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They rode StĪaight on until night started to fall, reaching the Sword
Bridge after the hour of nones, neaĪ vespers. At the foot of that very
dangerous bridge they dismounted and saw the treachęrous water, bĮack

and roaring, swift and swiriing - as horrifying and frightening as if it were
the Devii's stream - and so perilous and deep that there's nothing in the

whole world that, were it to faļļ into it, would not be iost as surely as if it
had faļlen into the frozen sea. The bridge across was unļike any other:

there never was and never will be aņolher lįke it. I'd say, were you to ask me

for the truth, that there has never been such a treacherous bridge and

unstable crossing. The bridge across the cold waters rvas a sharp and

gleaming sword - but the sword v/as strong and stiff and as long as lwo
came at once: couĪteous aņd handsome boys, and knights, and comely
daughters. Some she asked to unsaddle and groom the horses, which they
willingly did without a word of protest. At her requęSt the girls hastened to

help the knights remove their armour; when they were disarmed, they
were each given a short mantle to wear. Then they were led directly into the

magnificent house. The lord of the manor was not there, for he was out in
the woods hunting with two of his sons. But he soon returned, and his

household, showing propeĪ manners, hastened to welcome him at the gate.

They untied and unļoaded the venison he was carrying and said as they
reached him: 'Sir, you don't know it yet, but yoų are host to three knights.'

'May God be praised!' he repiied.
The knight and his įY/o SonS were delighted to have this company, and

even the least member of the household did hķ bęst to do what had to be

done. Some hastened to prepare the meal, others to lighr the tapers; still
others fetched the towels and basins and brought generoįįS amounts of
water for washing their hands. They all washed and took their places.

Therein, nothing couļd be found that was unpleasant or objectionable.
While they were partaking of the first course, there appeared before

them at the outside door a knight who was prouder than the proudest bull.

He was armed fiom head to toe and sat upon his charger, with one foor
fixed in the stirrup but the other, in a jaunty style, thrown over his

steed's flowing mane.

No one noticed him untiļ he .lras right in front of them and saici: 'I -want

to know which one of yoįį WaS so proud anci foolish and so empty-headeci

aS įo Comę into tirįs land, believing he can cIoSS the Sword Bridge? He is

wasting his strength; he is wasting his steps.'

Unruffled, our knight answered with great assurance: 'l am he who
wishes to cross the Sword Bridge.'

'Youļ You? W'hatever gave yoįļ that idea? Before undertaking such a

rhing you should have rhought of how you might end up; and you should

have recalled the cart you cLimbed into. I don't know whether you feel

ashamed for having ridden in it, but no one with gooci sense would
have undertaken such e great task having first been shamed in this

manner.'
To thęse insults our knight did not deign to reply a single word; but the

lord of the manor and all those with him rightly were astoįįnded beyond
measįļre at rhis'

'Oh God! 'What 
a misfortunel' thought each to himself. 'Damned be the

hour when a cart was first conceived and constructed, for ir is a .ziļe and ?ą



despicabĮe thing. oh Godl What was Įre accused of? Why was he driven in
the cart? For wlrat sin? For wļrat crime? It wiļl always be heļd against him.
Were he innocent of this reproach, no knight in aļļ the world couid match
him in boldness; and if alļ the worļd's knights were assembled in a singie
place, you'd not see a fairer or nobler one, if the truth be told.' On this
ma[ter, everyone spoke with one voice.

The intruder continued his haughty words, saying: 'Knight, hear this,
you rvho are going to the Sword Bridge: if you wish, you can cross oveĪ
the water quire safely and easily. I'11 have you taken swiftly across in a boat.
However, if I decidę to exac! the toĮi once I have you on the other side, then
t'ļļ have your head if I want it; or, if not, it wiļĮbe at my mercy.'

Our knight answered that he was not seeking trouble: he would never
risk his head in this manner, no matter what the consequences. Whereupon
the intruder continued: 'Since you refuse my aid, you mĮļSt come outside
hcrc to tāce me in single comba|, which wilļ be to the shame and grief of
one of us.'

'If Į could refuse, I'd gladiy pass it up,' said our knight to tįunt him, 'but
indeed, I'd rather fight than have something worse befaļl me''

Belbre rising from wherę he .ras seated at tabie, he told the youths..lrho
were serving him to saddĮę his horse quickly and to ietch his armour aņcį
bring it io. him. They hurried to do as he commanded. Some took pains io
arm him; others brought ior..lrard his horse. Änd you Caļį Īest assured tha|,
as he was riding off fully armed upon his horse and hoiding his shicld by thc
arm-StĪaps, he could only be couņted among the fair and the good. The
horse srūted him so weļl that it seemed it could only be }ris own - as did the
shield strapped to his arm. The heļmet he had laced upon his head fitted him
so perfectly rhat you'd never have imagined it was borrowed or on loan;
rather you'd have said - so pleasing was the sight of him - that he had bęen
born and bred for it. I trust you will beļieve my description of all this.

Beyond the gate, on a heath whęrę the battie was to be heļcį, the
challenger waited. As soon as the one Sį\^/ the other, they spurred full speed
ro the attack and met with a clash, striking such mighty rhrusrs with their
ļances that they bent ļike bows before flying into splinters. 'With 

their
swords they dented their shieids, helmets, and hauberks; rhey split the wood
and broke the chain-mail, and each was wounded several times. Every blow
was repaid by another, as if in rheir fury rhey were se*ling a debt. Their
sword blows oftęn struck through to their horses' cruppers: they were so

drunk in their biood-thirst thar their strokes even felļ on the horses' flanks,
and both were slain. When lheir steeds had fallen, they pursued onę another

on foot. In rruth they couĮd not have StĪuck more mightily with their
swords had they hated one another with a mortal passion. Their payments
feļļ more swiftly than the coins of the gambĮer who doubļes the wager with
each toss of the dice. But this game was quite differenr: rhere were no dice
cast, only blows and fearful strokes, vicious and savage.

Everyone - the lord, his lady, their daughters and sons - had come forth
from the hoųse and assembled to wa[ch the battle on rhe broad heath. When
he saw his host there watching him, the Knight of the Cart blamed himself
for fainrheartedness; then' as he salv the others assembļed there observing
him, his whole body shook with anger, for he was convinced he should have
defeated his adversary long since. With his sword he struck him a blow near
rhę head, then Stormed him, pushing him relentlessly backwards untilhe had
driven him from his position. He forced him to give ground and pursued
him until the intruder had almost ļost his breath and was nearly defenceļess'
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'Then our knight recaļled that the other lrad reproached lrirn most basely

for havirrg ridden in rlre cart; he pummelled and assaiļed him until no Slrap

or Įacing remained unbroken around his neckband. He knocked the helmet

from his head and the ventaii flew off. He pressed and beleaguered him,

compelling him to beg for mercy. Like the lark, which is unable to find

cover and is powerless before rhe merļin that flies more swiftly and attacks

it from above, the intruder to his greal shame was forced to plead for

mercy, since he couļd not better his adversary.

When the victor heard his foe pleading lor mercy, he ciid not strike or

tcuch him, but said: 'Do you want me to spare you?'

'That's J Smart qįļestion,'ļre retorted,'such as a l.coį'.rould askļ i've
nevelwanted anything as rnuch as I now wani mercy.'

'Then you shali have ro ride in a cart. Say anything you wish, but

nothing will move me unless yoįļ Īnount the cart for ha.zing reproached me

so baseiy with your foolish tongue.'
But the proud knighr answered tum: 'May it never please God that i ride

iņ a cartį'
'No?' said the other. 'Then you shall die!'
'Sir, my life is in your hands. But in God's name I beg your mercy, only

don't make me climb inįo a cartļ Except for this, there is nothing Į wouļdn't
do no matter how painful or difficuĮt. But I believe I'd rather be dead than

suffer this disgrace. No matter what eļse you could ask of me, however

difficult, I'd do it to obtain your mercy and pardon.'

Just as he was asking for mercy, a girl came riding across the heath on a

tav/ny mule, with her mantle unpinned and hair disheveļled' She was

striking her muļe repeatedly with a whip, and no horse at full gailop, to tell

thc truth, couļd have run faster than that mule was going. The girl
addressed the Knight of the Cart: 'May God fiļļ your heart with perfect

happiness and grant your every wish.'
Delighted to hear this greeting, he replied: 'May God bless you and grant

you happiness and healthļ'
Then she announced her purpose: 'Sir knight, I have come from far off

in great distress to ask a favour of you, for which you will eam the greatest

reward I can offer. And I believe that a time wi1ļ come when you will need

my assistance.'
'Tell me what you wish,' he answered, 'and if Į have it, you wil1 receive

ii at once, so long as it is not impossible.'
'I demand the head of this knight you have just defeated. To be sure, you

have nęver encountered a more base and faithless knight. You will be

committing no sin, but rather wiļl be doing a good and charitable act, for
he is the most faithless being who ever was or ever mighl be.'

When the defeated knight heard that she wanted him killed, he said:

'Don't believe a word she says, because she hates me. i pray you to show

mercy to me in the name of the God who is both Father and Son, and who
caused His daughter and handmaiden to become His mother.'

'Äh knightl'said ihe girl. 'Don't beiieve this traitor. VIay Coci gi,ze 7ou
as much joy and honour as you ciesire, and ma'/ Fie give vou success in ihe

qLICSt ycįļ have unciertakenļ'
Novr ihe victorious knrghr oesiraled and ieflecteci upon his iecisrcn:

shouļd he gi.ze the head io chis giri who has asked hlm io .ut it oif, or

shouļd he be iouched by compassion ior the defeated knight? 
_Ėe 

',lzishes to

content them both: Generosit1r and Compassion demand ihar he satisĻ
tĮrcni both, for hc is both generoįļS ancį mercifuļ. '1et if che giri carries ofT

thę head, Compassion wiil have been vanqurshed and Put lo death, and if
shc must lea.ze -without it, Generosity wi11 have been routecļ. Compassion
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trUand Generosity hold him tloubly imprisoned' with eacļr in trrrn spurring

him on and causing him anguish' One wants him to give ihe head to the

giri who asked for it; thę othįr urges pity and kindness' Bul since the knight

tas b"gged for mercy, shouļd he not have it? Indeed he must' for no matter

ho* ,iį.h our knight hatęs another' he has never refused one appiication

for mercy - though only one - when a knight has been defeated and forced

io plead with hiĀ ro. ķķ ļife. So he will not refuse melcy to this knighi

r,vho now begs and implores him' since this is hņ Practicę' Yet wilļ she'vho

dcsires the head not have it? She will' if hę can arrange it'
.Knight,,hesaid,.yoĮļmustfightwithmeagainifyouwishtoSaveyoul

head. I will have mercy enough on you to let you take up your helmet and

arm yourself anew as best you are abļe' But know that you will die if I

defeat you again-'
,I could wish no better and ask no other mercy,' replied the knight'
.Ī shall give you this advantage,' added the Knight of the Cart: 'I will fight

you withāut moving from this Spot I have cļaimed''

TheotherknightmadereadyandtheysoonretįļĪnedhotlytothefight,
but he was defeated now with more ease rhan he had been the first time'

The girl immediately shouted: 
.Don,t spare him, sir knight, no matter what

h. rįr, for he would certainly never have spared you even the first time! If

yo,li,,..'tohispleas,youknowhe'lļdęcęiveyorragain.Cutoffthehead
or.ķķmostfaithlessmaninthewhoiekingdomandgiveittome,brave
knight. It is right that you give it to me' because that day will yet come

whĮ., I shall reward you for it. If he could, he would deceivę you again

with his false Promises.'
The knight, seeing that his dęath was at hand, cried out loudly for mercy,

but his c.iĀ and alļ the arguments he could muster węre of no avail to him'

our knight grabbed hirrr.by the helmet, ripping off all the fastenings; the

ventailand white coif hę struck from his head'

Theknightpleadedagain,ibrhehadnochoice:.Mercy,fortheļo.reof
God! Mercy, noble 'lassalļ'

'Having once Set you free, Ī'ļl never again show 'y'ou meĪcl/' e'ren if it

1/ere to ensure my eternal saivation''
.Ah,,saidhe..ļt.lroulcįbeasįntobelievemYenemyandslaymeiike

thisĮ'

Äil the whiįe the gir1, eager ior him co dįe' -was urging the knight to

behead him quickĮy, and not to believe his words. His bļow fell swiftly; the

headflewoutontotheheath;thebodycrumpied.Thegirlwaspleasedand
satisfied. The knight grasped the hęad by the hair and presented it to her'

She was overjoyed anā said: 
,May your heart find great joy in what it most

desires,asmyhearthasnowinwhatimosthated.Įhadon1yonesorrowin
ļife:thathelivędsoĮong.Youwillberepaidatatimewhenyoumostneed
it' Rest assured rhrt yoo wiļ1 be gręrlly rewarded for this service you have

done me. I am going now' but I commend you to God' thar He might

protect yo, fro- hr.į.' \rirh that the girl took lęave, and each commended

the other to God.
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Already the crowds had assembled on every side:z2 the queen with all her
ļadies and the knights with their maņy men-at-arms. The most magnifi-
cent, the largest, and the most splendid viewing stands ever seen had been

builc therę on the touĪnament field, since the queen and her ladies were to

be in attendance. A1ļ the ladies followed the queen on to the platform, for
they were eager to see who would do weļl or poorly in the combal. The
knights arrived by tens, by twenties, by thirties * here eighty and there
ninety, a hundred or more here, two hundred there. The crowd gathered
before and around the stands was so great that the combat was begun.

Knights clashed whether or not they were already fully armed. There
sccmed to be a forest of lances there, for those who had come for the

pleasure of the tourney had brought so many that, looking in every
direction, one saw only lances, banners, and standards. Those who were to
joust moved down lhe lists, where they encountered a gĪeat many com-
panions with the same intent. Others, meanwhile, made ready to perform
other deeds of knighthood. The meadows, fields, and clearings were so

packed with knights lhat it was irnpossibie to guess how many įhere were.
Lanceļot did not participate in this first encounter; bįįt lvhen he did crcss
the meadow and the herald saw him coming on to the fieļci, he could not
refrain from shouting: 'Behold the one who will take their measureļ Behold
Ehe one who wiļl take their measureļ'

'Who is he?' they all asked. But the heraļd refused to answer.
Whęņ Lancelot entered the fray, he alone proved a match for twenty of

the best. He began to do so weil that no one couļd take rheir eyes from him,
wherever he wenį. A bold and valiant knight was fighting for Pomelegoi, '
and his steed was spirited and swifter than a wild stag. He was the son of the

king of lreland, and he fought nobiy and weļl, but the unknown knight
pĮeased the onļookers four times as much. They were alļ troubled by the

same question: ''W.ho is this knight who fights so well?'

Then the queen retumed to the window to observe the knights. 'Without

a momerįtls hesitation Lancelot thrust his alm through the shield-straps, for
hc.was inflamed with a burning desire to show aļl his prowess. He neck-
reined his horse and ļet it run between two ranks. Soon aļl those deluded,

mocking men, who hacl spent much of the past night and day ridiculing
him, wouļd be astounded: they had laughed, sported, and had their fun
long enough!

With his arm thrusl through the straps of h,rs shielcj, thę son cf the king of
Ireļand came charging headlong across the fielcį at Lancelol. They met -with

such vioience that the king of lreland's son.arished to joust no more, for his

lance lvas splintered and broken, having struck nor moss but firm dry
shield-boards. Lancelot taught him a lesson in rhis joust: striking hrs shield

from his arm, pinning his arm to his side, and rhen knocking him off his

horse to che ground. Knights trom both camps rushed forward at once,

some to help the fallen knight and others to worsen his plight. Some,

thinking to help their ļords, knockęd many knights from their saddles in rhe

mõ16c and skirmish. But Ga.lraiņ, who 'lras |here .,.zith the olhers, never

)rf
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cnteĪed the fray alļ rhat day, for he was conlent to observe the prowess of
the knighc with the red shieļd, whose deeds seemed to make evelything
done by the other knights pale by comparison. The herald, too, found new
cause for happiness and cried out for all ro hear: 'The one has come lvho
will takę the measurel Today you will witness his deeds; today you',,vili see

his mightl'
Ąt this moment Lanceiot wheęled his horse end charged towards a

magnificent knight, striking him a blow that 1aid him on thę ground a

huņdred fbet or rņore from his horse' Lancelot performed such deeds with
both his ļance and sword that aļl the spectators marvelĮed at wha| they saw.

Even many of the knights participatiņg in the jousts watched ļ:rm with
admiration and delight, for it was a pleasure lo see how he caused both men

and horses to sfņmble and fall. There was scarcely a knight he chaĮ1enged

who was able to remain in the saddle, and he gave the horses he won to any

who wanted them. Those who had been mocking him now said: ''W'e are

ashamed and mortifięd. We made a great mistake to slander and vilify him.
Truly he is worth a thousand of the įikes of those on this fieļd, since he has

so vanqtrished and surpassed aļļ the knights in the world, that there now
remains ņo one to oppose him.'

