen, Tie not sted my shrowd yet.
AlL  Send ye a happy match. [ Exeunt.
Fool. And you dl halters, you have deserved ‘cm richly.
These do al Villanies, and mischiefs of al sorts, yet those
(they fear not,
To flinch where a fair wench is at the stake.
Evan. Come, your sentence, let me dye: you see, Sir,
None of your valiant men dare venture on me,
A Moneth's a dangerous thing.

Enter Valerio disguisd.

Fred. Away with her, let her dye instantly.
Evan. Will you then be willing
To dye at the time prefixt? that | must know too,
And know it beyond doubt.
Fred. What if | did wench?
Evan. On that condition if | had it certain,
| would be your any thing, and you should injoy me,
How ever in my nature | abhor you,
Yet as | live | would be obedient to you;
But when your time came how | should rejoyce,
How then | should bestir my sdf to thank ye,
To see your throat cut, how my heart would leap, Sir!
| would dye with you, but first | would so torture ye,
And cow you in your end, so despise you,
For a weak and wretched coward, you must end sure;
Still make ye fear, and shake, despised, still laugh at ye.
Fred. Away with her, let her dye instantly.
Cam. Stay, there's another, and a Gentleman,
His habit shews no less, may be his business
Is for this Ladies love.
Fred. Say why ye come, Sir, and what you are.
Pal. | am descended nobly, a Prince by birth, and by my trade
A Princes fellow, Abidos brought me forth, (a Souldier,
My Parents Duke Agenor® and fair Egla,
My business hither to renew my love
With a young noble spirit, cal'd Valerio\
Our first acquaintance was at Seq, in fight
Against a Turkish man of War, a stout one,
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Where Lyon-like | saw him shew his valour,

And as he had been made of compleat vertue,

Spirit, and fire, no dregs of dull earth in him. (him.
Evan. Thou art a brave Gentleman, and bravely speakest
Val. The Vessl dancing under him for joy,

And the rough whistling winds becaim'd to view him;

| saw the child of honour, for he was young,

Ded such an Alms amongst the spightful Pagans,

His towring sword flew like an eager Falkon,

And round about his reach invade the Turks,

He had intrencht himself in his dead quarries;

The silver Crescents on the tops they carried

Shrunk in their heads to see his rage so bloody,

And from his fury suffered sad eclipses,

The game of death was never plaid more nobly,

The meager thief grew wanton in his mischiefs,

And his shrunk hollow eyes smil'd on his ruines.

Evan. Heaven keep this Gentleman from being a Suitor,

For | shal ner deny him, he's so noble.

Val. But what can last long? strength and spirit wasted,

And fresh supplies flew on upon this Gentleman,

Breathless and weary with oppression,

And amost kill'd with killing, 'twas my chance

In a tall Ship | had to view the fight;

| set into him, entertain'd the Turk,

And for an hour gave him so hot a breakfast,

He claﬁt al linnen up he had to save him,

And like a Lovers thought he fled our fury;

There first | saw the man | lov'd, Valeria

There was acquainted, there my soul grew to him,

And his to me, we were the twins of friendship.

Evan. Fortune protect this man, or | shal ruine him.
Val. | made this voyage to behold my friend,

To warm mv love anew at his affection;

But since | landed, | have heard his fate:

MK Father's had not been to me more crud,

| have lamented too, and yet | keep

The treasure of a few tears for you Lady,

For by description you were his Evanthe.

Evan. Can he weep that's a stranger to my story?
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And | sand dtill and look on?  Sir, | thank ye;

If noble 'pirits after their departure,

Can know, and wish, certain his soul gives thanks too;

There are your tears again, and when yours fail, Sir,

Pray ye call to me, | have some store to lend ye. Your name ?
Val Urbino.

Evan. That | may remember,

That little time | have to live, your friendships,

My tongue shall study both. (Urbinal
Fred. Do you come hither, only to tell this story, Prince
Val. My business now is Sir, to woo this Lady.

Evan. Blessing defend ye; do you know the danger?
Val. Yes, and | fear it not, danger's my play-fellow,

Since | was man 'thas been my best companion,

I know your doom, 'tis for a Moneth you give her,

And then his life you take that marries her.

Fred. 'Tis true, nor can your being born a Prince,

If you accept the offer, free you from it.

Val. | not desire it, | have cast the worst,

And even that worst to me is many blessings ;

I lov'd my friend, not measur'd out by time,

Nor hired by circumstance of place and honour,

But for his wealthy self and worth | lov'd him,

His mind and noble mold he ever mov'd in,

And wooe his friend because she was worthy of him,

The only relique that he left behind, Sir;

To give his ashes honour, Lady take me,

And in me keep Valeria** love alive still,

When | am gone, take those that shall succeed me,

Heaven must want light, before you want a Husband,

To raise up heirs of love and noble memory,

To your unfortunate— (affliction ?
Evan. Am | still hated ? hast thou no end, O fate, of my

Was | ordain'd to be a common Murdress?

And of tha best men too? Good Sir—

Val. Peace Sweet, look on my hand.

Evan. | do accept the Gentleman, | faint with joy.

Fr. 1 stop it, none shall have her, convey this stranger hence.

VaL \ am no stranger—Hark to the bell, that rings,
Hark, hark, proud Frederick that was King of mischief,
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Hark, thou abhorred man, dost thou hear thy sentence?
Does not this bell ring in thine ears thy mine?
Fred. What bell is this?
Cam. The Castle bell: Stand sure, Sir, and move not, if
(you do you perish.
Men. It rings your knell; Aphonso, King Alphonso.
All.  Alphonso, King Alphonso.
Fred. | am betrai'd, lock fast the Paace.
Cam. We have dl the keys, Sir.
And no door here shall shut without our Licence.
Cle. Do you shake now, Lord Soranol no new trick?
Nor speedy poison to prevent this business?
No bawdy meditation now to fly to?
Fred. Treason, Treason, Treason.
Cam. Yes, we hear ye,

Enter Alphonso, Rugio, Marco, Castruchio, Queen,
with Guurd.

And we have found the Traytor in your shape, Sir,
Well keep him fast too.
Fred. Recovered! then | am gone,
The Sun of al my pomp is set and vanisht.
Alp. Have you not forgot this face of mine, King Frederick ?
Brother, 1 am come to see you, and have brought
A Banquet to be merry with your Grace;
| pray sit down, | do beseech your Majesty,
And eat, eat freely, Sir, why do you start?
Have you no stomach to the meat | bring you?
Dare you not taste? have ye no Antidotes?
You need not fear; Sorano's a good Apothecary,
Me thinks you look not well, some fresh wine for him,
Some of the same he sent me by &orano
| thank you for't, it sav'd my life, | am bound to ye,
But how ‘twill work on you— | hope your Lordship
Will pledge him too, me thinks you look but srv.rvily,
And would be put into a better colour,
But | have a candi'd Toad for your Lordship.
Sor. Would | had any thing that would dispatch me,
So it were down, and | out of this fear once. *
Fred. Sir, Thus low as my duty now compells me,
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| do confess my unbounded sins, my errours,

And fee, within my soul the smarts already;

Hide not the noble nature of a Brother,

The pity of a friend, from my afflictions;

Let me a while lament my misery,

And cag the load off of my wantonness,

Before | find your fury, then strike home,

| do deserve the deepest blow of Justice,

And then how willingly, O death, Fie meet thee!

Alp. Rise, Madam, those sweet tears are potent speakers,

And Brother live, but in the Monastery,

Where | lived, with the sdf same silence too,

Tie teach you to be good against your will, Brother,

Your tongue has done much harm, that must be dumb now;

The daily pilgrimage to my Fathers Tomb,

Tears, sighs, and groans, you shall wear out your daies with,

And true ones too, you shall perform dear Brother;

Your diet shal be slender to inforce these; too light a pe-
Fred. | do confess it. (nance, Sir.
Alph.  Sorano you shall—

Sor.  How he studies for it!
Hanging's the least part of my penance certain.
[Evanthe Kneels.
Alph.  What Lady's that that kneels?
Cast, The chaste Evanthe.
Alph.  Sweet, your Petition ?
Evan. 'Tis for this bad man, Sir,

Abominable bad, but yet my Brother.

Alph. The bad man shal attend as bad a Master,

And both shall be confin'd within the Monastery;

His rank flesh shall be pulFd with daily fasting,

But once a week he shal gmjel meat, he will surfeit ese,

And his immodest mind, compell'd to prayer;

On the bare boards he shall lye, to remember

The wantonness he did commit in beds;

And drink fair water, that will ner inflame him;

He sav'd my life, though he purposd to destroy me,

For which I'le save his, though | make it miserable:

Madam, 'at Court | shall desire your company,

You are wise and vertuous, when you please to visit
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My Brother Frederick, you shall have our Licence,
My dear best friend, Valeria.
Vol.  Save Alphonso.
Omn. Long live Alphonso, King of us, and Naples.
Alph. Is this the Lady that the wonder goes on?
Honour'd sweet Maid, here take her my Valeria,
The King now gives her, she is thine own without fear:
Brother, have you so much provision that is good?
Not season'd by Sorano and his Cooks?
That we may venture on with honest safety,
We and our friends?
Fred. All that | have is yours, Sir.
Alph.  Come then, let's in, and end this Nuptial,
Then to our Coronation with al speed:
My vertuous Maid, this day Tie be your Bride-man,
And see you bedded to your own desires too;
Beshrew me Lords, who is not merry hates me,
Only Sorano shall not bear my cup:
Come, now forget old pains and injuries,
As | must do, and drown al in farr healths;
That Kingdom's blessed, where the King begins
His true love first, for there al loves are twins.
[Exeunt Omnes.

Prologue.

Ou are wellcome Gentlemen, and would our Fea'*
Were so well season'd, to please every Guest;
Ingenuous appetites, | hope we shall,
And their examples may prevail in all.
Our noble friend, who writ this, bid me say,
He had rather dress, upon a Triumph day,
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My Lord Ma[y]ors Feast, and make him Sawces too,
Sawce JL *« each several mouth, nay further go,
He had rather build up those invincible Pyes
And Castle Custards that affright all eyes,

Nay eat 'em all and their Artillery,

Than dress for such a curious company

One single dish; yet he has pleased ye too,

And you've confest he knew well what to do

Be hungry as you were wont to be, and bring,
Sharp stomachs to the stories he shall sing,

And he dare yet, he saies, prepare a Table

Shall make vou say, well drest, and he well able.

Epilogue.

E have your favours. Gentlemen, and you
Have our indeavours, (dear Friends grudge not now,)

There's none of you, but when you please can sell
Many a lame Horse, and many a fair tale tell;
Can put off many a Maid unto a friend,
That was not so since th* aftion at Mile-end;
Ours is a Virgin yet, and they that love
Untainted flesh, we hope our friends will prove.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.

Enter Leon, and Mallfort.

M al D as | told you, Sir.
Leon. | understand you,

Clarinda’s still perverse.

Mai. She's worse, obdurate,
Flinty, relentless, my love-passions jeer'd at,
My rresents scorn'd.

Leon. 'Tis strange a waiting-woman,
In her condition apt to yield, should hold out,
A man of your place, reverend Beard and shape,
Besieging her.

Mai. You might add too my wealth,
Which she contemns, five hundred Crowns per annum,
For which | have ventur'd hard, my Conscience knows it,
Not thought upon, though offer'd for a Joynture;
This Chain which my Lords Pesants worship, flouted;
My solemn hums and has, the servants quake at,
No Rhetorfck with her; every hour she hangs out
Some new Flag of defiance to torment me;
Last Lent, my Lady call'd me her Poor John,
But now | am grown a walking Skeleton,
You may see through, and through me.

Leon. Indeed you are much fain away.

Mai. | am a kind of nothing,
As she hath made me; Love's a terrible Clyster,
And if some Cordia of her favours help not,
| shall like an Italian, dye backward,
And breathe my last the wrong way.

Leon. As| live, you have my pity ; but this is cold comfort,
And in a friend lip-physick; and now | think on't,
| should do more, and will, so you deny not
Your &' the means of comfort.

Mai. I'll be hang'd first; one dram oft | beseech you.
Leon. You are not jealous of any mans access to her?
Mai. | would not receive the Dor, but as a bosome
You shall direct me, still provided that (friend

| understand who is the man, and what
75



THE LOVERS PROGRESS ACT |

His purpose, that pleads for me.
Leon. By dl means:
First, for the undertaker, | am he;
The means that | will praftise, thus—
Mal. Pray you forward.
Leon. You know your Lady, chaste Calista loves her.
Mal. Too well, that makes her proud.
Leon. Nay, give me leave,
This beauteous Lady, | may stile her 0,
(Being the paragon of France for feature)
Is not alone contented in her sdf
To seem, and be good, but desires to make
All such as have dependance on her, like her;
For this Clarinda's liberty is restrain'd;
And though her kinsman, the gate's shut against me;
Now if you please to make your sdf the door,
For my conveyance to her, though you run
The hazard of a check for't, 'tis no matter.
Mal. It being for mine own ends.
Leon. Il give it ar,
If that you make the least doubt otherwise:
Study upon't: good morrow.
Mal. Pray you dtay, Sir;
You are my friend; yet as the Proverb says,
When love puts in, friendship is gone: suppose
You should your sdf affecl her?
Leon. Do you think I'll commit incest? for it is no less,
She being my Cousin German. Fare you well, Sir.
Mal. | had forgot that, for this once forgive me.
Only to ease the throbbing of my heart,
(For | do feel strange pangs) indruct me what
You will sy for me.
Leon. First, I'l tell her that
She hath so far besotted you, that you have
Almost forgot to cast accompt.
Mai. Meer truth, Sir.
Leon. That of a wise and provident Steward,
You are turn'd stark Ass
Mai. Urge that point home, | am so.
Leon. That you adore the ground she treads upon,
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And kiss her footsteps.
ML,t. As | do when I find their print in the snow.
Leon. A loving fool | know it,
By your bloudless frosty lips; then having related
How much you suffer for her, and how well
You do deserve it—
Mai. How ? to suffer?
Leon. No, Sir, to have your love return'd.
Mai. That's good, | thank you.
Leon. | will deliver her an Inventory
Of your good parts: as this, your precious nose
Dropping affeftion; your high forehead reaching
Almost to the Crown of your head; your slender waste,
And a back not like a threshers, but a bending,
And Court-like back, and so forth, for your Body.
But when | touch your mind, for that must take her,
(Since your out-side promises little) I'll enlarge it,
(Though ner so narrow; as your arts to thrive,
Your composition with the Cook and Butler
For Cony-Skins and Chippings, and half a share
With al the under Officers of the house,
In strangers bounties, that she shall have al,
And you as 'twere her Bailiff.
Mai  As | will be
Leon. As you shdl, so I'll promise. Then your qualities,
As playing on a Gyttern, or a Jews-Trump.
Mai. A little too on the Viol.
Leon. Fear you nothing.
Then singing her adeep with curious Catches
Of your own making; for as | have heard,
You are Poetical.
Mai. Something given that way;
Yet my works seldom thrive: and the main reason
The Poets urge for't, is because | am not
As poor as they are.
Leon. Very likely; fetch her
While | am in the vein.
Mai. 'Tis an apt time, my Lady being at her Prayers.
Leon. Let her pray on.
Nay go, and if upon my intercession
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She do you not some favour, I'll disclaim her;
Il ruminate on't the while.
Mai. A hundred Crowns is your reward.
Leon. Without 'em—nay no trifling. [Ex. Mai.
That this dull clod of ignorance should know
How to get money, yet want eyes to see
How grosly he's abusd, and wrought upon!
When he should make his will, the Rogue's turn'd rampant,
As he had renew'd his youth; a handsome wench,
Love one a spittle-whore would run away from?
Well, Master Steward, | will plead for you
In such a method, as it shall appear
You are fit to be a property.

Enter Malfort, and Clarinda.

MaL Yonder he walks

That knows my worth and value, though you scorn it.
Clar. If my Lady know not this—
MaL I'll answer it:

If you were a Nun | hope your Cousin German

Might talk with you through a grate, but you are none,

And therefore may come closer; ner hang off,

As | live you shall bill; ye may salute as strangers,

Custom alows it. Now, now, come upon her

With al your Oratory, [tickle her to the quick,]

As a young Advocate should, and leave no Vertue

Of mine unmentioned, I'll stand centinel;

Nay keep the door my sdf. [ Exit.
Clar. How have you work'd

This piece of motley to your ends?
Leon. Of that at leasure, Mistriss. [Kissing.
Clar. Lower, you are too loud,

Though the fool be deaf, some of the house may hear you.
Leon. Suppose they should, | am a Gentleman,

And held your Kinsman, under that | hope

| may be free.
Clar. | grant it, but with caution;

But be not seen to tak with me familiarly,

But at fit distance, or not seen at al,

It were the better; you know my Ladies humour,
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She is dl honour, and composd of goodness,
(As she pretends) and you having no business,
How jealous may she grow?
Leon. | will be rul'd.
But you have promisd, and | must enjoy you.
Clar. We shall find time for that; you are too hasty,
Make your self fit and | shall make occasion,
Deliberation makes best in that business,
And contents every way.
Leon. But you must feed
This foolish Steward with some shadow of
A future favour, that we may preserve him
To be our instrument.
Clar. Hang him.
Leon. For my sake, Swest,
| undertook to speak for him, any Bauble,
Or slight employment in the way of service,
Will feed him fat.

Enter Malfort.

Clar. Leave him to me.

MaL She comes, my Lady.

Clar. | will satisfie her.

Mal. How far have you prevailed?

Leon. Observe.

Clar. Monsieur Malfort
I must be brief, my cousin hath spoke much
In your behalf, and to give you some proof,
| entertain you as my servant,
You shal have the grace.

Leon. Upon your knee receive it.

Clar. And take it as a specia favour from me,
To tye my shooe

Malf. | am o'rejjoy'd.

Leon. Good reason.

Clar. You may come higher in time.

Leon. No more, the Lady.

Enter Calista

Malf. She frowns.
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Clar. | thank you for this visit cousin,
But without leave hereafter from my Lady,
| dare not change discourse with you.
Malf. Pray you take your mornings draught.
Leon. | thank you: [Exeunt Leon, Malf.
Happiness attend your honour.
Calist. Who gave warrant to this private parle?
Clar. My innocence; | hope
My conference with a kinsman cannot call
Your anger on me.
Calist. Kinsman? Let me have
No more of this, as you desire you may continue mine.
Clar. Why madam (under pardon)
Suppose him otherwise: yet coming in
A lawfull way, it is excusable.
Calist. How's this?
Clar. | grant you are made of pureness,
And that your tenderness of honour holds
The soveraigntie o're your passions. Yet you have
A noble Husband, with alow'd embraces,
To quench lascivious fires, should such flame in you,
As | must nere believe. Were | the wife
Of one that could but zanie brave Oleander
Even in his least perfections, (excuse
My o're-bold inference) | should desire
To meet no other objeft.
Cal. You grow saucie. Do | look further?
Clar. No, dear Madam: and
It is my wonder or astonishment rather,
You could deny the service of Lisander;
A man without a rival: one the King
And Kingdom gazes on with admiration,
For al the excellencies a Mother could
Wish in her only Son.
Cal. Did not mine honour
And obligation to Oleander force me
To be deaf to his complaints?
Clar. 'Tis true; but yet
Your rigor to command him from your presence,
Argud but smal compassion; the Groves

So
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Witness his grievous sufferings, your fair name
Upon th- rinde of every gentle Poplar,

And amorous Myrtle, (trees to Penus sacred)
With adoration carv'd, and kneg[l'ld unto,

This you (unseen of him) both saw and heard
Without compassion, and what receiv'd he

For his true sorrows? but the heavy knowledge,
That ‘twas your peremptory will and plessure,
(How €re my Lord livid in him) he should quit
Your sight and house for ever.

CaL | confess | gave him a strong potion to work
Upon his hot bloud, and | hope ‘twill cure him:
Yet | could wish the cause had concern'd others,
I might have met his sorrows with more pity;
At least have lent some counsdl to his miseries,
Though now for honours sake, | must forget him,
And never know the name more of Lisander:
*Yet in my justice | am bound to grant him,
(Laying his love aside) most truely noble.

But mention him no more, this instant hour
My Brother Lidian new return'd from travel,
And his brave friend Clarange long since rivals
For fair and rich Olinda, are to hear

Her absolute determination, whom

She pleases to cleft: see al things ready

To entertain 'em: and on my displeasure

No more words of Lisander. (her own:
Clar. She endures to hear him nam'd by no tongue but
How ere she carries it, | know she loves him. [Exit.

CaL Hard nature: hard condition of poor women!
That where we are most su'd to, we must flye most.
The trees grow up, and mix together freely,

The Oak's not envious of the sailing Cedar,

The lustie Vine not jealous of the lvie

Because she clips the Elm; the flowers shoot up,
And wantonly kiss one another hourly,

This blossome glorying in the others beauty,

And yet they smell as sweet, and look as lovely:
But we ure ty'd to grow aone. O honour,

Thou hard Law to our lives, chain to our freedoms

B-F.v. F 81



THE LOVERS PROGRESS ACT |

He that invented thee had many curses

How is my soul divided! O Cleander

My best deserving husband! O Lisander

The truest lover that ere sacrificed

To Cupid against Hymen O mine honour;

A Tyrant, yet to be obey'd! and 'tis

But justice we should thy strict Laws endure,

Since our obedience to thee keeps us pure. [ Exit.

Enter Clefalnder, Lidian, and Clarange.

Clean. How insupportable the difference
Of dear friends is, the sorrow that | feel
For my Lisanders absence, one that stamps
A reverend print on friendship, does assure me.
You are rivals for a Lady, a fair Lady,
And in the acquisition of her favours,
Hazard the cutting of that Gordian knot
From your first childhood to this present hour,
By al the tyes of love and amity fasten'd.
| am blest in a wife (Heaven make me thankfull)
Inferiour to none (sans pride | speak it)
Yet if | were a freeeman, and could purchase
At any rate the certainty to enjoy
Lisanders conversation while | liv'd,
Forgive me my Calista, and the Sex,
I never would seek change.

Lid. My Lord and Brother,
| dare not blame your choice, Lisanders worth
Being a Mistris to be ever courted,;
Nor shall our equal suit to fair Olinda
Wesaken, but adde strength to our true affection,
With zead so long continued.

Claran. When we know
Whom she prefers, as she can choose but one,
By our so long tri'd friendship we have vow'd
The other shall desist.

Clea. 'Tis yet your purpose,
But how this resolution will hold
In him that is refusd, is not aone
Doubtfull, but dangerous.
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Enter Malfort.

Malf, The rich heir is come Sir.
Cleand. Madam Oiindai
Malf. Yes Sir, and makes choice,
After some little conference with my Lady,
Of this room to give answer to her suitors.
Cle. Already both look pae, between your hopes
To win the prize, and your despair to lose
What you contended for.
Lid. No Sir, | am arm'd.
Clar. | confident of my interest.
Cle. I'le believe ye when you have endur'd the test.

Enter Calista, Olinda, and Clarinda.

Malf. Is not your garter
Unty'dr you promisd that | should grow higher
In doing you service.
Clar. Fal off or you lose me. [Exit Malfort.
Cle. Nay take your place, no Paris now sits judge
On the contending goddesses. You are
The Deitie'that must make curst or happy
One of your languishing servants.
01. 1 thus look with equal eyes on both; either deserves
A fairer fortune than they can in reason
Hope for from me; from Lidian | expeft,
When | have made him mine, al pleasures that
The sweetness of his manners, youth, and vertues
Can give assurance of: but turning this way
To brave Clarange in his face zaopears
A kind of Maesty which should command,
Not sue for favour. If the fairest Lady
Of France st forth with natures best endowments
Nay should | adde a Princess of the bloud,
Did now lay claim to either for a hushand,
So vehement my affeftion is to both,
My envie at her happiness would kill me.
Cle. The drangest love | ever heard.
CaL You can enjoy but one
Clar' The more | say the merrier.
Oli.  Witness these tears | love both, as | know
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You burn with equa flames, and so affect me;

Abundance makes me poor; such is the hard

Condition of my fortune; be your own judges;

If 1 should favour both, 'twill taint my honour,

And that before my life | must prefer;

If one | lean to, the other is disvalued;

You are fierie both, and love will make you warmer.
Clar. The warmer still the fitter. You are a fool Lady.
OK. To what may love, and the Devil jealousie spur you

Is too apparent: my name's cal'd in question:

Your swords flie out, your angers range at large:

Then what a murther of my modesty follows?

Clar. Take heed of that by any means. O innocent,

That will deny a blessing when 'tis offer'd,

Would | were murther'd o, | would thank my modesty.
Cle. What pause you on?

Oli.. It is at length resolv'd.
Clar. We are on the Rack, uncertain expectation

The greatest torture.

Lidi. Command what you please,

And you shal see how willingly we will execute.
OK. Then hear what for your satisfaction,

And to preserve your friendship | resolve

Against my self, and 'tis not to be alter'd:

You are both brave gentlemen, I'le till profess it,

Both noble servants, for whose gentle offers,

The undeserving, and the poor Olinda

Is ever bound; you love both, fair, and vertuously;

Would | could be so happy to content both:

Which since | cannot, take this resolute answer;

Go from me both contentedly, and he

That last makes his return, and comes to visit,

Comes to my bed. You know my will: farewel;

My heart's too big to utter more: come friend.

CaL I'le wait on you to your Coach.
[Exeunt Olinda, Calista, Clarinda.
Cle. You both look blank, | cannot blame you.
Lid. We have our dispatches.
Clara. [I'le home.
Lid. And I'le abroad again, Farewel.
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Clara. Farewel to ye.
[Exeunt Clarange, and Lidian.
Cle. Their blunted departure troubles me: | fear
A suddain and a dangerous division
Of their long love will follow: have you took
Your leave of fair Olinda ?

Enter Caista, with a purse.

Cl[al]. She is gone Sir.

Cle. Had you brought news Lisander were return'd too,
| were most happy.

Cal. Still upon Lisander'?

Cle. | know he loves me, as he loves his health:
And Heaven knows | love him.

Cal. | find it so:

For me you have forgot, and what | am to you.
Cle. O think not so. If you had lost a Sister
You lock'd all your delights in, it would grieve you:

A little you would wander from the fondness
You ow'd your hushand: | have lost a friend,
A noble friend, al that was excellent

In man, or man-kind, was contained within him,
That loss my wife—

Enter Maifort.

Malf. Madam, your noble Father—
A fee for my good news.
Cal  Why? what of him Sir?
Mai. Is lighted at the door, and longs to see you.
Calist. Attend him hither.
Clean. O my dear Lisander.
But Tie be merry: let's meet him my Calista.
Cal. | hope Lisanders love will now be buried:
My Father will bring joy enough for one moneth,
To put him out of memorie.

Enter Dorilaus, his arm in a sarff.

Dor. How do you Son?
Bless my fair child, | am come to visit yee,
To se what house you keep, they say you are bountifull,



THE LOVERS PROGRESS ACT i

| like the noise well, and | come to trie it.
Nere a great belly yet? how have you trifl'd?
If I had done so (Son) | should have heard on't
On both sides by Saint Denis.

Clean. You are nobly welcom Sir:
We have time enough for that.

Dorilaus. See how she blushes!

‘Tis a good sign you'l mend your fault, how dost thou,
My good Calista?

Cat. Wél, now | see you Sir;
| hope you brlngf a fruitfulness aong with ye.

Dor. uck, I never miss, | was ever good at it:
Your mother groand for't wench, so did some other,
But | durst never tell.

Cal. How does your arm Sir?

Cle. Have you been let bloud of late?

Dor. Against my will Sir.

Cal. A fdl dear Father?

Dor. No, a Gun, dear Daughter;

Two or three Guns; | have one here in my buttock,
‘Twould trouble a Surgeons teeth to pull it out.
Ca. O me! O mel
Dor. Nay, if you fal to fainting,
'Tis time for me to trudge: art such a coward,
At the meer name of hurt to change thy colour?
| have been shot that men might see clean through me,
And yet | fainted not: besides my self,
Here are an hospita of hurt men for ye.

Enter Servantj, wounded in several places.

Clean. What should this wonder be?
Cal. | am amazd at it. (soundly,
Doril. What think ye of these? they are every one hurt
Hurt to the proof, they are through, and through | assure ye;
And that's good game, they scorn your puling scratches.
Cal. Who did this Sir?
Dor. Leave crying, and I'le tell you,
And get your plaisters, and your warm stupes ready:
Have you nere a Shepheard that can tarr us over?
‘Twill prove a business dse, we are so many.
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Coming to see you, | was s&t upon,
| and my men, as we were singing frolickly,
Not dreaming of an ambush of base Rogues,
Set on i'th' forest, 1 have forgot the name—
Cle. 'Twixt this, and Fountaine-Bleau,
In the wild Forest?
Dor. The same, the same, in that accursed Forest,
Set on by villains, that make boot of al men,
The Peers of France are pillage there, they shot at us,
Hurt us, un-horsd us, came to the sword, there pli'd us,
Opprest us with fresh multitudes, fresh shot still,
Rogues that vtauld hang themselves for a fresh doublet,
And for a Scarlet Cassock kill their Fathers.
Cle. Lighted you among these?
Dor. Among these murtherers,
Our poor blouds were ingag'd: yet we strook bravely,
And more than once or twice we made them shun us,
And shrink their rugged Leads. but we were hurt all.
Cle. How came you off? for | even long to hear that.
Dor. After our prayers made to Heaven to help us,
Or to be mercifull unto our souls;
So near we were. Alas poor wench, wipe, wipe.
See Heaven sends remedy.
Cal. | am glad 'tis come Sir,
My heart was even a bleeding in my body.
Dor. A curl'd hair Gentleman stept in, a stranger,
As he rod by, belike he heard our bickering,
Saw our distresses, drew his sword, and prov'd
He came to execute, and not to argue.
Lord what a Iightnin% methought flew about him,
When he once tossd his blade! in face Adonis
While peace inhabited between his eye-brows:
But when his noble anger stirr'd his metal,
And blew his fierie parts into a flame,
Like Pallas, when she sits between two armies,
Viewing with horrid brows their sad events,
Such then he look'd: and as her shield had arm'd him.
Cal. This man Sir were a friend to give an age for.
This Gentleman | must love naturally:
Nothing can keep me off; | pray you go on Sir.
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Dor. | will, for now you please me: this brave youth,
This bud of Mars, for yet he is no riper,

When once he had drawn bloud, and flesh'd his sword,
Fitted his manly metal to his spirit,

How he bestirr'd him! what a lane he made!

And through their fierie Bullets thrust securely:

The hardned villains wondring at his confidence,

Lame as | was | follow'd, and admir'd too,

And stirr'd, and laid about me with new spirit,

My men too with new hearts thrust into aftion,

And down the Rogues went.

Cle. | am struck with wonder.

Dor. Remember but the storie of strong Heftor,
When like to lightning he broke through his vanguard,
How the Greeks frighted ran away by Troops,

And trod down Troops to save their lives: so this man
Dispersd these slaves: had they been more and mightier,
He had come off the greater, and more wonder. .

Cle. Where is the man, good Sir, that we may honour him ?

CaL That we may fal in superstition to him.

Dor. | know not that, from me he late departed,

But not without that pious care to see safe

Me, and my weak men lodg'd, and dressd; | urg'd him
First hither, that 1 might more freely thank him:

He told me he had business, crav'd my pardon,
Business of much import.

Cle. Know you his name?

Dor. That he deny'd me too: a vow had bar'd him.

CaL In that he was not noble to be nameless.

Dor. Daughter you must remember him when | am dead,
And in a noble sort requite his piety,

"Twas his desire to dedicate this service
To your fair thoughts.

Cal. He knows me then?

Dor. | nam'd you,

And nam'd you mine: | think that's al his knowledge.

Cle. No name, no being?

Cal. Now | am mad to know him:

Saving mine honour, ang thing | had now
But to enjoy his sight, but his bare pifturej
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Make me his Saint, | must needs honour him,

Serv, | know his name.

Cd. There's thy reward for't; speak it.

Ser.  His man told me, but he desir'd my silence.

Cd. O Jasper speak, 'tis thy good Masters cause too:
We dl are bound in gratitude to compel thee.

Ser.  Lisander ? Yes, | am sure it was Lisander.

CaL Lisander ?'twas Lisander.

Cle. 'Tis Lisander. O my base thoughts! my wicked!
To make question this act could be another mans:
'Tis Lisander, a handsome timber'd man?

Sr. Yes (mourn'd ?
Cle. My Lisander] Was this friends absence to be
CaL | grant it:

Pie mourn his going now, and mourn it seriously:

When you weep for him, Sir, Tie bear you company.

That so much honour, so much honesty

Should be in one man, to do things thus bravely,

Make me his Saint, to me give this brave service:

What may | do to recompence his goodness?

| cannot tell.
Cle. Come Sir, | know you are sickly, so are your men.
Dor. | must confess | am weak,

And fitter for a bed than long discourses.
Cle. You shall hear to morrow, to morrow provide Sur-
Dor. Lisander— (geons.
Cal. What new fire is this? Lisander— [Exeunt.

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lis T)sthee good Lancelot remember that
Thy Master's life is in thy trust, and therefore
Be very carefull.
Lane. | will lose mine own, rather than hazard yours.
Lisa. Take what disguise
You in your own discretion shall think fittest,
To keep your sdf unknown.
Lane. | warrant ye;
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'Tis not the first time | have gone invisible:
| am as fine a Fairie in a business
Concerning night-work—
Lisa. Leave your vanities:
With this purse (which deliver'd,
You may spare your Oratory) convey this Letter to
CaUsta's woman.
Lane. 'Tis a handsom girle, Mistris Clarinda.

Lisa. | have made her mine. You know your work.
Lan. And if | sweat not in it,
At my return discard me. [ Exit.

Lisa. O Calistal the fairest! cruellest!
Enter Clarange.

Clar. So early stirring? a good day to you.
Lisa. | was viewing Sir,
The site of your house, and the handsomness about it:
Believe me it stands healthfully aad sweetly.
Clar. The house and Master of it realy
Are ever at your service.
Lisa. | return it:
Now if you please go forward in your storie
Of your dear friend and Mistris.
Clar. | will tell it,
And tell it short, because 'tis breakfast time,
(And love is a tedious thing to a quick stomach)
You eat not yester-night.
Lisa. | shal endure Sir.
Clara. My sdf (and as | then deliver'd to you)
A Gentleman of noble hope, one Lidian,
Both brought up from our infancy together,
One company, one friendship, and one exercise
Ever affefting, one bed holding us,
One grief, and one joy parted still between us,
More than companions, twins in al our actions,
We grew up till we were men, held one heart still:
Time cal'd us on to Arms, we were one Souldier,
Alike we sought our dangers and our honours,
Gloried alike one in anothers nobleness:
When Arms had made us fit, we were one lover,
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We lov'd one woman, lov'd without division,

And wood a long time with one fair affeftion;

And she, as it appears, loves us dike too.

At length considering what our love must grow to,

And covet in the end, this one was parted,

Rivals and honours make men stand at distance.

We then woo'd with advantage, but were friends still,

Saluted fairly, kept the peace of love,

We could not both enjoy the Ladies favour,

Without some scandal to her reputation,

We put it to her choice, this was her sentence,

To part both from her, and the last returning

Should be her Lord; we obey'd, and now you know it;

And for my part, (s0 truely | am touch'd with't)

I will go far enough, and be the last too,

Or nere return.

Lisa. A sentence of much cruelty;

But mild, compared with what's pronounc'd on me.

Our loving youth is born to many miseries.

What is that Lldian pray ye? (Lady.
Clar. Calista's Brother, if ever you have heard of that fair
Lisa. | have seen her Sir.

Clar. Then you have seen a wonder.
Lisa. | do confess: of what years is this Lidian?
Clar. About my years: there is not much between us.
Lisa. | long to know him.
Clar. 'Tis a vertuous longing,
As many hopes hang on his noble head,
As blossoms on a bough in May and sweet ones.
Lisa. Ye are a fair storie of your friend.
Clar. Of truth Sir: now, what's the matter?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. There is a Gentleman
At door, would speak with you on private business.
Clar. With me?
Serv.  He sdies 30, and brings haste about him.
Clar. Wait on him in. [Exit Servant.
Lisa. | will retire the while, to the next room.
Clar. We shdl not long disturb you.
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Enter Alcidon.
Aid. Save ye, Sir.
Clara. The like to you, fair Sir: pray you come near.
Alci. Pray you instruft me for | know you not.
With Monsieur Clarange | would speak,
Clar. | am he, Sir:
Ye are nobly welcome; | wait your business.
Alci. This will inform you.
Clar. Will you please to sit down? [ Reads.
He shall command me Sir, I'le wait upon him
Within this hour.
Alci. Y'are a noble Gentleman,
Wil't please you bring a friend? we are two of us,
And pity either, Sir, should be unfurnish'd.
Clar. | have none now, and the time is set so short,
‘Twill not be possible.
Alci. Do me the honour:
I know you are so full of brave acquaintance,
And worthy friends, you cannot want a partner:
| would be loth to stand still, Sir; besides,
You know the custom, and the vantage of it,
If you come in aone.
Clar. And | must meet it.
Alci. Send, wel defer an hour, let us be equal:
Games won and lost on equal terms shew fairest.
Clar. 'Tis to no purpose to send any whither,
Unless men be at home by Revelation:
So please you breath a while; when | have done with him,
You may be exercisd too: Tie trouble no man.

Enter Lisander.

Lisa. They are very loud. Now what's the news?
Clar. | must leave you,

Leave you a while, two hours hence Tie return friend.
Lisa. Why, what's the matter?
Clar. A little business.
Lisa. Andt be but a little, you may take me with ye.
Clar. "Twill be a trouble to you.
Lisa. No indeed, to do you service, | account a pleasure.
Clar. | must aone.
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Lisa. Why?
Clar. 'Tis necessity—
Before you pass the walks, and back again,
I will be with ye.
Lisa. If it be not unmannerly
To press you, | would go.
Clar. Tie tell you true, Sir,
This Gentleman and | upon appointment,
Are going to visit a Lady.
Lisa. | am no Capuchin, why should not | go?
A lei. Take the Gentleman,
Come he may see the Gentlewoman too,
And be most welcom, | do beseech you take him.
Lis. By any means, | love to see a Gentlewoman,
A prettie wench too.
Clar. Wsdl, Sir, we'll meet you,
And at the place: My service to the Lady.

Aid. | kiss your hand. [ Exit.
Clar. Prethee read ore her Letter.
Lisander reads.
Monsieur,

Know you have considered the dark sentence Olinda gave us,
and that (however she disguised it) it pointed more at our
swords edges than our bodies banishments, the last must injoy her:
if we retire, our youths are lost in wandring’, in emulation we
shall grow old men, and feeble, which is the scorn of love, and
rust of honour, and so return more fit to wed our Sepulchers, than
the Saint we aim at; let us therefore make our journey short, and
our hearts ready, and with our swords in our hands put it to for-
tune, which shall be worthy to receive that blessing, Vie stayyou
on the mountain, our old hunting place, this Gentleman alone rum
the hazard with me, and so | kissyour hand.

Your Servant Lidian.

Is this your wench? you'l find her a sharp Mistris.
What have | thrust my sdf into? is this that Lidian
You told me of?

Clar. ' The same.

Lisa. My Ladies Brother?
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No cause to heave my sword against but his?
To save the Father yesterday, and this morning,
To help to kill the Son? this is most courteous!
The only way to make the Daughter doat on me.
Clar. Why do you muse? would ye go off?
Lisa. No, no, I must on now; this will be kindly taken;
No life to sacrifice, but part of hers?
Do you fight straight?
Clara. Yes presently.
Lisan. To morrow then,
The balefull tidings of this day will break out,
And this nights Sun will set in bloud; | am troubl'd:
If I am kilPd, 1 am happy.
Clar. Will you go friend?
Lis. | am ready Sir, fortune thou hast made me monstrous.
[ Exeunt.

Enter Malfort, a..d Clarinda.

Malf. Your cousin, and my true friend, lusty Leon,
Shall know how you use me.
Clar. Be more temperate,
Or | will never use, nor know you more
I'th" way of a servant. al the house takes notice
Of your ridiculous fopperie; |1 have no sooner
Perform'd my duties in my Ladies chamber,
And she scarce down the stairs, but you appear
Like my evil spirit to me. (der
Malf. Can the fish live out of the water, or the Salaman-
Out of the fire? or | live warm, but in
The frying-pan of your favour?
Cla. Pray you forget
Your curious comparisons, borrowed from
The pond, and kitchin, and remember what
My Ladies pleasure is for th' entertainment
Of her noble Father.
Ma. | would learn the art of memory in your table book.
Cla. Very good sir, no more but up and ride, | apprehend
Your meaning, soft fire makes sweet mault Sir:
Tie answer you in a Proverb.
Mai. But one kiss from thy hony lip.
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Cla. You fight too high, my hand is
A fair ascent from my foot, his slavering kisses
Spoil me more gloves—enough for once, you'l surfeit
With too much grace.
Mai. Have you no imployment for me?
Cla. Yes yes go send for Leon, and convey him
Into the private Arbour, from his mouth
| hear your praises with more faith.
Ma. | am gone; yet one thing €re | go, there's at the door
The rarest Fortune-teller, he hath told me
The strangest things; he knows ye are my Mistris,
And under seal delivered how many Children
| shall beget on you, pray you give him hearing,
Hel make it good to you.
Cla. A cunning man
Of your own making, howsoer Tie hear him
At your intreaty.
Mai. Now | perceive ye love me,
At my entreaty, come in friend—remember
To speak as | directed, he knows his lesson,
And the right way to please her; this it is
To have a head-piece. [Exit.

Enter Lancelot, like a Fortune-teller, with a Purse,
and two Letters in it.

Cla. 'Tis said you can tell fortunes to come.
Lan. Yes Mistris and what's past;
Unglove your hand, by this straight line | see
You have lain crooked.
Cla. How? lain crooked?
Lan. Yes, and in that posture plaid at the old game,
(No body hears me, and Tie be no blab)
And at it lost your maiden-head.
Cla. A shrewd fellow;
Tis truth, but not to be confessd; in this
Your palmistry deceives you, something dse Sir.
Lan. Ye are a great woman with your Lady, and
Acquainted with her counsdls.
Cla. still more strange.
Lan. There is a noble Knight Lisander loves her,
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Whom she regards not, and the destinies

With whom | am familiar, have deliver'd

That by your means aone, he must enjoy her.

Your hand again, yes, yes; you have aready

Promisd him your assistance, and what's more,

Tasted his bounty, for which, from the skye

There are 200. crowns dropp'd in a Purse,

Look back, you'l find it true; nay, open it,

‘Tis good Gold | assure you. (to my Lady?

Cla. How, two Letters? the first indorsd to me? this
Subscrib'd  Lisander|

Lan. And the fortune-teller, his servant Lancelot.

Cla. How had | logt my eyes,

That | could not know thee? not a word of the loss
Of my virginity.

Lan. Nor who | am.

Cla. Tie use all speedy means for your dispatch
With a welcom answer, but till ou receive it,
Continue thus disguisd, Monsieur Malfort
(You know the way to humour him) shall provide
A lodging for you, and good entertainment;

Nay, since we trade both one way, thou shat have

Some feeling with me, take that. ~(ment.
Lan. Bountifull wench may'st thou nere want imploy-
Cla. Nor such pay boy. [Exeunt.

Enter Lidian, Alcidon, (at one door) Lisander,
Clarange, (at another.)

Lid. You're welcom.
Alci. Let us do our office first,
And then make choice of a new piece of ground
To try our fortunes.
Lisa. All's fair here.
Aid. And here, their swords are equal.
Lisa. If there be any odds in mine, we will exchange.
Aid. Wel tak of that
When we are farther off, farewel.
Lisa. Farewd friend. [Ex. Lisander, and Alcidon.
Lidi. Come let us not be idle.
Cla. | will find you imployment, fear not.
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Lid. You know Sir, the cause that brings [u]s hither.
Cla. There needs no more discoursing,
No time, nor place for repetition now.
Lid. Let our swords argue, and | wish Clarange
The proud Olinda saw us.
Cla. Would she did;
What ever estimation she holds of me,
She should behold me like a man fight for her.
Lid. 'Tis nobly said; set on love; and my fortune—
Cla. The same for me, come home brave Lidian
‘Twas manly thrust, this token to the Lady,
Ye have it Sir, deliver it, take breath,
| see ye bleed apace, ye shall have fair play.

Enter Lisander.

Lis.  You must lye there a while, 1 cannot help you.

Lid. Nay, then my fortune's gone, | know | must dye:
Yet dearly will 1 sdl my love, come on both,

And use your fortunes, | expeft no favour;
Weak as | am, my confidence shall meet ye.

Cla. Yild up your cause and live.

Lid. What dost thou hold me?

A recreant, that prefers life before credit?
Though | bleed hard, my honour finds no Issue,
That's constant to my heart.

Cla. Have at your life then.

Lis. Hold, or I'le turn, and bend my sword against ye;
My cause Clarange too, view this brave Gentleman,
That yet may live to kill you, he stands nobly,

And has as great a promise of the day

As you can tye unto your self, he's ready,

His sword as sharp, view him with that remembrance,
That you deliver'd him to me Clarange'.

And with those eyes, that clearness will become ye:
View him, as you reported him; survey him,

Fix on your friendship Sir, | know you are noble,
And step but inward to your old affeftion;
Examine but that soul grew to your bosom,

And try then if your sword will bite, it cannot,
The edge will turn again, asham'd, and blunted;
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Lidian, you are the pattern of fair friendship,
Exampled for your love, and imitated,
The Temple of true hearts, stor'd with affections,
For sweetness of your spirit made a Saint,
Can you decline this nobleness to anger?
To mortal anger? 'gainst the man ye love most?
Have ye the name of vertuous, not the nature?
Lid. | will sit down.
Clar. And Tie st by you, Lidian. (things?
Lis. And Tie go on, can Heaven be pleasd with these
To see two hearts that have been twin'd together,
Married in friendship to the world, to wonder,
Of one growth, of one nourishment, one health,
Thus mortally divorc'd for one weak woman?
Can love be pleasd? love is a gentle spirit,
The wind that blows the April flowers, not softer;
She is drawn with doves to shew her peacefulness,
Lions and bloody Pards are Mars's servants;
Would ye serve love? do it with humbleness,
Without a noise, with still prayers, and soft murmurs
Upon her Altars offer your obedience,
And not your brawls; she's won with tears, not terrors:
That fire ye kindle to her deity
Is only gratefull when it's blown with sighs,
And holy Incense flung with white hand-innocence;
Ye wound her now; ye are too superstitious,
No sacrifice of bloud, or death she longs for.
Lid. Came he from Heaven?
Clar. He téls us truth good Lidian.
Lisa. That part of noble love which is most sweset,
And gives eternal being to fair beauty,
Honour, you hack i' pieces with your swords,
And that ye fight to crown, ye kill, fair credit.
Clar. Thus we embrace, no more fight, but al friendship,
And where love pleasss to bestow his benefits,
Let us not argue.
Lid. Nay, brave Sir, come in too;
You may love dso, and may hope, if ye do,
And not rewarded for't, there is no justice;
Farewel friend, here let's part upon our pilgrimage,
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It must be 0, Cupid draws on our sorrows.
And where the lot lights—
Clar. 1 shal count it happiness,
Farewel, dear friend.
Lis. Firgt, let's relieve the Gentleman
That Iyes hurt in your cause, and bring him off,
And take some care for your hurts, then | will part too,
A third unfortunate, and willing wanderer. [Exeunt.

Enter Olinda, and Cdlista

Oli. My fears foresaw ‘twould come to this.
Cal | would your sentence had been milder.
Olin. 'Tis past help now.

CaL | share in your despair, and yet my hopes
Have not quite left me, since all possible means
Are practised to prevent the mischief following
Their mortal meeting, my Lord is coasted one way,
My Father, though his hurts forbad his travel,

Hath took another, my Brother in Law Beronte

A third, and every minute we must look for

The certain knowledge, which we must endure

With that calm patience heav'n shall please to lend us.

Enter Dorilaus, and Cleander, severally.

Dor. Dead both?

Clea. Such is the rumour, and 'tis general.

Olin. | hear my passing bell.

CaL | am in a fevour.

Cle. They say their seconds too; but what they are,
Is not known yet, some worthy fellows certain.

Dor. Where had you knowledge?

Clea. Of the Country people, 'tis spoken every where.

Dor. | heard it so too;
And 'tis so common, | do half believe it,
You have lost a Brother, wench, he lov'd you well,
And might have liv'd to have done his country service,
But he is gone, thou fell'st untimely, Lidian,
But by a valiant hand, that's some small comfort,
And took him with thee too, thou lov'st brave company,
Weeping will do no good, you lost a servant,
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He might have livd to have been your Master, Lady,
But you fear'd that.
Olin. Good Sir, be tender to me,
The news is bad enough, you need not press it,
I lov'd him well, 1 lov'd 'em both.
Dor. It seems .
How many more have you to love so Lady?
They were both fools to fight for such a Fiddle;
Certain there was a dearth of noble anger,
When a slight woman was thought worth a quarrel.
Olin.  Pray you think nobler.
Dor. Fie tell thee what | think, the plague, war, famine,
Nay put in dice and drunkenness (and those
Youl grant are prettt/) helps) kill not so many
(I mean so many noble) as your loves do,
Rather your lewdness, I crave your mercy, women,
Be not offended if | anger ye.
| am sure ye have touch'd me deep, | came to be merry,
And with my children, but to see one ruin'd
By this fell accident—are they al dead?
If they be speak?
Clean. What news?

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, Clarinda, following
with a Letter.

Ber. What, dead? ye pose me;
| understand you not.
Clea. My Brother Lidian Clarange and their seconds.
Ber. Here is one of 'em, and sure this Gentleman's aive.
Aid. | hope 50, s0 is your Son, Sir, so is brave Clarange
They fought indeed, and they were hurt sufficiently;
We were dl hurt, that bred the general rumour,
But friends again al, and like friends we parted.
Clea. Heard ye of Lisander*
Ber. Yes, and missd him narrowly:
He was one of the combatants, fought with this Gentleman,
Second against your Brother, by his wisdom
(For certainly good fortune follows him)
All was made peace, Tie tell you the rest at dinner,
For we are hungry.

100



S. i THE LOVERS PROGRESS

Aid. | before | eat
Must pay a vow | am sworn to, my life, Madam,
Was at Lisander's mercy, | live by It;
And for the noble favour, he desir'd me
To kiss your fair hand for him, offering
This second service as a Sacrifice
At the Altar of your vertues.
Dor. Come joy on dl sides;
Heaven will not suffer honest men to perish.
Clea. Be proud of such a friend.
Dor. Forgive me, Madam,
It was a grief might have concern'd you near too.
Clea. No work of excellence but still Lisander,
Go thy waies, Worthy.
Olin.  Wel be merry too,
Were | to speak again, | would be wiser.
[Ex. Manent Ca. Clarin.
Cal. Too much of tuis rare cordial makes me sick,
However | obey you.
Clarin.  Now or never is an apt time to move her, Madam.
Cal. Who's that?
Clarin.  Your servant, | would speak with your Ladyship.
Clal]. Why dost thou look about?
Clarin. | have private business
That none must hear but your Lisander—
Cal. Where?
Clar. Nay, is not here, but would entreat this favour,
Some of your Balsam from your own hand given,
For he is much hurt, and that he thinks would cure him.
Cal. He shall have al, my Prayers too.
Clar. But conceive me,
It must be from your sdf immediately,
Pity so brave a Gentleman should perish,
He is superstitious, and he holds your hand
Of infinite power; | would not urge this, Madam,
But only in a mans extreams to help him. (happy in't,
Cal. Let him come (good wench) 'tis that | wish, | am
My hushand his true friend, my noble father,
The fair Olinda, al desire to se him;
He shall have many hands.
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Clar. That he desires not,
Nor eyes but yours, to look upon his miseries,
For then he thinks 'twould be no perfect cure, Madam,
He would come private.

Cal. How can that be here?
| shall do wrong unto al those that honour him,
Besides my credit.

Clar. Dare ye not trust a hurt man?
Not strain a courtesie to save a Gentleman?
To save his life that has sav'd al your family?
A man that comes like a poor mortifi‘d Pilgrim,
Only to beg a Blessing and depart again?
He would but see you, that he thinks would cure him.
But since you find fit reasons to the contrary,
And that it cannot stand with your clear honour,
Though you best know how well he has deserv'd of ye:
Il send him word back though | grieve to do it,
Grieve at my soul, for certainly ‘iwill kill him,
What your will is.

Cal. Stay, | will think upon't; where is he, Wench?

Clar. If you desire to see him,
Let not that trouble you, he shal be with you,
And in that time that no man shal suspect ye;
Your honour, Madam, is in your own free keeping;
Your care in me; in him al honesty;
If ye desire him not, let him pass by ye,
And all this business reckon but a dream.

ClalL Go in, and counsd me, | would fain see him,
And willingly comfort him.

Clar. 'Tis in your power;
And if you dare trust me, you shall do it safely,
Read that, and let that tell you, how he honours you.

[ Exeunt.

ASus Tertius. Scena Prima.

Enter Clarinda with a Key, and Leon.

L eo lis happy Night. [Kisses her.
Clar. Preserve this eagerness
Till we meet nearer, there is something done
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Will give us opportunity.
Leon. Witty Girl, the plot?
Clar. You shall hear that at leisure,
The whole house reels with joy at the report
Of Lidians safety, and that joy encreasd
From their affeftion to the brave Lisander,
In being made the happy instrument to compound
The bloudy difference.
Leon. They will hear shortly that
Will turn their mirth to mourning, he was then
The principal means to save two lives, but since
There are two fain, and by his single hand,
For which his life must answer, if the King,
Whose arm is long, can reach him. (this Key,
Clar. We have now no spare time to hear stories, take
Twill make your passage to the banquetting house
I'th" Garden free.
Leon. You will not tail to come?
Clar. For mine own sake ner doubt it; now for Lisander.
[ Exit.

Enter Dorilaus, Oleander, Servants with lights.

Dor. To bed, to bed, 'tis very late.
Clean. To bed dl, | have drunk a health too much.
Dor. Youll sleep the better,
My usual physick that way.
Clean. Where's your Mistriss?
Clar. She is above, but very ill, and aguish;
The late fright of her Brother has much troubl'd her:
She would entreat to lye aone.

Clean. Her pleasure. (health,
Dor. Commend my love to her, and my Prayers for her
Il see her ere | go. [Exeunt; manet Clarinda.

Clar. All good rest to ye;
Now to my watch for Lisander when he is furnished,
For mine own friend, since | stand Centinel,
I love to laugh i'th' evenings too, and may,
The priviledg of my place will warrant it. [Exit.
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Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lis. You have done well hitherto; where are we now?
Lane. Not far from the house, | hear by th' Owils
There are many of your Welch falkoners about it;
Here were a night to chuse to run away with
Another mans Wife, and do the feat.
Lis. Peace Knave,
The house is here before us, and some may hear us;
The Candles are al out.
Lane. But one i'th' Parlour,
| see it simper hither, pray come this way.
Lis. Step to the Garden-door, and feel and't be open.
Lan; | am going, luck deliver me from the saw-pits,
Or | am buried quick; | hear a Dog,
No, 'tis a Cricket, ha? here's a Cuckold buried,
Take heed of his horns, Sir, here's the door, 'tis open.
[Clarinda at the door,
Clar. Who's there?

Lis. Friend.
Clar. Sir, Lisanderl
Lis. 1.

Clar. Ye are welcome, follow me, and make no noise.
Lis. Go to your horse, and keep your watch with care,

And be sure ye seep not. (Sirrah,

[Exeunt Lisander, Clarinda.

Lan. Send me out the Dairy-maid

To play at trump with me, and keep me waking,

My fellow horse and | must now discourse

Like two learned Almanack-Makers, of the Stars,

And tell what a plentiful year 'twill prove of Drunkards.

If I had but a pottle of Sack, like a sharp prickle,

To knock my Nose against when | am nodding,

| should sing like a Nightingale, but | must

Keep watch without it, | am apt to dance,

Good fortune guide me from the Faries Circles. [ Exit.

Enter Clarinda with a Taper, and Lisander with a Pistol,
two Chairs set out.

Clar. Come near, [Cdligta sitting behind a Curtain*
Il leave ye now, draw but that Curtain,
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And have your wish; now, Leon, | am for thee;
We that are servants must make use of stoln hours,
And be glad of snatch'd occasions. [ Exit.

Lis. She is adeep,

Fierce Love hath closd his lights, I may look on her,
Within her eyes 'has lockt the graces up,

I may behold and live; how sweet she breaths!

The orient morning breaking out in odours

Is not so full of perfumes, as her breath is;

She is the abstract of all Excellence, and scorns a Parallel.

Cal. Who's there?

Lis. Your servant, your most obedient slave (adored Lady)
That comes but to behold those eyes again,

And pay some Vows | have to sacred Beauty,
And so pass by; | am blind as ignorance,
And know not where | wander, how I live,
Till I receive from their bright influence
Light to direft me, for Devotions sake,

You are the Saint | tread these holy steps to,
And holy Saints are all relenting sweetness,
Be not enrag'd, nor be not angry with me;
The greatest attribute of Heaven is mercy;
And 'tis the Crown of Justice, and the glory
Where it may kill with right, to save with pity.

Cal. Why do you kneel ? | know you come to mock me,
T'upbraid me with the benefits you have giv'n me,
Which are too many, and too mighty, Sir,

For my return; and | confess 'tis justice,

That for my cruelty you should despise me,

And | expeft however you are cam now,

A foyl you strive to set your cause upon,

It will break out; Calista is unworthy,

Coy, proud, disdainful, | acknowledge all,

Colder of Comfort than the frozen North is

And more a stranger to Lisanders worth,

His youth and faith, than it becomes her gratitude,
I blush to grant it, yet take this aong,

A soveraign medicine to allay displeasure,

May be an argument to bring me off too;

She is married, and she is chaste; how sweet that sounds!
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How it perfumes all air 'tis spoken in!
O dear Lisander would you break this union ?
Lis. No, | adore it; let me kiss your hand,
And sedl the fair faith of a Gentleman on it.
Cal. You are truly valiant, would it not afflicl ye
To have the horrid name of Coward touch you ?
Such is the Whore to me.
Lis. | nobly thank ye;
And may | be the same when | dishonour ye;
This | may do again. [Kissing her hand.
Cal. Ye may, and worthily;
Such comforts Maids may grant with modesty,
And neither make her poor nor wrong her bounty;
Noble Lisander, how fond now am | of ye!
| heard you were hurt.
Lis. You dare not head me, Lady?
| am hurt here; how sweetly now she blushes!
Excellent Objedis kill our sight, she blinds me;
The Roses in the pride of May shew pae to her;
O Tyrant, Custom! and O Coward, Honour!
How ye compel me to put on mine own Chains!
May | not kiss ye now in superstition?
For you appear a thing that | would kneel to;

Let me er that way. [Kisses her.
Cal. Ye shall err for once, | have a kind of noble pity on
Among your manly sufferings, make this mogt, (y™

To er no farther in desire, for then, Sir,
You add unto the gratitudes | owe you;
And after death, your dear friends soul shall bless you.
Lis. | am wondrous honest.
CaL | dare try. [Kisses.
Lis. | have tasted a blessedness too great for dull mortality,
Once more, and let me dye.
Cal. | dare not murther,
How will maids curse me if | kill with kisses!
And young men flye th' embraces of fair Virgins?
Come, pray sit down, but let's talk temperately.
Lis. Is my dear friend abed?
Cal. Yes, and adeep;
Secure adeep, 'tis midnight too, Lisander
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Spesk not so loud.

Lis. You s | am a Statue,
| could not stand dse as | had eaten Ice,
Or took into my bloud a drowzie Poyson,
And Natures noblest, brightest flame burns in me;
Midnight? and | stand quietly to behold it so?
The Alarm rung, and | deep like a Coward?
| am worn away, my faith, my dull obedience
Like Crutches, carry my decayed Body
Down to the Grave, | have no youth within me,
Yet happily you love too.
Cal. Love with honour.
Lis. Honour? what's that? 'tis but a specious title
We should not prize too high.
Cal. Dearer than life.
Lis. The value of it is as time hath made it,
And time and custome have too far insulted,
We are no gods, to be always tyed to drictness
‘Tis a presumption to shew too like 'em;
March but an hour or two under Loves Ensigns,
We have Examples of great memories—
CaL But foul ones too, that greatness cannot cover,
That Wife that by Example sins, sins double,
And pulls the Curtain open to her shame too;
Methinks to enjoy you thus—
Lis. 'Tis no joy, Lady,
A longing Bride if she stop here, would cry,
The Bridegroom too, and with just cause curse Hymen
But yield a little, be one hour a Woman,
(I do not speak this to compel you, Lady)
And give your Will but motion, let it stir
But in the taste of that weak fears cal evil,
Try it to understand it, welll do nothing,
You'll ner come to know pure good ese
CaL Fie Sir.
Lis. | have found a way, let's dlip into this errour
As Innocents, that know not what we did;
As we were dreaming both, let us embrace;
The sin is none of ours then, but our fancies;
What have | said? what blasphemy to honour?
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O my base thoughts! pray ye take this and shoot me.