The young women who were watching him in amazement all said that

he was destroying their chances of marriage. They felt that rheir beauty,

their wealth, their positions, and their noble births would bring them little
advantage, for surely a knight this valiant would never deign to merĪy eņy

one of them for beauty or wealth aļone. Yet many of them swore that if
they did not marry this knight, they would not take any other ļord or
husband in this year. The queen, overhearing their boastful vows, laughed

to herself. She knew that the knight they all desired wouļd never choose the

most beautiful, nor the fairest among them, even if they were to offer him
all the gold of Arabia. Yęt the yoĮļng Women had but one thing in mind:

they all wanted to poSseSS that knight. And they were älready as jealous of
one another as if they were married to him, because they believed him to be

so skiileri in arms that they coulcį not conceive of any other knight' no

ņ'ļatteĪ ho.lr pleasing, who could ha-.ze done what he had done.

(āų lo,r
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Anrrluą, the good king of Brirain whose valour teaches us to be brave and
coįļĪteous' held a court oftruly royalsplendour at that most costly feast known
as Pentecost. The king was at Carlisļe in Wales.1 After dining, the knights
gatheĪed in the halls at the invitation of ladies, damsels, or maidens. Some told
ofpast adventures, others spoke of lovę: of the anguish and sorrows, but also of
rhe great blessings often enjoyed by the disciples of its order, which in those
days was swcct and flourishing. But today very few serve love: nearly
everyone has abandoned it; and love is greatly abased, because those who ioved
in bygone days were known io be courtiy and valiant and generous and
honourable. Now ļove is reduced io empty pleasantrie s, since rhose who know
ņothing about it claim thar they 1ove, but they 1ie, anci rhose'who boast oi
1oving and have no right to cįo sc-l makc a ļic and a mockcr./'of it.
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The Knight of the Cart was lost in thought, a man with no strength or

defence against love, which torments him. His thoughts werę So deep that

he forgot who he was; he was unceltain whether or not he truly exrsted; he

was unable to recall his own name; he did not know if he were armed or

not, nor where he was going nor whence he came. He remembered nothing

at aļl save one creature, for whom he forgot al1 olhers; he was so intent

upon her aloņe that he did not hear, see, oI pay attention to anytlring. His

horse carried him swiftly along, following not the crooked way, but taking

the better and more direct path. Thus unguided it bore him on co a heath.

On this heath :aras a ford, and on the other side of the ford was an armeC

knight who guarded it; with him was a girl who hacį come cn a palfrey.

Though by this time it was nearing the hour of nones, our knight had not

gĪo$/n weary of his unceasing meditations. His horse, by now quite thirsty,

s"* the good ciear water and galloped towards ihe ford. From the othcr sidę

the guardian cried out:
'Knight, I guard the ford and Į forbid you to cross itļ'
Our knight did not hear or pay attention to this, for he was still lost in his

thoughts; all the whilę his horse kept racing towards the water. The guard

cried out loudly enough to be heard: 'You would be wise not to take the

ford, for that is not the way to crossļ'

And he swore by the heart within his breast to slay him if he entered ihe

ford. Yet the knight hęard not a word, and so the guard shouted to him a

third time: 'Knight, do not entęr the ford against my order, or by my head

I'll strike you the moment I see you in it!'

The knight, still wrapped in his thoughts, heard nothing. His horse leapt

quickly rnto the v/ater, freed himself from the bit, and began to drink

thirstily. The guardian swore that the knight would pay for this and that

neirher his shieļd nor the hauberk on his back would evęr Save him. He

urged his horse to a gallop, and from the gallop to a rįįn; he struck our

knight from his steed flat into the ford that he had forbidden Ļrim to cross.

The knight's ļance fell ieto the stream and his shueld flew from round his

neck. The coļd water awakened him with a shock; startled' he leapt ro his

feet like a dreamer from sleep. He regained his sight and hearing and

wondered who couļd have struck him. Then he saw the guardian and

shouted to him: 'Varlet, tęll me why you struck me when Ī didn't ręa|jze

yoĮļ weĪe in front of me and had done yoįĮ no wrong?'
'ĮJpon my word, you have indeed wronged me,' he answered. '_Were

you not conlemptuous of me when I shoured to yoĮr three times, as 1oudly

as I could, not |o cross the ford? Yoų certainĮy must have heard at least two

of my warnings, yet yoįļ entered in spite of me, and Į said that I wouid
strike you as soon as I saw you in the water.'

To thar the knight replied: 'May I be clamned if ever I heard you or if
ever I saw you before! It's quite possible you did warn mę not to cross lhe

forci, but I was Įost in my thoughts. Rest assured that you'1l regret this if I

evęĪ gęt even one hand on your reinsl'

The guardian of the ford replied: '\ilhat good would that do you? Go
ahead ancį gtzb my reins if yor-r dare. I don't glveļ fistfi-rl of ashes for yor-lr

haughty threats!'
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'I'd ļįke nothing better tlran ro seize hoļd of .rou right no.v,'ļre ieįorted,
'n.o matter what might come oiitļ'

At that the guardian advanced to the middle of the ford. The unknown
knight grabbed the reins with his ļeft hand and a leg with his right. He
pulied and tugged and squeezed the leg so hard that the guard cried out, for
it feļt as if his leg was being yanked from his body.

He impĮored him to stop: 'Knight, if it pleases you įo fighr me on equal
terms' then remount yoį]Ī horse and take your lance and shieļd and come
joust with me.'

'upon my word, I won't do it. I thrnk you'il try to run away as soon as

you're free from my grasp.'
'When the other hęard ttris, he was greatly shamed, and answered: 'Sir

knight, mount your horse and have no fear, for I give you my solemn oath

that I'ļļ not flee. You have cast shame upon me and Į am offended.'
The unknown knight replied: 'First you wiil pledge me your word: I

want you to S-weal to me that you will not flinch or flee, and that you wiĮ
not touch or approach me until you See me ręmounted. I shall have been

very generous indeed to set you free, when now I have you.'
The guardian of the ford had no choice but to give his oath. 'When 

the

knight heard his pledge, he went after his ļance and shield, which had been

floating in the ford, going along with the current, and were by now a good
distance downstream. Then he retumed to get his horse; when he had

overtaken it and remounted, he took the shield by the straps and fewtered

his ļance.

Then the two spurred towards each other as fast as thęir steeds could carry
them. The knight responsible for guarding the ford reached the other

knight first and struck him so hard that hę shattered his lance ar oncę. The
other deaļt him a bļow that sent him tumbling flat beņeath the water,
which cļosed completely over him. Then the Knight of the Cart withdrew
and dismounted, confident that he could drive away a hundred such before

him. He drew his steel-biaded sword from his scabbard, and the other

knight sprang up and drew his fine, flashing blade. Again they engaged in
hand-to-hand struggle, protected behind their shields, which gleamed with
gold.

Their swords flashed repeatedly; they struck such mighty blows and the

battļe was so lengthy that the Knight of the Cart felt shame iņ his heart and

said that he wouļd be unable to meet the trials of the way he had undertaken,

since he nęeded so long to ciefeat a single knight. Had he met a hundred
srich in a valley yesterday, he felt certain they would have had no dcfcncc

against hirrr' so he 'lras exceedingly cistressecį lnd angt1 ;o be so -weak toclay

ihat his bļows were feebie and his day wasted. Thereat he rushed the

guardian of the ford until he was forced to give way and ilee; though loath

|o cio so, he left the ford's passage flee. our knight pursued him untii he {ēil

forward orr lo his lrarrds; therr the rider of llre cart caJĪļe ųP to ļrim and

Sworc by all he could see that he ,lrouļd rue having knocked him into the

ford and disturbed his rneditations.
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-Iįis was the oath, as you have heard it. Now will you
hcar where his iourney has takcn Parzival the Waleis? That
night fresh snow had fallen thick upon him. Yet it was not
üe time for snow, if it was üe way Į heard it. Arthur is
the man of May, and whatever has been told about him
took place at Pentecost or in the flowering time of May.
What fragrancE they say, is in the air around himl But
äcrc this ule is cut of double fabric and turns to the color
of snow.

Arthur's falconcrs from Karidoel had ridden out in the
cvening for hawking along the Plimizocl and had suffered
the misfortune of losing thcir best falcon. [t had suddcnly
taken fight and rcmaincd in the woods all night. This came
of overfeeding, for it spurned the food put out to lure it.
All night it stayed near Parzival, for the forest z1z
\ras strange to both, and they very nearly froze.

When Parzival saw the daylight, he found his pathway
covered over with snow and rode then at random over
faļlen ķee trunks and stones. The dry steadily shone
brightcr, and the forest began to thin out into a mcadow,
level cxcept for one fallen tree toward which he slowly rode,
Arthur's falcon following along. Resting there wcre pcr-
haps a thousand gcese, and a grcat cackling went up. Like
a flash üe falcon darted among them and struck at one so
fiercely that it barely managed to escape under the branches
of üe fallen tree. Pain no longer let it fly.

F'rom its wounds there fell upon the snow three red drops
of blircd" These brought Parzivaļ great distress, from the
trucncss of his love. When he saw the blooddrops on the
snow which was so white, he thought, "'W'ho created this
coļor so purel Condwiramurs, this coĮor does in truth re-
scmble you. God must wish to give me fullness of bliss,
since I have found here somcthing which resem- 283
bles you. FIonor be to the hand of God and to all His
creatures! Condwiramurs, here lies your image, for the
snow offered the blood its whiteness, and thc blood reddens
the snow. Conwiramurs, your beea corps is ļike these coĮors.
That you must confcss."

From üe way the drops lay on üe snow, the hero's eyes

fancied two as her cheeks and the üird as her chin. His
love for her was true and knew no wavering. And thus he
mused, lost in thought, untiļ his senses deserted him. Mighty
Love held him in thrall. Such distress did his own wife
bring him, for she had the very same colors, the Queen of
PeĮrapeire. She įt was who robbed him of his senses.

So he remained still as if he were sleeping. And who
came running up to him therel A squire of Cunneware's
had been Sent out on an errand to Lalant. ļust then he saw
a helmet with many wounds and a much-battered shieici"
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And there \rras a warrior in armor-in the scrvice 284

of the squire's ladyl-with speār erect, as if he were waiting

to do combat. The squire ģuickly retraced his steps' If he

had recognized him ,i hi' ūdy', knight, he would not have

raised 'rįh , hue and cry. He urged the people out'to- at_

tack him as if he *.r. āo outlaw. He wanted to do him
harm, but he lost thereby his name for courtesy' Never

mind, his lady was also üoughtless.2
"Fie upon_you, fie, you cowards,'' cried üe squire' "Do

Gawan änd rhe rest of this company of knights deserve

knightly honor, and Arthur the Britonl" So cried the lad'
"TĒe dound Table is disgraced. Someone has ridden your

tent ropes down."
Then there was a great clamor among the knights' They

all began to ask whether a battle wcre going on.-When they

heard üat a single man Īilas there ready for combat, many į
one Īegretted the oath he had given to Arthur. Quick as a

flash, iot walking, up leaped Segramors, always eager for a

fight, and broke into a run. Whenever he sus- 285

pĮa.d a fight, they had to tie him hand and foot or he would

Ļ ķ ,ķ. Ļia't of it. Nowhere is ūe Rhine so wide but if
he saw combat on the opposite shore there was no feeiing if
the bath Īilere Īffarm or cold-įn he plunged, the reckless

ņrarrior.
Speedily the youth arrived at court in Arthur's circie of

tentļ. The \Ā/orthy King was fast asleep. Segramors ran in

emong the tent ropes' burst through the doorway of the

tent, ānd snatched off the sable cover from the King and

Queen as ūey lay there sleeping sweetly. They were awak'
encd, yct they could not help laughing at his impudence.

"Ginover, my lady the Queen," he said to his mother't
sister, "everyone knows we are kin, and far and wide it il
known that I can count on your favor. Now help me, Lady,
spcak to Arthur your husband and say he must grant me

ūis_there is an adventure nearby_that I be the first to the

ioust."
Arūur replied to Segramors, "You promised z86

me on your oath that you would abide by my will and hold
your folly in check. If you engage in a joust here, then

many another man will ask me to let him ride out to com-

bat and seek for fame in battle, and my own defense will
be weakened. We are nearing the host of Anfortas which
rides out from Munsalvaesche to defend the forest in com-

bat. Since we do not know where the castle lies,3 things

might well go hard with us."
But Ginover pleaded with Arthur so weļl that Segramorr'

wish was granted. When she won him this adventure, he

would have done anything in return--cxcept perhaps die

for joy. Not for the world wouid he have given anyone a

share in the adventure and his coming giory, that proud
youth, still beardless.

Both he and his horse were armed, and a'pay rode

Segramors Įe roi. Gailoping par Įe įeune bois, his horse

leaped over tall underbrush, and many a golden beli rang
on the horse's trappings and on the man. One could have
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@thrown him into the briars like a faicon to start a87

üe pheasant. If you wanted to look for him in a hurry, you

*or,id find him by the loud iingling of the bclls'

So the reckless hero rode toward him who was so com'

pletely in thrall to love, but refrained from bĮow or thrust

įntil'he had given him his challenge' Parzivai remained

rooted to the Ļot, lost to ail around. Such was the [nwe_r

of the three blood drops and of that relentless ļove_which

often robs me also of my senses and disquiets my heart' O'

üe grief one \iloman is causing mct If she wants to vfi}-
quish me thus and seldom give me succor, then she may
take the biame and I shaļl fee from any solace she may
offer.

Now hear about those two knights, how they met and
how they parted. This was what Segramors said, "You be-
have, Sir, as though yoĮļ weĪe pleased that a king wiü his
following is encamped so near. For all that you take it so

lightly, you will have to pay him dearly for that, or I shall
lose my life. In your search for combat you have ridden too
close to us. Yet for courtesy's sake wilĮ I beg you to give
yogrself into my power, else you will make me such swift
restiūtion that your faļl will make thc snow fy. z88
You would do better to make an honofäble peace hfore."

Parzival made no Īesponse in spite of 'the threat. Lady
Love was speaking to him of other cares. The bold Segra-
mors wheeled his horse around to gain the proper disųnce
for the charge. At that Parziyal's Castilian also turned, and
the eyes of üe fair Parzival, who had been sitting there in
a trance, staring at the biood, were turned away from the
drops. 'Whereby his honor Īilas īestored. When he saw the
drops no longer, Lady Reason gave him his senses back
again.

}Īere came Segramors Įe roi. Parzival Įowered his spear,
the spear from Troyes, fum and tough and gaily colored,
which he had found outside the chapel. He received one
thrust through his shield, but his Īeturn thrust was so

aimed that Segramors, the nobĮe warrior, was forced to quit
the saddle. But the spear which taught him what falling
was remained whole. Without a word Parzival, rode back to
where the blood drops lay, and when his eyes found them,
Lady Love drew her chains tightly about him and 28g
he spoke no word at all, for he had parted again from his
senses,

Segramors' Castilian set off for its stall, while he himself
had to stand up to rest, that is, if he wanted to go and
Īest at all. Most people lie down to rest, you have heard
that often enough. But what Īest could he get in the snow?

-I, for one, would find it very uncomfortable. It has al-

ways been thus-the reward for the loser is scorn, for the
victor the help of God.

The army Īįvas encamped so near that they saw Puziva|
halt and stay motionless as before. He had to acknowledge
üe triumph of Love, which vanquished cvcn Solomon. It
was not long before Segramors returned to camp, as amica-
ble to those who hated him as to those who wļshed him
well-he rewarded them all with abuse. 4s



"You know very well," he said, "that fighting is a game

of chance and that a man can fall in a ioust. A ship can

sink, too, in the sea. I tell you theĪe is no doubt he would

never have dared to face me if he had recognized my shield'

But then he was too much for me, he who is still 2gt
waiting there for combat.'W'ell, even he is worüy of praise"'

The brave Keie straighrway brought this news to the

Ktg, how Segramors had been unhorsed and how a srurdy

yorth was waĪting out there, still intent on combal "Sirr"

Le said, "I shaļl āl*ry. regret it if he gets away wiüout
being punished. If you think me wortĻ, let me attempt

whai h. wants, since there he waits with spear erect, and

that in the presence of your wife. I can remain no longer

in your ,.rri.., and the Round Table wiļl be dishonoreģ
if he is not checked in time. His chailenge is a threat to

our fame. Give me leave to fight- Īf 'we lvefe all blind or

deaf, you would have to defy him yourself_and üat very

sooĪl.''
Arthur gave Kcie permission to fight, and the seneschai

was armed. He meant to use up üe forest for spears against

the unbidden ņ]est. Yet the strangeĪ already bore the heavy

burden of love; snow and blood had laid it upon him. It is

sinful to harass him further now' And Love gains but little

fame thereby, for she had long siLace set her mighry seal

upon him.

Lady Love, why do you soP \Mhy do you 29Ī

make the unhappy man glad with a ioy so briefy cn-

during and then leave him all but deadl
Is it fitting for you, Lady Love, to cause manly spirits

and courage boļd and high to be so humiļiatedl

Whatever on earth opposcs you in any Īilay, be it con'

temptible or noble, you have always quickly van-

quished.
In all truü, without deception, Ē'e must grant that

your power is great.
Laāy Love, you can claim but one honor, and little

else beside: Lady Affection is your companion, else

youĪ pov/er wouĮd be riddļed for fair.
Lady Love, you are disloyat in ways that are old, yet

ever new. You rob many a woman of hcr good name,

yoĮļ urge upon them lovcrs blood kindred to them. And
it is by your power that many a lord has wronged his
vassal, friend has wronged friend, and the vassai has

wronged his lord. Your ways can lead to Hell. Lady
Love, you should be troubled that you pcrvert

the body to lust, wherefore the soul must suffer.

Lady Love, since you have the power to 292

make the young old, whose years are yet so fe'r, Tour
works are insidious treachery.

Such words would be seemly only for one who never

received consolation from you. Had you been of more

help to mc, I wottld not bc so slow to praise you. To
me you have allotted privation, and have thrown me
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such ļuckļess dice that I have no trust in you' Yet you

are far too highly born that my puny wrāth should

bring a .harge" against you. Your thrust has so sharp

, point, and ū thį heart you lay a heavy burden'
'Heinrich 

von Veldeke, with tĪue artistry, fitted his

tree to your nature.a If he had only taught us more of

how to keep you! He has given us only a splinter from

üe tree-how one can win you. From ignorance many

a fooi must lose his precious find' If that was my lot in

the past and is stiil įo be ory lot in the furure, I blame

you, L.ay Love, for you kėep Reason under lock and

k.y.
į*Įeither shield nor sword avails against you' nor

swift horse, nor high fortress with stateĮy towers_
youĪ power transccnds any defensc' What can 2g3

Įr.rp. your attack, by land or by sea, swimming or fly'

ing? Lady Love, you proved your Power when Par-

zival, the warrior bold, took leave of his wirs because

of you, as his frdelity dirccted him. His noble, sweet,

and lovely wife, the Queen of PcĮrapeire, sent you as

messenger to him. And Kardeiz, Įc fĮs /c Tampenteire,

hcr brother, you killed. If one must pay you such a
price, it is well for me that I have nothing from you-
įnļess you gave me somcthing more pĮeasant. I have

spoken for aļl of us.

Norv hear what was happening thcre. The mighty Keie

came riding out in knightly armor, as if he would do battle'

And battĮe, I think, the son oi King Gahmuret gave him'

All ļadies who know how to vanquish men shouļd wish

him safekeeping now, for a woman brought him to such a

įass that love chopped away his wits.

Keie withheld his charge, first saying to the Waleis, "Sir,

since it has so happencd that you havc insulteci 29+

the King. if you wilĮ take my advice, Į think your best

course ii to put a hound's ieash about your neck and let

yourself be ļed like that before him. You cannot escaPe me,

į shaļl take you there by force in eny case, and then they

will deal with you in a rather unpleasant fashioņ.''

The power of love held thc Waleįs sįlent. Keie raised his

spear sĒaft and gave him such a blow on the head that his

helmct rang. "Wake upl" he said. "You shall sleep, but not

between shįets. I am aiming at Something quitc different_
on the Snow you shaļĮ find your bed. Even thc beast that

carries the sack from thc mill would rue his indolence if he

got such a beating as I have given you now."

Ī-dy Love, look here, this is an insult to you. only a

peasan! would speak so about what has been done to my

įord. And Parziva would also protest if he could speak'

Lady Love, let him seek revenge, the noble Walcis' Īf you

set him free from your harshness and the bittcr burden of
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your torment, this sūanger wouļd defend himseļ{ well, I
think.

Keie charged hard against him and in so doing 295

forced his hārse to turn around So that the WaĮeis Įost sight
of his bitter-sweet distress, the image of his wife the Queen
of Pelrapeire-I mean the red against the snow. Then Lady
Rcason įame to him as before and gave him his senses back.

Keie set his horse at a gallop, and the other came on for
the joust. Both knights lowered their spears as they charged'

Keie aimed his thrust as his eyes directed and drove a wide

breach in the Waleis' shield. This blow was repaid. At the

countercharge Arthur's seneschal Keie was thrown right
over the fallen tree where üe goose had taken refuge, so

that horse and man both sufiered harm. The man was

wounded, his horse lay dead. Caught between the saddle-

bow and a stone, Keie's right arm and left leg were broken

in this fall. Saddlegirth, bells, and saddle were shattered by

the crash. Thus did the stranger avenge two beatings; the

one a maiden had sufiered for his sake, the other he had

endured himself.
Once more Parzival, the uprooter of falseness, 296

was shown by his fidelity where to frnd the three snoļily

drops of blood that set him free of his wits. His thoughts

about the Grail and the Queen's ļikeness here--each Ī/as a
painful burden, but heavier iay on hĻ'n the leaden 'aleight of
ļove. Sorrow and ļove can break Įhe strongest spirit. Can
rhese be called adventurel They both should better be

called pain.
Courageous men should lament Keie's misfortune. His

manly spirit sent him bravely into many a fight. Far and

wide it is said that Arthur's seneschal Keie was a rogue. My
tale acquits him of this charge and caļls him honor's com_

panion. Though few may agree with me-Keie was a brave

and loyaĮ man_this I do maintain.
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NĪ GHTĪN GÄLE :

ĪĪlRUsH:

The ThrusĮt',znį the NigĮttingaĮc

Summer's lrere with love agaių1
With blossom and with birds' refrain

From hazeļ bushes springing"
Dew is dropping in the dale

And, longing like the niqhtinqale,
Tļre birds are glacly singing.

ļ ļteard a wordy baįtĪe flõw*--
On one side joy, the oüer woe _

Berween rwo birds I knew.
one praised women for üeir good.
But shame the sąx the oüer wou]d:

Tlreir sķife I teĪl to you.

Īre one was Nightingaļe by name,
And he wou]d shield tļrem aļl from shame

And safe from i.rj".y.
The *rrrņh declared t}rat night and day'Women go the Deül's way

And keep him company;

For every man who would believe
And ķust in women, ,h.y deceivą
_ Thoug}r fair and miļd of mior;
Faļse and fidrlą everywhere
They b.i"g distress, and better it were

Īf they had neveĪ begr.

'To censure ladies is a shame,
For they are kind and faĻ of fame:

Desist, I beg of you-
For tļrerelvas nev€Ī breach so strong
That man pursuing right or wĪong

Couļd not at last break throug}r.

'They cheer üe angry, noble or base,
widļ pleasing pastime and ņrith grace.

Woman'was once created
As man's comparüon: how couļd eafth
Be anyrhing wiüout her birth,

Or man so sweetly matedl,

'No praise of women I repoą
For Ī affirm tļem fa]se in üouglrt

And knorv that drey will cheat;
For though they're beautifrrl, theĻ mind
Īs fa]se and fai*rļess, and I find

Them prone ro act deceiu

'I{ing Ale-xander censuĪed them -
He rhe prince of stratzgem

And first in wealth and fame;
AĪd I couļd teļl a hundredfoid
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TH RUs Ī{

NI G HTĮ NGÄLE

of .i.Īr ,nā pow.rful men of old
Wlrom'women brougĮrt to sltame"'

Īlis speech enraged the Nightingale.

'You seem most loath to tell the tale
of aļl üose heroes' shame!

A t}rousand ladies Ī could show
And none there sitting in a row

\Mouļd be of evil fame.

'Modest and mild of heart are all;
And shieided by üeir bower wall,

They're safe from shame and snarel
The sweetest things to fold in arms
For men delighting in ücir charmsĮ-

Bird, are you not awarel'

'WĮrat ! Me aware, mY gentle birdt
I've been in bower and often stirred

Those Īadies to my will.
'Ihey'll do a sinful secret deed
For slight reward, and so with speed

Their souls they help to kiļļ.

'Ī tļdnk you're ly'ng no'q7'' my bird,
For tlrough you're meek and miļd of word,

Your wilfuļ ufteraflce palls"
I narne to you the primal marļ'
Adam, who our race began:

I-Īe forind'q/omen false.'

'T1tnrslt, it seems you're eirlrer macļ
Or know of nothing else but bacl

To slander women so !

Tlrey Įtave rn:e coūrtļirtess at hcart
And sweetly use love's Secret arĻ

It{ost wonderful to know.

'Nlan's higĮrest bliss in eartJtĮy st:rte
fs wlren a'F/'oman takes her mate

And twines him in įrer arms.
To slander ladies is a shanre!
I'ļl banislr you [or laying blame

on tļrose wlro ltave sucĮt cĮtąrms.'
'Nighdngale, you do me Īvronq
To banish me when all my song

'W'as urging of the riglrt.
I testify to Sir Gaw*.rin,
'Whom Jesus Christ gave miglrt ancĮ maitr

And valour for rhe fight-

THRUSH
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'Ho'q/e1,er far and wide lie ĪĻ'erlĻ
He never faiied in rrt.e intent

By day or )'et by niqht.'

NIGHTINGALĒ: 'Bird, for üat untrutltfirl worcl,
Your utterance shall be svidely Įreard,

So off*itlr youļ Take fligirt!

'I soiourn here by lawfuĮ riqlrr,
In orchard and in garden bright,

And ļrere my songs I sing.
of 's/omen I've known butī;nal-v word
Of grace and courtes.v, and heard

of bĮisses that ūrey bring'

'Deliglrt is tļreirs witļtout an end,
They teļļ rne: I telļ }rou' my friend,

They live in sĪveet desire.
Bird, you sit on hazeĮ bough:

. You slandered tĮretn, you'll suffer nowļ
I'Įl spread vour tales, }roü liarļ'

TIlRUSH: 'They're spread abr,lad, Ī l:now it *'cll;
'W-ho doesn'r know them, go and tell:

My tales are hardly new.
Listen, bird, to my advice:
You lraven't noriced ļr:rlI tļreir vice;

I'll teļl yott wltat tlrey c[o.

'Think horv the queen r>f Constanrine
Found sometļlinq filtļrv fair ancl fine: \

(Regret slre ļater !;;rcl;Į)
Slre loved a cripple whorn she [ccl1

,lAnd hid within her royaĮ bed.
į rĒ.,,Just see if 'Īv'or.nen are trueļ'

:,.
'Thrush, your tale is wĮroĮlylvrong,
.For as Ī always say in song'

And men krow far and wide,''W'hen'women 
to shady woods are drawn,

.:They're brighter than the brillįarrt claņ,"n

At height of summer-tide.

lIf you come here to hostile ņoulrd
They'll shut you up, in prison bound,

And there you sha.ll remain.
Tlre lying tales your lips let faĮI,

There you shall unsay them all,
Änd Įive in utter shame.'

. . .;,' .,. ri

NIGHTINGÄLE:
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THRUsH: 'NigJrtingale, yoįļr SPeech is lree:
You say that'women'll ruin me -

Curse them, young and olcļ į

The holy book is swifi to show
- How'womeĪl brouglrt so many low

\V1ro once'g/eĪe proud and bold'

tThink of Samson, brave ancl sn'ong,
To wlrom his wife did such a p-Īong;

,',For him she took a price"

Jesus said ill-gotten gain

\Yas worst for one wĮto would atuąin

. To bļiss of par.ldise.'

Then said to him üe Niglrtingale,

'Well, bird, that sounds a likely talel
Attend to what I say.

Jiloman's a flower of lasting grace,
And highest praised in wery piace,

And ļovely her array.

'There's not on earth a better leech,
So mild of üought and fair of speeclr,

To Įreai man's aching sore.
Bird, you pull npart my thoughr,
But shall not win with yoLrr retori"

Such evil, do no rnoreļ'

'Nightingale, you are unwise
To put on q/omen zuch a price;

Your profit wiļl be lean;
For in a hundred, hardly five
Of all the wives and maids alive

Continue pure and clean,

'Arrd do no ļrarm in arry placą
And bring no men to vile disgrace,

We know with cerrairrry.
But though we sit in wordy strife
About the fame of maid and wifą

The ķuth you'lĮ never See.'

NI G}iTį}{GÄLĒ: 'Your words lrave now confounded you!
T'hrough vrhom was all tl:.is world made new? -

A ĻIaiden meek and mild,
Wļro bore in Bet}üelrem a Son.
He sprang from l.ier a holy one

Who fames alL beings Ī.i]d"

NĪGHTINGÄLE:

TI{RUSIT:
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'Slre ļcnew of neitļler sin nor shame,
And tru]v, }v{ary was her nįme:

}vlay Christ be a.lļ her shieldļ
Bird, for slanders that you ]Ļ'ove,
I ban you from tlr-is vrooded grovą

So go into üe 6eļd ļ'

THRUsFļ: 'Niglrtingale, my mind pas mad,
Or eļse I üought of only bad

In.rlils our wordy war.
Ī see tļrat I am overcome .

Tlrough her who bore rhat holy Son;
Five wounds ļre suffered sore.

'I promise by lLis holy name
Tļrat of a wife's or maiden's fame

No harnr I'll ever say.
I'lļ leave your land ,lt once' I sweer,
"r\nd where I go, I do not care:

Į'li simply fly away.'

Jf



REFORMATION
1517 Luther's theses at Wittenberg
Translation of the Bible:
William Tyndale (1484-1536) 1522 started the trarrslation of tlre New'Tesįament

1525 had it printed in Cologne
John Wyclif (1324-1384) professor at Oxford, chaplain to Edward lll
Lollards - npoor priests"
Wyclif transļated the New Testament, his coadjutor Hereford translated the old Tesįament -

the very first translation of the Bible into a vulgar tongue (rahvakeel)
Tindale's transĮation completed by Miles Coverdale in 1535
4 other translations during the next 30 years
the Authorized Version of 1611 (King James Bible) (the AV)
Archbishop Cranmer's Book of Common Prayer 1549
the dissolution of the religious houses 1535-1539
John L.eland nltinerary"

Raphael Holinshed

John Skelton (c. t460-I529)
ragged, uncouth lines, broken and irregular but compact in meaning and brutal in directness
fondness for allegory and biting satire
a crude medįeval buffoon/a charming naiflz dotty trickster
a learned humanist praised by Erasmus, an Oxford poet laureate famous for his Latin verses
and known as a grammarian, tutor to future Henry VIII, advisor to Caxton
Sįr Thomas Wyatt (1503-42) courtier to Henry VIĮI
went on diplomatic missions to France, Italy, Spain
introduced the Petrarchan sonnet into English verse
Henry Howard Earl of Surrey (c. t5t7-47) courtier to Henry VIII
introduced blank verse into English verse with his translation of Virgil's "Aeneid"
decasyĮlabic or heroic meter wįthout rhyme
Richard Totteļ llTottel's Miscellany'l

ELTZABETHAN
the papal bull of 1570 excommunicated Elizabeth in favour,of Mary Queen of Scots
the new class of landed "magistrates", men of power and wealth educated enough to serve
the Crown
Sir Thomas Elyot "Book of the Governor"
Roger Ascham (Elizabeth's tutor) "Schoolmaster"
Castiglione rrll Cortegiano" (1528, translated into Egnlish by Sir Thomas Hoby in 1561 as
'The Book of the Courtier", the basic source for Ascham's "Schoolmaster")
Aristotle St. Thomas Aquinas Aristoteļian-Ptolemaicuniverse
Copernicus Galiloe Tycho Brahe Kepler Thomas Digges Thomas l{ariot
Francis Bacon "The Advancement of Learning" 1605 took a stand against "the errors and
vanities of learning". As "diseases and humours of learning" he enlists "mistaking or
misplacing of the last and furthest end of knowledge - wlrichare intellecįuaļ curiosity for its
o\ryn sake, the connoisseur's and dilettante's delight in curious and varied knowledge, the
sophist's and aphorist's satisfaction in victory of wit and contradicįion'''the acquisition of
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kIrowledge for persoltal gairr , either itt ternts of reputatiorr, pro1ėssiottaI aclvattcelĪlellt ' Orlrolley' " The ultirnate etrd of knowlecige shoulcl be "the knowledge of causes, oi secretlnotiotts of things and the enlargirrg of the bound of human errpire" - i.e. tlre harņessi,g of,the physical universe to the end ot'-security and extencling ,na,ris intellectual a'd pķysicalwelI-being _ i'e. tlre improvelnent of huInārr living corrdįiorrs tlrrouglr scierrtific arrcltechnological progress.
Machiavelli's'įIl Principe'' ('"IIte Priltce''' l5l3) revealed tlte true tlechaltistn of tlte Cocļ-given state
Gentillet "Contra-Machiavel "

fad for Senecan blood-arrcJ-tltuncļer trageclies, literature of bloocļ arld borrtba.st, vįolettce attclmelodrarna
"Mirror for Magistl'ates", a collection of versified English biographies by l'.s of Courtmen, published in 1559 and later rnany tirnes enlarged
stoicism (Romarr stoics, like Serreca)
search for the ''Plrilosopher's Stone'' (a rnythical substaltce which woulcļ convert base Ittetalsinto gold arrd would grant eterrral youth)
esoteric lore mirrgled witll science created a wlrole tribe of versatile and talenįecl vagaborl<lsMarlowe's "Faustus"
age of colltrasts: aspiration arrcl clespair, piety arrcļ brutality' idealisrn aIlcl cytticistn,
confidence and melanclroly, gentitiĻ anj;;r';;;".-- "

Sir Thornas Nortlt's translatiott of Plutarch's "Lives of the Noble Grecian and Roma.s,,(through Amyot's French translation)
Neoplatonism - early Christian tratrsformation of Plato's teachings by Ammorius Saccas i,Alexandria and Plotinus in Rotne in the 3rcļ and 6tlr cc.
I'amante razionale

Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586)
tlre Neoplatonic courtier par excellence,
soldier, scholar, poet, friend and patron
age of 32

Castiglione's courtier come to life' oxfbrcļ gracluate
of poets, killed in battle in the Low Countrįes at tlre

motlter tlre sister of Robert Dudley Earl of Leicester. tlte queen's lover attcļ fāvourite
father Sir Henry Sidney was three tirnes Lord Deputy of lrelarlcļ
sister Mary Countess of pernbroke
pastoral rotnallce "Arcadia"
tlte pastoral convention
Arcadia. the central region of the greek Pelopontrese, horne of pan
J'heocritus's idylls
Hellenistic ronlance such as
Virgil's "Eclogues"

"Daphnis and Chloe"

Jacopo Sannazaro's "Arcaclia' 148 I

l579 '"I'he Į)efetlse of Poesy/AIr Apology lbr Poetry''
''Astrophel aIrd Stella'' (''Starlover arrd tšLar'') l59Į



oreacher was wls , he still taught
įlrc peopļe knowledge; yea, he gave
cood heed, and sought out, and set
in orcler many proverbs.
10 The preacher sought to flnd out

icceptabļe words: and' that vhlch
}ļ'35 written }Į?J upri8Jļį, even
r|ords of truth.