My Villain thoughts! [Noise within.
CaL | weep your miseries, and would to heaven—what
Lis. It comes on louder. (noise?

Kill me, and save your self; save your fair honour,
And lay the fault on me, let my life perish,
My base lascivious life, shoot quickly, Lady.
Cal. Not for the World, retire behind the hangings,
And there stand close—my husband, close, Lisander.

Enter Cleander with a Taper.

Clean. Dearest, are you well?
Cal. O my sad heart, my head, my head.
Clean. Alas, poor soul! what do you do out of your bed ?

You take cold, my Calista; how do ye?

CaL Not so well, Sir, to lie by ye, my Brothers fright—
Clean. 1 had a frightful dream too,

A very frightful dream, my best Calista;

Methought there came a Dragon to your Chamber,

A furious Dragon (Wife) | yet shake at it;

Are al things well?

Lis. Shall | shoot him?

Cal. No, dl wdll, Sir,
‘Twas but your care of me, your loving care,
Which aways watches.

Clean. And methought he came
As if he had risen thus out of his Den,
As | do from these Hangings.

Lis. Dead.

Cal. Hold, good Sir.

Clean. And forc'd ye in his arms thus.

Cal. "Twas but fancy

That troubled ye, here's nothing to disturb me,

Good Sir, to rest again, and | am now drowzie,

And will to bed; make no noise, dear Husband,

But let me sleep; before you can cal any body, | am abed.
Clean. This, and sweet rest dwell with ye. [Exit.
Cal. Come out again, and as you love, Lisander,

Make haste away, you see his mind is troubled;

Do you know the door ye came in at?
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Lis. Well, sweet Lady.
Cal. And can ye hit it readily?
Lis. | warrant ye;
And must | go? Must here end al my happiness?
Here in a dream, as if it had no substance?
Cal. For this time, friend, or here begin our ruins;
We are both miserable.
Lis. This is some comfort
In my afflictions; they are so full already,
They can find no encrease.
Cal. Dear, speak no more.
Lis. You must be silent then.
Cal. Farewel, Lisander, thou joy of man, farewel.
Lis. Farewel, bright Lady,
Honour of woman-kind, a heavenly blessing.
Cal. Be ever honest.
Lis. | will be a dog else;
The vertues of your mind I'll make my Library,
In which I'll study the celestia beauty;
Your Constancy, my Armour that I'll fight in;
And on my Sword your Chastity shall sit,
Terrour to rebel bloud.

Cal. Once more, farewel, . _[Noise within.
0 that my modesty coud hold you still, Sir—he comes
Lis. Heaven keep my hand from murther, (again.

Murther of him | love.

Cal. Away, dear friend,
Down to the Garden stairs, that way, Lisander,
We are betray'd ese

Enter Cleander.

Lis. Honour guard the innocent. [Exit Lisander.
Clean* Still up? | fear'd your health.
Cal. 'Has missd him happily;

1 am going now, | have done my meditations,

My heart's dmost at peace.
Clean. To my warm Bed then.
Cal. | will, pray ye lead. A Pistol shot within.
Clean. A Pistol shot iW house?

At these hours? sure some thief, some murtherer;
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Rise, ho! rise al, | am betrayM.

Cal O Fortune!
0 giddv thing! he has met some opposition,
And kill'd; | am confounded, lost for ever.

Enter Dorilaus.

Dor. Now, what's the matter?
Clean. Thieves, my noble Father, Villains and Rogues.
Dor. Indeed! | heard a Pistol, let's search about.

Enter Maifort, Clarinda, and Servants.

Mai. To bed again, they are gone, Sir,
1 will not bid you thank my valour for't;
Gone at the Garden door; there were a dozen,
And bravely arm'd, | saw 'em.
Clar. | am glad, glad at the heart.
Serv. One shot a& me, and missd me.
Mai. No, 'twas at me, the rfullet flew close by me,
Close by my ear; another had a huge Sword,
Flourish'd it thus; but at the point 1 met him,
But the Rogue taking me to be your Lordship,
(As sure your Name is terrible, and we
Not much unlike in the dark) roar'd out aoud,
'Tis the kill-Crow, Dorilaus, and away
They ran as they had flown; now you must love me,
Or fear me for my Courage, Wench.
Clar. O Rogue!
O lying Rogue, Lisander stumbled, Madam,
At the Stairshead, and in the fal the shot went off;
Was gone before they rose.
Cal. | thank Heaven for't.
Clar. | was frighted too, it spoil'd my game with Leon.
Cle. You must sit up; and they had come to your Chamber
What pranks would they have plaid! how came the door open?
Ma. | heard 'em when they forc'd it; up | rose
Took Durindana in my hand; and like
Orlando issu'd forth.
Clar. | know you are valiant.
Clean. To bed again,
And be you henceforth provident, at sun-rising

no



S ol THE LOVERS PROGRESS

We must part for a while.
Dor. When you are a bed,
Take leave of her, there 'twill be worth the taking;
Here 'tis but a cold Ceremony, ere long
Well find Lisander, or we have ill-fortune.
Clean. Lock dl the doors fast.
Mai. Though they al stood open,
My name writ on the door, they dare not enter. [Exeunt.

Enter Clarange, Fryar with a letter.

Clar. Turn'd Hermit?
Fry. Yes, and a devout one too; | heard him preach.
Clar. That lessens my belief,
For though | grant my Lidian a Scholar,
As far as fits a Gentleman, he hath studied
Humanity, and in that he is a Master;
Civility of manners, Courtship, Arms;
But never aim'd at (as | could perceive)
The deep points of Divinity.
Fry. That confirms his
Devotion to bt real, no way tainted
With ostentation, or hyp[ocr]isie,
The cankers of Religion; his Sermon
So full of gravity, and with such sweetness
Deliver'd, that it drew the admiration
Of al the hearers on him; his own Letters
To you, which witness he will leave the World,
And these to fair Olinda, his late Mistriss,
In which he hath with al the moving language
That ever expressd Rhetorick, solicited
The Lady to forget him, and make you
Blessed in her embraces, may remove
All scrupulous doubts.
Clar. It strikes a sadness in me.
| know not what to think of 't.
Fry. Ere he entred
His solitary Cel, he pen'd a Ditty,
His long, and last farewel to Love and Women,
So feelingl, that | confess however
It stands not with my order to be taken
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With such poetical Raptures; | was mov'd,
And strangely with it.
Clar. Have you the Copy?
Fry. Yes Sir;
My Novice too can sing it, if you please
To give him hearing.
Clar. And it will come timely,
For | am full of melancholy thoughts,
Against which | have heard with reason Musick
To be the speediest cure, 'pray you apply it.

A Song by the Novice.

Dieu fond love, farewel you wanton powers,
| am free again;
Thou dull Disease of bloud, and idle hours;
Bewitching pain,
Flye to the Fools that sigh away their time.
My nobler love to Heaven doth climb.
And there behold Beauty still young,
That Time can ner corrupt, nor Death destroy,
Immortal sweetness by fair Angels sung,
And honoured by Eternity and Joy:
There, lives my love, thither my hopes aspire,
Fond love declines, this heavenly [love] grows higher.

Fri. How do ye approve it?
Claran. To its due desert,
It is a Heavenly Hymn, no ditty Father,
It passes through my ears unto my soul,
And works divinely on it; give me leave
A little to consider; shal | be
Outdone in al things? nor good of my sdf,
Nor by example? shall my loose hope till,
The viands of a fond affeftion, feed me
As | were a sensud beast? spiritual food
Refusd by my sick palat? 'tis resolv'd.
How far off Father, doth this new made Hermit
Make his abode?
Fri. Some two dayes journey Son.
Clar. Having reved'd my fair intentions to ye
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| hope your piety will not deny me
Your ads to further'em?
Fri. That were against a good mans charity.
Clar. My first request is,
You would some time, for reasons | will shew you,
Defer delivery of Lidians Letters
To fair Olinda.
Fri. Well Sir.
Clar. For what follows,
You shall diredl me; something | will do,
A new born zeal, and friendship prompts me to. [Ex.

Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Chamberlain, Table
Tapers, and three stools.

Clea. We have supp'd well friend; let our beds be ready,
We must be stirring early.
Cham. They are made Sir.
Dor. | cannot sleep yet, where's the jovial host
You told me of? 'thas been my custom ever
To parley with mine host.
Clea. He's a good fellow,
And such a one | know you love to laugh with;
Go cal your Master up.
Cham. He cannot come Sir.
Dor. Is he a bed with his wife?
Cham. No certainly.
Dor. Or with some other guests?
Cham. Neither and't like ye.
Clea. Why then he shal come by your leave my friend,
Tie fetch him up my sdf.
Cham. Indeed you'l fail Sir.
Dor. Is he i'th' house?
Cham. No, but he is hard by Sir;
He is fast in's grave, he has been dead these three weeks.
Dor. Then o' my conscience he will come but lamely,
And discourse worse.
Clean. Farewd mine honest Host then,
Mine hcnest merry Host; will you to bed yet?
Dor. No, not this hour, | prethee sit and chat by me.
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Clean. Give us a quart of wine then, wel be merry.
Dor. A match my Son; pray let your wine be living,
Or lay it by your Master.
Cham. It shall be quick Sir. [ Exit.
Dor. Has not mine Host a wife?
[Clean]. A good old woman.
Dor. Another coffin, that is not so handsom;
Your Hostesses in Innes should be blith things,
Pretty, and young to draw in passengers;
Shel never fill her beds well, if she be not beauteous.
Clean. And courteous too.

Enter Chamberlain, with wine.

Dor. |, I, and a good fellow,
That will mistake sometimes a Gentleman
For her good man; well done; here's to Lisander.

Clean. My full love meets it; make fire in our lodgings,
WEel trouble thee no farther; to your Son. [Ex. Cham.
Dor. Put in Clarange too; off with't, |1 thank ye;

This wine drinks merrier still, O for mine Host now,
Were he alive again, and well disposd, .
| would so claw his pate.
Clean. Y'are a hard drinker.
Dor. | love to make mine Host drunk, he will lye then
The rarest, and the roundest, of his friends,
His quarrels, and his guests, and they are the best bauds too,
Take 'em in that tune.
Clean. You know all.
Dor. | did Son, but time, and arms have worn me out.
Clea. 'Tislate Sir, | hear none stirring.  [A lute is struck.
Dor. Hark, what's that, a Lute?
Tis at the door | think.
Clean. The doors are shut fast.
Dor. 'Tis morning sure, the Fiddlers are got up
To fright mens deeps, have we ne're a pispot ready?
Clean. Now | remember, | have heard mine Host that's
Touch a lute rarely, and as rarely sing too, (dead,
A brave dtill mean.
Dor. | would give a brace of French Crowns
To se him rise and Fiddle—Hark, a Song.
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A SONG.

IS late and cold, stir up the fire;
St close, and draw the Table nigher;
Be merry, and drink wine thafs old,
A hearty medicine 'gainst a cold.
Tour bed of wanton down's the best,
Where you shall tumble to your rest-,
| could wish you wenches too,
But | am dead and cannot do;
Call for the best the house may ring,
Sack) White, and Claret let them bring,
And drink apace while breath you have,
Tou'l find but cold drink in the grave;
Plover, Partridge for your dinner,
And a Capon for the sinner,
You shall find ready when you are up,
And your horse shaU have his sup:
Welcom welcom shall flye round,
And | shall smile though under ground.

Clean. Now as | live, it is his voice.
Dor. He sings well, the Devil has a pleasant pipe.
Clean. The fellow lyed sure.

Enter Host.

He is not dead, he's here: how pae he looks!
Dor. Is this he?
Clean. Yes.
Host. You are welcom noble Gentlemen,
My brave old guest most welcom.
Clean. Lying knaves,
To tell us you were dead, come sit down by us,
We thank ye for your Song.
Host. Would 't had been better.
Dor. Speak, are ye dead?
Host. Yes indeed am | Gentlemen,
| have been dead these three weeks.
Dor. Then here's to ye, to comfort Kour cold body.
Clean™ What do ye mean? stand further off.
Dor. | will stand nearer to him,
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Shall he come out on's coffin to bear us company,
And we not bid him welcom? come mine Hogt,
Mine honest Host, here's to ye.
Host. Spirits Sir, drink not.
Clea. Why do ye appear?
Host. To wait upon ye Gentlemen,
Thas been my duty living, now my farewel;
| fear ye are not usd accordingly.
Dor. | could wish you warmer company mine Host,
How ever we are usd.
Host. Next to entreat a courtesie,
And then | go to peace.
Clea. Ist in our power?
Host. Yes and 'tis this, to see my body buried
In holy ground, for now | lye unhallowed,
By the clarks fault; let my new grave be made
Amongst good fellows, that have died before me,
And merry Hostes of my kind.
Clea. It shall be done.
Dor. And forty stoops of wine drank at thy funeral.
Clea. Do you know our travel?
Host. Yes to seek your friends,
That in afflictions wander now.
Clean. Alas!
Host. Seek 'em no farther, but be confident
They shal return in peace.
Dor. There's comfort yet. (Host,
Clea. Pray ye one word more, ist in your power mine
Answer me softly, some hours before my death,
To give me warning?

Host. | cannot tell ye truly,
But if 1 can, so much alive | lov'd ye,
I will appear again, adieu. [ Exit.

Dor. Adieu, Sir.

Cle. | am troubl'd; these strange apparitions are
For the most part fatal.

Dor. This if told, will not
Find credit, the light breaks apace, let's lie down
And take some little rest, an hour or two,
Then do mine host's desire, and so return,
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| do believe him.

Clean. So do I, to rest, Sir. [ Exeunt.
Enter Caista, and Clarinda
Cal Clarindat

Clarin. Madam.
Cal. Is the house well ordered?
The doors look'd to now in your Masters absence?
Your care, and diligence amongst the Servants?
Clarin. | am stirring, Madam.
CaL So thou art, Clarinda,
More than thou ought'st | am sure, why dost thou blush ?
Clarin. 1 do not blush.
Cal. Why dost thou hang thy head wench?
Clarin. Madam, ye are deceived, | look upright,
| understand ye not: she has spied Leon, [Aside.
Shame of his want of caution.
Cal. Look on me; what, blush again?
Clarin. 'Tis more than | know, Madam;
| have no cause that | find yet.
Cal. Examine then.

Clarin. Your Ladyship is set | think to shame me.
Cal. Do not deserv't, who lay with you last night?
What bed-fellow had ye? none of the maids came near ye.

Clarin. Madam, they did.
Cal. 'Twas one in your Cousins cloaths then,
And wore a sword; and sure | keep no Amazons;
Wench do not lye, 'twill but proclaim thee guilty;
Lyes hide our sins like nets; like perspectives,
They draw offences nearer still, and greater:
Come, tell the truth.
Clarin. You are the strangest Lady
To have these doubts of me; how have | liv'd, Madam?
And which of al my careful services deserves these shames?
Cal. Leave facing, 'twill not serve ye,
This impudence becomes thee worse than lying.
| thought ye had liv'd well, and | was proud oft;
But you are pleasd to abuse my thoughts; who was't?
Honest icpentance yet will make the fault less.
Clarin. Do ye compel me? do you stand so strict too?
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Nay, then have at ye; | shal rub that sore, Madam,
(Since ye provoke me) will but vex your Ladyship;
Let me aone.
Cal. | will know.
Clarin.  For your own peace,
The peace of your own conscience ask no farther;
Wak in, and let me aone.
CaL No, | will know al.
Clar. Why, then Fie tell ye, 'twas a man | lay with,
Never admire, 'tis easie to be done, Madam,
And usual too, a proper man | lay with;
Why should you vex at that? young as Ltsanaer,
And able too; | grudge not at your pleasure,
Why should you stir at mine? | stea none from ye.
CaL And dost thou glory in this sin?
Cla. | am glad on', to glory in't is for a mighty Lady
That may command.
CaL Why didst thou name Lisanderl
Clari. Does it anger ye? does it a little gdl ye?
| know it does, why would ye urge me Lady?
Why would ye be so curious to compel me?
| nam'd Lisander as my president,
The rule | err'd by, you love him, | know it,
| grudg'd not at it, but am pleasd it is so;
And by my care and diligence you enjoy'd him,
Shall I for keeping counsel, have no comfort?
Will you have al your self? ingross al pleasure
Are ye so hard hearted? why do ye blush now, Madam?
CaL My anger blushes, not my shame, base woman.
Clari. I'le make your shame blush, since you put me to't.
Who lay with you t'other night?
CaL With me? ye monster. (bands;
Clari. Whose sweet embraces circled ye? not your hus
| wonder ye dare touch me in this point, Madam?
Stir her against ye in whose hand your life lies?
More than your life, your honour? what smug Amazon
Was that | brought you? that maid had ne're a petticoat?
CaL Shel haf perswade me anon, | am a beast too,
And | mistrust my self, though | am honest
For giving her the Helm, thou knowest, Clarmda

118



i THE LOVERS PROGRESS

(Ev'n in thy conscience) | was ever vertuous,

As far from lust in meeting with Lisander

As the pure wind in welcoming the morning;

In al the co[n]versation | had with him,

As free, and innocent, as yon fair Heaven;

Didst not thou perswade me too?
Clarin. Yes | had reason for't,

And now you are perswaded I'le make use on't.
CaL If | had sin'd thus, and my youth entic'd me,

The nobleness and beauty of his person,

Beside the mighty benefits | am bound to,

Is this sufficient warrant for thy weakness?

If I had been a whore, and crav'd thy counsel

In the conveyance of my fault and faithfulness,

Thy secrecie, and truth in hiding of it;

Is it thy justice to repay me thus?

To be the Master sinner to compel me?

And build thy lusts security on mine honour?
Cla. They that love this sin, love their security;

Prevention, Madam, is the nail | knock'd at,

And | have 'hit it home, and so Fie hold it,

And you must pardon me, and be silent too,

And suffer what ye see, and suffer patiently;

| shal do worse d<se
CaL Thou canst not touch my credit:

Truth will not suffer me to be abusd thus. (Madam,
Clarin. Do not you stick to truth, she is seldom heard,

A poor weak tongue she has, and that is hoarse too

With pleading at the bars, none understand[s] her,

Or if you had her, what can she say for ye?

Must she not swear he came a midnight to ye,

The door left open, and your husband cozen'd

With a feign'd sickness? (honest.
CaL But by my soul | was honest, thou know'st | was
Clarin, That's al one what | know,

What | will testifie is that shall vex ye;

Trust not a guilty rage with likelihoods,

And on apparent proof, take heed of that, Madam;

If you were innocent (as it may be ye are)

| do not know, | leave it to your conscience,
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It were the weakest and the poorest part of ye,

Men being so willing to believe the wordt,

So open eyed in this age to al infamie,

To put your fame in this weak bark to the venture.
Cat. What do | suffer! O my precious honour,

Into what box of evils have | lock'd thee!

Yet rather than be thus outbrav'd, and by

My drudg, my footstool, one that sued to be so;

Perish both life, and honour. Devil thus

| dare thy worst, defie thee, spit at thee,

And in my vertuous rage, thus trample on thee;

Awe me thy Mistris, whore, to be thy baud?

Out of my house, proclaim al that thou knowest,

Or malice can invent, fetch jealousie

From Hell, and like a furie breath it in

The bosom of my Lord; and to thy utmost

Blast my fair fame, yet thou shalt feel with horror

To thy sear'd conscience, my truth is built

On such a firm base, that if €re it can

Be forc'd, or undermin'd by thy base scandals,

Heaven keeps no guard on innocence. [ Exit.
Clarin. | am logt,

In my own hopes forsaken, and must fall

The greatest torment to a guilty woman

Without revenge, till | can fashion it

| must submit, at least appear as if

| did repent, and would offend no farther,

Monsieur Beronte my Lords Brother is

Oblig'd unto me for a private favour;

'Tis he must mediate for me; but when time

And opportunity bids me strike, my wreak

Shall pour it self on her nice chastitie

Like to a torrent, deeds, not words shall speak me. [Exit.

Affus Quartus. Scena Prima.

Enter Alcidon, and Beronte, severally.

AN . are opportunely [m]et. (some fear.
Ber. Your countenance expresses hast mixt with
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Aid. You'l sharewith me in both, as soon as you are made
Acquainted with the cause, if you love vertue,
In danger not secure; | have no time
For circumstance, ingruct me if Lisander
Be in your Brothers house?
Ber. Upon my knowledge he is not there.
Aid. | am glad on't.
Ber, Why good Sir?
(Without offence | spesk it) there's no place
In which he is more honour'd, or more safe,
Than with his friend Cleander.
Aid. In your votes
| grant it true, but as it now stands with him,
| can give reason to make satisfaction
For what | speak; you cannot but remember
The ancient difference between Lisander
And Cloridon, a man in grace at Court?
Ber. | do; and the foa plot of Cloridons kinsman
Upon Lisanders life, for a fall given to Cloridon
'Fore the King, as they encountred at a solemn tilting.
Aid. It is now reveng'd:
In brief, a chalenge was brought to Lisander
By one ChrysantJjes, and as far as valour
Would give him leave, declin'd by bold Lisander:
But peace refusd, and braves on braves heap'd on him,
Alone he met the opposites, ending the quarrel
With both their lives.
Ber. | am truly sorry for't.
Aid. The King incensed for his favorites death,
Hath set a price upon Lisanders head,
As a reward to any man that brings it
Alive, or dead; to gain this, every where
He is pursu'd, and laid for; and the friendship
Between him and your noble Brother known,
His house in reason cannot pass unsearcht,
And that's the principal cause that drew me hither,
To hasten his remove, if he had chosen
This Cadtle for his sanftuary.
Ber. -'Twas done naobly,
And you mogt welcom; this night pray you take
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A lodging with us; and a my intreaty
Concedl this from my Brother, he is grown
Exceeding sad of late; and the hard fortune
Of one he values a so high a rate,
Will much encrease his melancholy.
Aid. | am tutor'd: pray you lead the way.
Ber. To serve you | will shew it. [ Exeunt.

Enter Oleander, with a Book.

Cle. Nothing more certain than to dye, but when
Is most uncertain: if so, every hour
We should prepare us for the journey, which
Is not to be put off, | must submit
To the divine decree, not argue it,
And chearfully | welcom it: | have
Disposd of my estate, confessd my sins,
And have remission from my Ghost[l]ly Father,
Being at peace too here: the apparition
Proceeded not from fancy, Dorilaus
Saw it, and heard it with me, it made answer
To our demands, and promisd, if 'twere not.
Deny'd to him by fate, he would forewarn me
Of my approaching end, | feel no symptome
Of sickness, yet | know not how a dulness
Invades me dl over. Ha?

Enter Host.

Host. | come Sir,
To keep my promise; and as far as spirits
Are sensible of sorrow for the living,
| grieve to be the messenger to tell you,
E're many hours pass, you must resolve
To fill a grave.
Cle. And feast the worms?
Host. Even so Sir.
Cle a. | hear it like a man.
Host. It well becomes you, there's no evading it.
Cle. Can you discover by whose means | must dye?
Host. That is deny'd me: .
But my prediction is too sure; prepare
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To make your peace with heaven. So farewel Sir. [Ex.
Cle. | see no enemy near; and yet | tremble

Like a pae coward: my sad doom pronounc'd

By this aeria voice, as in a glass

Shews me my death in its most dreadfull shape.

What rampire can my humane frailty raise

Against the assault of fate? | do begin

To fear mv self, my inward strengths forsake me,

I must call out for help. Within there? haste,

And break in to my rescue.

Enter Dcrilaus, Calista, Olinda, Beronte, Alcidon,
Servants, and Clarinda, at several doors.

Dor. Rescue? where? shew me your danger.
Cal. | will interpose
My loyall breast between you and al hazard.
Ber. Your Brothers Sword secures you.
Aki. A true friend will dye in your defence.
Clean. | thank ye,
To al my thanks. Encompassed thus with friends
How can | fear? and yet | do, | am wounded,
Mortally wounded: nay it is within,
I am hurt in my minde: One word—
Dor. A thousand.
Cle. | shal not live to speak so many to you.
Dor. Why? what forbids you?
Cle. But even now the spirit
Of my dead Host appear'd, and told me, that
This night | should be with him: did you not meet it?
It went out at that door.
Dor. A vain Chimera
Of your imagination: can you think
Mine Host would not as well have spoke to me now,
As he did in the Inn? these waking dreams
Not alone trouble you, but strike a strange
Distraction in your Family: see the tears
Of my poor Daughter, fair Olinda's sadness,
Your Brothers, and your friends grief, servants sorrow.
Good Son bear up, you have many years to live
A comfort to us al: let's in to supper;
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Ghosts never walk till after mid-night, if
| may believe my Grannam. We will wash
These thoughts away with Wine, spight of Hobgoblins.
Cle. You reprehend me justly: gentle Madam,
And al the rest, forgive me, Tie endeavour
To be merry with you.
Dor. That's well said.
Beron. | have procur'd your pardon.
Cal. Once more | receive you
Into my service: but take especial care
You fal no further.
Clar. Never Madam: Sir,
When you shall find fit time to cal me to i,
I will make good what | have said.
Ber. Till when, upon your life be silent.
Dor. We will have a health unto Lisander.
Cle. His name, Sir,
Somewhat revives me; but his si'ght would cure me.
How ever let's to supper.
Olin. Would Clarange
And Lidian were here too, as they should be,
If wishes cou'd prevail.
Cal. They are fruitless, Madam. [Ex.

Enter Leon.

Leon. If that report spesk truth, Clannda is
Discharg'd her Ladies service, and what burthen
| then have drawn upon me is apparent,
The crop she reapt from her attendance was
Her best Revenue, and my principal means
Clarinda's bounty, though | labour'd hard for't,
A younger Brother's fortune: must | now
Have soure sawce after sweet meats? and be driv'n
To leavie half a Crown a week, besides
Clouts, Sope, and Candles, for my heir Apparent,
If she prove, as she swears she is with child;
Such as live this way, find like me, though wenching
Hath a fair face, there's a Dragon in the tail oft
That stings to th' quick. | must skulk here, until
| am resolv'd: how my heart pants between
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My hopes and fears! she's come; are we in the Port?
If not, let's sink together.

Enter Clarinda.

Clar. Things go better
Than you deserve; you carry things so openly,
| must bear every way, | am once more
In my Ladies grace.
Leon. And | in yours.
Clar. It may be; but | have sworn unto my Lady never
To €n again.
Leon. To Ibe surpriz’d—the sin
Is in it salf excusable; to be taken
Is a crime, as the Poet writes.
Clar. You know my weakness,
And that makes you so confident. You have got
A fair sword;, was it not Lisanders?
Leon. Yes Wench,
And | grown valiant by the wearing of it:
It hath been the death of two. With this Lisander
Sew Clor[id]oh, and Ckrysanthes. | took it up,
Broken in the handle, but that is reform'd,
And now in my possession; the late Master
Dares never come to challenge it: this sword,
And al the weapons that | have, are ever
Devoted to thy service: Shdl we bill?
| am very gamesome.
Clar. | must first dispose of
The fool Malfort; he hath smoak'd you, and is not,
But by some new device to be kept from me:
| have it here shal fit him: you know where
You must expect me, with al possble silence
Get thither.
Leon. You will follow?
Clar. Will 1 live?
She that is forfeited to lust must dye,
That humour being unfedj begone, here comes  [Exit Le

Enter Maifort in Armour.
My champion in Armour.
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Malf. What adventure
| am bound upon | know not, but it is
My Mistresses pleasure that | should appear thus.
| may perhaps be terrible to others,
But as | am, | am sure my shadow frights me,
The clashing of my Armour in my ears,
Sounds like a passing-bell; and my Buckler, puts me
In mind of a Bier; this my broad Sword a pick-axe
To dig my grave: O love, abominable love,
What Monsters issue from thy dismal den,
Clarinda's placket, which | must encounter,
Or never hope to enter?
Clar. Here's a Knight errant, Monsieur Malfort.
Malf. Stand, stand, or Tie fal for ye.
Clar. Know ye not my voice?
Malf. Yes 'twas a that | trembl'd.
But were my false friend Leon here—
Clar. 'Tis he.
Malf. Where? where?
Clar. He is not come yet.
Malf. 'Tis well for him,
| am so full of wrath.
Clar. Or fear—This Leon,
How €'re my Kinsman, hath abusd you grodly,
And this night vowes to take me hence perforce,
And marry me to another: 'twas for this,
(Presuming on your love) | did entreat you
To put your armour on, that with more safety
You might defend me.
Mai. And Fie do it bravely.
Clar. You must stand here to beat him off, and suffer.
No humane thing to pass you, though it appear
In my Lords shape, or Ladies. be not cozen'd
With a disguise.
Mai. | have been fool'd aready, but now | am wise.
Clar. You must swear not to stir hence.
Mai. Upon these lips.
Clar. Nor move untill | cal you?
Mai. Tie grow here rather.
Clar. This nights task well ended,
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| am yours to morrow. Keep sure guard. [Exit Clar.
Malf. Adieu;

My honey-comb how sweet thou art, did not

A nest of Hornets keep it! what impossibilities

Love makes me undertake! | know my self

A natural Coward, and should Leon come,

Though this were Cannon proof, | should deliver

The wench before he ask'd her. | hear some footing:

‘Tis he; where shall | hide my self? that is

My best defence.

Enter Cleander.

Cle. | cannot deep, strange visions
Make this poor life, | fear'd of late to lose
A toy that | grow weary of.
Malf. 'Tis Leon.
Cle. What's that?
Malf. If you are come, Sir, for ClarInda
I am glad | have her for you; | resign
My interest; you'll find her in her Chamber,
| did stay up to tell you so.
Clean. Clarinda, and Leon
There is something more in this
Than | can stay to ask. [ Exit.
Malf. What a cold pickle
(And that none of the sweetest) do | find
My poor sdf in!
Clean. [Speaks within.'] Yield villain.

Enter Clarinda and Leon, running.
Cleander following.