ļ l The rvords of the wise are ąs
sortis, end as nails fastened by the
ir:sters of assemblies, rvfu'e.b aĪe
gi.,,en from one shepherd.

soNG oF soLoMoN l,2

TIIE SoNC ŪF' SoLoMoN
CI-IAPTER l the footsteps of the fļock, and feed

.t tlE sons of sonzs, which js Solo-. thy 166. beside the shepherds' tents.
ļ llron,s. 9 I have compared thee, o my
? Let him kiss me with the kisses love,,to a company of horses in Pha-

of his mouth: for thy love js better rao^h'l chariots'
įhan rvine' - ļ0 Thy cheeks are comely with
3 Decause of the savour of thy rows o/jewels, thy neck rviįh chains

tģoįi oinįmclļts th}, nalne js as oinį- ot- lo!!:
nrcnt poured forthl įherefore ao įĖe ļ]. Įv.'.rvill make thee borders of

"_irgini love įhee. gold with sįuds of sįlver.
4i)raw n'te' \1'e rvi11 run after thee: .'l2 Wrile the king sitteĮhat hįs ta'

ļhe king lraįļr brought me into his ble' my spikenard scndeįh forįh the
chanlbeis; rve wįļl 6e glad and re- sm^ell^thereof'
Joice įrr įhee, rve rvill reĻember thy . tp A bundļe of myrrh is my rvell-
ļove morc than wine: the uprtchi beloved unto me; he shall įie aļl
love thee. - night b twixt my breasts.
5 I ;; black, but comely, o ye ļa ruv -beloved 

js unto me a5 Įį
uāuįr,tĮi.Įij;; i";';;;t'i," į"n1š clusįer of camphire ln the vineyards
of }ie,dį' ās the curtäįns of Soto. of En-g.e'di.
mon. 15 Behold, thou arį.fair, my love;
6 Look not uDon me. because I anr behold, thou arį fair; thou įasį

bļack' because'the sun haįh ļooked doves'eyes.
upon me: my mothei,s ctritāren werā ' 

ļ6 Behold'.thou aį_fair' mJ
angry with-me; they *āaį *" trrā loved, yea, pleasant: aļso our bed ļs
keeper of the vineyards; bUį mine 8l9P :
ou,n vineyard rravei not Ļāpt. 

_- 
'l7 The beams of our house arece-

. i reii *., o įt o, *hįm Ļry soul dar, and our rafters of flr.
lor'eįh' where thou feedest, where
įho;';;k-;;i- tii'niiī to rest at CHAPTER 2
noon: for why should l be as one Ī AM the rose of Shar'on, and the
įhat turneth aside by the fļocks of ļ lily of the valleys.
įIļY companions? 2 As the lily among thorns, so ls

If thou klow not, o thou falresį my love among the daughters.
įlĪong women, go thy way forth by 3 As the apple tree among the

ļ2 And further, by these, my son,
be admonished: of making many
books įģere rs no end; and much
study rs a weariness of the flesh.
ļ3 Let us hear the conclusion of

the whole matteĪ: Fear God, and
keep his commandnrents: for this ls
the whole duty of man.
ļ.{ For God shaļļ bring every work

lnto judgment, with every secret
thing' whether ļį fu good, or
whether lį be evi.L
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įreer of the lvood, so Js my beloved
įļnong the sons. į sat down under
hls shadow wlth greaį dellght. and
hjs lruit įyas sweet to my taste.
4 He brought me to the banquetlng

house, and his banner over !įe trr/Bc
love.
5 Sįay rne wlth flagons, corrį?ort

rne wlth spples: for ļ am slck oį įove.
6 Ļlis left hand Js under my head,

änd his rlght hand doth embrace rrne.
7 I charge your O ye daughters of

Jerusalem, by the roes, įnd hy the
}rjnds of įhe fleld' that ye stļr lot Įļp,
Īlor awake ļny !ov,e, till he please.
8 The volce ol rny belovedļ behold'

he cometh leaping upon įhe rnoun_
talns' skipplng upon įhe hiļls"
9 llly beloved ls ltke ,į roe ror a

young hart: behoid' }re sįandeįh he-
hlnd our wall, he looketh forįh at
įhe windows, shervlng hļrnseļį
through the lattlce.
l0 My beloved spake" nd saļd

unįo me' Rise up, rny ļove. rny faļr
one, and come away.

l l F'or, lo' the wįnter ls past, tih,e
raln ls over and gone;
12 The fĮowers appear o[t [ļĪė

earth; įhe tlrne of įhe slnglng o/
birds ls come' and įhe volce rof įhe
įurįle įs heard ln orrr land;
13 The fig tree pļļįįeth lorth fier

įĪeen flgs' and thl vļnes ryllģ the
įender 8rape 8lve g good srnell.
Ärlse, rny !ove" rny iaļr one. arrd
con:e away.
ļ4 o my dove, &aį,arf in įhe cįefts

oį įhe rock, ln the secreį places ot
the sįalrs, let nre see Ėhy counįe-
nance, leį rne hear thy volce; for
srveet is įhy volce, and thy co nįe-
nance Is comely.
15 Take !ļs the įoxes, įhe llįtle

loxes' thaį spoll the vlnes: for our
vlnes lraye tender grapes.
16 My beloved /s mine, and I am

hls: he leedeth among the lļlles.
17 Untll įhe day break, and the

shadows flee away, turn, my be.
ļoved, a d be thou like r roe or
young hart upon the mountaļns oį

-4" ā,c/,fur 
" 
r (/r:r i/ā,,4rĄ) A'dZ"

CHAPTER 3 7 .:

ĘY nlght on my bed I sought hl-Uwhom my rcul ļoveth: I soupt'i
hļm, but I lound hlm not.
2 I wiļļ rlse now, and go atrout tha

clty ļn įhe streets, and ln the broai
ways I wlll seek hlm whom my soul-
įoveth: l soughį him' buį I found hļ
rļot.
3 The watchrnen that go about the

cļty found rne: įo whom l saJ4 Saw
ye hlm whom my souļ loveth?
4 lt was but a littļe that I pass d

from įhem, but I found hlm whom
rrry soul loveth: l heļd hļm, and
would nrot let hlm go, until I had
hrou8hį hlm įnto my mother,s
house, and ļnto įhe chamber of her
hat conceived nne.
5 I charge you, O ye daughters ol

"trerusalem, by the roes, and by įhe
}rļnds of the fleļd' that ye stlr not up,
or awake my love, tlll he please.
6 Who ls thls įhaį cometh out of

įhe wįļderness llke plllars ol smoke,
perfumed with nnyrrh and frankjn.
cense, wlth all powders of įhe mer.
chant?
7 Eehoļd hls bed' whlch ls Solo.

rnon's: įhreescore vaļiant men Įįre
įbout lį, of the vallant of Israel.
8 They alļ hold swords, belng ex.

pert ln war: every nran įaįį hlc
nword upon hls įhleh because ol feat
įn įhe night.
9 Ktng Solomsn rrade hlmsell a

'charļot of the wood ol Į-ebanon.
ļ0 lle made the plllars įhercol ol

sllver, the bottom thereol ol gold,
the coverlng ot įį oį purple, įhe
rnļdst įhereof belng paved wlthlove'.
flor įhe daughters of .ļerusalem.

ļ t Go foįh, O ye dau8hters of
Zlon, and behold klng Solomon wlth
įhe crown wherewlth hls mother
crowned hlm ln įhe day oį hls e5-
pousals and ln the day of the ģad;.
ness ol hļs heart.

CHAPTER. O r,i

pEHoLD' įhou arį falr, my lovei:Ubehold, įhou arį lalr: thou iasl:
doveJ eye3 wlthļn thy locks tb/i

t5-\
Ö

hair ļs as a flock of goatĻ that ap_
peaĪ fro mou t Giļead-'2 Thy teeth aĪe ļike a flock ol'
s]'eep that aĪe even shorn, whlch

. came up from the washlng; whereof
every one bear twins, and none .įs
barren among them.
3 Thy lips are Įike a thread of scar_

let, and thy_speech is comely: thy
temples a4e Įike a plece of a įome*,
gĪa ate wļthirr thy lockr
4 Thy neck is ļike the tower of

David buiļded for aĪļ arĪnoury'
whereon there hang a thousand
buckJers, aļļ shleļds of mighty men.
5 Thy two breasts are_Iiļįe two

yoĮļng roes that aĪe twinq, whļcb
feed among the įiļjes.
6 Untiļ the day break, and the

shadows flee away, I will get me to
the mounįaįn of myrrh, and to tbe
hiļl of frarrki cense.
-7 Thou arf aU fair, my love; įhere
ls no spot in thee.
8 Come with me from į.ebanon,

my spous , with me from Lebanon:
ļook from the top of A-ma,na, from
the top of She'nir and Hermon, from
the ļions' dens, from tbe mounta_ils
of the leopards.
9 Thou hast ravlshed my heart,

my'sister, my spouse; thou hast rav-
lshed my heart with one of thine
eyes, with one chain of thy neckl0 How fair is thy love, my sister,
ļĪy spouse! how much better is thy
Iove tha wine! a d the smelļ of
įhine ointments than all spicesl
.'ļ l -Thy lips, o my spouį, drop as
the honeycomb: honey and miļk are
under įhy tongue; and the smeļļ ofįhy garme ts js like the smeļļ of
Icbanon.
12 A garden ļnclosed is my sister,' ļnyspouse; a spring shut up, a foun_

Įatn seaļed.
ļ3 Thy plants are an orchard of

Dome8ranates, with pleasant fruiįs;
camphire, with spikenard,
- 
t4 Spikenard anrd safiron; calamusį d cinnamon, with aļļ'trees of

ĮĪąnklncense; myrrh and aļoes, with
aļļ the chief spices:
15 A fountąin of gardens' a welļ of

Be'ther"



llvlng waters, and stĪeams from
Lebanon.

16 Awake, o noĖh wlnd; and
come, thou south; blow upon mY
garden, that the splces thereof maY
flow out. I-et my beloved come lnto
hls garden, and eat hls pleasant
fruļts

CHAPTER 5

Ī AM come into my garden, my sls-ļ ter, my spouse: I have gathered
my myrrh with my spice; I have eat-
en my honeycomb with mY honey; I
have drunk my wlne with my milļc
eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink
abundantly, O beloved.
2 I sleep, but my heart waketh: it

/s the voice of my beloved that
knocketh, saying, OPen to me, mY
sister, my love, my dove, mY unde'
fiļed: for my head is fiIled with dew,
and my locks with the drops of the
night.
į I have put off my coat; how shall

I put it on? I have washed mY feet;
ho'rv shall I defile them?
4 My beloved put in his hand bY

the hole of the door, and mY bowels
were moved for him.
5 I rose up to open to mY beloved;

and my hands dropped witļr myrrh,
and my fingers witi sweet smelling
myrrh, upon the handles of the lock
6 I opened to my beloved; but mY

beloved had withdrawn himself' and
ļvas gone: my soul failed when he
spake: I sought him, but I could not
find him; I called him, but he gave
me no ansļver.
7 The watchmen that went about

the city found me, theY smote me'
they wounded me; the keePers of
the waļls took away my veil from
įne.
8 I charge you, O daughters of Je'

rusalem, if ye find mY beloved' that
ve tell hįm. that l am sick of love.
9 What ls thY beloved more tha

another beloved, O thou fairest
among women? what is thY beloved
more than another beloved' that
thou dost so charge us?
l0 My beloved is white and ruddy,

the chiefest amo g ten thousanį

I I Hts head ls as the most flne
gold, hls locks are bushy' aad black
as a raven.
12 His eyeg are a3 įlre eyes oļ

doves by the rlvers oį waters,
washed wlth mllk, and fltly set.
13 Hls cheeks 8Īe as a bed of

splces, as sweet llowers hls llps llļ<e
llļles, dropplng swe t smellln8
myrrh.
t4 His hands are as gold rlngs set

*'lth the beryL hls belly ls as brlgfit
lvory overlald wlth sapphlres.
l5 His legs are as pillars ol marble,

s t upon sockets of flne gold: hls
couĪlįenance Is as Į-ebanon, excel-
lent as įbe cedars.
16 His mouth ļs most sr eet: yea,

he is altogether lovely. Thls Is mY
beloved, and thls ls my frlend, O
daughters of Jerusalem.

CHAPTER 6

ĪĀ/įĪITHER ls thy beloved gone, o
V Ī thou lalrest among women?

; whlther ls thy beloved turned aslde?
; that rve may seek hlm with thee.

2 My beloved ls gone down įnto
, hls garden, to the beds ol spices, to
feed lnr the gardens, a d to gather
liļies.
3 I am my beloved's, and my be-

loved is mlne: he feedeth !mon8ļ įhe
lilles.

soNG oF soLoMoN 5-7

her, and blessed her; yea, the queem iand the concublnes, and they, ipralsed her. ģ- l0 ĮVho ļs she tlraį looketh forttr i
as the mornlng, falr as the moon- 1l

clear as the sun, and terrible as a; ;
army with banners? i

I I I went down lnto the garden of i
nuts to see the fruits ol the vallev. ,

and to see whether the vlne flouij
įshed, aad the pomegranates bud-ded. i

12 or ever I was aware, my souļ
made me į'ļ<e the chariots of Arn- ;mln'a-dib. ,

13 Return, return, O Shulam-lte; :

return, return, that we rnay look :

upon thee. 'What wlll ye see ln the I

Shu'lam_ite? As lį were the com- i

pany of two armles. i

CHAPTER, 7

Ī.troįĄi beauįlful are thy feet wlthļļshoes, O prince's daughter! the
Jolnts of thy thlghs are like Jewels,
the work of the hands of a cunnlng
workman.
2 Thy navel lc ļlJ<e a round goblet, '

wįlcį wanįeth not liquor: thy belly
Is like an heap of wheat set about
įį,lth lilies.
3 Thy two breasts are lįke two

young roes įĮaf are twlns.
4 Thy neck ļs as tower ol lvory;

thlne eyes ļ/J<e the flshpools ln
įįesh'bon, by the gate of Bath-raE-
blm: thy nose ls as the tower of
Lebanon which looketh toward Da.
mascuį
5 Thlne head upon thee ls like Car'

r el, and the hair of thine head llke
purple; the king is held ln the gal'
lerles.
6 Ltrow falr and how Pleasant art

thou, O love, for delights!
7 Thts thy stature ls like to a Palm-

tree, and įhy breasts to clusįers oĪ
8Īapes"-8 I sald, I wlll go uP to the Palm ;

tree, t will take hold of the bougtĮq.i
thereof: now also thy breasts shaļl li
be as clusters oį įhe vlne' and the j
smell of thy nose llke apples; i.i

9 And įhe roof of thy mouth rke ii
the best wlne for my beloved, that ii

:!
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4 Thou arļ beautlful' o my love' as
Tlt'za'h' comely as Jėrusalem, terrl-
ble as an army wlth bannerg
5 Turn away thlne eyes from me'

for they have overcome me: thy halr
ls as a flock of goats įhat appear
from Gilead.
0 Thy teeth arc as a llock ol sheeP

whļch 8o up from įhe washlng"
whermf every one beareth twlns'
and there Is not one barren arĪįong
įhem.
7 As a plece of a pome8ranate įre

thy temples wlthln thy locks.
8 There are threescore queens'

and fourscore concubįneq and vįr'
gins without number.
I My dove, my undeflled ls but

one; she Is the only one ol her
mother, she ls the cholce one of her
thaį bare her. The dau8hters saw

goeth -dotvn sweetly, causlng the
fips -of those that are aslCp to
speak
l0 I am my beloved's, and hls d ,

slre is toward me.
l ļ. Come, my- beloved, let us go

forth-hto the fleld; let us lodge Ļ
įhe vlllages
|2 I,eĮ us get up early to the vlne.

yards; let us see ļl the vine flourish,
wh9th9r the įender 8Īape appear,
įIrd Įne pomegranates bud forth:
there wiĮ I glve thee my loves.
lQ The mandrakes ģve a smell,

and at our gates are all manner of
pleasant frurfĄ new and old, whlch I
bave lald up for thee, O my beloved-

CHAPTER 8

į1 TĪrAT thou werf as my brother,r,' that sucked the breasts of my
mothert when I should ffnd thee
wlthout, I would kiss thee; yea, I
ohould not be desplsed-
.2 I would lead thee, and brlng thee
lnto my mother's house, wDo Įlould
lnstruct me: I would cause the to
dri k of spiced wlne of the Julce of
my pomegranate.
_ 
3 His ļeft hand should be under nry

head, and hls rleit hand should em-
brace me.
4 I charge you, o dauģters of Jo_

rusaļem, that ye sįlr not up, nor
awake my love, until he please.
..6 rvho /s thls that comēth up from
the wļlderness, leanlng upon her be,
loved? I rals d the up under the ap-
Ple tree: there thy mother brouglt

S..t
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thee forth: there she brought thee
forth įiat bare thee.
.6 Set me as a seal upon thlne
heart' as a seal upon thlnä arml iāi
love_ls stĪong as death; jeaļousy /s
cruel as the grave: the coals theieof
are coals of flre, whļch hath a Īnost
vehement flame"
- 7 Man-y waters cannot quencb
love, neither can the floods drown it:ļf a man would give all the suĻ
stance of hls house for love, it wouļd
utterly be contemned.
8 Vy'e have a little slster, and she

hath no breasts: rvhat shall we do
for our sister ln the day when she
shall be spoken for?
9 If she be a wall, we will bulļd

upon her a palace of silver: snd lf
she be a door, we wįļl ļnciose her
wlįh boards of cedar.
l0 I 8 a waįl, and my breasts like

towers: then was I ln tris eyes as ,Jne
that found favour.

I I .Solomon had a vlneyard at Ba.-
aļ-ha'mon; he let out the vineyord
unto keepers; every one for the iruit
thereof was to brlng a thousand
p/eces of silver.
12 Nly vlneyard, whlch ļs mine, ļs

before me: thou, O Solomon, must
have a thousand, and those that
keep the frult thereof įwo hundred.
l3 Thou that dwellest ln the gar-

dens, the companions hearken to
thy voice: caus me to hear jģ
14 Make haste, my beloved, and

be thou like to a roe or to a young
hart upon 1Ļg mguntalns of splcei

CHAPTER I

ĮTIE vlsion of tsaiah the son ol
'Amoz, which he saw concernlng
Judah and Jerusalem in the days oĪ
\tz-zi'ah, Jo'tham, Ahaz and Hez-e.
r{r'ah, kings of Juda}r-

THE BOOK OF THE PROPHET

ISAIAH
2 Hear, o heavens, and ģve ear, o

earth: for the Lpno hath spoken, I
have nourlshed and brought up chil-
dren, and they have rebetļed against
me,
3 The ox knoweth hls owner, and
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Uporr a Dead Nlan's Heacļ

Tlnt vas Seftt to I'Lint front an honorabĮe gentĮelvonun for a tokett,
Skeļton,. Ī 'atreate, tļcyisec] this ghostĮyī medįtatiott'in EngĮisi
coyenable,ļ in sentence, cotnmēndabļe, ĮamentabĮe, Įacrimäble,
profitdbĮc for the souĮ.

N/AĢ^(
WhPso List to Huntl

Whoso jist e to hunt, I krrow where is an hind,
But as for me, alas, Ī may no more.

The vain travaiļ hath wearied me so SoĪe

I am of them that farthest cometh behind.
Īet may Ī, by no means, mv wearied mind
Draw fiom tĪre deer, but as she fleeth afore,

Ēaintine I fo'ļ1orv. I leave ofi therefore,

Since in-a net I seek to hoļd the wind.
įVhoro ļist her hunt, I pui him out of doubt,

As rvelļ as Ī, may spend_his time in vain'
Änd eraven witĖ diamonds in letters piain
rr'.rä ķ written, her fair neck round about,

"NoĮi me tan\ere' for Caesar's I am,

ana wlta for Īo }roļd, ilrough Ī seem tame'J'

Yorrr uglv tohen
NIv mirlcļ ļrath brokerr
Frõm ri'orldly lust;
For Ī liltl'e discussed,
We zrre but dust
Aud die ri.,e nrnst.

It is general
To bc nioitlrļ;
I lurvc r,cll cspicd
No rtlan nrav ļrinr ]ride
FLonr Deatli hollorr'-c1'ed
!Vįth sinerr's rvydeLėcl"
\\rįtlt bones sļrr'cleLėd. "

Witlt his lro[t-l'l-clįtctt tttllrt'
Arrd ļris ghasilv jaw'

Caping aside,
Nrrkcci of hiclc,
Neitļrcr flcsļr nor feļļ.'

Tlrerr. bt, ntļ, cotttl.cļ
Looļ< that ,v*e spcll"
\\rcļļ tļtis gcrspel,
Iiot' rr ļtcLcso rr'c clrr'clļ
Dcetļr rviļļ trs qLrclĮ
And lvitlr Lrs meļl.'

Iīor: alļ cltrr panlperecĮ plltttrclres
Therc nray no fntunchis'
NoL rr'or-įd'ļv 1;li'ss

IĮcclccrtr us fr'orl tlrįs:
Oul clrrvs bc dttccl
To l;c õļrccļirlrlrtccl
\\/itlr cĮrirLrglrtcs of dcatļr
Stoppiug or-rr bLcath;
OLrr clcn sinlting,
otrt llocļics stirrl<irrg,
Our gnrnmcs glinnirrg,
Our soules brir.rning. "

To ulrorlt, tlrcrr, slraļļ \\'e sLĮe

Iior to ļilr'c rcscttc:
BLrt to su'cct Įcstr
On us tircn for: to rLre?

O goocllv child
of Ņ4ary milci
Tļrcrl ]>c otrr sļriclcl,
That ų'c bc not cxiļcd
To the cĮvrre' daļe

of bootless baļe5 .' ., :.

Nor to the' ļake : . .-,:..

Offiendes"black.' ; .

But grant us gĪace
To see thy facē
Aud to purchase
Thine heavcnlv nlace
Arld thy p,rlacė '
Fuļļ of solace
Above the skv
Tļrat is so lriģh,
Eternally
To behoļd and see
The Triuity.

Amen.
Mynes tous y.6

withered
shattered

sfrin

study

n1Įx

frattclüse

burtüttg

darh

'i'.tf Ąņ ą6ąp1ą1;on of Petrarch' Rime 190, süpposed to Īėfer to Anne 
'Boleyn, 

in
i.perhaps influenced by comm'entators on whom Henry VĪIĪ became interested in
:." Petrįrch, rvho saįd ļhįį Noįį fiįe tangeīe 1526,' quia Caēsaris szz ("Touch me not, for
l'. ļ arį Caesar's'') was inscribed on the
'-: coļlars of Caesär's hįnds which werei' įhen set free and were presumably safe
u ļĪot hunters. wyatt's sonnet is usually

The Lover Showeth How He Is Forsaken
of Such aS He Sometime Enįoyed

They flee flom me, that sometime did me seek
With naked foot stalking within my chamber.
once have I seen them gentĮe, tamė, and meek
That now are wild, and do not once remember
That sometime they have put themseļves in dange'
To take bread at mv hand'_and now thev Īange.
Busily seeking in cõntinuaļ change.

Thankėd be fortune, it hath been otherwise,

twęnty times better; but once esPecial,
In thin array, after a pleasant guiļe'
When her lõose gowti did frori her'shoulders faļl,
And she me caug-ht in her arms long and small,
And therewithal, so sweetly did me-kiss
And softly said, "Dear heart, how like you this?"

It was no dream, for I lay broad awaking.
But aļļ is turned now, through my genįļeness,
Into a bitter fashion of forsikins.'
And I have leave to go, of her g"oodness,
An she aļso to use neūfang1enesĮ.
But since.'that I unkindly-so am servėd,
How ]ike you this, what hath she now deservėd? 

.Iottel,

There bloo<ly days hrve broken my hern:
My lust' my youįh did them depart,
Änd blind d*ire of estete'
Who haster to climb rccks to reveĪt:
' Orķuü' circa Rcgnl tonat.

The bell-tower showd mc auch 3ighr
Thrt in rny head sricks clay rnd night:
There did l learn ouį of a grate,
For :ll frvour, glory or mighr.

Ther yet ciīCd Rrgnd įon'dļ.

By prooį l ray, there did l learn
Wir helpeth not defence to eįrnr
of innclcency to pleed Õr Pr;lte:
Bear low, thereįirre, give God Įhe stern,
' For rure, circa Rcgna tonat.

r5

20

1557

6. 5ęe !aurze/,/ ;i, >ļ.

bL



Ä PnÄYER FoR TIIE QUEĒN's lri1r;;,
Wonderftrl, o most exceļlent ancl alrrrigĪilv (]on, is įIrņ

depth of tlry itrdgments. Thotr King rrf*kirrqs, Ī,orrl of
lords; thou, which at thy pleasure rļost taĮ:e arvay antl
hanspose, Īoot out aņd planĻ confouncl aricJ e.stnl;lislr'

kingdoms; thou, of thy sinqular goodnes.s, hirst dņlivņrtlrl
our Queen, thy handmaid, when she was aĪrttrlst nt
death's cloor: yea, thorr Irast rIeļiverecl'lter orrt a[ 1tlisn;t,
ancl settļed her,jn her fatlter's-tlrrorte. To tĪree, tlrere'
fore, do we ,lhfr', thanĮs: to thee do rve sing laurl ancl
praise: ūry namo do we honour day ancĮ night.

Thou hast restored again the liberŲ of ottr cottntry,
snd the sinceriŲ of thy doctrino, with Peace and trart-
quilliŲ of thy chureh. Thįoo, tļine *rs^tļ,u berrefit: tlro
meang, the labour, and sendce' rvns lrer.s. Ä btlrtlren totl
heavy (alas) for a woman's shouldersr /et easy antl
tolerable by thy helping hand.

fusist heņ therefore, o most mercįfirl FaLIrer: neiĮĪrer
reņeet lrer o{Įences' or the deserts of her parerrls, or tĪto
manifold slns of us, her people; but thirrk uĮ10n tlty
wonted compassion, always at hancl to thy Poor afĪ]icįe,ļ.

Preserve lrer kingdom, maiņLain religion, 6ļgfęņr.l tlry
caįŅe, our Queeu, us' thy sheep and her people. Scsįlnr
tJrino enemies, which thįrst after wnr. Let tlrņrn hņ
ashamed aņd eonJounded, that worship itlols. L,et trs ltot
bo a prey to the nations, thaį know not thee, neiįJrņr enīĮ
upon thy name.

Skengthen and eonffrm, o Į,ortl, thnt grrr,l ,.\'!nĪ',','

rvhich thou hast beņn. Inspiro our graeiotrs (įrrenn' tlry
servanĻ and us, thy poor floeļc rvįth thv l-Ioly Spirit; tlrnf.

with uncoĪTuPt lįfe wo may so ļoin purity of reļigir-rn, ns

}ve may not yield and bring forūr rviicļ nnd llast.lrrl frttitc,
btrt mi]d and swęet ņapes, and fruits lleseeming Ī{l_

pentarree, and meot antl convenient for thy gospel, to įĪro
iņtent we may enjoy thįs immortaĮ trea.sttre iinrncrrtnlĪr,,
and that, living and dying in thee, we may finnlly Fnsscsc
the inheritance of thy heavenly kingrlonr. 'fhro'rgh Josrrs
Clrrist our Lorcl. For üino is the kingdoin, t}re potver,
ancl the glory, for eyer. Ämen.

[rnou Book of Comrnon lrai-els, r57Rļ
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F,LIZABETHAI\

Cult of Elizabeth

hree years after the defeat of the great Armada senr by cathoiic spain to
sub jr-rgate the tiny island kingdorn of England the greatest poem of tĮre age was
published. Edrrrund Spenser's The Faerįe Queene (1591) signals in one epic

work tļrat a new civiļisatior-r was already in fulļ flower. No other EngĮish poem of
comparable Scope or Įiterary StruCture has inspired so many ļater poets from Milton
and Dryden douņr to Keats and tļre Romantics. Interwoven into it is evety aspect of
what Was the apogee of the Errglislr Renaissance, whiclr reached its cļimax durirrg the
last twenty years of the sixteerrth CentĮļry. And the poem's pivot is one whicļr provides
tlre key to this extraordinary resurgence of creativity, an unmarried Wotrlaļ], Eļizabeth
I, daughter of Henry \ĄII and his secorrd queen, Anne Boleyn. She it was who
dominated the cuļture of her age' The Fnerie Queerte is suffused with helrnulti_faceted
plesence, the poet indeed operring his epic, one designed to imrrrortaļise ūe Tudor
dynasty, witir an invocation addressed less to a human being than to a sacred icon:

. . . O goddesse heavenly bright!
Mirrour of grace and Majestie divine,
Creat Ladie of the greatest Isle, whose light
Like Phoebus lampe throughour the world doth shine,
Shed thy faire beames inro my feeble eyne,
And raise trļy ūIoughtes, too humbļe and too vile,
To thinke of that true glorious rype of thine,

- The argutĪeDt of mine affected stile . . .

It was recogrrised frorn the motĪetlt of publicatįon tlrat tļris was the supreme
literary ļnasterpiece of tļre age. The numerous dedicatory VerSeS gather ir-r virtually
everyone of importance at cour1: tl-re queen's glarrr- Ė,Iį;aĮtct1t ] etttllronet],.\įtĮ)PorteĮį Į\l tįl'.
orous new young favourite, the Earļ of Essex; Lord Ad- o.f thc uīrnrcs her rule personi.|iet] Įtl hct

miral Howard, who lrad commanded tlre fleet agairrst iĮ?llT;':;,',:;:,,ļļ'i:,i,":,iļ'i,,','u!Į,i,'ou*'
the 'Castiļian King'; Sir Walter RaIeigh, 'the Sumtner's illtttttīttotitltt į_, į,),thc (lĮteeį1's ]ļ1iniįttįlr-

nightingale'; the queen's Secretaty of State, Sįr Francis '),j,;,I!'Äj'),],x,|r,,;;,;,,:,,,,:,,;,n,,;,u;:.:;,',,ļ;,
WaĮsinghain, 'the great Maecenas of tl-re age'; her First "r:')i,i,,r,nrr, 

ilr į584.

Cushīon enüroītįered u,it]l the stot1,

oJ Ditnlu ĮĮt1Lļ tlt lįtnteī Acttteon. On
tlrc Įeft Actoeon surprīses the gotltless

antĮ lter ņ,mplt ultiĮe butl'tĮng, |or
rultįclt he īs ņtttīsltetl, right' by beīng 

'

uttnsļõnnetl irįt} Įl stĮĮS Ūl.Į(į t0T11 to
pīeces Ą' tĮu gotĮtĮess's hottlltls. Tlw
cttsltion Įlears the īnitülĮs ĖS Jor
Eį įzttbeth, CoL! n tesl oļ Shrettsbtų,,
tt,llo etttbroįtįered Įt for her great
ltouse, Hartįtt'įc]l HttĮl'' Sttclt o st:et.te

tt'ottĮtĮ ltttte beelt renĮ lll iļ įįļįįi-,įi/ts
against tlrc uįoļņtįotl o| clnstīų''

bņ



ī.€/346üąr,@
ļvlinįster, Lord Burghley; her Lord Chancelļor, Sir Christopher Į_iattor-r; her Lord
Chamberļain, Lord Hunsdon' More are there but Spenser moves oir to salute the
ļadies of the court including the sister of that flower of chivalry Sir Philip Sidney the
Countess of Pembroke, and concludes wiü a valedictory tribute: 'To aļļ the gracious
and beautifuļ Ladies of the Court.'