Clar. 'Tis my Lord,
Shift for your sdlf.
Leon. His life
Shall first make answer [Kills Cleander.
For this intrusion.
Malf. | am going away,
| am gone already. [Falls in a swoon.
Clean. Heaven take mercy on
My soul; too true presaging Host.
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Clar. Hes dead,
And this wretch little better:
Do you stare upon your
Handy-work ?

Leon. | am amaz'd.

Clar. Get ore the Garden wall, flye for your life,
But leave your sword behind; enquire not why:

Tie fashion something out of it, though | perish,
Shal make way for revenge.

Leon. These are the fruits
Of lust, Clarinda.

Clar. Hence, repenting Milk-sop. Exit Leon.
Now 'tis too late. Lisanders sword, | that, (Putj theswordin
That is the Base Tie build on. So, Tie raise  Malfort] band.
The house. Help, murther, a most horrid
Murther. Monsieur Beronte, noble Dorilaus,

All buried in sleep? Aye me a murther,
A most unheard-of murther.

Enter Dorilaus asfrom bed.

Dor. More lights Knaves,
Beronte, Alcidon more lights.

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, and Servants with lights.

Clar. By this | see too much.
Dor. My Son Cleander bathing
In his own gore. The Devil, to tell truth, i'th' shape of
An Host!
Ber. My Brother?
Malf. | have been
I'th" other world, in Hell | think, these Devils
With fire-brands in their paws sent to torment me,
Though | never did the deed, for my lewd purpose
To be a Whore-master.
Dor. Who's that?
Aid. 'Tis one in Armour. A bloudy sword in his hand.
Dor. Sans question the murtherer.
Malf. Who 1? you do me wrong,
| never had the heart to kill a Chicken;
Nor do | know this sword.

128



Sc.i THE LOVERS PROGRESS

Ale. | do, too well.
Ber. | have seen Lisander wear it.
Clar. This confirms
What yester-night | whisper'd: let it work,
The circumstance may make it good.
Malf. My Lord? and | his murtherer?
Ber. Drag the villain hence,
The Rack shal force a free confession from him.
Malf. | am struck dumb;
You need not stop my mouth.
Ber. Away with him. [Exit with Malfort.

Enter Calista, and Olinda

Cal. Where is my Lord?
Dor. All that
Remains of him lies there: look on this objeft,
And then turn marble.
Cal. | am so aready,
Made fit to be his Monument: but wherefore
Do you, that have both life and motion left you,
Stand sad spectators of his death.
And not bring forth his murtherer ?
Ber. That lies in you: you must, and shall produce him.
Dor. She, Berontel
Ber. None dse.
Dor. Thou ly'st, Tie prove it on thy head,
Or write it on thy heart.
Ah.  Forbear, there is
Too much blood shed already.
Ber. Let not choler
Stifle your judgment; many an honest Father
Hath got a wicked Daughter. If | prove not
With evident proofs her hand was in the bloud
Of my dear Brother, (too good a Husband for her)
Give your revenge the reins, and spur it forward.
Dor. In any circumstance but shew her guilty,
Tie strike the first stroak at her.
Ber. Let me ask
A question calmly: do you know this Sword?
Have you not seen Lisander often wear it?
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Dor. The same with which he rescued me.
Cal. | do, what inference from this to make me guilty?
Ber. Was he not with you in the house to night?
Cal. No on my soul.
Ber. Nor ever heretofore
In private with you, when you feign'd a sickness,
To keep your Husband absent?
CaL Never, Sir, to a dishonest end.
Ber. Was not this Woman
Your instrument? her silence does confess it:
Here lyes Oleander dead, and here the sword
Of false Lisander, too long cover'd with
A masgue of seeming truth.
Dor. And is this al
The proof you can alledge? Lisander guilty,
Or my poor Daughter an Adulteress?
Suppose that she had chang'd discourse with one
To whom she ow'd much more?
CaL Thou hast thy ends, wicked Clarinda. [ Shefalls*
Qil. Help, the Lady sinks, malice hath kill'd her.
Dor. | would have her live,
Since | dare swear she's innocent: 'tis no time
Or place to argue now: this cause must be
Decided by the Judge; and though a Father,
I will deliver her into the hands
Of Justice. If she prove true gold when try'd,
She's mine: if not, with curses Tie disclaim her:
Take up your part of sorrow, mine shal be
Ready to answer with her life the faft
That she is charg'd with.
Ber. Sir, | look upon you as on a Father.
Dor. With the eyes of sorrow
| see you as a Brother: let your withesses
Be ready.
Ber. 'Tis my care
Ale. | am for Lidian.
This accident no doubt will draw him from
His Hermits life.
Clar. Things yet go right, persist, Sir. [ Exeunt.
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Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lisan. Are the horses dead?

Lane. Out-right. If you ride at this rate,
You must resolve to kill your two a day,
And that's a large proportion.

Lisan. Will you please

At any price, and speedily, to get fresh ones.

You know my danger, and the penalty

That follows it, should | be apprehended.

Your duty in obeying my commands,

Will in a better language speak your service,

Than your unnecessary, and untimely care of my expence.
Lane. | am gone, Sir. [ Exit.
Lisan. In this thicket

I will expeft you: Here yet | have leisure

To call my sdf unto a stridt account

For my passd life, how vainly spent: | would

| stood no farther guilty: but | have

A heavier reckoning to make: This hand

Of late as white as innocence, and unspotted,

Now wears a purple colour, dy'd in gore,

My soul of the same tinfture; pur-blind passion,

With flattering hopes, would keep me from despair,

Pleading | was provok'd to it; but my reason

Breaking such thin and weak defences, tells me

| have done a double murther; and for what?

Was it in service of the King? his Edifts

Command the contrary: or for my Country ?

Her Genius like a mourning mother, answers

In Cloridon, and Chrysanthes she hath lost

Two hopeful sons, that might have done their parts,

To guard her from Invasion: for what cause then?

To keep th® opinion of my valour upright,

Tth' popular breath, a sandy ground to build on;

Bought with the Kings displeasure, as the breach

Of Heavens decrees, the loss of my true comforts,

In Parents, Kinsmen, Friends, as the fruition

Of dl that 1 was born to, and that sits

Like to a hill of Lead here, in my exile,

12 131



THE LOVERS PROGRESS ACT iv

(Never to be reped'd, if | escape <0)
| have cut off al hopes ever to look on

Enter Lidian, like a Hermite.

Divine Calista, from her sight, and converse,
For ever banish'd.
Lid. | should know this voice,
His naming too my Sister, whom Lisander
Honoured, but in a noble way, assures me
That it can be no other: | stand bound
To comfort any man | find distressd:
But to aid him that sav'd my life, Religion
And Thankfulness commands, and it may be
High providence for this good end hath brought him
Into my solitary walk. Lisander, noble Lisander.
Lis.  Whatsoeer thou art,
That honorable attribute thou giv'st me,
| can pretend no right to: come not near me,
| am infectious, the sandlity
Of thy profession (for thou appearest
A reverend Hermite) if thou flye not from me,
As from the Plague or Leprosie, cannot keep thee
From being polluted.
Lid. With good counsel, Sir,
And holy prayers to boot | may cure you,
Though both wayes so infefted. You look wildly,
Peace to your conscience, Sir, and stare upon me,
As if you never sav me: hath my habit
Alter'd my face so much, that yet you know not
Your servant Lidianl
Lis. | am amazd!
So young, and so religious? (world:
Lid. 1 purpose (Heaven make me thankful for't) to leave the
| have made some trial of my strengths in this
My solitary life; and yet | find not
A faintness to go on.
Lis. Above belief: do you inhabit here?
Lid. Mine own free choice, Sir:
| live here poorly, but contentedly,
Because | find enough to feed my fortunes,
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Indeed too much: these wild fields are my gardens,
The Crystal Rivers they afford their waters,
And grudge not their sweet streams to quench afflictions;
The hollow rocks their beds, which though they are hard,
(The Emblems of a doting lovers fortune%
Yet they are quiet; and the weary slumbers
The eyes catch there, softer than beds of Down, Friend;
The Birds my Bell to cal me to devotions;
My Book the story of my wandring life,
In which | find more hours due to repentance
Than time hath told me yet.

Lis. Answer me truly.

Lid. | will do that without a conjuration.

Lis. I'th' depth of meditation do you not
Sometimes think of Olindal

Ltd. | endeavour
To raze her from my memory, as | wish
You would do the whole Sex, for know, Lisander,
The greatest curse brave man can labour under,
Is the strong Witch-craft of a Womans eyes;
Where | find men | preach this doftrine to 'em:
As you are a Scholar, knowledge make your Mistris,
The hidden beauties of the Heavens your study;
There shall you find fit wonder for your faith,
And for your eye in-imitable objects:
As you are a professd souldier, court your honour,
Though she be stern, she is honest, a brave Mistris;
The greater danger you oppose to win her,
She shews the sweeter, and rewards the nobler;
Womans best loves to hers meer shadows be,
For after death she weds your memory.
These are my contemplations.

Lis. Heavenly ones,
And in a %/oung man more remarkable.
But wherefore do | envy, and not tread in
This blessed traft ? here's in the heart no falshood
To a vow'd friend, no quarrels seconded
With Challenges, which answer'd in defence
Of the word Reputation, murther follows.
A man may here repent his sins, and though
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His hand like mine be stain'd in bloud, it may be
With penitence and true contrition wash'd off;
You have prov'd it, Lidian.
Lid. And you'll find it true, if you persevere.
Lis. Here then ends my flight,
And here the fury of the King shall find me
Prepared for Heaven, if | am mark'd to dye;
For that | truly grieve for.

Enter Fryar, and Clarange in Fryan habit*

Fry. Keep your self conced'd, 1 am instructed.
Clar. How the sight
Of my dear friend confirms me.
Lis. What are these?
Lid. Two reverend Fryers, one | know.
Fry. To you
This journey is devoted.
Lid. Welcome, Father.
Fry. | know your resolution so well grounded,
And your adieu unto the world so constant,
That though | am th' unwilling messenger
Of a stransghe accident to try your temper,
It cannot shake you. You had once a friend,
A noble friend, CIaran?e.
Lid. And have still, I hope, good Father.
Fry. Your false hopes deceive you,
He's dead.
Lis. Clarange dead ?
Fry. | buried him;
Some said he dy'd of melancholy, some of love,
And of that fondness perish'd.
Lid. O Clarange
Clar. Hast thou so much brave nature, noble Lidian,
So tenderly to love thy Rivals memory?
The bold Lisander weeps too.
Fry. | expefted that you would bear this better.
Lid. | am a man, Sir, and my great loss weigh'd duly—
Fry. His last words were
After confession, live long, dear Lidian,
Possessd of dl thy wishes, and of me
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He did desire, bathing my hand with tears,
That with my best care, | should seek, and find you,
And from his dying mouth prevail so with you,
That you a while should leave your Hermits stridiness,
And on his Monument pay a tear or two,
To witness how you lov'd him. (he had not
Lid O my heart! to witness how | lov'd him? would
Led me into his Grave, but sacrific'd
His sorrows upon mine, he was my friend,
My noble friend, | will bewail his ashes;
His fortunes,, and poor mine were born together,
And | will weep 'em both; | will kneel by him,
And on his hallow'd Earth do my last duties.
I'll gather al the pride of Spring to deck him,
Wood-bines shall grow upon his honour'd Grave;
And as they prosper, clasp to shew our friendship,
And when they wither, I'll dye too.
Clar. Who would not
Desire to dye, to be bewail'd thus nobly?
Fry. There is a Legacy he hath bequeath'd you;
But of what' value | must not discover,
Until those Rites and pious Ceremonies
Are duly tender'd. )
Lid. | am too full of sorrow to be inquisitive.
Lis. To think of his,
| do forget mine own woes.

Enter Alcidon.

Ale. Graze thy fill, now
Thou hast done thy business; ha! who have we here?
Lisander, Lidian, and two Reverend Fryars?
What a strange scene of sorrow is expressd
In different postures, in their looks and station!
A common Painter eying these to help
His dull invention, might draw to the life
The living Sons of Priam, as they stood
On the pae Walls of Troy, when Hetfor fell
Under Achilles* Spear; | come too lae,
My Horse, though good and strong, mov'd like a Tortoise;
1M News had wings, and hath got here before me.
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All Pythagoreans! not a word?

Lid. O Ahidon—
Deep Rivers with soft murmurs glide along
The shallow roar; Clarange

Lis. Cloridon, Chrysanthes, spare my grief, and apprehend
What | should speak.

Ale, Their fates | have long since
For your sakes mourn'd; Clarange's death, for so
Your silence doth confirm, till now | heard not;
Are these the bounds that are prescrib'd unto
The swelling seas of sorrow?

Lis. The bounds, Alcidon?
Can al the winds of mischief, from al Quarters,
Euphrates, Ganges, Tigris, Volga, Po,
Paying at once their tribute to this Ocean,
Make it swell higher? | am a Murtherer,
Banish'd, proscribed, is there ought else that can
Be added to it?

Lid. | have logt a friend,
Priz’d dearer than my being, and he dead,
My miseries at the height contemn the worst
Of Fortunes malice.

Ale.  How our humane weakness,
Grown desperate from small disasters, makes us
Imagine them a period to our sorrows!
When the first syllable of greater woes
Is not yet written.

Lid. How?

Lis. Speak it at large,
Since grief must break my heart, | am ambitious
It should be exquisite.

Ale. It must be told,
Yet ere you hear it, with al care put on
The surest armour anviPd in the Shop
Of passive fortitude; the good Oleander,
Your friend, is murther'd.

Lis. 'Tis a terrible pang,
And yet it will not do, | live yet, aft not
The Torturers part; if that there be a blow
Beyond this, give it, and a once dispaich me.
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Ak Your Sword died in his heart-bloud was found near
Your private Conference at mid-night urg'd (him,
With fair Calista; which by her whose pure truth,
Would never learn to tell a lie, being granted,
She by enrag'd Beronte is accusd
Of Murther and Adultery, and you
(However | dare swear it false) concluded
Her principal Agent.

Lid. Wave upon wave rowls or me.

My Sister? my dear Sister?

Clar. Hold, great heart.

Fry. Tear open his Doublet.

Lis. Is this wound too narrow
For my life to get out at? Bring me to
A Cannon loaded, and some pitying friend
Give fire unto it, while |1 naill my breast
Unto his thundring mouth, that in the instant,
| may be piece-meal torn, and blown so far,

As not one joint of my dismember'd limbs
May ever be by search of man found out.
Oleander  Yet, why name | him? however
His fall deserv'd an Earth-quake, if compar'd
With what true honour in Calista suffers,
Is of no moment; my good Angel keep me
From Blasphemy, and strike me dumb before,
In th' agony of my spirit, | do accuse
The Powers above, for their unjust permission
Of Vertue, innocent Vertue, to be branded
With the least vicious mark.
Clar. | never sav a man so far transported.
Ale. Give it way, 'tis now no time to stop it.

Enter Lancelot.

Lane. Sir, | have bought
Fresh horses; and as you respeft your life,
Speedily back 'em; the Archers of the Kings guard
Are every where in quest of you.

Lis. My life?
Perish al such with thee that wish it longer,
Let it but clear Calista's innocence, [Srides Lancelot.
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And Nestor's Age, to mine was Youth, I'll flye
To meet the rage of my incensed King,
And wish his favourites Ghost appear'd in Flames,
To urge him to revenge; let dl the tortures
That Tyranny €'re found out circle me,
Provided Justice st Calista free.
[Exeunt Lisander, Alcidon, and Lancelot.
Ale. I'll follow him.
Lid. | am rooted here. (dangers,
Fry. Remember your dear friends last request, your sisters
With the aids that you may lend her.
Lid. 'Pray you support me,
My Legs deny their Office.
Clar. | grow still
Farther engag'd unto his matchless vertues,
And | am dead indeed, until | pay
The debt | owe him in a noble way. [Exeunt.

AElus Quintus. Scena Prima.

Enter Dorilaus, and Servant.

Dol ou hast him safe?
Serv. As fast as locks can make him;
He must break through three doors, and cut the throats
Of ten tal fellows, if that he 'scape us;
Besides, as far as | can apprehend,
He hath no such invention, for his looks
Are full of penitence.
Dor. Trust not a Knaves look,
They are like a Whores Oaths;
How does my poor Daughter
Brook her restraint?
Serv.  With such a resolution
As well becomes your Lordships Child. [Knock within.
Dor. Who's that?

Enter Lemure.
Serv.  Monsieur Lemure.
Dor. This is a specid favour,
And may stand an example in the Court
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For courtesie; it is the Clients duty
To wait upon his Patron; you prevent me,
That am your humble Suitor.
Lem. My near place
About the King, though it swell others, cannot
Make me forget your worth and Age, which may
Challenge much more respeft; and | am sorry
That my endeavours for you have not met with
The good success | wish'd; | mov'd the King
With my best advantage both of time and place,
I'th" favour of your Daughter.
Dor. How do you find his Majesty affefted?
Lem. Not to be
Sway'd from the rigour of the Law; yet so far
The rarity of the Cause hath won upon him,
That he resolves to have in his own person
The hearing of it; her tryal will be noble,
And to my utmost strengin, where | may serve her
My aids shall not be wanting.
Dor. | am your servant.
Lem. One word more; if you love Lisanders life,
Advise him, as he tenders it, to keep
Out of the way; if he be apprehended,
This City cannot ransom him; so good morrow. [ Exit.
Dor. All happiness attend you; go thy ways,
Thou hast a clear and noble soul; for thy sake
Il hold that man mine enemy, who dares mutter,
The Court is not the sphere where vertue moves,
Humanity, and Nobleness waiting on her.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Two Gentlemen (but what they are | know not,
Their faces are so munTd) press to see you,
And will not be deny'd.

Dor. What €r they are, | am too old to fear.

Serv. They need no Usher, they make their own way.

Enter Lisander, Alcidon.

Dor. Take you yours, Lisander; [Exit Servant.
My joy to see you, and my sorrow for
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The danger you are in, contend so here,
Though different passions, nay opposd in Nature,
| know not which to entertain. (justice,
Lis.  Your hate should win the victory from both, with
You may look on me as a Homicide,
A man whose life is forfeited to the Law,
But if (hower | stand accusd) in thought
| sin'd against Oleanders life, or live
Guilty of the dishonour of your Daughter,
May al the miseries that can fall on man
Here, or hereafter, circle me.
Dor. To me this protestation's usdess, | embrace you,
As the preserver of my life, the man
To whom my son ows his, with life, his honour,
And howsoever your affeftion
To my unhappy Daughter, though it were
(For I have sifted her(); in a noble way,
Hath printed some taint on her lame, and brought
Her life in question, yet | would not purchase
The wish'd recovery of her reputation,
With strong assurance of her innocence
Before the King her Judge, with certain loss
Of my Lisander for whose life, if found,
There's no redemption; my excess of love,
(Though to enjoy you one short day would lengthen
My life a dozen years) boldly commands me,
Upon my knees, which yet were never bent,
But to the King and Heaven, to entreat you
To flye hence with al possible speed, and leave
Calista to her fortune.
Lis. O blessed Saints, forsake her in affliction? can you
Be so unnatural to your own bloud,
To one so well deserving, as to vaue
My safety before hers? shal innocence
In her be branded, and my guilt escape
Unpunish'd? does she suffer so much for me,
For me unworthy, and shal | decline
(Eating the bitter bread of banishment)
The course of Justice to draw out a life?
(A life? | style it fdse, a living death)
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Which being uncompell'd, laid down will clear her,
And write her name anew in the fair legend
Of the best women? seek not to disswade me,
I will not, like a careless Poet, spoil
The last Adi of my Play, till now applauded,
By giving the World just cause to say, | fear'd
Death more than loss of Honour.
Dor. But suppose Heaven hath design'd some
Other saving means for her deliverance?
Lis. Other means? that is
A mischief above al | have groan'd under;
Shall any other pay my debt, while |
Write my self Bankrupt? or Calista owe
The least beholdingness for that which she
On dl the bonds of gratitude | have sea'd to,
May challenge from me to be freely tender'd?
Avert it mercy! | will go to my Grave,
Without the curses of my Creditors;
Il vindicate her fair name, and so cancel
My obligation to her, to the King,
To whom | stand accountable for the loss
Of two of his lov'd subjects lives, I'll offer
Mine own in satisfaction, to Heaven
Il pay my true Repentance, to the times,
Present, and future, I'll be register'd
A memorable President to admonish
Others, however valiant, not to trust
To their abilities to dare, and do,
And much less for the airy words of Honour,
And false stamp'd reputation to shake off
The Chains of their Religion and Allegiance,
The principal means appointed to prefer
Societies and Kingdoms. [ Exit.
Dor. Let's not leave him; his mind's much troubled.
Ale. Were your Daughter free,
Since from her dangers his distraction rises,
His cause is not so desperate for the slaughter
Of Cloridon, and Chrysanthes, but it may
Find passage to the mercy of the King,
The motives urg'd in his defence, that forc'd him
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To aft that bloudy Scene.
Dor. Heaven can send ayds,
When they are least expefted, let us walk,
The hour of tryal draws near.
Aid. May it end well. [ Exeunt.

Enter Olinda, and Lidian.

OK. That for my love you should turn Hermit Lidian,
As much amazes me, as your report Clarange's dead.
Lidt He is so, and al comforts
My youth can hope for, Madam, with him buried;
Nor had | ever left my cell, but that
He did injoin me at his death to shed
Some tears of friendship on his Monument,
And those last Rites perform'd, he did [bjequeath you
As the best legacie a friend could give,
Or | indeed could wish to my embraces.
OK. 'Tis still more strange, i there no foul play in it?
| must confess | am not sorry Sir
For your fair fortune; yet 'tis fit | grieve
The most untimely death of such a Gentleman,
He was my worthy Servant.
Lid. And for this acknowledgment, if | could prize you at
A higher rate | should, he was my friend:
My dearest friend.
OK, But how should | be assur'd Sir
(For slow belief is the best friend of truth)
Of this Gentlemans death ? if | should credit it,
And afterward it fall out contrary,
How am | sham'd? how is your vertue tainted?
Lid. There is a Frier that came along with me,
His business to deliver you a Letter
From dead Clarange. You shal hear his Testimonie.
Father, my reverend Father, look upon him,
Such holy men are Authors of no Fables.

Enter Clarange, (with a Letter writ out) and Frier.

OK. They should not be, their lives and their opinions,
Like brightest purest flames should still burn upwards,
To me Sir? [delivers the Letter.
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Clar. If you are the fair Olinda—

Frier. | do not like these cross points.
Clar. Give me leave, | am nearest to my self, What | have
Shall be pursu'd: you must not over-rule me. (plotted

OK. Do you put the first hand to your own undoing?
Play to betray your game? Mark but this letter.
Lady | am come to clam your noble promise, [Reads.
If you be Mistris of your word, ye are mine,
| am last return'd: your riddle is dissolv'd,
And | attend your faith. Your humble servant Clarange.
Is this the Frier that saw him dead?
Lid. 'Tis ne.
Clarange on my life: | am defeated:
Such reverend habits juggle? my true sorrow
For a false friend not worth a tear derided?
Fri. You have abusd my trust.
Oli. It is not wel, nor like a Gentleman.
Clar. All stratagems :
In love, and that the sharpest war, are lawfull,
By your example | did change my habit,
Caught you in your own toyle, and triumph in it,
And what by policy's got, | will maintain
With valour, no Lisander shall come in again to fetch you off.
Lid. His honour'd name
Pronounc'd by such a treacherous tongue is tainted,
Maintain thy treason with thy sword? With what
Contempt | hear it! in a Wilderness
| durst encounter it, and would, but that
In my retired hours, not counterfeited
As thy religious shape was, | have learn'd
When Justice may determine such a cause,
And of such weight as this fair Lady is,
Must not be put to fortune, | appeal
Unto the King, and he whose wisedom knows
To do his subjefts right in their estates,
As graciously with judgement will determine
In points of honour.
OK. Tie steer the same course with you.
Clar. Tie stand the tryal.
Fri. What have you done? or what intend you?
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Cla. Ask not; I'le come off with honour. [ Exeunt.

Enter Beronte, Clarinda, Malfort, a Bar set forth, Officers.

Her. Be constant in your proofs: should you shrink back
Your life must answer it, nor am | safe. (now,
My honour being engag'd to make that good
Which you affirm.

Car. | am confident, so dearly
I honour'd my dead Lord, that no resped,

Or of my Ladies bounties (which were great ones

I must confess) nor of her former life,

For while that she was chast, indeed | lov'd her,

Shall hinder me from lending my assistance

Unto your just revenge—mine own | mean, [Aside.
If Leon keep far off enough, al's secure:

Lisander dares not come in, modest blushes

Parted with me long since, and impudence

Arm'd with my hate, unto her innocence shall be

The weapon | will fight with now.

Ber. The rack
Being presented to you, you'l roar out
What you conceal yet.

MaL Conceal? | know nothing
But that | shall be hang'd, and that | look for,

It is my destiny, | ever had

A hanging look; and a wise woman told me,
Though | had not the heart to do a deed

Worthy the halter, in my youth or age,

| should take a turn with a wry mouth, and now
‘Tis come about: | have pen'd mine own ballad
Before my condemnation, in fear

Some rimer should prevent me: here's my Lady?
Would | were in heaven, or a thousand miles hence,
That | might not blush to look on her.

Enter Dorilaus, Calista, Olinda

Dor. You behold this preparation, and the enemies
Who are to fight against your life, yet if
You bring no witness here, that may convince ye
Of breach of faith to your Lords bed, and hold up
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Unspotted hands before the King, this tryal
You are to undergo, will but refine,
And not consume your honour.
Cal. How confirm'd
| am here, whatsoever Fae falls on me,
You shall have ample testimony; till the death
Of my dear Lord, to whose sad memory
| pay a mourning widows tears, | liv'd
Too happy in my holy-day trim of glorie,
And courted with felicitie, that drew on me,
With other helps of nature, as of fortune,
The envie, not the love of most that knew me,
This made me to presume too much, perhaps
Too proud; but | am humbled; and if now
| do make it apparent, | can bear
Adversity with such a constant patience
As will set off my innocence, | hope Sir,
In your declining age, when | should live
A comfort to you, you shall have no cause,
How ere | stand accusd, to hold your honour
Ship-wrack'd in such a Daughter.
0i. O best friend, my honour's at the stake too, for—
Dor. Be silent; the King.

Enter King, Lemure, and Attendants.

Lem. Sir, if you please to look upon
The Prisoner, and the many services
Her Father hath done for you—

King. We must look on
The cause, and not the persons. Yet beholding
With an impartial eye, th' excelling beauties
Of this fair Lady, which we did believe
Upon report, but till now never saw 'em,
It moves a strange kind of compassion in me;
Let us survey you nearer, she's a book
To be with care perusd; and 'tis my wonder,
If such mishapen guedts, as lust and murther,
At any price should ever find a lodging
In such a beauteous Inne!  Mistake us not,
Though we admire the outward structure, if
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The rooms be foul within, expeft no favour.
| were no man, if | could look on beautie
Distressd, without some pity; but no King,
If any superficial gloss of feature
Could work me to decline the course of Justice.
But to the cause, Oleander's death, what proofs
Can you produce against her?
Ber. Royal Sir, touching that point my Brothers death,
We build on suppositions. (demn'd
King. Suppositions? how ? Is such a Lady Sir to be con-
On suppositions?
Ber. They are well grounded Sir:
And if we make it evident she is guilty
Of the first crime we charge her with, Adulterie,
That being the parent, it may find belief,
That murther was the issue.
King. We alow
It may be so; but that it may og must not
Infer a necessary consequence
To cast away a Ladies life. What witnesses
To make this good?
Ber. The principal, this woman,
For many years her servant; she hath taken
Her oath in Court. Come forward.
King. By my Crown a lying face.
Clar. | swore Sir for the King:
And if you are the partie, as | do
Believe you are, for you have a good face,
How ever mine appears, swearing for you Sir,
| ought to have my oath pass.
King. Impudent too? well, what have you sworn?
Clar. That this Lady was
A goodly tempting Lady, as she is:
How thinks your Majestic? and | her servant,
Her officer as one would sy, and trusted
With her closest Chamber-service; that Lisander
Was a fine timber'd Gentleman, and aftive,
That he cou'd do fine gambolls
To make a Lady merrie; that this pair,
A very loving couple, mutually
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Affefted one another: so much for them Sir.
That |, a simple waiting-woman, having taken
My bodily oath, the first night of admittance
Into her Ladiships service, on her dlippers,
(That was the book) to serve her will in al things,
And to know no Religion but her pleasure,
‘Tis not yet out of fashion with some Ladies;
That |, as the premisses shew, being commanded
To do my function, in conveyance of
Lisander to her chamber, (my Lord absent,
On a pretende{l sickness) did the feat,
(It cannot be deny'd) and at dead mid-night
Left 'em together: what they did, some here
Can easily imagine! | have said, Sir.
Dor.  The Devils Oratrix.
King. Then you confess you were her Bawd?
Clar. That's course, her Agent Sir.
King. So, goodie Agent? and you think there is
No punishment due for you[r] agentship?
Clar. Let her suffer first,
Being my better, for adulterie,
And Tie endure the Mulft imposd on Bawds,
Cdl it by the worst name.
Cal. Live | to hear this?
King. Take her aside. Your answer to this Lady?
Cal. Heav'n grant me patience: to be thus confronted,
(O pardon Royl Sir a womans passjon?
By one, and this the worst of my mis-fortunes,
That was my dave, but never to such ends Sir,
Would give a statue motion into furie:
Let my passd life, my aclions, nay intentions,
Be by my grand accuser justly censur'd,
(For her | scorn to answer) and if they
Yield any probability of truth
In that she urges, then | will confess
A quilty cause; the peoples voyce, which is
The voyce of truth, my husbands tenderness
In his affeftion to me, that no dotage
But a reward, of humbleness, the friendship
Echod through France between him and Lisandcr,
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All make against her; for him, in his absence,
(What ever imputation it draw on me)

| must take leave to speak: ‘'tis true, he lov'd me,
But not in such a wanton way, his reason
Master'd his passions: | grant | had

At mid-night conference with him; but if he
Ever receiv'd a farther favour from me,

Than what a Sister mié;ht give to a Brother,
May | sink quick: and thus much, did he know
The shame | suffer for him, with the loss

Of his life for appearing, on my soul

He would maintain.

Enter Lisander, and Alcidon.