This was a new culture which had reached a sudden astounding zenith, one which
was to go on with a reļentļess explosive drive past the year 1600 and spill over into
the opening years of the reign of the queen's SuCCeSSoĻ James VI of Scotįand and I of
England. What was it that triggered this breathtaking phenomenon, which, four
centuries later, stiļļ fills the worļd with wondet? The Faerįe Qtreene wiil give us ouI
bearings. Its ļodestar is the queen, not her reality but her carefully composed image.
Secondly it is of significance that the poem takes the form of a romance, a genre
which looks back to the lvliddļe Ages. It is one peopled by knights whose quest iS
virįue and its exercise; in other words, it is art as a vehicle for moraļising to the reader.
The poem in addition is one gigantic allegory stuffed with signs and symbols,,aļļ of
which call for a highly educated mind able to unravel its often esoteric allusions. Ease
of access is foreign to its concept. Its inner message is deliberately a hidden one
purveyed in a luxuriance of rich images not, as in pre-Reformation times, rendered in
two or three dimensions, but in words. And this is a touchstone.

It is the emeĪgence of a society which no longer 
TheEĮizabethanreuiuoĮof cl'iuulņ,.expresses its innermost convictions and ideas by way of ihu ,rru socieų, 6J PĪotestĮlnt Ė,ngkutcl

the visuaļ arts but by way of the pen. The complex cĮothetl itseĮf u,itlt the panopĮ1t oJ

images Spenser paints in his poetry assaiļ our mental ',:,'::;,*;,i',:;:r:r';:';':|,i::'i';:::;::,,,

.subconscious through the text and not by means of a cotu'tįer. Tl'tese ttspittttiotzs ttre cttttght

painted or sculpted verisimiļitude. Everywhere in the ,:,,:,,::;iff,i;::;:;":;n":;:,,'/'-

Elizabethan age one Senses this fear of the visuaļ image, 
'''go.at ļeast fear of it in any deceptive opticaļ sense. Images are now to be locked into the

mind, into the visual irnagination. If and when they took visuaļ form, whether irr
architecture, painting or sculpture, they WeĪe to be abstract, diagrammatic, anti-
naturaļistic compilations, either pattern or symbols which caļled for reading. The
visuaļ image, in sļrort, was turned into a text to be read. Arrd this verbaļisatiorr of
visuaļ experiences was to become centr'aļ to the island's cuļture untiļ the television
age. Even our Įandscape WaS to become literary.

The Englar]d of Eiizabeth I was an insular nation state in the making. It was a
country which for most of the reign was under siege, externally threatened by the
mega-power of Catholic Spain and internall)z Ļy those who remained either openĮy
or Covertly loyal to the oļd religiorr. But the incoming 8ovelnment in 155B laid sur-e
foundations both politically and econotnically. The new ruling classes consoļidated
their power, headed by great dynasties like the Ceciļs, the Russeļls and the Caven-
dislres' This was an ēļite society and an ėlite cuļture, which, through inter-marriage,
spread its net not only across country but also across the social spectrum. The English
aristocrary never becarne a caste, and never hesitated to indulge in lucrative trade and
commeĪce or indeed to marry into it. And riches, the sure foundation of any aesthetic
flowering, were weļļ in evidence as almost haļf-a-cerrtury of peace brought a com-
merciaļ boom' Never before had so many lay people been di:awn irito the creation of
a new nationaļ identitp one in which the arts were seen to play a cruciaļ roļe. Even
then nothing could have quite prepared anyone for the expĮosive energy of creation
which foįiowed the defeat of the Spanish Armada in 1588.
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'I'įris sense of culturaļ oneness reflected t}-re urrique aĮliance of monarch and peo-

ple as exptessed bytlre Crown in Par"ļiarnent. ļn no otĮrer period of the nation's ļris-
tory Was tlre roļe of the ruler to be so pivotaļ [o a cuļturaļ renaissance. In ElizabetĮr I

there occurred a unique fusion of art and po\Ąrer. Never a patron herseļf, she none-
theless dominated every form of literary and artistic endeavour. The rrulnerability of
the neul State meant that it dterņ, in rhe arts to affirm a vision of national urrity
expressed tlrrough a cuļt of the monarch both as sovereign and lady. In heĻ rro
dividing ļine couļd be drawn between her public ceremotrial image arrd her private
role. The two wer:e as one. To achieve that, the arts paid a price for what in retrospect
can be regarded as outright sycophanry on a scale far on the other side of idolatry
wļrich they paid the queen. In harnessing theiI creative powers to the State, artists

inevitably had to forgo much that Renaissance art as it had evolved in Italy had been
about. There was no such tlring as freedom of expression in Eļizabeūtan England. It

was dortinated by State-controļled censorship, but the price was.worth the payirrg.

Art was thus in the service of the State sustairrirrg arrd helping to establisļr the
mlthology of a new society. But of what kir-rd? The irorry was that this new society was
rooted in a cult of history arrd antiquiry both real arrd manufactured. Centraļ to
finding its new identity was the necessity to re-invettt the past. Everywlrere orre ļooks
this aggressive nouueau cuļture vests itseļf in the garb of bygone eras. Chivalry, far
fron-r slipping into oblivion, was revived, or at least its showy outward trappings. It
provided surface glamour' to tļre new rich wlro spent urrtold surts establishir-rg the
antiquity of their descent, on scatterilg their coats of arms over absolutely every form
of aitefact, frotn a cushion cover to a tomb, and seeing themselves depicted as

medievaļ knights in tlreir portraits. Everr Eļizabethan architecture looks firmly back-
wards, a contiluation in bizatre guise of ļate medieval Perpendicuļar. Castles con-
tinued to be built, albeit ones more suited to the knights of poetic rbmance than lhe
realities of contemporary warfare. Chivalry also provided the ideal veļricļe for the
heroine of the age, the queen. Virgir-ral and unattainable, she it was for whom knights
fought on the fieļd of battļe or circumnavigated the globe. The chivaļric convention
was paraļĪount at the court, indeed its greatest expression was to be its annual festivaļ
of chivalry the fanry dress toulnament staged each ]'7 NovembeĻ the day EļizabetĮr
ascended the throne, when her knights came in disguise as the heroes of romance to
pay her iromage, This living out the iife of today in terms of the romantic make-
believe of yesterday provides the key to the era, its įiterature, its architectule, its

painting, even its musįc.

Emblems ;1'

Fear of the wrong use and perception of the vįsual image dominates the

Elizabethan age. The oĮd pre-Reformation idea of images, religious ones, WaS that
somehow they partook of the essence of what they depicted. Any advance in
techtrique which could reįnforce that experience for tļre viewer was embraced. 'Ihat

was now reversed, indeed it may account for the Eļizabethans failing to take cog-

nisance of the opticaladvances wirich created the art of the ltalian Renaissance, ones

like scientific and aerial perspective which įncreased verisimiļitude and pĮaced the

viewer directĮy into the Spatial experience. They certainĮy krrew about these things
but, and this is central to the understanding of the Eļizabetharrs, chose not to employ
them. Irrstead the visuaļ aftS retreated in favour of presenting a series of signs or Sym-
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bols througlr wļrich the viewer was neant to paSS to an understarrdirrg of the idea
belrind the woLk. Irr this ma]]ner the visual afiS were verbaįised, turned into a form
of book, a 'text'which caļIed fclr reading by the onļooker. There are no better exam-

ples of this than the quite extraordinary portraits of the queen herself which increas-

ingly, as the reign progressed, took on the form of coilections of abstract pattern and
syrnbols disposed in an unnaturaļistic manner for the viewer to unraveļ, arrd by
doing So enter įnto an inner vision of the idea of monarchy. As a result Elizabethan
painting, apart from the miniature, may be r-rnique br-rt is a disappointment when set

within a European context. This problem was not to arise in the case of either lit-
erature or music because their means of expressįon was through words and' sounds.

Sir Philip Sidney's ApoĮogie for Poetrie, published ir-r 1595 after his death, bills poetry
along with painting in the cļassical Canon as beirrg sister arts, but this WaS nevel to
happen in the Elizabethan period. Image-making was to be the prime function of the
poet whose roļe was to purvey verbal images so compelling,that they would remain
stored within the memoņl, inciting the reader to Viftue.

So images could exist in the mind but if they took įwo- or three_dįmensionaļ form
they had to eschew reality for symbol. That explains why the Eļizabethans had no
difficr_rlty in assimiļating one cruciaļ aspect of European Renaissance culture, the cult
of emblems. Along with coats of arms, everywhere we look, from plaster ceilings to
ernbroidered cushions, is coveled with evidence of this lost lanņage, one of the
prime keys to the cuiture of the age. The approach is best surrmed up in Prospero's
words when conjuring up the spectacle of a courtly masqLĮe ln The Tempest: 'No
tongueļ ail eyes! be siļent!'This lost means of silent communication, which became
a common language of the educated classes, continued and expanded for a new
secular cuļture the medievaļ tradition of hidden meanings. Just as Commentators had
arņed that the BibĮe had complex layers of syrnbolic arrd aĮlegoricaļ meaning So that
approach was extended to the writings of the pagan philosophers, who were cast as

lraving had glimrrerings of the coming divine reveļation. Fired by Renaissance fet-

vour for ar-rtiquity these texts and others were studied with a view to uncovering a lost
Secret wisdom wl-rich SteļĪmed down from Creation via the ciassical world' Tlre turn-
ing point was the discovery in 1419 of a book supposedly written by an Ancient
Egyptian priest, Hor Apollo, wļrich gave meaning to hieroglyphs. It confirmed tļrat
ancient Secret wisdom had been transmitted by means of symbol. Įn it the reader
couĮd Įearn, fol exartple, that a SļVan replesented a musical oļd man or that a Serpent

biting its taiļ was eternity. The result was an escaļatiot-t and expansion of the belief
that the role of images was to purvey deep philosoplrical tnrtlrs. Irr 1531 tlrįs dis-
Covely was re_invented for the present by Andrea Alciati wlrose EmbĮernaĮa ignited
a mania for emblerns. The formula WaS an image whįch was a coļļection of natur-
aļistic objects arranged in an unnaturalistic Way, accompanied by a Latin ilotto. To-
gether image and word, wlrich were inseparabļe, embodied sorte particuĮar moral
truth. Thus a SwartĪ of bees making a helmet a hive syrnbolised peace, or Someone
trying to scrub a black man white the irnpossible.

This initiated a flood of illustrated books of emblems which were to engulf
Europe untiļ the second half of tļre seventeenth century. Few were English, Geoffiey
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Whitney's Choice of Emblemes (1586) being Lhe most important, but the continental
ones were known and devoured in Elizabethan England. We see their impact in the
decoration of houses and even on costumes, ļet aļone their appearance in portraits
or on jewels. Everywhere the eye feļļ there WaS this new secular siļent vocabulary. TĮre
qLĮeen herseļf WaS a monument to it. Her imagery embraced globes, sieves, the
phoenix, the pelican, the eglantine rose, the column, the rainbow and the moon,
allusions to a whole Īange of the viftues attributed to her, chastit;t, constancy, peace
and the nurturing of both church and state.

Imprese

Emblems were general imagery. More tantalising
were the devices, or imprese as they were called, adopted
by individuaļs. These were again compilations of im-
ages with a motto embodying the aspirations and com.
mitment of a particular person. They could be of extra-
ordinary obscurity because their whoļe point WaS to
hide, rather than to reveaļ, their meaning, except only to
the inteļlectually initiated. Elizabeth I's sailor cham-
pion at the tiļt, George Clifford, 3rd Earļ of Cumber-
Įand, had one r,',hich depicted the earLh betwixt the sun
and moon įn total eclipse with the motto Hasta quando

meaning that he would wieļd his lance in defence of his
sovereign until such a ceĮestiaļ configuration occurred.
Nor did this obsession with symbols end there, for the
whoĮe pantheon of the cļassical worļd, its gods and god-
desses, myths and legends, was systematically codified
and glossed with meaning in a series of iconographical
teKbooļ<s which WeĪe on the sheļf of every educated
person/ especially those who were Creators in the worĮd
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of tļre afts. For the educaįed, knowĮedge of this sign lan-

ņįage of abstract symbols WaS aS impor_tant as being
abļe to read, more impoftarrt įn one sense for įt was

more fully in accord with the prevailing philosophy of
the age, Neoplatonism.

Neoplatonism

This revived Platonism (for Plato's works were

known to the ļvtiddļe Ages) stemmed from fifteenth
Century Florence. Its two most influential fiņres wele
the phiĮosophers lvlarsiglio Ficino and Pico deļļa lvliran-
doĮa (of whom Thomas -lvlore wrote a life), and it

ftrl"{,&r@
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Cltttnlpiotl dt the tįĮt' tlte EurĮ of
CunfuerĮand.'ļ^le earth is depīctecl on

tlrc pttstebolrd shīeĮtļ lrc u,ottĮtį llņue
prcsente(į t0 thė queerį Įn d Stdte oJ
tottlĮ eclipse bettucen sun ttntį utootl'
Tlte Ltttitt rttoĮro, Hasta quarrdo,
nyeĮltls tltdt tlrc earl ruįlĮ tt'īeĮtį ]tīs Įunce

ül Įtis souereigtl's deJbnce untīĮ sLtclt utl

lrcttL,en h, confi gurLttittn occurs.

\Ņoodcut iĮlLĮstrįļĮįl11'The Mnrcll
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plcnsnnce, whiclt to spring titttc i-s

ntost ttgreeobĮe''

predicated an immensely enhanced concept of man's place in the divine order of
things. Man the microcosm, the mirror of the cosm.os, was capabļe of rising to the

Stars oļ' sinking to the level of the bnrte beasts. Through the exercise of reason and the

wilļ and the taming of the passions he could controļ his own destiny. MoLe, because

in the Platonic scheme of things the key to the universe lay in nĮlmber. By atturrirrg

himself to its harrronious mathematicaļ Stn]Cture man could not only place himself
at one with the universe, he could go further and controļ its workirrgs. This'endowed
man, made in God's itnage, with tremendous poweĪ. Such beļiefs not onļy account
forthe central place, for example, of tnusic and dance, in the plactice of wļrich man
placed himself irr harnrorry with the music of the spheres, but aļso for the huge drive
forwards in tļre reaim of practical technology in whicļ_r the mysterįous forces of
nature, whiclr couļd, for exampĮe, make v',heels fftove or watel Spurt, were harnessed.

Pļatonism r:ejected the rnaterial worļd as tĪansient and beļieved in a higlrer etemal
reaļm in which opposites could be reconciled in an įdeaĮ and ultirnate truth. Eveiy-
tl_ring in įhe arts reflects this preoccupation with the hoĮding up for emulatiorr of
ideal qypes. Sir Philip Sidr-rey, for instance, was made to approximate to heroic proto-
types from both cļassical antiquity and the Clrristįan tradition. The urge was aiways
lowards ideaĮ types, abstract syrnbols ir-r their hutnan Vesture. And nowhere WaS this
irripuĮse to be more clearly reveaļed than in the literature of the age.

(īc./'Äl "4{"ū/fu, /f*(t * %u?/,." af, ų://r*' 0ol



ĪvIÄRY ÄivtBREE
(Tlrc tune fs 'The blind beggar")

'When Captain Courageous, whom death could not
daunt,

Had roundly besiegöd the ciŲ of GaunĻ
And manly they marched by two and by three,
Äld foreņost in battļe was lvlary Ambree.

Thus being enforced to ffght with her foes,
On each side most lierceiy ūey seemed to close;
Each one sought for honor in every de,{ree,
But none so much rvoņ it as lvlary Ämbree.

'Wheu brave Sergeant Įtlajor rvas slain in the ffght,
Who was her orvn true love, her joy and delight,
She swore unrevenged his blood shouļd not be;
Was ņot tļris a brave bonny lass, ĮIary Ambree?

She clothed herself from the top to the toe
With buff of ūre bravest and seemly to shorv;
A fair shirt of mail over that striped she;
ļVas not this a brave bonny lass, lvlary Ambree?
A helmet of proof she put on her head,
A shong armed sword she girt on her side,
A fa.irly goodĻ gauntlet on her hand rvore she;
ĪVas not this a brave bonny lass, }v{ary Ämbree?

Then took she her srvord and her target in hand,
And caļled aļļ t]rose that would be of her band-
To rvait on her PeĪson there came thousands three;
lVas not this a brave bonny lass, Mary Ämbree?

Before you shall perish, the worst of you all,
Or come to any danger of enemv's üraII,
This hand and this ļife of mine shall set you free;
Was not this a brave bonny lass, lĻlary Ambree?

The drums and the trumpets did sountį out alarm,
And many a hundred did lose leg and arm,
And many a thousand she brought on their knee;
Was not this a brave bonny ļass, Mary Ambree?

The sĻ then she lilled with smoĪce of her shot,
Änd her enemies'bodies with buļlets so hot,
For one of her own men, a score killed she;
'Was not üis a brave bonny lass, lvlary Ambree?

And then her false gunner did spoil her intent,
Her powder and buļlets arvay he had spent,
And then lvith her weaPon she sļashed tĮem in t1rree;
1Vas not this a brav'e bonny lass, ĻIary AmbreeP

Then tooĪc she her castle rvhere she did abide,
Her enemies besieged her on every side;
To beat dorvn her castle rvalļs they did agree,
And aļl for to overcome lvlary rlmbree.

Then took she her srvord ard her target in hand,
And on her castle walls stoutly did stand,

So daring the captains to match any tlūee;

oh, whaį a bravį capt,lin was Mar/ Ambreel

At her ūeņ they smiled, not thiņking in heart
That she couĪd have performed so va]orous a part;
The one said to the oüer, lve shortly shall see

Th.is gal-iant brave captaiu before us to flee.

Why, what do you think or taļ<e me to be?
Unto these brave soĮdiers so vaļia-rrt ņoke she.

A klight, sir, of England, and captain, quoth they,
Whom shortļy we mean to taĮe nrisoner alvay.

No captain of England behold in your sight,
Two breasts in my bosom, and tļerefore no knight;
No Įnight, sir, of England, nor captain, quoth she,
But eveņ a Poor bonny lass, Mary Ambree.

But art thou a lvoĪņalr as thou dost declare,
That lrath made us üus ņend our anĪlor in war?
The ļike in our lives we neveĪ did see,

Arrd therefore we'ļl honor brave ivtary Arrrbree.

The Prince of ņeat Parma heard of her renorvn,
Who long had advanced for EngĪand's fair crown;
Īn token he sent a glove and a ring,
Änd said she shouļd be his bride at his wedding.

'Why, rvhat do you thin]< or taļęe me to be?
Though he be a prince of great diņiŲ,
It shall never be said in Englįnd so free
That a sūaĪger did marry rvith Mary r\mbree.

Then unto fair EngĪand she back did refum,
Still holding the foes of brave England in scorų
In valor no maĪļ was ever Įike she;
lVas not this a brave bouny lass, Mary Ambree?

In this rvoman's praises I'll here end my song,

lVhose heart was approved in valor most shong;
Let aĮļ sorts of people, whatever they be,

Sing forth the brave valors of Īr'Iary Ambree.
ĪVrr-r.ra*r EmnnroN (?)

€ļizaletlz

wHEN I lyAS FÄIR AND YoUNG

\Vlren Ī rvas fair and young, and favor gracėd me,
of many was I soughų lheir mistreis fcr to be;

But I did sco'n ū.m aļļ, and ansrvered them therefore,
"Go, go, go, seek some otherwhere,

Impörfune me no morel

Horv many weeping eyes I made to pine with rvoe,
Horv many sighing hearts, I have no skill to shorv;

Yet Ī the prouder grerv, and anslvered therr therefore,
"Go, go, go, seek some othenvhere,

Impörtune me no moreļ"

Then spake fair Venus' son, that proud victorious boy,
And said, "Fine dame, since that you be so coy,

Ī rvi-Įļ so pluck your plumes t}rat you shall say no moĪe'
'Go, go, go, seek some otherwhere,

Impörtune me no morel"'

Wheņ he had spake üese tvords, zuch change grerv in
my breast

That neitļer night nor day since that, Ī couĮd take
any rest.

Then Įol I did repent t]rat i had said before,
"Go, go, go, seek some othenvhere,

Īmpörtune me no morel"
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A Sonnet

A Sonnet is a moment's monument, -
Memorial from the Soui's etemiry
To one dead deathless hour. Look that įt be,

Whether for lusnal rite or dire portent,
of its own arduous fuĮņess reverent:

Cawe it in ivory or in ebony,
As Day or Night may rule; and let Time see

Įts floweĖng cĪesį impearled and orienr.

A Sonnetis a coin: its face reveaļs
The soul, - its converse, to what Power 'ris due: -

Whether for ribute in the august appeals
Of t.ife, or dower in Love's high rerinue,

It serve; or, 'mid the dark wharf s cavemous breaū,
In Charon's paĮm it pay the toĮį to Death.

(.4:
Ņ.-' )

DANTE GABRįEL Ros5ETTI

Lwingin truth

Loving in truth, and faine in verse my Įove to show,
That the deare She mighr take some pleasure of my paine:
Pļeasure might cause her reade, reading might make her know,
ItrowĮedge might pirie winņe, and pitie grace obtaine,

I sought fir words ro paint the blackest face of woe,
Studying inventioņs fine, her wiķ to entertaine:
Oft tuming oūers' leaves, to see if ūence would flow
Some fresh.and fruitfuĮļ showers upon my sunne-bum'd braine.

But words came haĮting forth' wanting Invenrion's stay,
Invendon' Nature's chiļd, fled step-dame Studie's bĮowes,
And oüers' feete sriļl seem'd but'strangers in my way.
Thus great wįth child to speake, and helplesse in myūrowes,

Biring my rrewand pen, bearing my selfe for spire,
'Foole'' said my Muse to me, 'Įooke in thy heārt and wrįte.'

Coming to hiss her lips

Coming to kiss her įips, (such grace I found)
Me seemed I smelt a garden of sweet flowers:
That dainry odours from them rhrew around
For damseļs fit to deck their lovers' bowers.

Her Įips did smelļ ļike unto gillyflowers,
Her ruddy cheeĮa like unto roses red:
Her snowy brows lįke budded belĮamoures,
Her loveĮy eyes like pinks but newly spread.

Her goodĮy bosom ļike a suawberry bed,
Her neck like to a bunch of colombines:
Her breast Įike ļiliies, ere ūeir leaves be shed,
Her nipples like young bĮossomed jessamines.

Such fragrant flowers do give most odorous smeįI,
But her sweet odour dįd them aII exceĮĮ.

Sonnet 130

My misress' eyes are noūing like the sun;
Coral is lar more red rhan her lips' red:
If snow be white, why then her breasķ are dun.
If hairs be wires' bĮack wįres groļ^/ on her head.
I have seen roses damask'd, red aņd white'
But no such.roses see ļ in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more deĮight
Than in the breath ūat lrom my misuess reeĮ<s.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pĮeasing sound:
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My mistress, when she walks, neads on ūe ground:

And yet, by heaven, I ūink my love ,įs rare
As, any she beįied wįth faļse comPare.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

Sonnet 140

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press
My tongue-ded patience with too much disdain;
Lest sorrow ļend me words, and words express
The manner of my piry-wandng pain.
If I might teach thee wįt, better it were, '
Though nor to love, yer, Iove, to rell me so;
As tesry sick men, when theū deaths be near,
No news but heaļth from their physicians know;
For, if I should despair, I should grow mad,
And in my madness might speak ilĮ of thee:
Now this ilĻwresting world is grown so bad,
Mad sļanderers by mad ears beĮievėd be. :

That I may not be so, nor thou beļied, l
Bear thinį eyes straight, ,ūgh ,hy ;Įud hea.t go widei

' *rLLraM ,r^*ar"uo*u '

Sonnet 57

Being your slave, what shouĮd I do but tend
Upon the hours and rimes of your desire?
I have no precious time at all to spend,
Nor services.to do, riĮl you require.
Nor dare Į chide the world_wįrhout-end hour
Whįist I' my sovereign, watch the cįock for you,
Nor rhink the bitterness of.absence sour
When you have bid your servanr once adieu;
Nor dare I quesrion with my jealous rhoughr
Where you mąy be, or your affairs suppose,
But, like a sad sĮave, stay and think of nought
Save, where you are how happy you make those

So true a fool is Įove that in your wilĮ,
Though you do any thing, he thinks no iIļ.

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

EDMUND SPENSER

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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My love is as a fever, longing stilll
For tļrat r.vhiclr longer nurseth2 the disease,
Feeding on that rvhic]r dotlr Preserve the iļl,3
Th' uncertain sickly appetitea to please,
My reason, the physician to my love,
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,
Hath ļeft me, and I desperate now aPProve
Desire is death, which physic did except.õ
Past cure I am, now reason is past carė,6
And frantic mad with evermoĪe unrest;
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are,
At random from the truth.vainly expressed;?
For I have srvorn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as bļack as hell, as dark as-night.

fiu,ė7x"*
When men shaĮlJind thy JĮower

When men shaĮ find thy flower, ūy gĮory, pass,
And thou, with careful brow sitting alone,
Receivėd hast this message.from ūy glasš,
That tells the truth and saį that alļ is gone;
Fresh shalt thou see iņ me the wounds ūou madest,
Though spent thy flame, in me ūe heat remaining:
I that have loved thee thus before ūou fadest,
My fait}r shall wax, when thou art in ūy waning.
The world shalįfind ūis miracle in me,
That fire can bum when aļļ the mātter's spent:
Then what my faith hath been thyself shaĮt see,
And that thou wast unkind thou may'st repenr"

Thou may'st Īepent that ūou hast scomed my
teaĪs'

When winter snows uPon ūy sable hairs.

'..?

*ear,e4@

5

It is most trtre that eyes aĪe formed to serve
The inward light,+ and that the heavenly part
ought to be king, from whose ruļes who do swerve,
Rebe]s to nature, strive for tļleir own smart.
It is most true, what we calļ Cupid's dart
An image is, which for oureļves \įe carve,
And, fools, adore in temple of our heart,
Tiļ] that good god make church and churchman starye.
True, that true beautv virtue is indeed,
Wļrereof this beauty can be but a shade,
Which eļements with nrortaļ mixture breed.5
True, that on eartlr we aĪe but pilgrims nrade,
And should in souļ up to our country move.
True, and yet tnre that I must Steila lote.t,?
Oh that my heart couWhft upon 0, strain

Oh that my heart could hir upon a suain
Wouļd strįke the music of my soul's desire;
Or that my soul could find that sacred vein
That seķ the consort of the angels' choir.
Or that that spirit of especial grace
That cannot stoop beneath the state of heaven
Within my souĮ wouļd take his settled place
With angels' Ens. to make his glory even.
Then should the namē of my most gracious King,
And glorious God, in higher runes be sounded
Of heavenly praise, than earü hath power to sing,
Wļere heaven' and earth, and angels, are confounded.

And souļs may sing while aļĮ heart strings are broken;
His praise is more than can in praise be spoken.

SAMUEL DANIEL

Lile ąs ahuntsman lJterwenry chlse

Like as a hunsman after weary chase,
Seeing the game from him escaped away,
Sįķ down to rest him in some shady place,
With panring hounds beņitaa of their prey:
So after long pursuit andvain assay,
When I all weary had rhe chase forsook,
The gentie deer retumed the seĮf-same way,
Thinking to quench her thįrst at the nexį brook.
There she behoĮding me wiū mįĮder ļook,
Sought not to fly, but fearless still dįd bide:
TįĮl I in hand her yet haĮf trembling took,
And wįth her own goodwiiĮ her firmly ried.

Strange thi.ng me seemed įo see a beast so wiļd,
So goodĮy won with her own wilĮ beguiled.

NICHOLAS BRETON

Sonnet 79

Men calļ you fayre, and you doe credit' it,
For that your selfe ye dayly such doe see:
But the trew fayre,' that is the gentle wit,
And vertuous mind, is mucļr more praysd of me.
For a]ļ the rest, how ever fayre it be,
Shaļļ turne to nought and ļoose that glorious hew:
But onely that is permanent and free
From frayle corrr_rption, that doth flesļr ensew."
That is true beautie: that doth argue you
To be divine and bornc of heavenly seed:
Derived from that fayre Spirit,6 from whom al
And perfect beauty did at first proceed.
LIe oneĮy fayre, and rvhat he fayre hath made:
Aļļ other fayre, lyke florvres, untymely fade.

beįieye

beauty

" form

outįast'

EDMUND SPENSER Ģrrzęa

true
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Who wi]l in fairest book of t'Įrt,lį ķno*,
How Virtue may best lodged in beauty be,
Let him but ļeaįn of Love to read in thee,
Steļļa, those fair lines, which true goodness show.

There shaļl he find aļļ vices' overthrow,
Not by rude force, but sweetest sovereiņŲ
Of reaion, from whose light those night birds 2 fly;
That inward sun in thine eyes shineth so.
And not content to be Perfection's heir
Thvself, dost strive all minds that way to move,
W'Ėo mark in thee what is in thee most fair.
So while thv beauty draws the heart to love,
As fast thv Virtue bends that love to good:
"But ah,'"desire stiļl cries, "give me sõme food."t*r

one dų Iwroteher name upon the strand

one day I wrote her name upon üe strand,
But Came ūe waves and washėd it away:
Again Į wrote it wįth a second hand,
But came the tįde, and made my pains his prey.
Vain man, saįd she, that dost in vain assay,
A mortaļ thing so to immortalise,
Bur I myself shaĮļ Įike to ūis decay,
And eke my name be wipėd out įikewise.
Not so (quod I), let baser ūings devise
To die in dust, but you shaĮl Įive by fame:
My verse your ūrtues rare shaļl eternise,
And il the heavens wrire your glorious name.

Where whenas deaū shaļļ alĮ the world subdue,
our ļove shalļ live, and ļater iife renew.

I saw the object oJ my pi'ning thouģt

ļ saw üe object of my pining thought
Within a garden of sweet Nature's placing;
Wherein an arbour, arri{iciaĮ wrought,
By worĮrnan's wondrous skįlĮ ūe garden gracing,
Did boast his gĮory, gĮory far renownėd,
For in his shady boughs my mistress sĮepr:
And ųįth a garland of his branches crownėd,
Her dainry forehead from the sun ykepr"
Imperious Love upon her eyelids tending,
PIŅng his wanton sports at every beck,
And into every finest limb descending,
From eyes to lips, from Įips ro ivory neck;

And every Įimb supplied, and t' every part
Had free actess, but durst not rouch her heart"

ĪHoMAs vr'AĪ5oN

fiu,trt"f@)
How many Pl'Įtry,JooĮish, painted things

How many paltry, foolish, painted things,
That now in coaches rroubĮe every street,
ShaĮļ be forgorten, whom no poet sings,
Ere they be weĮl-wrapped in ūeir winding sheet?
Where I to thee Etemiry shaĮl give,
When noūing else remaineū of üese days,
And queens hereafter shaļĮ be glad to live
Upon üe alms of ūy superfluous praise;
Virņns and matrons reading ūese my rhymes,
Shall be so much delighted with ūy story,
That ūey shall grieve, ūey lived not in these rimes,
To have seen ūee, their Sex's only glory:

So shaļt thou fly above the vulgar ūrong,
Still to survive in my immortaĮ song.

MICHAEL DRAYTON

Itt others sing

Let others sing of knights and paladins
In agėd accents and untimely words,
Paint shadows in imaginary lines,
Whįch well ūe reach of their high wįts records:
But I must sing of rhee, and those fair eyes
Authenrįc shalĮ my verse in time to come,
When yet the unborn shaĮl say, ,Lo, where she lies,
Whose beaury made him speak that else was dumb.,
These are the ark, the mophies, I erecr,
That fortiĻ thy name against old age;
And these ūy sacred virtues must protect
Against rhe dark and Time's consuming rage.

Though the error of my youth in theį 
"įp"".,Suffice they show I Įived, and įoved ūee āea..

SAMUEL DANIEL

Not nraLblc, nor thc gil,tJJmonurncnts
of princes, slraļl orrtlivc tlris 1>orvcrftrl rh1,ņ1ę,
Btrt you sļrall sļrine nrore briģht in thesc-conįcrrts
Than rtrrswept stone, besmeaiecl with sļrrttislr time.r
Wlrerl wasteftrļ ķ,ar slralļ stirtttes or'crtttrn,
Arrd broils Īoot oįlt tlrc work of trlasotrrv'
Nor Mars his2 sword nor wär's qtrick firc'shall btrrn
Tltc livirrg record of voįlr lt)en'įor\,.
'Gairr st dca th a n d aļ'|_obliviotrs cn rrri tv:ļ
SĮall yorr pacc fortlr; yotrr praise slraĪļ stlļl firtcļ roorrr
Įven in tlrc cycs of all posĮerity
Tllat rvear thiį worlcļ or.it to tllä encling cloom.a
S-o, till tļrc ItrcĮgment thlt yotrrself arise]
Yor-t livc irl this, arrcļ cļrvcļ'I ilr lovers' cycs.

Like as tļte waves 
'-lrnķ. 

f3,"^ras thc pebblecl sĮrore,
So cļo otrr mintrtes 

'ļrasten to theįr end;
Eaclt clranging placc ų'itlr tļrat rvlriclr goes bcfore,
Īrl scc1trcrlt toiļ aļ'l forwrrrcls do colrtencl.1
Nrrtivitv, oncc itr tļrc rtritin2 of liglrt,
Crllrvļs to rrratttritl,, rvlrcrcwitļr llcing cro''l'rrcc1,
Crookcd cclipscs gainst his glory fight,
Ancl tįmc tl-rat gave doth rloų, lris gift corrfortrrd.
Tinrc cļoth trarūfix tļre flotrrisl-r 3 sct on yolrtlr
Ancl clcļr'es tlrc parallels irt llelrrty's bro'ni',

Iieeds on tļle rarities of nattrre's trtrtlr,
r\nd uothing stands but for his scythe to tnorv.
Arrd yet to tirllcs in lropea my verse-sha'ļļ stirnd,
Praising tlry wort'lr, clespite his crtreļ hanc1.