Lisa. And will, thou clear example of womens pureness.
King. Though we hold her such,
Thou hast expressd thy self a desperate foal,
To thrust thy head into the Lions jawes,
The justice of thy King.
Lisan. | came prepar'd for't,
And offer up a quilty life to clear
Her innocence; the oath she took, | swear to;
And for Oleanders death, to purge my sef
From any colour malice can paint on me,
Or that she had a hand in't, | can prove
That fatal night when he in his own house fell,
And many daes before, | was distant from it
A long daies journey.
Clarin. | am caught.
Ber. If so,
How came your sword into this stewards hands? stand forth.
Mai. | have heard nothing that you spake:
| know | must dye, and what kind of death
Pray you resolve me, | shall go away dse
In a qualm; | am very faint.

Enter Leon, Servants, and Guard.

King. Carry him off, his fear will kill him. [Ex. with Mai.
Dor. Sir, 'twas my ambition,
My Daughters reputation being wounded
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I'th’ general opinion, to have it
Curd by a publick trial; | had dse
Forborn your Majesties trouble: I'le bring forth
Oleanders murtherer, in a wood | heard him
As | rode sadly by, unto himself
With some compundlion, though this devil had none,
Lament what he had done, cursing her lust,
That drew him to that blody facl.
Le. To lessen
The foulness of it, for which | know justly
| am to suffe and with my last breath
To free these innocents, | do confess all;
This wicked woman only guilty with me.
Clari. Ist come to this? thou puling Rogue, dye thou
With prayers in thy mouth; Tie curse the laws
BK which | suffer, al | grieve for is,
That | dye unreveng'd.
Leon. But one word more Sir,
And | have done; | was by accident where
Lisander met with Cloridon, and Cli[rysanthes
Was an ear witness when he sought for peace,
Nay, begg'd it upon colder terms than can
Almost find credit, his past deeds considered,
But they deaf to his reasons, severaly
Assaulted him, but such was his good fortune,
That both fell under it; upon my death
| take it uncompel'd, that they were guilty
Of their own violent ends; and he against
His will, the instrument.
Alci. This | will swear too, for | was not far off.
Dor. They have aledg'd
As much to wake your sleeping mercy, Sir,
As dl the Advocates of France can plead
In his defence.
King. The crimina judge shal sentence
These to their merits—with mine own hand, Lady,
| take you from the bar and do my sef
Pronounce you innocent. [Ex. with Leon, and Clari.
All.  Long live the King.
King. And to confirm you stand high in our favour,
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And as some recompence for what you have
With too much rigour in your trial suffered;
Ask what you please, becoming me to grant,
And be possest of 't.
Cat. Sir, | dare not doubt
Your roya promise, in a King it is
A strong assurance, that emboldens me
Upon my humble knees to make my boon,
Lisander's pardon.
Dor. My good Genius did prompt her to it.
Le[m]. At your feet' thus prostrate, | secord her petition.
A lei. Never King
Pour'd forth his mercie on a worthier subjeft.
Ber. To witness my repentance for the wrong
In my unjust suspicion | did both;
[ join in the same suit.
Lis.  The life you give,
Still ready to lay down for your service,
Shall be against your enemies imploy'd,
Nor hazarded in brawles.
All.  Mercie, dread Sir.
King. So many pressing me, and with such reasons
Moving compassion, | hope it will not
Be censur'd levity in me, though | borrow
In this from justice to relieve my mercy;
| grant his pardon at your intercession,
But still on this condition; you Lisander,
In expiation of your guilt, shal build
A monument for my Cloridon, and C[h~rysanthes:
And never henceforth draw a Sword, but when
BP]/ us you are commanded, in defence of
The flower de Luce, and after one years sorrow
For your dear friend, Oleanders wretched fate,
Marry Calista.

Enter Lidian.
Lis. On your sacred hand, | vow to do it seriously.
Lid. Great Sir, stay, .
Leave not your seat of justice, till you have
Given sentence in a cause as much important
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As this you have determined.
King. Lidian?

Enter Clarange, and Frier.

Lid. He Sir, your humblest subjedl, | accuse Clarange
Of falshood in true friendship at the height;
We both were suiters to this Lady, both
Injoyn'd one pennance.
Clar. Trouble not the King
With an unnecessarie repetition
Of what the court's familiar with already.
Kin. Clarange?
Dor. With a shaven crown ?
Olin.  Most strange.
Clar. Look on thy rival, your late servant, Madam,
But now devoted to a better Mistris,
The Church, whose orders | have took upon me:
| here deliver up my interest to her;
And what was got with cunning as you thought,
| simply thus surrender: heretofore,
You did outstrip me in the race of friendship,
| am your equal now.
Dor. A suit soon ended.
Clar. And joyning thus your hands, | know both willing,
| may do in the Church my Friers Office
In marrying you.
Lid. The viftory is yours, Sir.
King. It is a glorious one, and well sets of[f]
Our Scene of mercy; to the dead we tender
Our sorrow, to the living ample wishes
Of future happiness: 'tis a Kings duty
To prove himself a Father to his subjefts:
And | shal hold it if this well succeed,
A meritorious, and praise worthy deed. [Exeunt.
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Prologue.

Sory, and a known one, long since writ,
Truth must take place, and by an able wit,

Foul mouth'd detraction daring not deny

To give so much to Fletchers memory,

If so, some may objeft, why then do you

Present an old piece to usfor a new?

Or wherefore will your profest Writer be

(Not taxd of theft before) a Plagiary?

To this he answers in his just defence,

And to maintain to all our Innocence,

Thus much, though he hath travelled the same way,

Demanding, and receiving too the pay

For a new Poem, you may find it due,

He having neither cheated us, nor you

He voweg and deeply, that he did no[t] spare

The utmost of his strengths, and his best care

In the reviving it, and though his powers

Could not as he desired, in three short hours

Contraft the Subjeft, and much less express

The changes, and the various passages

That will be looked for, you may hear this day

Some Scenes that will confirm it is a play,

He being ambitious that it should be known

What's good was Fletchers, and what ill his own.

Epilogue.

Till doubtfall, and perplexd too, whether he
Hath done Fletcher right in this Historie
The Poet sits within, since he must know it,
He with respefl desires that you would shew it
By some accustomed sign, iffrom our attion,
Or his indeavours you meet satisfaction,
With ours he hath his ends, we hope the btst
To make that certainty in you doth rest.
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THE PILGRIM ACT i

ASus Primus. Scena Prima.

Enter Alphonso, Curio, and Seberto.

Curio Olgnior Alphonso, ye are too rugged to her,
ij Believe too full of harshness.

é(legh. Yes, it seems so.

. A Father of so sweet a child, so happy,

Fye, Sir, so excelent in al endowments,
In blessedness of beauty, such a mirror.

Alph.  She is a fool, away.

Seb.  Can ye be angry?
Can any wind blow rough, upon a blossom
So fair, and tender? Can a Fathers nature,
A noble Fathers too?

Alp. All this is but prating:
Let her be rul'd; let her observe my humour,
With my eyes let her see; with my ears listen;
| am her Father: | begot her, bred her,
And | will make her—

Cur. No doubt ye may compel her,
But what a mischievous, unhappy fortune
May wait upon this will of yours, as commonly
Such forcings ever end in hates and ruines.

Alph. ISt not a man | wish her to? a strong man?
What can she have? what could she have? a Gentleman?
A young man? and an able man? a rich man?

A handsome man? a valiant man? do you mark me?
None of your pieced-companions, your pin'd-Gallants,
That flie to fitters, with every flaw of weather:

None of your impt bravadoes: what can she ak more?
Is not a metal'd man fit for a woman ?

A strong chin'd-man? Tie not be fool'd, nor flurted.

Seb. | grant ye Roderigo is al these,

And a brave Gentleman: must it therefore follow
Upon necessity she must doat upon him ?
Will ye dlow no liberty in choosing?
Cur. Alas she is tender yet.
Alp.  Enough, enough, enough, Sir:
She is malleable: shell endure the hammer,
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And why not that strong workman that strikes deepest i
Let me know that! she is fifteen, with the vantage,
And if she be not ready now for mannage—
Seb. You know he is a banish'd man: an Out-law;
And how he lives: his nature rough, and bloody
By customary Rapines: now, her sweet humour
That is as easie as a cam, and peaceful,
All her affections, like the dews on Roses,
Fair as the flowers themselves. as sweet and gentle:
How would you have these meet?
Alp. A bed, a bed, Sir:
Let her be the fairest Rose, and the sweetest,
Yet | know this fair Rose must have her prickles:
| grant ye Rodertgo is an out-Law.
An easie composition cals him in again,
He is a valiant man, and he is a rich man,
And loves the fool: a little rough by custom:
Shel like him ten times Letter.  Shel doat upon him,
If ere they come to grapling, run mad for him;
But there is another in the wind, some Castrel
That hovers over her, and dares her daily,
Some flickring dave.
Cur. | dare not think so poorly.
Alp. Something there is, and must be: but | shall scent it
And hunt it narrowly.
Seb. | never saw her yet
Make offer at the least glance of affeftion,
But still so modest, wise—
Alp. They are wise to gull us.
There was a fellow, old Ferandos son,
| must confess handsome, but my enemy,
And the whole family | hate: young Pedro,
That fellow | have seen her gaze upon,
And turn, and gaze again, and make such offers,
As if she would shoot her eyes like Meteors at him:
But that cause stands removed.
Cur. You need not doubt him,
For long since as 'twas thought on a griev'd Conscience,
He left his Father, and his Friends: more pity:
For truth reports he was a noble Gentleman.

155



THE PILGRIM ACT |

Alp. Let him be what he will: he was a beggar,
And there Fie leave him.

Seb.  The more the Court must answer;
But certainly I think, though she might favour him,
And love his goodness, as he was an honest man:
She never with loose eyes stuck on his person.

Alp. She is so full of Conscience too, and charity,
And outward holiness, she will undo me:
Relieves more Beggars, than an Hospital;

Enter Alinda, and Juletta

And al poor Rogues, that can but say their prayers,
And tune their pipes to Lamentations,
She thinks she is bound to dance to: good morrow to you,
And that's as ye deserve too: you know my mind,
And study to observe it: do it cheerfully,
And readily, and home.
Ain. | shall obey ye.
But, noble Sir.
Alp. Come, come, away with your flatteries,
And your fine phrases.
Cur. Pray ye be gentle to her.
Alp. | know 'em; and know your feats: if you will find me
Noble and loving, seek me in your duty,
You know | am too indulgent.
Seb.  Alas, poor Lady.
Alp. To your devotions. | take no good thing from you.
Come Gentlemen; leave pitying, and moaning of her
And praising of her vertues: and her whim-whams,
It makes her proud, and sturdy.
Seh. Cur.  Good hours wait on ye. [ Exeunt.
Aim. | thank ye, Gentlemen: | want such comforts:
| would thank you too Father: but your cruelty
Hath almost made me sensdess of my duty,
Yet still | must know: would | had known nothing.
What Poor attend my charity to day, wench?
Jul.  Of al sorts, Madam; your open handed bounty
Make's 'em flock every hour: some worth your pity,
But others that have made a trade of begging.
Alin.  Wench, if they ask it truly, | must give it:
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It takes away the holy use of charity
To examine wants.
yuL | would you would be merry:
A cheerful giving hand, as | think, Madam,
Requires a heart as chearful.
Aim. Alas Juletta
What is there to be merry at? what joy now,
Unless we fool our own afflictions,
And make them shew ridiculous?
Jul. Sure, Madam,
You could not seem thus serious, if you were married,
Thus sad, and full of thoughts.
Alin.  Married? to whom, wench?
Thou thinkst if there be a young handsome fellow,
As those are plentiful, our cares are quenched then.
Jul.  Madam, | think a lusty handsome fellow
If he be kind, and loving, and a right one,
Is even as good a Pill, to purge this melancholy,
As ever Galen gave, | am sure more natural:
And merrier for the heart, than Wine and Saffron:
Madam, wanton youth is such a Cataplasme.
Alin.  Who has been thy Tutor, Wench ?
Jul.  Even my own thoughts, Lady:
For though | be bar'd the liberty of talking,
Yet | can think unhappily, and as near the mark, Madam,
'Faith, marry, and be merry.
Alin.  Who will have me?
Who will be troubled with a pettish Girl?
It may be proud, and to that vice expenceful?
Who can assure himself, | shall live honest?
fu. Let every man take his fortune.
Alin. And o' my Conscience
If once | grow to breeding, a whole Kingdom
Will not contain my stock.
ful.  The more the merrier:
‘Tis brave to be a mother of new Nations.
Alin.  Why, | should bury a hundred Husbands.
fu.  'Tis no matter!
As Tong as ye leave sufficient men to stock ye.
Alin.  Is this thy mirth? are these the joyes of marriage ?
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Away light-headed fool; are these contentments?
If I could find a man—
fu You may a thousand.
Alin. Meer men | know | may: and there a Woman
Has liberty, (at least shel venture for it)
To be a monster and become the time too;
But to enjoy a man, from whose example
(As from a compass) we may steer our fortunes,
Our aftions, and our age; and safe arrive at
A memory that shall become our ashes,
Such things are few, and far to seek; to find one
That can but rightly mannage the wild beast, Woman,
And sweetly govern with her. But no more of this, Wench,
‘Tis not for thy discourse: Let's in, and see
What poor afflifted wait our charity. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1.

Enter a Porter 4 Beggers, Pedro, and a Pilgrim.

For. Stand off, and keep your ranks: twenty foot further:
There louse your selves with reason and discretion.
The Sun shines warm: the farther still the better,
Your beasts will bolt anon, and then 'tis dangerous.
1 Beg. Heaven bless our Mistris.
For. Does the crack go that way?
‘Twill be o'th' other side anon.
2 Beg. Pray ye friend. (coat
For. Your friend ? and why your friend ? why goodman turn-
What dost thou see within me, or without me,
Or what itch dost thou know upon me, tell me,
That | should be thy friend? what do | look like
Any of thy acquaintance hung in Gibbets?
Hast thou any Friends, Kindred, or Alliance,
Or any higher ambition, than an Alms-basket?
2 Beg. | would be your worships friend.
For. So ye shdl, Sirrah,
When | quarter the same louse with ye.
3 Beg. 'Tis twelve o'clock.
For. 'Tis ever so with thee, when thou hast done scratching,
For that provokes thy stomach to ring noon;
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O the infinite Seas of Porridge thou hast swallow'd!
And yet thou lookst as if they had been but Glysters;
Thou feedst abundance, thou hadst need of sustenance;
Alms do you cal it to relieve these Rascals?

Enter Alphonso, Curio, and Seberto.

Nothing but a general rot of sheep can satisfie ‘em.

Alp. Did not | tell you, how she would undo me?
What Marts of Rogues, and Beggers!

Seb.  Tis charity
Methinks, you are bound to love her for—

Alp.  Yes, | warrant ye,
If men could sde to Heaven in Porridge-pots, (make!
With masts of Beef, and Mutton, what a Voyage should |
What are al these?

i Beg. Poor people, and 't like your worship.

[2] Beg. Wretched poor people.

3 Beg. Very hungry pjople.

Alp.  And very Lousy.

4 Beg. Yes forsooth, 0, 0.

For. I'le undertake five hundred head about 'em,
And thats no needy Grasier.

P What are you?
Strangers that come to wonder at your charity,

Yet people poor enough to beg a blessing.

Cur. Use them with favour, Sir, their shews are reverent,
It seems ye are holy Pilgrims!

Pil. Ye guess right, S,
And bound far off, to offer our devotions.

Alp.  What make ye this way? we keep no Reliques here,
Nor holy Shrines.

Pil.  The holiest we ere heard of;
Ye keep a living monument of goodness,
A Daughter of that pious excellence,
The very Shrines of Saints sink at her vertues,
And swear they cannot hold pace with her pieties,
We come to see this Lady: not with prophane eyes,
Nor wanton bloods, to doat upon her beauties,
But through our tedious wayes to beg her blessings.

Alp. This is a new way of begging, and a neat one,
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And this cries mony for reward, good store too;
These commendations beg not with bag, and bottle;
Well, well, the Sainting of this Woman, Gentlemen,
| know what it must come to: these Women Saints
Are plaguy heavy Saints: they out-weigh a he-saint
Three thousand thick; | know: | feel.
Seb.  Ye are more afraid than hurt, Sir.
Alp. Have you your commendations ready too?
He bows, and nods.
Cur. A handsome well built person.
Alp. What Country-craver are you? nothing but motion?
A puppet-Pilgrim?
Pil. Hes a stranger, Sir;
This four days | have Traveled in his Company,
But little of his business, or his Language
As yet | have understood.
Seb.  Both young and handsome,
Only the Sun has been too saucy with him. (blessing
Alp. Would ye have mony, Sir, or meat? what kind of
Does your devotion look for? Still more ducking?
Be there any Saints, that understand by signs only?
More motion yet? this is the prettiest Pilgrim,
The pink of Pilgrims. Fie be for ye, Sir;
Do ye discourse with signs? ye are heartily welcome:
A poor viaticum; very good gold, Sir:
But holy men afet a better treasure.
| kept it for your goodness, but nertheless
Since it can prove but burthensome to your holiness,
And that you affect light prayer, fit for carriage,
I'e put this up again.
Cur. Ye are too unreverent.
Alp.  Ye tak too broad! must | give way, and weadth too
To every toy, that carries a grave seeming?
Must my good Angels wait on him? if the proud hilding
Would yield but to my will, and know her duty
| know what | would suffer.
Seb.  Good Sir, be patient,
The wrongs ye do these men, may light on you,
Too heavy too: and then you will wish you had sad less,
A comely and sweet usage becomes strangers,
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Alp. We shdl have half the Kingdom strangers shortly,
And this fond prodigality be suffer'd;
But | must be an Ass, see 'em relieved, sirrah;
If 1 were young again, | would sooner get Bear-whelps,
And safer too, than any of these she-saints,
But | will break her.
Cur. Such a face for certain.
SEb. Me thinks | have seen it too: but we are cozen'd;
But fair befal thee Pilgrim, thou lookst lovely. [Exit.
Par. Will ye troop up, ye Porridge Regiment?

Enter Alinda, and Juletta

Captain Poors quarter will ye move?
Aim.  Ye dull Knave,
Are not these wretches served yet?
Beg. 'Bless my Mistris.
Aim. Do you make snort, Sir, with their miseries?
Ye drousie Rogue.
Por. They are too high fed, Madam,
Their stomachs are a deep yet.
Aim.  Serve 'em plentifully,
Or I'le serve you out next: even out O doors, sirrah;
And serve 'em quickly too.
Beg. Heaven bless the Lady.
Aim. Bless the good end | mean it for.
fu. 1 would | knew it:
If it be for any mans sake, Tie cry Amen too.
Well, Madam, ye have even as pretty a port of Pensioners.
Aim  Vain-glory would seek more, and handsomer.

But | appea to vertue what my end is; [Ex. Beggers.
What men are these?
ful. It seems they are holy Pilgrims:

That handsome youth should suffer such a penance,
Would | were even the Saint they make their vowes to,
How essily | would grant!

Pil. Heavens grace in-wheel ye:
And dl good thoughts, and prayers dwell about ye,
Abundance be your friend; and holy charity
Be ever at your hand to crown ye glorious.

Aim. | thank ye, Sir; peace guide your travels too,

B.-F. V. L 16l
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And what you wish for most, end al your troubles;
Remember me by this: and in your prayers
When your strong heart melts, meditate my poor fortunes.
PiL All my Devotions wait upon your service.
Aim. Are you of this Country, Sir?
Pil. Yes worthiest Lady,
But far off bred; my Fortunes farther from me.
Aim.  Gentle, | dare believe.
Pil. 1 have liv'd freer.
Aim. | am no inquisitor, that were too curious;
Whatever Vow, or Penance pulls you on, Sir;
Conscience, or Love, or stubborn Disobedience,
The Saint ye kneel to, hear, and ease your travels.
PiL Yours ner begin; and thus | sed my Prayer[s
Exit.
Alin.  How constantly this man looksl how he sighs!
Some great affliftion hatches his Devotions,
Right holy Sir, how young, and sweet he suffers!
Jul.  Would | might suffer with him.
Alin.  He turns from us;
Alas, he weeps too; something presses him
He would reveal, but dare not; Sir, be comforted,
Ye come for that; and take it; if it be want, Sir,
To me ye appear so worthy of relieving,
| am your Steward; Speak, and take; he's dumb still;
Now as | have a faith, this man so stirs me,
His modesty makes me afraid | have trespassed.
fu.  Would he wou'd stir me too, | like his shape well.
Alin. May be he would spesk alone; go off, Juletta,
Afflifted hearts fear their own motions.
Be not far off.
Jul.  Would | were nearer to him,
A young smug handsom holiness has no fellow. [ Exit.
Al. Why do you grieve? do you find your penance sharp?
Or are the vows ye've made too mighty for ye?
Does not the World allure ye to look back,
And sorrow for the sweet time ye have lost?
Ye are young, and fair; be not deluded, Sir,
A manly made-up heart contemns these shadows,
And yours appear no less griefs for your fears,
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For hours ill-spent, for wrongs done rash, and rudely,
For foul contempts, for faiths ill violated,
Become fears well; | dare not task your goodness;
And then a sorrow shews in his true glory,
When the whole heart is excellently sorry,
| pray ye be comforted.
Ped. | am, dear Lady,

And such a comfort ye have cast upon me,
That though | struggle with mine own cal[amities
Too mighty, and too many for my mannage,
And though, like angry waves, they curl'd upon me,
Contending proudly who should first devour me,
Yet | would stem their danger.

Aim.  He speaks nobly;
What do you want?

Ped. All that can make me happy;

I want my self.

Alin.  Your self? who rob'd ye, Pilgrim?
Why does he look so constantly upon me?

want my sdf-, indeed, ye holy Wanderers
Are said to seek much, but to seek your selves—

Ped. | seek my sdf, and am but my selfs shadow,
'Have lost my self; and now am not so naoble.

Alin. | sk my sdf;, something | yet remember
That bears that Motto; 'tis not he, he's younger,
And far more tender; for that self-sake (Pilgrim)

Be who it will, take this.
Ped. Your hand | dare take,
That be far from me, Lady, thus | kiss it,
And thus | bless it too; Be constant fair sfill,
Be good, and live to be a great example. [ Exit.

Alin.  One word more (Pilgrim) has amaz'd me strangly,
Be constant fair stilly ‘tis the Posie here;

And here without, Be good he wept to see me. Juletta.

Enter Juletta

Jul.  Madam.
Alin. Take this Key, and fetch me
The marygold-Jewel that lies in my little Cabinet;
| think 'tis that; what eyes had | to miss him? [Ex. Jul.
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0 me what thoughts? he had no beard then, and
As | remember well, he was more ruddy.

Enter Juletta

If this be he, he has a manly face yet,
A goodly shape.
Jul.  Here Madam.
Aim, Let me see it;
'Tis so true, it must be he, or nothing,
He spake the words just as they stand engraven here:
1 seek my sdf, and am but my selfs shadow,;
Alas, poor man! didst thou not meet him, Juletta?
The Pilgrim, Wench?
Jul.  He went by long ago, Madam.
Alin. | forgot to give him something.
Jul "Twas ill done, Lady;
For o' my troth, he is the handsomest man
| saw this many a day; would he had al my wealth,
And me to boot; what ails she to grow so sullen?
Alin, Come, | forgot, but | will recompence it.

[ Exeunt.
AElus Secundus.  Scena Prima.
Enter Alphonso, Curio, Seberto, Juletta,
Porter and Servants.
(solve me;

Alph.  ~A N she dlip through a Cat-hole? tell me that; re-
Can she flye in the air? is she a thing invisible?

Gone, and none know it!

Seb.  You amaze your servants. O'g

Alph. Some pelting Rogue has watcht her hour of itch-
And claw'd her, claw'd her, do you mark me? claw'd her;
Some that | foster up.

Cur. They are dl here, Sir.

Alph. Let 'em be where they will, they are arrant Rascds,
And by this hand, Il hang dl.

Seb. Ded calmly;
You will not give 'em time to answer ye.

Al I'll choak 'em, famish 'em, what say you, Wagtail?
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You knew her mind; you were of counsd with her,
Tell me, and tell me true.
Cur. Ask with discretion.
Alpb. Discretion? hang discretion, hang ye all:
Let me know where she is.
Jul.  Would you know o' me, Sir?
Al. O thee, Sir? I, o' thee, Sir; what art thou Sir?
Jul.  Her woman, Sir, and't like your Worship, Sir.
Alpb. Her Bawd, her Fiddle-stick;
Her Lady-fairy, to oyl the doors o' nights,
That they may open with discretion,
Her Gin, her 'Nut-Crack.
JuL 'Tis very well, Sir.
Alpb.  Thou lyest; 'tis damnable ill, 'tis most abominablei
Will ye confess (Thing ?)
Jul.  Say | were guilty, Sir;
| would be hang'd before | would confess;
Is this a World to confess in?
Cur. Ded directly.
Jul.  Yes if my matter lye direft before me;
But when | am forc'd, and ferretted.
Alpb. Tel me the truth,
And as | live, I'll give thee a new Petticoat.
Jul.  And you would give me ten, | would not tell ye,
Truths bear a greater price than you are aware of.
Seb. Deal modestly.
Jul. | do not pluck my Cloaths up.
Al. What say you, Sirrah? you? or you? are ye dumb all?
Port. | saw her last night, and't shall like your Worship,
When | serv'd in her Livery.
Alpb. What's that, Sirrah?
Port. Her Chamber-pot, and't please you.
Seb. A new Livery.
Alpb.  Where lay she? who lay with her?
Port. In truth, not I, Sir; .
| lay with my fellow Frederick in the flea-Chamber,
And't like your Worship, we are amost worried.
ul. I left her by her saf, in her own Closs,
And there | thought she had dept.
Alpb.  Why lay you from her?

16



THE PILGRIM ACT n

'Ful. It was her will | should; she is my Mistriss,
A my part is obedience.
Alph.  Were dl the doors lock'd?
Port. All mine.
Ser. And mine; she could not get out those ways
Unless she legpt the walls, and those are higher
Than any Womans courage dare aspire at.
Alph. Come, you must know.
Cur. Conced it not, but deal plain.
ful. If I did know, and her trust lay upon me,
Not al your angers nor your flatteries
Should make me speak, but having no more interest
Than | may well deliver to the air, ’
Il tell ye what | know, and tell it liberally,
I think she is gone, because we cannot find her;
I think she is weary of your tyranny,
And therefore gone; may be she is in love;
May be in love, where you show no great liking,
And therefore gone; May be some point of Conscience,
Or vow'd Devotion.
Alph. These are nothing, minion;
You that can aim at these, must know the truth too.
ful. Any more truth than this if | know, hang me,
Or where to search for it, if | make a lye
To gain your love, and envy my best Mistriss,
Pin me against a wall with my heels upward.
Alph. Out of my doors.
ful. That's all my poor petition;
For if your house were Gold, and she not in it,
Sir, 1 should count it but a Cage to whistle in.
Alph.  Whore, if she be above ground, | will have her.
ful . 1 would live in a Coal-pit then, were | your daughter.
Seb.  Certain she does not know, Sir.
Alph. Hang her, hang her;
She knows too much; search al the house, al corners,
And where 'tis possible she may go out, [Ex. Servants.
If I do find your tricks.
fu. Reward me for 'em.
Or if I had such tricks, you could discover
So weak, and dleightly woven, you might look through,
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All the young Girls should hoot me out o' th' Parish;
You are my Master, but you own an anger
Becomes a School-Boy that hath logt his Apples;
Will ye force things into our knowledges?
Alph. Come hither, fuletta thou didst love me.
ful And do il[l],
You are my Ladies Father, and | reverence ye
AIPh. Thou would'st have pleasd my humour.
fu Any good way,
That carried not suspicion in't, or flattery,
Or fail of tryst.
Alph.  Come, come, thou wouldst have—
ful Stay, Sir.
Alph.  And thou hast felt my bounty for't, and shalt do.
Dost thou want Cloaths or Money?
ful Both.
AIPb. 'Shalt have both.
ful But not this wuy, | had rather be an Adamite,
A Dbring Fig-tree leaves into fashion again.
If you were young, Sir,
Handsome, and fitted to a Womans appetite;
And | a %i]ddy-headed Girl, that car'd for nothing,
Much might be done; then you might fumble with me,
And think to grope out matters of some moment,
Which now you will put too short for;
For what you have seen hitherto
And know by me, has been but honest service,
Which | dare pin i'th* market-place to answer;
And let the World, the Flesh, and Devil examine it,
And come you in too, | dare stand your strictest.
And so much good may do you, with your dreams of cour-
Alph.  This is most monstrous. (tese.

Enter Porter and Servants.

Seb.  Sure she does not know, Sir;
She durst not be so confident, and guilty. (covered?
Alph.  How now, what news? what hopes and steps dis-
Spesk any thing that's good, that tends to th' matter;
Do you stand staring still?
| Serv. We are no gods, Sir,
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To say she is here or there, or what she is doing;
But we have searched.
Port. | am sure she is not i'th* Cellar;
For look you, Sir, if she had been i'th' Cellaa—
Alph. | am sure thou hast been there.
Port. As | carried the matter,
For | search'd every piece of Wine; yes sure, Sir,
And every little Terse, that could but testifie;
And | drew hard to bolt her out.
Alph.  Away with him;
Fling him i'th" Hay-mow, let him lye a mellowing;
He stinks of Muskadel like an English Christmas-,
Are these your cares? your services?
2 Serv. Pray ye hear, Sir,
We have found where she went out, her very footing.
Alph.  Where, where? go on.
Cur. Observe then with more stayedness.
2 S, Searching the Garden .it the little Postern
That opens to the Park, we first discovered it.
Alph. A little foot?
| Serv. It must be hers, or none, Sir.
Alph.  How far beyond that?
i Serv. To the Park it leads us,
But there the ground being hard, we could not mark it.
Alph.  She always kept that Key; | was a Coxcomb,
A Fod, an Ass to give a Girl that liberty;
Saddle my Horses, Rogues, ye drunken Varlets,
Your precious diligence lies in Pint-pots,
Your Brains in Butts, my Horses, ye pin-Buttocks.
You'll bear me Company?
Seh.  We dare not leave ye,
Unless we found a quieter soul within ye.
Cur. If we may do the Lady any service,
Sweet, gentle Soul.
Alph. | sy again, my horses,
Are ye s0 hot: have ye your f)rivate Pilgrimages?
Must ye be jumping, Joan? I'll wander with ye;
I'Il(jump ye, and Il juggle ye, my horses;
And keep me this young Lirry-poop within doors,
| will discover, Dame.
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ful. Tis fit you should, Sir,

If ye knew what; well Love, if thou beest with her,
Or what power dse that arms her resolution,
Conduct her fair, and keep her from this mad-man,
Direct her to her wishes, dwell about her,

That no dishonourable end o'rtake her,

Danger, or want; and let me try my fortune.

Alph.  You know the place we meet in?

Seb. We shal hit it.

Alph. And as ye are honest Gentlemen, endeavour.

Cur. Wel search the best we can; if shelight in our hands.

Alph.  TI'll tye her to the horse-tail.

Seb. We know how to use her,

But not your way, for al your state.

Alph. Make haste there; (Damsd,
And get you in, and look to th' house. If you stir out,
Or st a foot any new motion this way,

When | come home (which will be suddenly)
You know my mind; if you do play the Rascd,
| have my eyes and ears in sundry places,
If ye do praunce.
ful. I shal do that that's fit, Sir;
And fit to cross your fooleries; I'll fail else:
And so I'll to my Chamber. [ Exit.

Alph.  To your Prayers,

And leave your stubborn tricks; she is not far yet,
She cannot be, and we dividing suddenly.

Cur. Keep her from thy hands, | beseech.

Alph.  Our horses,

Come chearfully. I'll teach her to run gadding. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Roderigo, and four Out-Laws.

1 Out-law. Captain, y'are not merry.

Rod. We get nothing,
We have no sport; whoring and drinking spoils us,
We keep no Guards.

2 Out-law. There come no Passengers,
Merchants, nor Gentlemen, nor whosoever,
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But we have tribute.
Rod. And whilst we spend that idlely,
We let those pass that carry the best purchase.
Il have all searched, and brought in: Rogues, and Beggars,
Have got the trick now to become Bank-masters,
I'll ' have none scape; only my friends and neighbours,
That may deliver to the King my innocence;
Those | would have regarded; 'tis policy.
But otherwise nor gravities, nor shadows,
Appear they how they will, they may have purses,
For they shall pay.
3 Out-law.  You spesk now like a Captain.
And if we spare, fley us, and coin our Cassocks,
Will ye look With?
Rod. You hear no preparation
The King intends against us yet?
4 QOut-law. Not a word, Sir,
Good man, he's troubled with matter of more moment,
Hummings of higher nature vex his brains, Sir,
Do not we see his Garrisons?
Rod. Who are out now? (stirring
4 Out-law. Good fellows, Sir, that if there be any purchase
Will strike it dead; Jaques, and Lopez, Lads,
That know their Quarters, as they know their Knapsacks;
And will not off.
Rod. Where is the Boy ye brought me?
A pretty Lad, and of a quick capacity,
And bred up neatly.
| Out-law. Hes within a meat, Sir,
The Knave is hungry, yet he seasons dll
He eats or drinks with many tears and sighings,
The saddest appetite | ever lookt on;
The Boy is young, 'tis fear, and want of company,
He knows, and loves, use him not rough, and harshly,
He will be quickly bold; I'll entertain him;
| want a pretty Boy to wait upon me,
And when | am sad or deepy, to prate to me;
Bedides there's something in his face | like well.
And dill the more | look, more like; let him want nothing,
And use him gently, al.
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2 Out-law. Here's a smal Box, Sir,
We took about him, which he griev'd to part with,
May be some Weadlth.
Rod. Alas, some little money
The poor Knave carried to defray his lodgings,
I'll give it him again, and add unto it.
Twere sin to open such a petty purchase.

Enter Lopez, and Jaques with Pedro.

How now, who is this? what have you brought me, Souldiers?
Lop. We know not well, what a strange staving fellow,
Sullen enough | am sure.
Rod. Where took ye him?
d';"faq Upon the Skirt o' th" wood, viewing, and gaping,
And sometime standing still, as if he had meant
To view the best accesses to our quarters;
Money he has enough; and when we threatned him,
He smil'd, and yielded; but not one word utter'd.
Lop. His habit says he's haly, if his heart
Keep that proportion too, 'tis best ye free him,
We keep his wallet here; | am sure 'tis heavy.
Rod. Pilgrim, come hither, Sir, are you a Pilgrim?
A piece of pretty holiness; do you shrink, Sir?
A smug young Saint. What Country were you born in?
Ye have a Spanish face; In a dumb Province?
And had your Mother too this excellent Vertue?
No tongue do you say? sure she was a matchless woman;
What a fine family is this man sprung from!
Certain he was begotten in a Cadm,
When al was hush'd; the Midwife was dumb Midnight;
Are ye sed'd up? or do you scorn to answer?
Ye are in my hands, and | have Medicines for ye
Can make ye speak: pull off his Bonnet, Souldiers;
Ye have a speaking face.
Lop. | am sure a handsome;
This Pilgrim cannot want She-Saints to pray to.
Rod. Stand nearer, ha?
Ped. Come, do your worst, | am ready. (him;
Rod. Is your tongue found? go off, and let me talk with
And keep your watches round.
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All,  We are ready, Captain.
Rod. So, now what are ye?
Fed. Am |?
My habit shews me what | am.
Rod. Thy heart
A desperate fool, and so thy fate shall tell thee.
What Devil brought thee hither? for | know thee.
Fed. | know thou dogt, and since it is my fortune
To light into thy fingers, | must think too
The most malicious of al Devils brought me,
Yet some men say thou art noble.
Rod. Not to thee,
That were a benefit to mock the Giver;
Thy father hates my friends, and family,
And thou hast been the heir of dl this malice.
Can two such storms meet then, and part with kissing?
Fed. You have the mightier hand.
Rod. And so I'll use it.
Fed. | cannot hinder ye; less can | beg
Submissive at his knees that knows not honour,
That bears the Stamp of Man, and not his Nature;
Ye may do what ye please.
Rod. | will do all. (ruine,
Fed. And when you have done dl, which is my poor
(For farther your base malice cannot venture)
Dishonours sef will cry you out a Coward.
Hadst thou been brave, and noble, and an Enemy,
Thou wouldst have sought me whilst | carried Arms,
Whilst my good Sword was my profession,
And then have cryed out, Pedro, | defie thee;
Then stuck Alphonso's quarrel on the point,
The mercenary anger thou serv'st under,
To get his Daughter. Then thou shouldst have brav'd me,
And arm'd with all thy Families hate upon thee,
Done something worthy feat; Now poor and basely
Thou satst Toyls to betray me; and like the Pesant,
That dares not meet the Lion in the face,
Digst crafty pit-falls: thou sham'st the Spanish Honour;
Thou hast neither point of Man, nor Conscience in thee.
Rod. Sir, Sir, y'are brave, ye plead now in a Sandluary,
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You think your Pilgrims Bulwark can defend ye;
You will not find it so.
Fed. | look not for'.
The more unhalowed soul hast thou to offer it.
Rod. When you were bravest, Sir, and your sword sharpest,
| durst affront ye; when the Court Sun gilded ye,
And every cry was the young hopeful Pedro,
jflonso's sprightly Son; then durst | meet ye,
When you were Master of this fame, and fashion,
And al your glories in the full Meridian,
The Kings proof-favour buckled on your body;
Had we then come to competition,
Which | have often sought.
Pedro. And | desir'd too. (dlight it,
Rod. You should have seen this Sword, how €ere you
And felt it too; sharper than sorrow felt it,
In execution quicker than thy scorns,
Thou should'st have seen dl this, and shrunk to see it.
Then like a Gentleman | would have usd thee,
And given thee the fair fortune of thy being,
Then with a Souldiers arm | had honour'd thee;
But since thou stealst upon me like a Spie,
And thief-like thinkst that holy case shall carry thee
Through al my purposes, and so betray me,
Base as the aft, thy end be and | forget thee.
Ped. What poor evasions thou buildst on, to abuse me!
The goodness of a man ner taught these principles.
| come a Spie? durst any noble spirit
Put on this habit, to become a Traitor?
Even in an Enemy shew me this antipathy
Where there is Christian faith, and this not reverenced:
| come a Spie? no Roderigo, no,
A hater of thy person, a maligner?
So far from that, | brought no malice with me,
But rather when | meet thee, tears to soften thee;
When | put on this habit, | put off
All fires, dl angers, al those starts of youth
That clapt too rank a bias to my being,
And drew me from the right mark dl should aim at;
In stead of stubborn sted, | put on prayers,
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For rash and hasty heats, a sweet repentance:
Long weary seps, and vows, for my vain-glories.
O Roderigo.

Rod. If thy tongue could save thee,
Prating be thy bail, thou hast a rare benefit.
Souldiers, come out, and bring a halter with ye;
Tie forgive your holy habit, Sir, but Tie hang you.

Enter Out-laws, Lop€g[z], Jaques.

i Out-. Wherefore this halter Captain?
Rod. For this traytor.
Go, put it on him, and then tie him up.
I. Do you want a Band SirP this is a course wearing,
Twill fit but scurvily upon this collar;
But patience is as good as a French Pickadel.
Lop. What's his fault, Captain?
Rod. 'Tis my will he perish,
And that's his fault.
Fed. A Captain of good government.
Come Souldiers, come, ye are roughly bred, and bloody,
Shew your obedience, and the joy ye take
In executing impious commands;
Ye have a Captain seds your liberal pardons,
Be no more Christians, put religion by,
Twill make ye cowards: feel no tenderness,
Nor let a thing cal'd conscience trouble ye;
Alas, 'twill breed delay. Bear no respedi
To what | seem; were | a Saint indeed,
Why should that stagger ye? you know not holiness:
To be excellent in evil, is your goodness;
And be s, 'twill become ye: have no hearts,
For fear you should repent: that will be dangerous:
For if there be a knocking there, a pricking,
And that pulse beat back to your considerations,
How ye have laid a stiff hand on Religion—
Rod. Truss him | say.
Fed. And violated faith.
Rod. Hear him not prate.
Fed. Why, what a thing will this be?
What strange confusion then will breed among ye?
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Rod. Will none of ye obey?

Fed. What Devils vex ye?

The fears ye live in and the hourly dangers
Will be delights to these: those have their ends,
But these outlive al time, and dl repentance:
And if it creep into your conscience once,

Be sure ye lock that close.

Rod. Why stand ye gazing?

Ped. Farewel deep, peace, dl that are humane comforts,
Better ye had been Trees, or Stones, and happier;
For those die here, and seek no further being,

Nor hopes, nor punishments.

Rod. Rots take ye, Rascals.

Fag. What would you have us do?

Rod. Dispatch the prater.

fag And have religious blood hang on our consciences?
We are bad enough already: sins enough
To make our graves even loath us.

Rod. No man love me?

Lop. Although | be a thief, I am no hangman ;
They are two mens trades, and let another execute.
Lay violent hands on holy things?

Rod. Base Cowards,

Put to your powers, ye rascas, | command ye.
Holy, or unholy, if | sy it,
I'le have it done.

| Out-l. If | dot, let me starve for't.

2. OrL

3. Or I: we will obey things handsom,

And bad enough, and overdo obedience :
But to be made such instruments of mischief.
fag | have done as many villanies as another,
A with as little relctation,
Let me come clear of these, and wipe that score off.
Put me upon a felt and known perdition ?

Rod. Have ye conspir'd, ye daves?

Ped. How vilely this shows,

In one that would command anothers temper,
And bear no bound in's own ?
Rod. Am | thus jaded ?
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Fed. Is it my life thou long'st for Roderigo ?
And can no sacrifice appease thy malice,
But my blood spilt ? do it thy self, dispatch it;
And as thou takst the whole revenge unto thee,
Take the whole sin upon thee; and be mighty,
Mighty in evil, as thou art in anger:
And let not these poor wretches houl for thy sske.
Those things that in thine own glass seem most monstrous,
Wouldst thou abuse their weak sights with, for amiable?
Is it, thou thinkst to fear me with thy terrors,
And into weak condition draw my vertue ?
If | were now to learn to die | would sue thee:
Or did | fear death, then | would make thee glorious.
But knowing what, and how far | can sufferj
And al my whole life being but deaths preface,
My deep but at next door.

Rod. Are ye so valiant ?

Tie make ye feel: Tie make ye know, and feel too;
And Rascals, you shall tremble. Keep him here,
And keep him safe too: if he scape your guards—

Fed. Fear not, | will not.

Rod. As | live, ye die for't;

I will not be thus baffled. [ Exit.

Ja. What a Devil have ye done, Pilgrim ? or what mischief
Have you conspir'd, that he should rage and rave thus?
Have you kill'd his Father, or his Mother ? or strangled any

(of his kindred ?

Lop. Has he no Sisters? have you not been bouncing
About their belly-pieces?

Jag. Why should that be dangerous,

Or any way deserve death ? is it not natural ?
Bar us the Christian liberty of women,
And build us up with brick, take away our free-stone.

i Out-l. Because thou art holier than he, upon my con-
He does not envy thee: that's not his quarrel; (science
For, look you, that might be compounded without prayers.

Lop. Nor that thou seemst an honester man : for here
We have no trading with such Tinsel-stuff;

To be an excellent thief, is all we aim at. (us?
Wilt thou take a spit and stride, and see if thou canst outrun
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Ped. | scorn to shift his fury, keep your obedience;
For though your government admit no president,
Keep your sdves carefull in't.
Jag. Thou wilt be hang'd then.
red. | cannot die with Tewer faults upon me. (in him
2 Out-l. 'Tis ten to one he will shoot him : for the Devil's
If he hang him himself.
Lop. He has too proud a nature :
He will compel some one.
Jag. | am confident.
Lop. And so are dl | think.
Ped, Be not molested,
If I must die, let it not trouble you ;
It stirs not me: it is the end | was born for.
Only this honest office | desire ye,
(If there be courtesie in men of your breed)
To see me buried; not to let his fury
Expose my body to the open violence
Of beasts, and fowls: so far | urge humanity.

Enter Roderigo, Alinda.

fa He shall not deny us that: we'l seeye under ground,
And give ye a volly of as good cups of Sack,
For that's our Discipline.

Lop. He comes again,
As high in rage as ever ; the boy with him.

| Out-l. Will he compel the child ?

Lop. He is bent to do it,
And must have some body.

Rod. If thou lov'ss me do it:
Love me, or love me not, | sy thou shalt do it:
Stare not, nor stagger, Sirrah; if ye deny me,
Do you see this Rogue ?

Alin.  What would ye have me do Sir ?
Heavens goodness bless me.

Rod. Do ? why hang a Rascd,
That would hang me.

Aim. | am a boy, and weak, Sir.

Rod. Thou art strong enough to tie him to a Bough,
And turn him off: come, thou shat be my Jewsd,
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And Tie alow thee horse, and al thy pleasures,
And twenty galant things: I'le teach thee arms too ;
Make thee mine heir.
Alin. Let me inherit death first.
Rod. Make me not angry, Sirrah.
Alin. Which isthe man, Sir?
Fie pluck up the best heart | can yet.
Rod. Fear not,
It is my will: That in the Pilgrims coa there,
That Devil in the Saints skin.
A tin. Guard me goodness.
Rod. Dispatch him presently.
Ped. | wait your worst, Sir.
Jag.  Will the boy do it? is the rogue so confident ?
So young, so de(i) in blood ?
Lop. He shakes, and trembles.
Ped Dost thou seek more coals still to sear thy conscience,
Work sacred innocence, to be a Devil ?
Dot thy sdf for shame, thou best becom'st it.
Rod. Sirrah, | scorn my finger should be 'fild with thee;
And yet I'le have it done: this child shall strangle thee,
A crYing Girle, if she were here, should master thee.
Ali. How should | save him? how my sdf from violence?
Ped. Leave your tongue-valour, and dispatch your hate, Sir;
The patience of my death, shall more torment thee,
(Thou painted honour, thou base man made backward)
Than al my life has fear'd thee.
Red. Gag him, Sirrah.
zg. The Boy looks cheerfully now: sure he will do it.
gp. He will mall him dse
Alin.  Are ye prepar'd to die, Sir?
Ped.  Yes boy, and ready ; prethee to thy business.
Alin. Why are ye then so angry ? so perplext, Sir?
Patience wins Heaven, and not the heat of passion.
Why do you rayle ?
Lop. The boy's a pretty Priest.
Ped. | thank ye gentle child, you teach me truely.
Ain.  You seem to fear too.
Ped. Thou seet more, than | feel, boy.
Ain.  You tremble sure.
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Fed. No sure boy, 'tis thy tenderness:
Prethee make haste, and let that gulph be satisfied.
Alin. Are ye so willing to go to it ?
Ped. Most willing :
| would not borrow from his courtesie
One hour of life, to gain an age of glory.
Alin. And is your reckoning straight Sir ?
Ped. As straight as truth, boy :
| cannot go more joyfully to a Wedding.
Alin. Then to your ﬂrayers: I'le dispatch ye presently.
Now guide my tongue, thou blessedness.
Rod. A good boy.
Alin. But hark ye Sir, one word ; and pray ye resolve me.
Let me speak privately.
Rod. What wouldst thou have child ?
Alin. Shal this man die?
Rod. Why dost thou make that question ?
Alin.  Pray ye be not angry : if he must, Tie do it.
But must he now ?
Rod. What dse? who dare reprieve him ?
Alin. Pray ye think again; and as your injuries
Are great, and full, you sutfer from this fellow,
Do not ye purpose so to suit your vengeance ?
Rod. | do, and must.
Alin You cannot if he die now.
Rod. Cannot ?
Alin. No, cannot: be not vext, you'l find it:
| have considered, and | know it certain,
Ye suffer below him: lose al your angers.
Rod. Why, my best boy?
Alin. | love, and tender ye,
| would not tell ye dse. Is that revenge,
To slight your cause, and Saint your enemy,
Clap the Doves wings of downy peace unto him,
And let him soar to Heaven, whilst you are sighing ?
Is this revenge ?
Rod. | would have him die.
Alin.  Prepar'd thus?
The blessing of a Father never reach'd it:
His contemplation now scorns ye, contemns ye,
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And dl the tortures ye can use. Let him die thus;
And these that know and love revenge will laugh at ye:
Here lies the honour of a well-bred anger,
To make his enemy shake and tremble under him ;
Doubt, nay, amost despair, and then confound him.
This man ye rock adeep, and al your rages
Are Requiems to his parting soul, meer Anthems.
Rod. Indeed he is strongly built.
Alin. You cannot shake him ;
And the more weight ye put on his foundation,
Now as he stands, ye fix him still the stronger;
If ye love him, honour him, would heap upon him
Friendships and benefits beyond example,
Hope him a Star in Heaven, and there would stick him,
Now take his life.
Rod. | had rather take mine own, Boy,
Alin.  Tie ea him presently.
Rod. Stay, be not hasty.
Alin.  Bless my tongue still.
Lop. What has the boy done to him?
How dull, and dtill he looks!
Alin.  You are a wise man,
And long have buckled with the worlds extremities,
A valiant man, and no doubt know both fortunes,
And would ye work your Master-piece thus madly,
Take the bare name of honour, that will pity ye
When the world knows ye have prey'd on a poor Pilgrim ?
Rod. The boy has stagger'd me: what would'st thou have
Alt. Haveyer doyou not fed Sir? do'sit not stir ye? (me?
Do you ask a child ? | would have ye do most bravely,
Because | mogt dfect ye: like your sdf Sir,
Scorn him, and let him go; seem to contemn him,
And now ye have made him shake, sed him his pardon,
When he appears a subject fit for anger,
And fit for you, his pious Armour off,
His hopes no higher than your sword may reach at,
Then dtrike, and then ye know revenge ; then take it.
| hope | have turn'd his mind.
Rod. Let the fool go there,
| scorn to let loose so base an anger

180



ACT Il THE PILGRIM

May light on thee: See me no more, but quit me;
And when we meet again.

Ped. I'le thank ye Captain. [ Exit.
Aim.  Why this was like your self: but which way goes
Shall we ne're happy meet ? (he?
Rod. | am drowsie: Boy,
Go with me, and discourse: | like thy company
O Child ! I love thy tongue.
Aim. | shall wait on ye. [ Exit.

Lop. The Boy has don't: a Plaguey witty Rascdl.
And | shal love him terribly.

fag. "Twas he most certain,
For if ye mark, how earnest he was with him,
And how he labour'd him.

Lop. A cunning villain,
But a good rogue; 'This boy will make's al honest.

i Out-l. 1 scarce believe that: but | like the boy well.
Come let's to Supper; then upon our watches.

Lop. This Pilgrim scap'd a joyfull one.

fag. Let's drink round
To the boys health, and then about our business.

[Exeunt.

ASus Tertius. Scena Prlma.

Enter Roderigo, Jaques, Lopez, and three Out-Laws.

Rod. "X T One of you know her ?
1 JFg Alas Sir, we never saw her:

Nor ever heard of her, but from your report.

Rod. No happy eye?

Lop. | do not think 'tis she, Sir,
Me thinks a woman dares not.

Rod. Thou speak'st poorly,
What dares not woman, when she is provok'd ?
Or what seems dangerous to Love, or fury ?
That it is she, this has confirmed me certain,
These Jewels here, a part of which | sent her,
And though unwilling, yet her Father wrought her
To teke, and wear.
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Lop. A wench, and we not know it ?
And among us? where were our understandings ?
| could have ghessd unhappily: have had some feeling
In such a matter: Here are as pretty fellows,
At the discovery of such a Jigambob :
A handsome wench too! sure we have lost our faculties,
We have no motions: what should she do here, Sir?
Rod. That's it that troubles me: O that base rascd !
There lies the miserv: how cunningly she quit him,
And how she urgd I had ye been constant to me,
| nere had suffered this.
1 Out-. Ye might have hang'd him :
And would he had been hang'd, that's al we care for't :
So our hands had not don't.
Rod. She is gone again too,
And what care have ye for that ? gone, and contemn'd me;
Master'd my will, and power, and now laughs at me.
Lop. The Devil that brought her hither, Sir I think
Has carryed her back again invisible,
For we nere knew, nor heard of her departure.
Jag. No living thing came this night through our watches.
She went with you.
Rod. Was by me till | dept,
But when | wak'd, and cal'd: O my dull pate here,
If 1 had open'd this when it was given me,
This Roguy Box.

Enter Alphonso, and 2 Out-laws.

Lop. We could but give it ye.
Rod. Pilgrim? a Pox o' Pilgrims, there the game goes,
There's all my fortune fled ; | know it, | fedl it.
Al.  Bring me unto thy Captain: where's thy Captain?
| am founder'd, melted, some fairy thing or other
Has led me dancing; the Devil has haunted me
I'th" likeness of a voyce: give me thy Captain.
2 Out-. He's here Sir, there he stands.
Al. How do'st thou Captain ?
| have been fool'd and jaded, made a dog-bolt.
My Daughter's run away: | have been haunted too,
| have lost my horse; | am hungry, and out of my wits dso.
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Rod. Come in: Tie tell you what | know: strange things.
And take ?/our eae; Tie follow her recovery,
These shall be yours the whiPst, and do ye service.
Al. Let me have drink enough: | am amost choak'd too.
Rod. You shal have any thing; what think you now,
(Souldiers?
Jag. | think a woman, is a woman, that's any thing.
The next we take, we'l search a little nearer,
Wel not be boyed again with a pair of breeches. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter fuletta.

ful He's gone in here: This is Roderigtfs quarter,

And I'le be with him soon: Tie startle him,

A little better than | have done: al this long night

| have lgld] him out o'th’ way, to try his patience,

And made him swear, and curse; and pray, and swear again,

And cry for anger; | made him leave his horse too,

Where he can never find him more; whistled to him,

And then he would run through thick and thin, to reach me,

And down in this ditch; up again, and shake him,

And swear some certain blessings; then into that bush

Pop goes his pate, and all his face is comb'd over,

And [ sit laughing: a hundred tricks, | have serv'd him :

And | will double 'em, before | leave him

I'le teach his anger to dispute with women.

But al this time, | cannot meet my Mistress,

| cannot come to comfort her; that grieves me,

For sure she is much &fflicted : till | do,

Ie haunt thy Ghost Alphansa; I'le keep thee waking,

Yes, | must get a Drum: | am villanous weary,

And yet I'le trot about these villages

Till I have got my will, and then have a ye.

I'le make your anger drop out at your elbows ere | leave ye.
[Exit.
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SCENE HI.

Enter Seberto, and Curio.

Seb.  'Tis strange, in al the circuit we have ridden,
We cannot cross her: no way light upon her.

Cur. | do not think she Is gone thus far, or this way,
For certain if she had, we should have reach'd her, (thing.
Made some discovery, heard some news, we have seen no-

Seb. Nor pass by any body that could promise any thing.
She is certainly disguisd, her modesty
Durst never venture dse

Cur. Let her take any shape,

And let me see it once, | can distinguish it.

Seb.  So should | think too: has not her Father found her ?

Cur. No, I'le be hang'd then; he has no patience
Unless she Ilght in's teeth, to Iook about him.

He guesses now, and chafes and 'rets like Tinsd.

Sb. Let him go on, he cannot live without it.

But keep her from him, heaven: where are we Curio ?

Cur. In a wood | think, hang me if | know ese
And %et | have ridden al these coasts, at al hours,

And ad an aim.
Seb. | would we had a guide.

Cur. And if | be not much awry Seberto

Not far off should be Roderigo's quarter,
For in this fastness if | be not cozen'd,
He and his out-laws live.

Seb. This is the place then

Enter Alinda
We appointed him to meet in.
Cur. Yes | think so. (that there?

Seb. Would we could meet some living thing : what's
Cur. A boy, | think, stay ; why may not he direct us?
Aim. | am hungry, and | am weary, and | cannot find him.
Keep my wits Heaven, | feel 'em wavering,
O God my head.
Seb.  Boy, dost thou hear, thou stripling ?
Alin. Now they will tear me, torture me, now Roderigo
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Will hang [him] without mercy ; ha?

Cur. Come hither.
A very pretty boy : what place is this, child ?
And whither dost thou travel ? how he stares!
Some stubborn Master has abusd the boy,
And beaten him: how he complains! whither goest thou ?

Aim. | go to Segovia Sir, to my sick Mother,
| have been taken here by drunken thieves,
And (O my bones!) | have been beaten Sir.
Misusd, and rob'd : extreamly beaten Gentlemen,
0 God, my sde!

Seb. What beasts would use a boy thus ?
Look up, and be of good cheer.

Alin. O, I cannot.
My back, my back, my back.

Cur. What thieves?

Aim. | know not.
But they cal the Captain Roderigo.
Cur. Look ye,

1 knew we were thereabouts.
Seb.  Do'st thou want any thing ?
Alin.  Nothing but esse, but ease, Sir.
Cur. Theré's some mony,
And get thee to thy Mother.
Alin. | thank ye Gentlemen.
Seb.  This was extreamly foul, to vex a child thus.
Come, let's along, we cannot lose our way now. [Ex.
Alin.  Though ye are honest men, | Tear your fingers,
And glad | am got off; O how | tremble!
Send me but once within his arms dear fortune,
And then come al the world : what shal | do now ?
Tis amost night again, and where to lodge me,

Enter fuletta.

Or get me meat, or any thing, | [klnow not.
These wild woods, and the fancies | have in me,
Will run me mad.

ful. Boy, Boy.

Alin. More st to take me?

Ful.  ful Dost thou hear boy ? thou pointer.
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Alin. 'Tis a boy too,
A Lacky Boy : | need not fear his fierceness.

ful Cangt thou beat a Drum ?

Alin. A Drum?

ful. This thing, a Drum here. (ble ?
Didst thou never see a Drum ? Canst thou make this grum-

Alin. fulettas face, and tongue; is she run mad too ?
Here may be double craft : | have no skill in't.

ful. Tie give thee a roya but to go along with me.

Alin. | care not for thy royal, | have other business,
Drum to thy self, and daunce to it.
ful. Sirrah, Sirrah. (me?

Thou scurvy Sirrah; thou snotty-nosd scab, do'st thou hear
If 1 lay down my Drum.

Enter Roderigo, and two Outlaws.

Alin.  Here comes more Company,
| fear a plot, Heaven send me fairly from it. [ Exit.
ful Basto; who'shere?
Lap..Captain, do you need me farther?
Rod. No not afoot: give me the gown : the sword now.
ful. This is the Devil thief, and if he take me,
Woe be to my Gaily gaskins.
Lop. Certain Sir,
She will take her patches off, and change her habit.
Rod. Let her do what she please: No, no Alinda
You cannot cozen me again in a Boys figure,
Nor hide the beauty of that face in patches,
But | shal know it.
fu. A boy his face in patches ?
Rod. Nor shall your tongue again bewitch mine anger,
If she be found i'th' woods, send me word presently,
And Tie return; she cannot be far gone yet:
If she be not, expedl me, when ye see mej
Use al your service to my friend Alpbonso,
And have a care to your business: farewel,
No more, farewel. [ Exeunt.
ful. I am heartily glad thou art gone yet.
This boy in patches, was the boy came by me,
The very same, how hastily it shifted !
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What a mop-eyed ass was I, | could not know her,

This must be she, this is she, nhow | remember her,

How loth she was to talk too, how she fear'd me:

| could now piss mine eyes out for meer anger :

Pie follow her, but who shall vex her Father then ?

One flurt at him, and then | am for the voyage,

If 1 can cross the Captain too: Come Tabor. [ Exit.

SCENE V.

fnter Jaques, and | Out-Law.

fag Are they al set ?

i Out-1. All, and each quarter quiet.

Jag. Is the old man asleep ?

I Out-L An hour agoe Sir.

FfaqWe must be very carefull in his absence,
And very watchfull.

i Out-l It concerns us nearly,
He will not be long from us.

fag No, he cannot.

| Out-L A little heat of love, which he must wander out.

[Drum afar off.

And then again: hark.

fa[q}. What ?
| Out-l 'Tis not the wind sure :

That's still and cam, no noise, nor flux of waters.
Fag. | hear a Drum, | think.

I Out-l That, that;
It beats again now.
faq, Now it comes nearer : sure we are surprized, Sir ;
Some from the Kings command : we are lost, we are dead
(@l.
| Out-l Hark, hark, a charge now: my Captain has
(betray'd us,
And left us to this ruine, run away from us.

Enter two Out-Laws.

'Lop. Another beats o' that side.
2 Out-L  Fly, flic, faques,
We are taken in a toyle: snapt in a pitfal;
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Methinks | feel a Sword already shave me

3 Out-L A thousand horse and foot, a thousand pioneers,
If we get under-ground, to fetch us out again ;
And every one an Axe to cut the woods down.

Lop. This is the dismalst night— [ Exit.

Enter Alpho[n]so.

Alp. Where's my Nag now ?
And what make | here to be hang'd? What Devil
Brought me into this danger ? Is there ne€'er a hole,
That | may creep in deep enough, and die quickly ?
Ner an old ditch to choke in P | shall be taken
For their Commander now, their Genera,
And have a commanding Gallows set up for me
As high as a May-pole; and nasty Songs made on me,
Be printed with a Pint-pot and a Dagger.
They are al kill'd by this time: Can | pray ?
Let me see that first: |1 have too much fear to be faithful.
Where's al my State now ? | must go hunt for Daughters ;
Daughters, and Damsels of the Lake, damned Daughters.
A hundred Crowns for a good tod of Hay,
Or a fine hollow Tree, that would contain me;
| hear 'em coming: | feel the nooze about me.

Enter Seberto, Curio, Outlaws, and Jaques.

Seb. Why do you fear, and fly ? here are no Souldiers;
None from the King to vex ye.

i Out. The Drum, the Drum, Sir.

Cur. | never saw such Pigeon-hearted people: (there ?
What Drum ? what danger ? who's that that shakes behind
Mercy upon me, Sir, why are ye fear'd thus?

Alp. Are we al kill'd, no mercy to be hoped for ?
Am | not shot do you think?

Seb.  You are strangely frighted,

Shot with a fiddle-stick : who's here to shoot ye ?
A drum we saw indeed, a boy was beating it,
And hunting Squirrels by Moon-light.

Lop. Nothing dse Sir?

Cur. Not any thing: no other person stirring.

Alp. O that | had that boy: this is that Devil,
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That fairy Rogue, that haunted me last night;
H'as deeves like Dragons wings.
Seb. A little Foot-boy.
Alp. Come, let's go in, and let me get my cloaths on ;
If ere | stay here more to be thus martyr'd—
Did ye not meet the wench ?
Seh. No sure, we met her not.
Alp. She has been here in Boys apparel, Gentlemen,
A galant thing, and famous for a Gentlewoman.
And al her face patcht over for discovery :
A Pilgrim too, and thereby hangs a circumstance,
That she hath plaid her master-prize, a rare one.
| came too short.
Cur. Such a young Boy we met, Sir.
Alp. In a gray Hat.
Cur. The same: his face al patcht too.
Alp. 'Twas she, a rot run with her; she, that rank she;
Walk in, Fie tell ye dl, and then well part again,
But get some store of Wine : this fright sits here yet. [EX.

Enter fuletta.

ful. What a fright | have put 'em in; what a brave hurry.
If this do bolt him, I'le be with him again
With a new part, was never play'd; I'le ferk him.
As he hunts her, so I'le hunt him: I'le claw him.
Now will | see if | can cross her footing:
Yet ill I'le watch his water, he shall pay for't;
And when he thinks most malice, and means worse,
Ile make him know the Mares the better Horse. [ Exit.

SCENE V.

Enter Pedro, and a Gentleman.

Gent. Ye are a stranger, Sir, and for humanity,
Being come within our walls, | would shew you something.
Ye have seen the Castle ?
Fed. Yes Sir, 'tis a strong one,
And well maintain'd.
Gent. Why are you still thus sad, Sir ?
How do ye like the walks?
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Ped. They are very pleasant;
Your Town stands cool and swest.

Gent. But that | would not
Affect you with more sadness, | could shew ye
A place worth view.

Ped. Shows seldom alter me, Sir;
Pray ye speak it, and then shew it.

Gent. 'Tis a house here
Where people of al sorts, that have been visited
With Lunacies, and Follies wait their cures,
There's fancies of a thousand stamps and fashions,
Like flies in several shapes buz round about ye,
And twice as many gestures; some of pity,

That it would make ye melt to see their passions:

And some as light again, that would content ye.
But | see, Sir, your temper is too modest,
Too much inclin'd to contemplation,
To meet with these?
Ped. You could not please me better;
And | beseech you, Sir, do me the honour
To let me wait upon ye.
Gent. Since ye are willing,
To me it shall be a pleasure to conduft ye.

Ped. | never had such a mind yet to see misery.

SCENE VI.

Enter two Keepers.

[Exe.

1 Keep. Carry mad Bess some meat, she roars like Thunder;

And tie the Parson short, the Moon's i'th" full,

H'as a thousand Pigs in's brains: Who looks to the Prentice?
K him from Women, he thinks h'as lost his Mistris;

And talk of no silk stuffs, ‘twill run him horn mad.

2 Keep. The Justice keeps such a stir yonder with his

And such a coil with warrants.

| Keep. Take away his Statutes;
The Devil has possest him in the likeness
Of penal Laws: keep him from Aqua vitce
For if that spirit creep into his Quorum,

He will commit us ail: how is it with the Scholar ?
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2 Keep. For any thing | see, he's in his right wits.

| Keep. Thou art an ass; in's right wits, goodman coxcomb ?
As though any man durst be in's right wits, and be here.
It is as much as we dare be that keep 'em.

Enter English madman.

EngL Give me some drink.

| Keep, O, there's the English man.

EngL  Fill me a thousand pots, and froth ‘em, .froth 'em.
Down o' your knees, ye Rogues, and pledge me roundly ;
One, two, three, and four ; we shall dl be merry within this
To the great Turk. (hour.

1 Keep. Peace, peace thou Heathen drunkard j
These English are so Malt-mad, there's no medling with 'em |
When they have a fruitful year of Early there,

All the whole Idand's thus.

EngL A snuff, a snuff, a snuff.

A lewd notorious snuff: giVet him again, boy.

Enter she-fool.

Fool. God-ye-good even, Gaffer.

2 Keep. Who let the Fool loose ?

| Keep. If any of the mad-men take her, she is pepper'd,
They'll bounce her loins.

Fool. Will ye walk into the cod house ?

1 Keef. She is as leacherous too as a she-Ferret.

2 Keep. Who a vengeance looks to her ? go in Kate,
I'le give thee a fine Apple.

fool. Will ye buss me?
And tickle me, and make me laugh ?

| Keep. I'le whip ve

Engl. Fool, fool, come up to me fooal.

Fool. Are ye peeping ?

EngL I'le get thee with five fools.

Fool. O fine, O dainty.

EngL  And thou shalt lie in [in] a horse-cloth, like a Lady.

Fool. And shal | have a Coach ?

EngL Drawn with four Turkeys,
And they shall tread thee too.

Fool. We shdl have eggs then;
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And shal | sit upon 'em ?
Engl. |, I, and they shal be al addle,
And make an admirable Tanzey for the Devil.
Come, come away, | am taken with thy love fool,
And will mightily belabour thee.
1 Keep. How the fool bridles! how she twitters at him !
These English men would stagger a wise woman.
If we should suffer her to have her will now,
We should have al the women in Spain as mad as she here.
2 Keep. They would strive who should be most fool:
Away with her.

Enter Master three Gentlemen a mad Scholar and Pedro.

Fool. Prayyestayalittle: let'shear himsing, h'asafinebreast.
| Keep. Here comes my Master; to the spit ye whore,
And stir no more abroad, but tend your business;
You shall have no more sops i'th’ pan dse, nor no Porridge :
Besides, Fie whip your breech.
Fool. Tie go in presently.
i Gent. Tie assure ye, Sir, the Cardina's angry with ye
For keeping this young man.
Mast. | am heartily sorry.
If ye adlow him sound, pray ye take him with ye.
1 Gent. This is the place, and now observe their humours.
2 Gent. We can find nothing in him light, nor tainted;
No startings, nor no rubs, in al his answers,
In al his Letters nothing but discretion,
Learning, and handsome dtile.
Mast. Be not deceived, Sir,
Mark but his look.
1 Gent. His grief, and his imprisonment
May stamp that there.
Mast. Pray talk with him again then. (enough,
2 Gent. That will be needless, we have tried him long
And if he had a taint we should have met with't.
Yet to discharge your care—
Fed. A sober youth:
Pity so heavy a cross should light upon him.
2 Gent. You find no sickness ?
Shol.  None Sir, | thank Heaven,
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Nor nothing that diverts my understanding.
1 Gent. Do you deep a nights?
Schol.  As sound, and sweet, as any man.
2 Gent. Have ye no fearful dreams?
Schol.  Sometimes, as al have
That go to bed with raw and windy stomachs;
Else | am al one piece.
| Gent. Is there no unkindness
You have conceiv'd from any friend or parent ?
Or scorn from what ye lov'd ?
Shol.  No, truely Sir:
| never yet was master of a faith
So poor, and weak, to doubt my friend or kindred,
And what love is, unless it lie in learning
| think 1 am ignorant.
1 Gent. This man is perfect,
A civiller discourser | ner talk'd with.
Mast. You'l find it otherwise.
2 Gent. | must tell ye true, Sir,
I think ye keep him here to teach him madness.
Here's his discharge from my Lord Cardinal;
And come Sir, go with us.
Schol. | am bound unto ye,
And farewel Master.
Master. Farewel Stephana
Alas poor man.
1 Gent. What flaws, and whirles of weather,
Or rather storms have been aloft these three daies;
How dark, and hot, and full of mutiny !
And still grows louder.
Mast. It has been stubborn weather.
2 Gent. Strangework at Seq, | fear me there's old tumbling.
1 Gent. Bless my old Unkles Bark, | have a venture.
2 Gent. And | more than | would wish to lose
Shol. Do you fear ?
2 Gent. Ha! how he looks!
Mast. Nay, mark him better Gentlemen.
2 Gent. Mercy upon me: how his eyes are altered !
Mast. Now tell me how ye like him: whether now
He be that perfect man ye credited ?
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Schol  Do's the Sea stagger ye ?

Mast. Now ye have hit the nick.

Shol Do ye fear the billows ?

1 Gent. What ails him? who has stird him ?

Schol  Be not shaken,
Nor let the singing of the storm shoot through ye,
Let it blow on, blow on: let the clouds wrastle,
And let the vapours of the earth turn mutinous,
The Sea in hideous mountains rise and tumble
Upon a Dolphins back, He make all tremble,
For | am Neptune.

Mast. Now what think ye of him ?

2 Gent. Alas poor man.

Schol  Your Bark shall plough through al,
And not a Surge so saucy to disturb her.
Tie see her safe, my power shall sail before her.

Down ye angry waters ail,

Te loud whistling whirlewinds fall
Down ye proud IVaves ye storms cease;
| command ye, be at peace.

Fright not with your churlish Notes
Nor bruise the Keel of Bark that flotes:
No devouring Fish come nigh

Nor Monster in my Empery,

Once shew his head, or terror bring-,
But let the weary Sayor sing:
Amphitrite with white arms

Strike my Lute, Vie sing Charms.

Mast. He must have Musick now : | must observe him,
His fit will grow too full ese [Mustek Song.
2 Gent. | must pity him.
Mast. Now he will in himself most quietly,
And clean forget all, as he had done nothing.
| Gent. We are sorry, Sir: and we have seen a wonder ;
From this hour well believe, and so well leave ye. [Ex.
Fed. This was a strange fit.
Mast. Did ye mark him, Sir?
Fed. He might have cozen'd me with his behaviour.
Mast. Many have sworn him right, and | have thought so:
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Yet on a sudden, from some word, or other,
When no man could expedl a fit, he has flown out:
| dare not give him will.

Enter Alinda

Fed. Pray Heaven recover him.
Aim, Must | come in too ?
Mast. No, my pretty Lad ;
Keep in thy Chamber Boy ; 'shah have thy supper.
Ped. | pray ye what is he, Sir?
Mast. A strange Boy, that last night
Was found i'th' Town, a little craz'd, distrafted,
And so sent hither.
Ped. How the pretty Knave looks,
And plays, and peeps upon me! sure such eyes
| have seen, and lov'd : what fair hands! certainly—
Mast. Good Sir, you'l make him worse.
Ped. | pray believe not.
Alas, why sho[u]ld | hurt him? how he smiles!
The very shape, and sweetness of Alinda :
Let me look once again : were it in such clothes
As when | saw her last; this must be she
How tenderly it stroaks me!
Mast. Pray ye be mild Sir;
| must attend elsewhere. [Exit.
Ped. Pray ye be secure Sir,
What would ye say ? how my heart beats and trembles !
He holds me hard by th' hand; O my life, her flesh too !
| know not what to think : her tears, her true ones;
Pure orient tears: Hark, do you know me little one ?
Alin. O Pedro Pedro
Ped. O my soul !
Gent. What fit's this?
The Pilgrim's off the hooks too.
Alin. Let me hold thee,
And now come dl the world, and al that hate me.
Ped. Be wise, and not discovered: O how | love ye!
How do ye now ?
Alin. | have been miserable ;
But your most vertuous eyes have cur'd me, Pedro:

N2 195



THE PILGRIM ACT iv

Pray ye think it no immodesty, | kiss ye,
My head's wild still.

Fed. Be not so full of passion,
Nor do not hang so greedily upon me;
"Twill be ill taken.

Alin. Are ye weary of me?
I will hang here eternally, kiss ever,
And weep away for joy.

Enter Master.

Master. | told ye Sir,
What ye would do: for shame do not aflict him;
You have drawn his fit upon him fearfully :
Either depart, and presently ; Fie force ye e
Who waits within ?

Enter two Keepers to fetch 'em off.

Ped. Alas good Sir.
This is the way never to hope recovery. (Governour,
Mast. Stay but one minute more, I'le complain to the
Bring in the boy: do you see how he swells, and tears himself?
Is this your cure? Be gone; if the boy miscarry
Let me ner find you more, for I'le so hamper ye—
Gent. You were to blame: too rash.
Ped. Farewel for ever. [ Exeunt.

ActusQuartus. Scena Prima.

Enter Alphonso, Gent. Juletta.

Ger U are now within a mile o'th’ Town Sir: if
(my business
Would give me leave, | would turn and wait upon ye;
But for such Gentlemen as you enquire of,
Certain, | saw none such: But for the boy ye spoke of,
I will not say 'tis he, but such a one;
Just of that height.
Alph. In such clothes ?
Gent. | much mistake dse,
Was sent in th' other night, a little maddish,
And where such people wait their cureg—
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Alph. | understand ye.
Gent. There you may quickly know.
Alph. | thank ye Sir.
ful So do | too: and if there be such a place,
no more: but you shal hear more of me,
She may be there, and you may play the tyrant;
He see what | can do: | am amost foundred
In following him ; and yet He never leave him,
He crawl of al four first; my cause is meritorious,
And come what can come.
Gent. All you have told me is certain
Complexion, and al dse.
Alph. It may be she then;
And I'le so fumble her: is she grown mad now ?
Is her blood st so high? I'le have her madded,
He have her worm'd.
ful. Mark but the end, old Master,
If thou beest not sick o'th' Bots within these five hours,
And kickst and roar'st; I'le make ye fart fire, Signior.

Enter Alinda, as afool.

Gent. Here's one o'th' house, a fool, an idiot Sir;
May be she is going home; shell be a guide to ye:
And so | kiss your hand. [ Exit.
Alph. | am your servant.
Alin. O now | am lost, lost, lost, Lord, how | tremble!
My Father, arm'd in al his hates and angers;
This is more misery than | have scap'd yet.
Alph.  Fool, fool.
Alin.  He knows me not; will ye give me two pence ?
And gaffer, heres a Crow-flower, and a Dazie ;
| have some pie in my pocket too.
Alph. This is an arrant fool,
An ignorant thing.
Alin. Believe 0, and | am happy.
Alph. Dot thou dwell in Sgovia fool ?
Alin.  No no, | dwell in Heaven.
And | have a fine little house, made of Marmalad.
And | am a lone woman, and | spin for Saint Peter ; (me.
| have a hundred little children, and they sing Psalms with
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Alp. 'Tis pity this pretty thing should want understanding.

But why do | stand talking with a coxcombe ?

If I do find her, if 1 light upon her,

Tie say no more. |Is this the way to th' Town, fool?
Alin.  You must go over the top of that high steeple,
Alp. A plague o' your fools face. (Gaffer.
ful. No, take her counsal. (over,
Alin.  And then you shall come to a River twenty mile

And twenty mile and ten : and then you must pray, Gaffer;

And still you must pray, and pray.

Alp. Pray Heaven deliver me

From such an ass as thou art.
Alin.  Amen, sweet Gaffer.

And fling a sop of Suger-cake into it;

And then you must leap in naked.
ful. Would he would believe her.

Alin. And sink seven daies together; can ye sink gaffer?
Alp. Yes coxcomb, yes; prethee farewel: a pox on thee.

A plague o' that fool too, that set me upon thee.

Alin.  And then I'le bring you a sup of Milk shall serve ye:
| am going to get Apples.
Alp. Go to th' Devil:

Was ever man tormented with a puppy thus?

Thou tell me news? thou be a guide ?

Alin.  And then Nunkle— (rail now
Alph.  Prethee keep on thy way (good Naunt) | could

These ten hours at mine own improvidence :

Get Apples, and be choak'd : farewel. [ Exit.
Alin. Farewel Nunkle.

ful I rgjoyce in any thing that vexes him;

And | shall love this fool extreamly for't:

Could I but see my Mistris now, to tell her

How | have truly, honestly wrought for her,

How | have worn my self away, to serve her.

Fool, there's a Royal for the sport thou mad'st me,

In crossing that old fool, that parted from thee.

Alin.  Thou art honest sure; but yet thou must not see me:

I thank ye little Gentleman : Heaven bless ye

And I'le pray for ye too: pray ye keep this Nutmeg.

"Twas sent me from the Lady of the Mountain,
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A golden Lady.
ful. How prettily it prattles!
Aim. 'Tis very good to rub your understanding :
And so good night, the Moon's up.
ful. Pretty innocent.
Aim.  Now fortune, if thou darst do good, protect[ me.
Exit.
ful. I'll follow him to yond' Town ; he shall not 'scape me.
Stay, | must counterfeit a Letter by the way first, (ese
And one that must carry some credit with it; | am wide
And dl this*o no purpose that | aim at.
A Letter must be had, and neatly handled ;
And then, if Goodwife Fortune do not fail me,
Have at his Skirts; | shall worse anger him
Than ever | have done, and worse torment him.
It does me good to think how | shall conjure him,
And crucifie his crabbedness; he's my Master,
But that's al one; I'll lay that on the left hand,
He would now persecute my harmless Mistriss,
A fault without forgiveness, as | take it;
And under that bold Banner flies my vengeance,
A meritorious War, and so I'll make it.
I'th" name of innocence, what's this the fool gave me?
She said 'twas good to rub my understanding.
What strange Concealment ! Bread or Cheese, or a Chesnut ?
Ha! 'tis a Ring, a pretty Ring, a right one;
A Ring | know too ! the very same Ring;
0 admirable Blockhead ! O base Eyes!
A Ring my Mistriss took from me and wore it;
| know it by the Posie: [Prick me, and heale me]
None could deliver this, but she her self too ;
Am | twice sand-blind ? twice so near the Blessing
| would arrive at ? and block-like never know it ?
| am veng'ance angry, but that shall light on thee,
And heavily, and quickly, |1 pronounce it;
There are so many cross ways, there's no following her ;
And yet | must not now ; | hope she is right still,
For dl her outward shew, for sure she knew me;
And in that hope, some few hours I'll forget her. [ Exit.
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SCENE Il.

Enter Roderigo.

Rod. She is not to be recovered, which | vex at;
And he beyond my veng'ance, which torments me;
0! | am fool'd and sleighted, made a Rascdl;

My hopes are flatter'd, as my present fortunes;

Why should | wander thus, and play the Coxcomb ?
Tire out my peace and pleasure for a Girl ?

A Girl that scorns me too ? a thing that hates me ?
And considered at the bedt, is but a short Breakfast

For a hot appetite : why should | walk and walk thus ?
And fret my sdf, and travel like a Carrier,

And peep, and watch ? want Meat, and Wine, to cherish me,
When thousand women may be had, ten thousand,
And thank me too, and | St still: well, trim Beauty
And Chasdtity, and al that seem to ruine me,

Let me not take ye, let me not come near ye,

For I'll so trim ye, I'll so bustle with ye ;

'Tis not the name of Virgin shall redeem ye

Il change that property: nor tears, nor angers;

1 bear a hate about me scorns those follies.

To find this Villain too, for there's my main prize:
And if he snap me then.

Enter Alinda

AKnd. Is not that Pedro*
Tis he, 'tis he: O'!
Rod. What art thou ?
Alind. Ha? now, now, now,
O now most miserable.
Rod. What a Devil art thou ?
Alin.  No end of my misfortunes, Heaven P
Rod. What antick ?
Speak Puppet, speak.
Alind. That habit to betray meP
Ye hogl Saints, can ye see this ?
Rod. It danceth ;
The Devil in a Fools Coat, is he turn'd Innocent P
What mops and mows it makes! heigh! how it frisketh !
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Ist not a Fairy, or some smal Hobgoblin ?
It has a mortal face, and | have a great mind to it,
But if it should prove the Devil then.
Alin.  Come hither.
Rod, | think 'twill ravish me,
It is a handsome thing, but horribly Sun-burnt,
What's that it points at ?
Alin. Dost thou see that star there,
That just above the Sun ? )
Prithee go thither, and light me this Tobacco,
And stop it uith the horns o'th’ Moon.
Rod. The thing's mad,
Abominably mad, her brains are butter'd,
Go deep, fool, deep.
Alin. Thou canst not deep so sweetly;
For so | can say my Prayers, and then slumber.

| am not proud i*or full of Wine
This little Flower will make me fine ;
Crud in Heart for | will cry,

If | see a Sparrow dye;

| am not watchful to do ill,

Nor glorious to pursue it still;

Nor pitiless to those that weep ;

Such as are hid them go deep.

Do, do, do, and see if they can.
Rod. It said true.
| feel it sink into me forcibly :
Sure 'tis a kind of Shyl, some mad Prophet;
| feel my wildness bound, and fetter'd in me.
Alin Give me your hand, and I'll tell you what's your
Rod. Here, prithee speak. (fortune.
Alin Fye, fye, fye, fye fye.
Wash your hands, and pare your nails, and look finely,
You shall never kiss the Kings Daughter dse
Rod. | wash 'em daily.
A I'm. But still you foul 'em faster.
Rod. This goes nearer.
Alin Youll have two Wives.
Rod. Two Wives?
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Alin 1, two fine Gentlewomen,
Make much of 'em; for they'll stick close to you, Sir:
And these two, in two days.

Rod. That's a fine Riddle.

Alin To day you shal wed sorrow,
And repentance will come to morrow.

Rod. Sure she's inspired.

Alin Il sing ye a fine Song, Sir.

He called down his merry men all,
By one, by two, by three,

William would fain have been the first.
But now the lagt is he

Rod. This the meer Chronicle of my mishaps, (yonder,
Alin Il bid you good ev'n, for my Boat stays for me

And | must sup with the Moon to Night in the Mediterraneum.

[ Exit.

Rod. When fools and mad folks will be Tutors to me,

And feel my sores, yet | unsensible;

Sure it was set by Providence upon me

To steer my heart right, | am wondrous weary,

My thoughts too, which add more burthen to me;

| have been ill, and (which is worse) pursu'd it,

And still run on; | must think better, nobler,

And be another thing, or not at dl.

Enter four Pesants.

Still 1 grow heavier, heavier, Heaven defend me ;
Il lye down, and take rest; and goodness guard me.
1 Pes. We have 'scaped to day well ; certain if the Out-laws
Had known we had been stirring, we had paid for't.
2 Pes. 'Plague on 'em, they have rob'd me thrice.
3 Pes. And me five times:
Beside they made my Daughter one of us too
An arrant Drum : O, they are the lewdest Rascds,
The Captain such a damn'd piece of iniquitie :
But we are far enough off on 'em, that's the best ont,
They cannot hear.
4. They'le come to me familiarly
And eat up al | have: drink up my wine too,
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And if there be a Servant that contents 'em,

Let her ked hold, they'l give her Stowage enough :
We have no Children now, but Thieves, and Outlaws.
The very Brats in their Mothers bellies have their qualities.
They'l steal into the world.

1. Would we had some of 'em here.

2. 1, o that condition we could Master 'em,
They are sturdy knaves.

3. A Devil take their sturdiness,
We can neither keep our wives from 'em nor our States,
We pay the Rent, and they possess the benefit.

1. What's this lies here? is it drunk, or sober?
It deeps, and soundly too.

2. Tis an old woman
That keeps sheep hereabouts : it turns, and stretches.

4. Do's she keep sheep with a sword ?

3. It has a Beard too.

1. Peace, peace: it is the Devil Roderigo,

Peace of al hands, and look.

Tis he.

Speak softly.

Now we may fit him.

Stay, stay : let's be provident.
Kill him, and wake him then.
Let me come to him,
one blow at his pate, if €re he wake more.
SO0, 0, 0, lay that by.

2. | must needs kill him,

It stands with my reputation.

3. Stand off, | say:

And let us some way make him sure; then torture him.
To kill him presently, has no pleasure in't.
H'as been tormenting of us, at least this twelve moneth.

Rod. Oh me!

All.  He comes: he comes.

4. Has he no Guns about him ?

3. Softly again: no, no: take that hand easly,
And tye it fast there: that to th' other bough there.
Fad, fast, and easie lest he wake.

2. Have we got ye?

EV'

W AP ORON
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This was a benefit we never aim'd at.
3. Out with your knives, and let's carve this Cockthief,
Daintily carve him.
2. | would he had been used thus
Ten year agoe; we might have thought we had children.
3. O, that Sir Nicholas now our Priest were here,
What a sweet Homily would he say over him,
For ringing &l in, with his wife in the Bell-frey !
He would stand up stiffe girt, now pounce him lightly
And as he roars, and rages, let's go deeper :
Come near : you are dim-ey'd : on with your speftacles.
Rod. O, what torments me thus? what daves what
O spare me, do not murther me. (villains ?
3. Wel but tickle ye,
You have tickled us at al points.
4. Where are his Emblemes ?

Enter Pedro.

Rod. As ye are men, and Christians.
2. Yes we hear ye,
And you shall hear of us too.
Rod. O no mercy.
Ped. What noise is this? what roar ? | cannot find her,
She is got free again: but where, or which way ?
Rod. O villains, beasts.
Ped. Murdering a man, ye Rascals?
Ye inhumane daves, off, off, and leave this cruelty,
Or as | an a Gentleman : do ye brave me?
Then have among ye al, ye daves, ye cowards,
Take up that sword, and stand: stay ye base rascds,
Ye cut-throat rogues.
All.  Away, away. [Exeunt PCS.
Ped. Ye dog-whelps.
Rod. O, | am now more wretched far, than ever.
Ped. A violence to that habit? ha? Roderigo
What makes he here, thus clad ? is it repentance,
Or only a fair shew to guile his mischiefs?
Rod. This benefit has made me shame to see him,
To know him, blush.
Ped. You are not much hurt ?
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Rod. No Sir.
All | can cdl a hurt, sticks in my conscience,
That pricks and tortures me.
ped. Have ye considered
The nature of these men, and how they usd ye?
Was it fair play ? did it appear to you handsom ?
Rod. | dare not speak : or if | do 'tis nothing
Can bring me off, or justifie me.
Fed. Was it noble
To be o're-laid with odds, and violence?
Manly, or brave in these thus to oppress ye ?
Do you blush a this, in such as are meer rudeness,
That have stopt souls, that never knew things gentle P
And dare you glorifie worse in your sef Sir ?
Ye usd me with much honour, and | thank ye,
In this | have requited some: ye know me:
Come turn not back, ye roust, and ye shall know me;
Had | been over season'd with base anger,
And suited al occasions to my mischiefs,
Bore no respeft to honesty, Religion,
No faith, no common tye of man, humanity,
Had | had in me, but given reins, and licence
To a tempestuous will, as wild as winter,
This day, know Roderigo, | had st
As smal a price upon thy life and fortunes,
As thou didst lately on mine innocence ;
But | reserve thee to a nobler service.
Rod. | thank ye, and He study more to honour ye:
You have the nobler soul, | must confess it,
And are the greater Master of your goodness.
Though it be impossible | would now recover,
And my rude will grow handsom in an instant,
Yet touching but the pureness of your metal,
Something shall shew like gold, a least shall glister,
That men may hope, although the mind be rugged,
Ston?/, and hard to work, yet time, and honour
Shall find and bring 'forth that, that's rich and worthy.
Fed. I'le trie that : and toth' purpose: ye told me Sir
In noble emulation, so | take it;
He put your hatred far off, and forget it,
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You had a fair desire to try my vaour :
You seemd to court me to it; you have found a time,
A weapon in your hand, an equal enemy,
That, as he puts this off, puts off al injuries,
And only now for honours sske defies ye:
Now, as you are a man, | know you are valiant,
As you are gentle bred, a Souldier fashioned.
Rod. His vertue startles me. | dare fight Pedro.
Ped. And as you have a Mistris that you honour,
Mark me, a Mistris.
Rod. Ha?
Ped. A handsome Mistris,
As you dare hold your sef deserving of her.
Rod. Deserving ? what a word was that to fire me?
Ped. | could compel ye now without this circumstance,
But I'le deal free, and fairly, like a Gentleman :
As ye are worthy of the name ye, carry,
A daring man.
Rod. O that | durst not suffer :
For al | dare do now, implies but penance.
Ped. Now do me noble right.
Rod. Il satisfie ye;
But not by th' sword, pray you hear me, and alow me;
| have been rude; but shall 1 be a Monster,
And teach my Sword to hurt that that preserv'd me?
Though | be rough by nature, shall my name
Inherit that eternal stain of barbarous ?
Give me an enemy, a thing that hates ye,
That never heard of yet, nor felt your goodness,
That is one main antipathy to sweetness;
And set me on, you cannot hold me Coward ;
If | have ever err'd, 'thas been in hazard ;
The temper of my Sword starts at your Vertue,
And will flye off, nay it will weep to light ye;
Things excellently mingled, and of pure nature,
Hold sacred Love, and peace with one another,
See how it turns. )
Ped. This is a strange Conversion :
And can ye fail your Mistriss? can ye grow cold
In such a case ?
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Rod. Those heats that they add to us,
(O noble Pedro) let us fed 'em rightly,
And rightly but consider how they move us.

Ped. Is not their honour ours?

Rod. If they be vertuous,

And then the Sword adds nothing to their lustre,
But rather cdls in question what's not doubted ;

If they be not, the best Swords, and best valours
Can never fight 'em up to fame again;

No, not a Christian War, and that's held pious.

Ped. How bravely now he is tempered ! | must fight,
And rather make it honourable, than angry,
I would not task those sins to me committed.

Rod. You cannot, Sir, you have cast those by : discarded
And in a noble mind, so low, and loosely
To look back, and collect such lumps, and lick ‘em
Into new horrid forms again—

Ped. Still braver.

Rod. To fight, because | dare, were worse and weaker
Than if | had a woman in my cause, Sir,

And more proclaim'd me fool: yet | must confess
| have been covetous of all occasions,

And this | have taken upon trust, for noble,

The more shame mine: devise a way to fight thus,
That like the wounded air, no bloud may issue,
Nor where the Sword shall enter, no lost spirit,
And set me on: | would not scare that body,
That vertuous, valiant body, nor deface it

To make the Kingdom mine: if one must bleed,
Let me be both the Sacrifice and Altar,

And you the Priest; | have deserv'd to suffer.

Ped. The noble Roderigo now | cal ye,

And thus my love shall ever count, and hold ye.

Rod. | am your servant, Sir, and now this habit,
Devotion, not distrust shall put upon me,

I'll wait upon your fortunes, that's my way now,
And where you grieve, or joy, I'll be a Partner.

Ped. | thank ye, Sir, | shall be too proud of ye,
O | could tell ye strange things.

Rod. | guess at ‘em,

em
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And | could curse my sdf, | made 'em stranger;
Yet my mind says you are not far from happiness.

Ped. It shall be welcome; come, let's keep up thus ill,
And be as we appear; Heavens hand may bless us.

[ Exeunt.
SCENE 1.

Enter Alphonso, Master and Keepers.

Mast. Yes, Sir, here be such peoplej but how pleasing
They will appear to you.

Alph. Tray let me see 'em,
| come to that end; 'pray let me see 'em dll. (ward,

Mast. They will confound ye, Sir, like Bells rung back-
They are nothing but Confusion, and meer Noises.

Miph. Maviahe Indovd a Inuise ;a buwibsark ye, Sir,

b u tharky e ,S [

Mast. Yes, one, Sir,

A very handsome Boy.

Alph.  Long here?

Mast. But two days;

A little crazed ; but much hope of recovery.

Alp. |, that Boy, let me s may be | know him,
That Boy | say; this is the Boy he told me of,

And it must need be she; that Boy, | beseech ye Sir,
That Boy | come to see.

Mast. And ye shal see him;

Or any dse: but pray be not too violent. (cies;

Alph. | know what to do, | warrant ye; | am for dl fan-
| can tak to 'em, and dispute.

| Keep. As madly ;

For they are very mad, Sir.

Alph. Let 'em be horn-mad. (their own, Sir,

| Keep. We have few Citizens: they have Bedlams of
And are mad at their own charges.

Alph.  Who lyes here ?

Mast. Tray ye do not disturb 'em, Sir, herelie such youths
Will make you start if they but dance their trenchmores,
Fetch out the Boy, Sirrah; hark !

[Shake Irons within.  English mad-men. Scholar,
[Parson, Jenkin.
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Alph.  Heigh Boys.
Eng. Bounce,

Clap her o'th' star-board ; bounce, top the Can.

- Schol.  Dead ye dog, dead, do ye quarrel in my Kingdom ?

Give me my trident.

Eng. Bounce, 'twixt wind and water,

Loaden with Mackrel; O brave meat.
Schol. My Sea horses ;

Il charge the Northern Wind, and break his Bladder.
Pars. I'll sl my Bells before | be out-brav'd thus.
Alph.  What's he? what's he ?

Mast. A Parson, Sir, a Parson
That run mad for tyth Gosdlings.
Alph.  Green sawce cure him.
Pars. I'll curse ye dl, I'll excommunicate ye;

Thou English Heretick, give me the tenth Pot.

Eng. Sue me, I'll drink up dl, bounce | say once more.

O have | split your Mizen? blow, blow thou West-wind,

Blow till thou rive, and make the Sea run roaring.

Il hiss it down again with a Bottle of Ale.

Shol.  Triton, why Triton.

Eng. Triton's drunk with Metheglin.
Seh.  Strike, strike the surges, strike.
Eng. Drink, drink, 'tis day light ;

Drink, didle, didle, didle, drink, Parson, proud Parson ;

A Pigs tail in thy teeth, and | defie thee.
Par. Give me some porridg, or I'll damn thee, English.
Alph.  How comes this English mad man here ?
Mast. Alas, that's no question ;

They are mad every where, Sir;

Their fits are cool now, let 'em rest.

Enter Keepers and She-foots.

Alph.  Mad Gallants;
Most admirable mad ; | love their faces. (I°°kt to him ?
1 Keep. Ye stinking Whore, who knew of this? who
'Pox take him, he was deepy when | left him.
2 Keep. Certain he made the fool drunk.
Mast. How now, who's this here ?
Where is the Boy ?
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| Keep. The Boy, Sir?

Mast. I, the Boy, Sir.

| Keep. Here's dl the Boys we found.

Mast. These are his Cloaths.

But where's the Boy?

She-fool. The Boy is gone a Maying, (ter P
Hell bring me home a Cuckows Nest; do you hear, Mas-
I put my Cloaths off, and | dizen'd him,

And pin'd a Plum in's forehead, and a feather,

And bussd him twice, and bid him go seek his fortune;
He gave me this fine money, and fine Wine too,

And bid me sop; and gave me these trim Cloaths too,
And put 'em on.

Alph. Is this the Boy you would shew ?

Sefool. I'll give you two pence, Master.

Alph. Am | fool'd of al sides?

I met a fool i'th" Woods, they said she dwelt here,
In a long pied Coat.
Mast. That was the very Boy, Sir.

Shef. I, I, I, | gave him leave to play, forsooth,
Hell come again to morrow, and bring peascods.
Mast. I'll bring your bones.

Alph. 'Pox o' your fools, and Bedlams,
'‘Plague o' your Owls and Apes.
Mast. 'Pray ye, Sir, be tamer,
We cannot help this presently, but we shal know ;
I'll recompence your Care too.
Alph. Know me, a pudding,
You juggle, and ye fiddle; fart upon ye;
| am abused.
Mast. 'Pray ye, Sir. [Welsh mad-man.
Alph.  And | will be abused, Sir,
And you shall know | am abused.
Welsh.  Whaw, Mr. Keeper.
Alph.  'Pox o' thy whaws, and thy whyms,
'Pox o' thy urship. (wash-brew,
Wei. Give me some Ceeze, and Onions; give me some
| have in my bellies, give me abundance,
Pendragon was a Shentleman, marg you, Sir,
And the Organs at Rixum were made by Revelations,
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There is a spirit blows, and blows the Bellows,
And then they sing.
Alph.  What Moon-calf's this? what dream ?
Mast. Tray ye, Sir, observe him,
He is a Mountaineer, a man of Gateand.
Welsh. | will beat thy face as black as a blue Clout,
I will leave no more sheet in thine eyes.
Mast. He will not hurt ye.
Welsh. Give me a great dea of Guns; thou art the Devils,
| know thee by thy tails; poor Owen's hungry,
I will peg thy bums full of Bullets.
Alph.  This is the rarest Rascal,
He speaks as if he had butter-milk in's mouth,
Is this any thing akin to th' English ?
Mast. The elder Brother, Sir,
He run mad because a Rat eat up's Cheese.
Alph. H'ad a great deal of reason, Sir.
Welsh. Badlus manus, is for an old Codpiss, mark ye,
I will borrow thy Urships Whore to sedl a Letter.
Mast. Now he grows villainous.
Alph. Methinks he's best now.
Mast. Away with him.
Alph.  He shall not.
Mast. Sir, he must.
Welsh. | will sing and dance,
Do any thing.
Alph.  Wilt thou declaim in Greek?
Mast. Away with the fool,
And whip her soundly, Sirrah.
Shefool. I'll tell no more taes. [ Exit.
Alph.  Or wilt thou flye i'th' air ?
Eng. Do, and I'll catch thee,
And like a wisp of Hay, I'll whirl, and whirl thee,
And puff thee up, and puff thee up.

Schol.  I'll save thee,

And thou shalt fal into the Sea soft, softly. (men.
Welsh. I'll get upon a mountain, and cal my Country-
Mast. They al grow wild, away with him for Heavens

Sir, ye are much to blame. (sake,

Alph.  No, no, 'tis brave, Sir,
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Ye have cozen'd me; I'll make you mad.
Mast. In with him,
And lock him fast.

Alpb. I'll see him in his lodging. [ Exit.
Mast. What means this Gentleman ?
Enter fuletta

ful. Hes in; have a him,
Are you the Master, Sir ?
Mast. What would you with him ?
ful. I have a business from the Duke of Medina,
Is there not an old Gentleman come lately in ?
Mast. Yes, and a wild one too, but not a Prisoner.
ful. Did you observe him well ? 'tis like it may be he.
Mast. | have seen younger men of better temper.
ful. You have hit the cause | come for ; there's a Letter,
Pray ye peruse it well; | shal be wi' ye;
And suddenly, | fear not, finely, daintily,
| shall so feed your fierce vexation,
And raise your Worships storms; | shall so niggle ye,
And juggle ye, and fiddle ye, and firk ye:
Il make ye curse the hour ye vext a Woman ;
I'll make ye shake when our Sex are but sounded ;
For the Lords sake we shal have him at; | long to see it
As much as for my wedding night; | gape after it.
Mast. This Letter says the Gentleman is lunatick,
| half suspected it.
ul. 'Tis very true, Sir,
And such pranks he has plaid.
Mast. He's some great man,
The Duke commands me with such care to look to him,
And if he grow too violent, to correct him,
To use the speediest means for his recovery,
And those he must find sharp.
ful. The better for him.
Mast. How got ye him hither ?
ful. With a train, | told him;
Hes in love with a Boy, there lyes his melancholy.
Mast. Hither he came to seek one.
ful. Yes, | sent him,
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Now had we dealt by force, we had never brought him.

Mast. Here was a Boy.

fu. He saw him not ?

Mast. He was gone first.

ful. It is the better; look you to your charge well;
Il see him lodged, for so the Duke commanded me,
He will be very rough.

Mast. We are usd to that, Sir,
And we as rough as he, if he give occasion.

ful You will find him gainful, but be sureye curb him,

A Andge him' if ye can fairly, to his lodging,

Enter Alphonso.

| am afraid ye will not.

Mast. We must sweat then. (noise,
Alph.  What dost thou talk to me of noises ? I'l have more

I'l have al loose, and dl. shall play their prizes;

Thy Master has let loose the Boy | lookt for,

Basdly convey'd him hence.

Keep. Will ye go out, Sir?
Alph. | will not out; | will have al out with me,
[Shake Irons.

I'll have thy Master in; he's only mad here: (Boys.

And Rogues, I'll have ye all whipt; heigh, mad Boys, mad
fu. Do you perceive him now ?

Mast. 'Tis too apparent.
ful. I am glad she is gone; he raves thus.
Mast. Do you hear, Sir?

'Pray will ye make less stir, and see your Chamber,

Cal in more help, and make the Closet ready. (ye.
Keep. | thought he was mad ; I'll have one long lash at
Alph. My Chamber ? where my Chamber ? why my

Where's the young Boy ? (Chamber ?
Mast. Nay, Pray ye, Sir, be more modest

For your own Credit sake; the people see ye,

And | would use yeg with the best.

Alph. Best, hang ye,

What dost thou think me mad P
‘Mast. Pray, and be civil,

Heaven may deliver ye.
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Alph. Into a rogues hands.
Mast. You do but draw more misery upon ye,
And add to your disease.
Alph. Get from me.
Mast. No Sir,
You must not be left so: bear your sdf civilly,
And 'twill be better for ye: swell not, nor chafe not.
Alp. | am a Gentleman, and a neighbour, rascal.
Mast. A great deal the more pity: | have heard of ye
ful. Excellent Master.
Mast. The Duke is very tender too.
Alph. Am | lunatique? am | run mad ?
What dost thou talk to me of Dukes, and Devils,
Why do the people gape so ?
Mast. Do not anger 'em,
But go in quietly, and slip in softly
They will so tew ye, else, | am commanded Sir.
Alph.  Why, prethee why ?
Mast. Ye are dog-mad : you perceive it not,
Very far mad: and whips will scant recover ye.
Alph. Ha! whips?
Mast. | whips, and sore whips, and ye were a Lord Sir,
If ye be stubborn here.
Alph.  Whips? what am | grown ?
ful. O I could burst: hold, hold, hold, hold o' both ends,
How he looks, pray heaven, he be not mad indeed.

Alph. | do not perceive | am soj but if you think it,
Nor I'le be hangd if 't be so.
Mast. Do you see this Sir ? [Irons brought in.

Down with that Devil in ye.
Alph.  Indeed | am angry,
But I'le contain my self: O | could burst now,
And tear my self, but these rogues will torment me,
Mad in mine old days? make mine own afflictions?
Mast. What do you mutter Sir?
Alph.  Nothing, Sir, nothing ;
I will go in, and quietly, most civilly :
And good Sir, let none of your tormentors come about me,
You have a gentle face; they look like Dragons.
Mast. Be civil and be safe: come, for these two daes
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Ye must eat nothing neither: ‘twill esse your fits Sir.
Alph.  'Twill starve me Sir; but | must bear it joyfully.
| may deep?
Mast. Yes, a little: go in with these men.
Alph. O miserable me ! [Exit.
Mast. Tie follow presently,
You see 'tis done Sir,
Jul.  Ye have done it handsomely,
And Tie inform the Duke so: pray ye attend him,
Let him want nothing, but his will.
Mast. He shall not,
And if he be rebellious—
Jul. Never spare him:
H'as flesh, and hide enough, he loves a whipping.
Mast. My service to his Grace. [Exit.
Jul. 1 shal commend it.
So, thou art fast: | must go get some fresh room
To laugh, and caper in: O how it tickles me!
O how it tumbles me with joy ! thy mouth's stopt:
Now if I can do my Mistris good, | am Sainted. [Exit.

ActusQuintus. Scena Prima.

Enter Seberto, Curio.

SetN Wv, 0 my conscience, we have lost him utterly,
He's not gone home : we heard from thence this

And since our parting last at Roderigo's (morning,
You know what ground we have travel'd.

Cur. Heés adeep sure:
For if he had been awake, we should have met with him:
'Faith let's turn back, we have but a fruitless journey;
And to hope further of Alindas recovery,
(For sure shel rather perish than return)
Is but to seek a Moth i'th Sun.

Seb. WEel on sure;
Something wel know, some cause of al this fooling,
Make some discovery.

Cur. Which way shall we cagt then,
For dl the Champion Country, and the villages,
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And dl those sides?
Sebh. Wel cross these woods awhile then :
Here if we fail, we'l galop to Segovia.
And if we light of no news there, hear nothing ;
Wel even turn fairly home, and coast the other side.
Cur. He may be sick, or fain into some danger;
He has no guide, nor no man to attend him.
Seb.  He's well enough, he has a travel'd body,
And though he be old, he's tough, and will endure well
But he is so violent to finde her out,
That his anger leads him a thousand wild-goose chases :
I''e warrant he is well.
Cur. Shall we part company ?
Seb. By no means, no: that were a sullen business:
No pleasure in our journey : come, let's cross here first,
And where we find the paths, let them direft us. [Exeunt.

SCENE |11.

Enter fuletta, Alinda

ful. Why are you still so fearfull of me, Lady ?
So doubtfull of my faith, and honest service ?
To hide your sdf from me, to fly my company ?
Am | not yours? al yours? by this light you shake still;
Do ye susped me false? did | ever fail ye?
Do you think | am corrupted P base ? and treacherous ?
Lord, how ye look ! Is not my life ty'd to ye ?
And al the power | have to serve, and honour ye?
Still do ye doubt ? still am | terrible ?
| will not trouble ye: good Heaven preserve ye,
And send ye what ye wish: | will not see ye,
Nor once remember | had such a Mistris.
I will not speak of ye, nor name Alinda
For fear you should suspedi: | would betray ye:
Goodness and peace conduct ye.

Alin.  Prethee pardon me,
| know thou art truly faithfull: and thou art welcom,
A welcom partner to my miseries;
Thou knowst | love thee too.
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ful. 1 have thought so, Lady.

Aim, Alas, my fears have so distracted me
| durst not trust my self.

ful Come, pray ye think better,

And cast those by : at least consider, Lady,
How to prevent 'em: pray ye put off this fools coat;
Though it have kept ye secret for a season,
‘Tis known now, and will betray ye; your arch enemy
Roderigo is abroad : many are looking for E]/e.

Alin. | know it: and those many | have cozen'd.

ful. Yoti cannot still do thus.

Alin, | have no means to shift it.

ful, I have: and shift you too. | lay last night
At a poor widows house here in the Thicket,
Whither | will conduft ye, and new shape ye,
My sdf too to attend ye.

Alin, What means hast thou ?
For mine are gone.

ful.  Fear not, enough to serve ye;
| came not out so empty.

Alin, Prethee tell me,
(For thou hast struck a kind of comfort through me.)
When saw'st thou Roderigo ?

ful Even this morning,
And in these woods: take heed, h'as got a new shape.

Alin, The habit of a Pilgrim? yes, | know it,
And | hope shall prevent it; was he aone?

ful, No Madam, and which made me wonder mightily,
He was in company with that handsom Pilgrim,
That sad sweet man.

Alin, That | forgot to give to?

ful, The same, the very same, that you so pil'led,
A man as fit to suit his villanies.

Alin. And did they walk together P

ful, Wondrous civilly.

Alin. Tak, and; discourse ?

ful. I think so, for | saw 'em
Make many stands, and then embrace each other.

Alin.  The Pilgrim is betrai'd, a Judas dwells with him,
A SHIM, that will seem a Saint to choak him.

217



THE PILGRIM ACT v

Cangt thou but shew me this?
ful. Lord how she trembles !
Not thus, for dl the world, ye are undone then ;
But let's retire, and alter, then wel wak free;
And then I'le shew ye any thing.
Alin Come, good wench, .
And speedily : for | have strange faiths working,
As strange fears too, I'le tell thee al my life then.
ful. Come quick, I'le conduct ye, and still serve ye,
And do not fear; hang fear, it spoils al projects.
This way ; I'le be your guide. [ Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Governour, Verdugo, Citizens.

Gov. Use al your sports,
All your solemnil'les; 'tis the Kings day to morrow,
His birth-day, and his marriage, a glad day,
A day we ought to honour, all.
1 CM. We will Sir,
And make Segovia ring with our regoycings.
Gov. Be sumptuous, but not riotous; be bounteous,
But not in drunken Bacchanals: free to all strangers,
Easie, and sweet in al your entertainments,
For 'tis a Royal day admits no rudeness. (your sdf,
2 CM. Your Lordship will do us the honour to be here
And grace the day ?
Gov. 'Tis a main part of my service. (ration
3 Citi. | hope your honour has taken into your conside-
The miseries we have suffered by these Out-laws,
The lossss, hourly fears; the rude abuses
Strangers that travel to us are daily loaden with,
Our Daughters, and our wives complaints.
Gov. | am sorry for't,
And have Commission from the King to ease it:
You shal not be long vext.
| Cit. Had we not walls, Sir,
And those continually man'd too with our watches,
We should not have a bit of meat to feed us.
And yet they are our friends, and we must think so,
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And entertain 'em so sometimes, and feast ‘em,
And send 'em loaden home too, we are lost ese. (Christians g
2 Cit. They'l| cometo Church amongst us, as we hope
When dl their zed is but to steal the Chalices;
At this good time now, if your Lordship were not here,
To awe their violence with your authority,
They would play such gombals.
Gov. Are they grown so heady ? (Bonfires ;
2 Cit. They would drink up al our Wine, piss out our
Then, like the drunken Centaures, have at the fairest,
Nay, have a al : four-score and ten's a Goddess,
Whilst we, like fools, stand shaking in our cellars.
Gov. Are they so fierce upon so little sufferance ?
I'le give 'em such a purge, and suddenly.
VerdugO) after this solemnity is over,
Cdl on me for a charge of men, of good men,
To see what house these knaves keep : of good Souldiers,
As sturdy as themselves : that dare dispute with 'em,
Dare walk the woods as well as they, as fearless,
But with a better faith belabour 'em;
Ile know what claim they have to their possession.
Tis pity of their Captain Roderigo,
A well-bred Gentleman, and a good Souldier,
And one his Mgesty has some little reason
To thank, for sundry services, and fair ones;
That long negleft bred this, | am sorry for him.
Per. The hope of his estate keeps back his pardon.
There's divers wasps, that buz about that hony-box,
And long to lick themselves full.
Gov. True Verdugo
Would he had but the pal'lence to discern it,
And policy to wipe their lips.
Verd. To fetch him in Sir,
By violence, he being now no infant,
Will ask some bloody crowns. | know his people
Are of his own choice, men that will not totter,
Nor blench much at a Bullet; | know his order,
And though he have no multitude, h'as manhood;
The elder-twin to that too, staid experience.
But if he must be forced, Sir—
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Gov. There's no remedy,
Unless he come himself.
Per. That will be doubtfull.
Did you never hear yet of the noble Pedro ?
Gov. | cannot by no means. | think he's dead sure;
The court bewails much his untimely loss:
The King himself laments him.
ferd. He was sunk ;
And if he be dead, he died happily,
He buried al he had in the Kings service,
And logt himself.
Gov. Well: if he be dive, Captain,
(As hope dtill speaks the best) | know the Kings mind
So inwardly and full, he will be happy.
Come, to this preparation ; when that's done,
The Out-laws expedition is begun.
Cit. Wel contribute al to that, and help our sdlves too.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.

Enter Roderigo, Pedro.

Rod. How sweet these solitary places are ! how wantonly
The wind blows through the leaves, and courts, and playes
(with 'em !
Will ye sit down, and deep ? the heat invites ye.
Hark how yond purling stream dances, and murmurs,
The Birds sing softly too: pray take some rest, Sir.
| would fain wooe his fancie to a peace,
It labours high and hastily upon him;
Pray ye sit, and I'le sit by.
Ped. | cannot deep friend,
| have those watches here admit no slumbers,
Saw ye none yet ?
Rod. No creature.
Ped. What strange Musick
Was that we heard afar off?
Rod. | cannot guess|
‘Twas loud, and shrill: sometimes it shew'd hard by us
And by and by the sound fled as the wind does |
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Heré's no inhabitants.
ped. It much delighted me.
Rod. They talk of Fairies, and such demi-devils,
This is a fine place to dance their gambols—
Ped. Me thought | heard a voyce. [Musick and Birds.
Rod. They can sing admirably,
They never lose their maiden-heads: | would fool any way
To make him merry now : methink yond rocks yonder
Shew like inchanted Cdls, where they inhabit.
[Mustek afar off.  Pot Birds.
Ped, 'Titf here again, hark gentle Roderigo,
Hark, hark : O sweet, sweet, how the Birds record too!
Mark how it flies now every way. O love,
In such a harmony art thou begotten,
In such soft air, so gentle, lull'd and nourish'd,
0 my best Mistris!
Rod. How he weeps! dear Heaven
Give him his hearts content, and me forgive too.
| must melt too.
Ped. The Birds sing louder, sweeter,
And every note they emulate one another.
Lie still and hear : These when they have done their labours,

Enter Alinda, and fuletta, like old Women.

Their pretty airs, fall to their rests, enjoy 'em.
Nothing rocks Love adeep, but death.

Rod. Who are these ?

Ped. What.

Rod. Those there, those, those things that come upon us,
Those grandam things, those strange antiquil'les.
Did not | say these woods begot strange wonders ?

fu. Now ye may view 'em.

Alin Ha?’

ful. The men ye longd for,
Here they are both : now ye may boldly talk with ‘em,
And never be ghessd at: be not afraid, nor faint not;
They wonder at us Tlet's maintain that wonder;
Shake not, but what ye purpose do discreetly,
And from your tongue Ile take my part.

Alin. Ha?
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ful There : before ye, there, do not turn coward Mistress,
If ye do love, carry your Love out handsomely.
AKn. 'Tis he and Roderigo; what a peace
Dwells in their faces, what a friendly cam
Crowns both their souls!
Rod. They show as if they were mortal,
They come upon us still.
Fed. Be not afraid, Man,
Let 'em be what they will, they cannot hurt us.
Rod. That thing i'th" Button'd-cap looks terribly.
She has Guns in her eyes, the Devils Ingeneer.
Fed. Come, stand, and let's go meet 'em.
Rod. Go you first.
| have less faith: when | have said my Prayers—
Fed. There needs no fear, hale reverend dames.
Alin.  Good even.
What do ye seek ?
Fed. We would seek happier fortunes.
Rod. That little devil has main need of a Barber,
What a trim beard she has!
Alin.  Seek 'em, and make 'em,
Lie not till, nor longer here,
Here inhabits nought but fear,
Be constant good, in faith be clear,
Fortune will wait ye every where.
Fed. Whither should we go ? for we believe thy reverence,
And next obey.
Alin.  Go to Segovia,
And there before the Altar pay thy vowes,
Thy gifts, and prayers: unload thy heaviness,
To morrow shed thy tears, and gain thy suit,
Such honest noble showrs, ne're wanted fruit.
ful. Stand you out too.
Rod. | shdl be hang'd, or whipt now :
These know, and these have power.
ful. See how he shakes.
A secure conscience never quakes,
Thou hast been ill; be so no more,
A good retreat is a great Store.
Thou hast commanded men of might,
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Command thy self, and then thou art right.
Alin Command thy will: thy foul desres.
Put out and quench thy unhallowed fires:
Command thy mind, and make that pure ;
Thou art wise then, valiant, and secure.
A blessing then thou maist beget.
yul. A curse dse that shall never st
Will light upon thee: Say thy Prayers,
Thou hast as many sins, as hairs.
Thou art a Captain, let thy men
Be honest, a*id good thoughts, and then
Thou maist command, and lead in chief,
Yet thou art bloody, and a thief.
Rod. What shall | do? | do confess.
Alin  Retire,
And purge thee perfect in his fire:
His life observe ; live in his Schoal,
And then thou shalt put off the fool.
ful Pray at Segovia too, and give

Thy Offrings up, repent, and live. [Musick within.

Alin.  Away, away: enquire no more,
Do this, ye are rich, else fools, and poor;
What musick's this?

ful Retire ? 'tis some neat Joy,
In honour of the Kings great day : they wonder,
This comes in right to confirm their reverence.
Away, away, let them admire, it makes
For our advantage : how the Captain shakes!

Ped. This was the Musick.

Rod. Yes yes how | sweat !
| was never so deserted ; sure these woods
Are only inhabited with rare dreams, and wonders;
I would not be a knave again, a villain :
O how 1 loath it now : for these know al Sir,
And they would find me out.

Ped. They are excellent women,
Deep in their knowledge, friend.

Rod. | would not be traytor,
And have these of my Jury; how light | am,
And how my heart laughs now me thinks within me !

[Exit.
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Now | am Catechizd, | would ever dwell here,
For here is a kind of Court of Reformation
Had | been stubborn friend.

ped. They would have found it.

Rod. And then they would have handled me a new way,
The Devils dump had been danced then.

ped. Let's away
And do their great commands, and do 'em handsomely :
Contrite, and true, for | believe Roderigoy
And constantly believe, we shall be happy.

Rod. So you do well; fall edge or flat o' my side;
All 1 can stagger at is the Kings anger,
Which if it come, | am prepar'd to meet it.

ped. The King has mercy, friend, as well as Justice :
And when you fall : no more—

Rod. | hope the fairest. [ Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Enter Master, Seberto, Curio.

(sought him :
Cur. We have told ye what he is: what time we have
His nature, and his name: the seeming Boy too
Y e had here, how, and what by your own relation,
All circumstances we have clear'd : That the Duke sent him
We told ye how impossible; he knows him not;
That he is mad himself, and therefore fit
To be your Prisoner, we dare swear against it. (him ;
Seb.  Take heed Sir, be not madder than you would make
Though he be rash, and suddain (which is dl his wildness)
Take heed ye wrong him not: he is a Gentleman,
And so must be restor'd and clear'd in al points;
The King shdl be a Judge dse
Cur. "Twas some trick
That brought him hither: the boy, and letter conterfeit,
Which shall appear, if ye dare now detain him.
Mast. | dare not Sir; nor will not: | believe ye
And will restore him up: had | known sooner
H'ad been a neighbour, and the man you spesk him,
(Though as | live, he carried a wild seeming)

224



. vi THE PILGRIM

My Service, and my sdf had both attended him.
How | have usd him, let him speak.

Seb. Let's in, and visit him:
Then to the holy Temple: there pay our dul'les,
And so we'l take our leaves.

Mast. I'le wait upon you. [ Exeunt.
SCENE VI.
An Altar prepared. Solemn Musick.

Enter Governour, Verdugo, Courl'lers, Ladies, &c.

Gov. This to devotion sacred be,

This to the Kings prosperity,

This to the Queen, and Chastity. (Musick.
Ver. These Oblations first we bring

To purge our selves: These to the King.

To love, and beaul'le these: now sing. (Musick.
Ladies. Holy Altar, daign to take

These for our selves : For the Kings sake

And honour these: These sacred lye

To Vertue, Love, and Modesty,

Our wishes to Eternity. (Musick.

Enter Pedro, and Roderigo.

Fed. For our selves first., thus we bend,
Forgive us heaven, and be our friend.
Rod. And happy fortune to us send.
Fed. To the King, honour, and all Joy,
Long, and happy from annoy.
Rod. Prosperous be all his dayes
Every new hour, a new praise.
Fed. Every minute thus be seen,
Both. And thousand honours Crown the Queen. (Musick.

Enter Alphonso, Curio, Seberto.

Seb. Come to the Altar : let us do our dul'les.
Alph, | have amost forgot a Church.
Cur. Kned reverently.
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Alph. For my lost wits (let me see)
First | pray : and secondly
To be at home again, and free.
And if | travel more, hang me,
For the King, and for the Queen,
That they may be wise, and seen
Never in the Mad-mam Inne.
For my Daughter, |1 would pray
But she has made a holy-day,
And needs not my devotion now
Let her take her own course. Heaven,
Whether it be odd, or even, (Musick.

Enter Alinda, and fuletta, like Shepheards.

And if that please not, take her you.
Seb. A short, and sweet Meditation : what are these here ?
Alin Hale to this sacred place.
ful. They are dl here, Madam :
No violence dare touch here; be secure:
My Bilbo Master too: how got he loose again ?
How IamentabIK he looks! he has had discipline.
| dare not let him know my pranks.
Seb.  'Tis she sure.
Cur. 'Tis certainly.
Fed. Ha! do 