EDMUND SPENSER
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F'Llz ABETĮĮAN NON-DRAMATIC VERS E
Edmund Spenser (1552-1599) the greatest non-dramatic poet of the English Renaissance
Puritan, graduate of Cambridge (B.A. & M.A.), had series of positions in the retinues of
prominent men, incl. the Earl of Leicester, the queen's favourite, in whose househoļd came to
know Sir Philip Sidney and his friend Sir Edward Dyer, courtiers who were interested in
promoting English poetry. Inspired by them wrote his "The Shepheardes Calender' (1579)

whįch he dedicated to Sidney (''Goe little book: thyself present/As child whose parent is

unkent/To him that is the president/of noblesse and of chevaĮree."). Įt consists of 12 pastoral

eclogues, one for each month of the year. Commenįator E.K. divided the eclogues into 3

groups: plaintive, recreative, moral. Arclraįc lg, partly out of homage to Chaucer (Tityrus, god

of shepherģin the book), partly for rustic effect. Skillful use of many verse forms, a ''word-
musiciann who inaugurated the "new poetry" of the Elizabethans. A prolific experimenter: in
the nCalender'' aļone he used 13 differerlt meters, some invented, some adapted, most of tlreą
novel; a special rhyme scheme of the Spenserian sonnet in his sonnet sequence nAmoretti',

adaptations of ltalian canzone forms for ''Epithalamionn,and',ņPr:othalamion' and the nine-line
sįanza of 'The Faerie Queene'' (l590, first tlrree books published). ''FQ'': interpretations range
from: a romantic and moralistic yet highly topical epic of the Elizabethans, a verbal symphony
for the Romantics, an esoteric poem full of complicated symbol-systems subject to highly
personal interpretations for the New Critics, a cross-word puzzle for symbol-seekers, allusion-
spotters, source-hunters. It is definitely: l) a romance of knight-errantry, a romantic epic like
Ariosto's ''orļando Furioso'' (l516), 2) an allegory like Torquato Tasso's ''Gerusalenrme

Liberaįa'' (1575), 3) a ''courtesy book'' like Castiglione's ''Courtier'' (out of 12 planned books
6 were finished exhibiting virtues -Holiness, Temperance, Chastity, Friendship, Justice,
Courtesy), 4) it deals with contemporary polities and ideology (Gloriana, the Faerie Queen,
Belphoebe - Elizabeth I, Duessa - Mary Queen of Scots būt also the Church of Rome etc.), 5)

it is also a series of psychoĮogical landscapes of both men and women.

Vogue for Neo-Platonic love sonnets 1591 (Sidney's "Astrophel'and Stella.) - 1593-4

Samuel Daniel (1562-1619) protege and neighbour of Lady Pembroke, Sidney's sister. Sonnet
sequence''Delįa'' (1592)
Mįchael Drayton ((1536-163l) sonnet Sequence ''Idea'' (1594)
Shakespeare's sonnets (1598?)

Age of Song
Anthologies published yearly between 1557 (''Toįtel's Miscellany'') to 16C0 (''A Handful qf
Pleasant Delights'', ''A Gorgeous Galļery of Gallant Inventionsn, ''The Paradise of Dainty
Devices", "The Phoenix Nest", "England's Helicon")
broadside ballad madrigal air
great Elizabethan song books Thornas Campion (1561-1620)

ELIZABETHAN FĮCTION/PROSE
besķsellers: baĮlads, jest books' chivalric and pastoral romances, long poems' short stories,
Bibles, prayer books, religious tracts, Latin grammars, practical books like almanacs (calendars

with loķ of practical information)

:,ļį
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John Lyly (155a-1606) grandson of tlre fanrous William Lily ('Eton Latin Gramfiläf''), one of

the most exquisite persons of lris age. ''Euphues: the Anatomy of Wįt'' (PaĖ I' L578)'

llEuphues and His Ļngland" (Part Īr' rssoi ''euphuistic'' style - a combination of laboured

elegance, unnatural ū*rõry, classical allįsion, contrived antitlresis, occasional flashes of genuine

Įį] u"rķur ingenuity, sententiousness, weighty learning liglrtly handled. . Ī
Robert Greene (1560-1592) the Įitera.įJrlu*"t"on 9Ī hīs aģe' a typical.Elizabethan: rather

poor, educated at Cambridge, ķavelļeį in ltaly, lived a Ēohemian's life in the London

underworld. 20 ,'eupī,rķtį",ioonels/romanceŠ: ''õwydonius or the Card of Fancy" nMorando,

the Tritameron of Love", "Arbosto,-itt. enuto"ty 
-ot 

Fortune" nCiceronis Amor or Tully'

Loven. cony-catching pamhlets, "Greene's Groatsworth of wit Bought with a Million of

Repentance"
Thomas Lodge (1558-I625) "euphuistic" rotnance "Rosalinde' (1590)

ThomasNashe(1567.1601)successorofGreeneasaparnphletee!.lh"autlrorofthefirst
picaresque novel in England "The Unfortunate Travelier, or the Lįfe of Jack Wįltorr''

Thomas Deloney (1543?-1600?) popular balladist, noveļist of craftsmen ''Thomas of Reading''

(about clothiers), iJack of Newbuiyii (utr. weavers), "The Gentle Craft" (ab' shoemakers)

'university wits" (common univ. ua"tĮ'ound): Lyiy, Greene' Į'odge' Nashe' George Peele'

Christopher Marlowe i

ELIZABETHAN DRAMA
John Heywood's interludes or farces in the reign.of.Henry VIli
after l5j0 formation of the troops of professionaĮ players

public playlrouses outside the corporaįe linrits: in tĖe Shoreditch suburb outside the city

Theatre and Curtairr (1657), Fottune (1600)' Red BulĮ (1605), on the,south bank

Thames opposite the City i. the cou.Ly oi Surr"y - Rose (iSg?, Swan (1595)' Globe

Hope (1614)
"piiu"Į.' playhouses: Paul's Boys, Blackfriars, IltIrs of Court ,

choristers of Chapel Royal, boy acrors of London scļrools - St' Paul's, Westlninster' MercĮrant

Taylors'

ffitril 2,54-tg4B.c.) plautine - boisterous tow comedy of middle-and lower class life

Terence (c. 190-159 B.C.) Terentian - polished,-humanitarian' psychologically motivated

Nicholas Udall, ļreadmasįer of Westmiirster public school "Ralph Roister Doister" (1553)

Wiņiam Stevenson, master of Christ's Coliege, Cambridge ltGammer Gurtonts Needle"

of contemporary ltalian comedies

1581 and 1590 - witty and thinly disguised allegories intended to

walls -

of the
(1599),

(157s)
translations and adaPtations

Lyly 7 comedies between

flatter Elizabeth
PeeĮe Greene

-d
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AegĮoga Quartaī

ARGUMENT

This Aeglogue is purposely intended to the honor and prayse of our
most gracious sovereigne, Queene Elizabeth. The speakers herein be
Hobbinoļl and Thenot, two shepheardes:.the-which Hobbinoll being
before mentioned, greatly to have loved:Colin; is here set forth more
laryely, complayning hirn of thät boyesigreat mišadventure in Love,
whereby his mynd was aļienate and with drāwen not onely from him,
who moste loved him, but also from aļl former delightes and studies,
aswell in pleasaunt pyping, as conningl ryming and singing, and other
his laudable exercises. Whereby he taļ<eth occasion, for proofe of his
more excellencie and skill in poetrie, to recorde a sgnge! which the sayd
Colin sometime made in honor of her Maiestie, whom 'ąbruptelya he

','.,'..
THENoT noBsiNoI-L . ,,, ., , 1

Tell me good Hobbinoļļ, what gārres thee greete?' .

WhatT hath some Wolfe thy tender Lambes ytorne?

ļ. When Tfie Shepheardu Calender was pub- shot pastoraĮ poem in the form of , dirlogu. o,
ļished in 1579, each ofthe 12 eclogues was fol_ soliloquy. Spenser's spelling is based on a faļse
lowedbya"Glosse,"whichcontainedexplications etymology (oir_goaį + logos*peech), satisĻing,
of difficult or a rchaic words, together wi įh lea rned according to E- K. , "Goįeheards įales. '' The il I us-
discussions of-and disagreements with_Spen- hation PoĪtreys Colin CIouį (the Shepherd per
ser's ideas, imagery' and poetics_ The glosses are sona assumed by Spenseį piping a song of
by one "E. K. , " whom some scholars identiĻ with Elizabeth, shorvn lvith įhe ladies of her court. The
one ofSpenser's friends, oįhers with Spenser him- shepherds fienot and Hobbinol are in the bacļ<-

sell E. K.'s editorial apparatus is usually pub- ground,andtheastrologicalsignforApril,Taurus
lished along with the poems. In these notes, the the bull, iš at thė top ofthė pictuie.
editors have incorporaĮed the glosses that are espe- 3. LĮäihing. -

ciallyusefultothemodernreader;theyaremarked 4. Wiįhasuddenihān e.'
ĮE. K.]. The original spelling is retained. 5. "Causeth thee weepe and complain" ĮE- K.ļ
2. Fourth Eclogue. An eclogue ("aeglogue") is a

or is thy Bagpype broke, tlrat soundes Šo sweete?
or art thou of thy lovėd lasse forlorneo?

s Or bene thine eyes attempred to the yeare,6

Quenching the gasping furrowes thirst with rayne?
Like April shoure, so stremes the trickling teares
Adowne thy cheeke, to quenche thy thirstye" payne.

ļJ
\'\

HOBBINOLL

Nor thys, nor thaĻ so muche doeth make me mourne,
ro But for the ladde,T whome long I lovd so deare,

Nowe loves a lasse,s that all his love doth scorne:
He plongd in payne, his tressėd, locks dooth teare. curled

Shepheards delights he dooth them aļļ forsweare,
Hys pleasaunt Pipe, whych made us meriment,

r5 He wylfully hath broke, and doth forbeare
His wonted songs, wherein he all outwent.e

THENOT

What is he for a Ladde,ļ. you so lan-rent?
Ys ļove such pinching payne to them, that prove?
And hath he skill to make2 so excellent,

z0 Yet hath so ļittle skill to brvdle love?

toeur*or-r-

Coļin thou kenst,o the Southerne shepheardes boye: knowest
Hinr Love lrath wounded with a deadĪy darte.
Whiļome'on him was all my care and ioye, once
Forcingo with gyfts to winne I'ris wanton heart. stri.t,in1

25 But now from me hys maddingo nrynd is fooĮishstarte," broken avay
And woes the Widdowes daughter of the glenne:l
So nowe fayre Rosalind hatlr breddeo hys smart, cąused
So now his frend is clraungėd for a frenne." stran1eĪ

THENOT

But if hys ditties bene so trimly dight,+
)0 I pray thee Hobbinoll, recordeo some one: sirrg

forsaken

thirsĮy

6. "Agreeab|e to įhe seāson of the yeare, that is
Aprill. rvhich moneth is most benį įo shoures arrd
seasonable rayne: to quench . . . the drought" ĮE.
K.ļ. "Bene'': are.
7. "CoIin Clout'' ĮE. K.ļ; "for'': that.
8. "Rosalinda'' ĮE. K.].
9. His usual songs, rvhich surpassed those ofail
others.
ļ. "What maner ofLadde is he?" ĮE. K.].

2. "To rime and versiĻe" įE. K.]. "Maker" is the
Greek rvord lor "poet."
3. "He calleth Rosalind the Widowes daughĮer of
the glenne, that is, o[ a country Hamlet or bor
ough, which I thinke is rather sayde to concele the
person, then simply spoken. For it is rvell knos,en
. . . įhat shee is a Gentle wonran of o meane
house" [E. K.j. "Woes": rvoos.
4. "Ädorned'' [E. K.].



THe SHspįIEenons CareNoon. ApnllL

The whiļes our flockes doe graze about in sight,
And we close shrowded in thys shade alone.

HOBBINOLL

Contented l: then will I singe his laye'
Of fayre Elisa, Queene of shepheardes all:5
Which once he made, as by a spring he laye,
And tunėd it unto the Waters faļ].

"Ye dayntye Nymphs, that in this bļessėd Brooke
doe bathe your brest,
For sake your watry bowres, and hether looke,

at my request:
And eke you Virgins, that on Parnasse dwell,
Whence floweth Heļicon the ļearnėd well,6

Helpe me toblazeT
Her worthy praise,

Which in her sexe doth aļl excelļ.

"Of fayre Eļisa be your silver song,
that blessėd wight:o

The flowre of Virgins, may shee florish long,
In princely plight."

For shee is Syrinx daughter without spotte,
Which Pcn the shepheards God of her begot:8

So sprongo her grace
Of heavenly race,

No mortalļ blemishe may her blotte.

"See, where she sits upon the grassie greene,
(O seemely'sight)

Ycļad in Scarļot like a mayden Queene,
And Ermines white.

Upon her head a Cremosino coronet,
With Damaske roses and Daffadilļies set:

Bayleaves betweene,
And Primroses greene

Embeļļish9 the sweete Violet.

son8,

E lruNo SpsNsgn

"Tell me, have ye seene her angelick face,
Like Phoebe fayre?'

Her lreavenly haveour,o her princely grace bearing
can you well compare?

The Redde rose medled with the White yfere,2
In either cheeke depeincteno lively chere. depict

Her nrodest eye,
Her Majestie,

Where have you seene the like, but tl-rere?

"I sawe Phoebus thrust out his golden l.redde,
upon l.rer to gaze:

But when he sawe, how broade her beames did spredde,
it did him amaze.

He bļusht to see another Sunne beļowe,
Ne durst againe his Īyrye face out showe:]

Let him, if he dare,
His brightnesse compare
With hers, to have the overthrowe.+

"Shewe thy selfe Cynthias with thy silver rayes,
and be not abasht:

When shee the beames of her beauty displayes,
O how art thou dasht?

But I wiļl not match her witlr Latonaes seede,
Such folļie great sorow to Niobe did breede.6

Now she is a stone,
And makes dayly mone,

Warning all other to take heede.

"Pan may be proud, that ever he begot
such a Beļlibone,7

And Syrinx reįoyse, that el,er was her ļot
to bėare such an one.

Soone as my younglings cryen for the dan.r,
To her will I offer a miļkwhite Lamb:

Shee is my goddesse plaine,o absoĮute

And I her shepherds swayne,o servant
Aļbee forslvonck and forswatt I am.8

+\
4ļ

5. "ln all this songe is not to be respected, what

the worįhinesse of her Maiestie dese*etlr, nor what

to the highnes o[ a Prince is agreeable, but whaį is

moste comely for the meanesse of a shepheards
witįe, or to conceive, or to utler" ĮE. K.].

6. "The nine Muses, daughters of Apollo and

Memorie, whose abode įhe Poeįs faine įo be on
Parnassus, a hiil in Grece" ĮE, K.ļ. According to

Spenser and E. K., Helicon is a well or spring aĮ

įhe foot of Parnassus, but in fact it is a mounįāin
itse|f sacĪed įo the Muses.

being

conditįon

sprung

pĮeasing

crįmson

7. A bļason was a poem cataloguing and praising

a lady's various physicsļ features.
8. "Syrinx is the name of a Nymphe of Arcadie,
whom when Pan being in love pursued. . . . By
Pan is here meant įhe most famous and vicįorious
King, her highnesse Father, late of worthy mem-
orye K. llenry the eyght" ĮE. K.]. "Without spotte"

qualiEes Syrinx, not daughter, a covert repudia-

įion of the scandals surrounding Anne Boleyn.
9. "BeautiĻe and set ouį'' [E. K-ļ, i.e., by con-
trast ofcolors.

l. "The Moone, rvhom įhe Poets faine to be sisįer
unto Phoebus, that is the Sunne" [8. K.].
Z. "TogeĮhei'ĮE. K.ļ. "Med|ed": mingled. Eliz_
abeįh, ļike her father Henry VllĪ, descends from
both fhe houses of Lancaster and of York (symbol-
ized, respectively, by the red and the rvhite rose),

rvhose conflicting claims įo įhe throne caused the
Hu dred Years' War.
l. Shorv abroad.
4. Be overthrorvn.

5. "The Moone" ĮE. K.ļ.
6. When Niobe vaunted herselIabove Latona by
reason o[her seven sons and seven daughters, the
goddess caused her hvo children, Apollo and Diana,
to slay Niobe's entire progeny, after which her sor-

rorv transformed her to stone.

7 ' A beĮle bo ne: "hornely spoken for a fayre nrayde

or Bonilasse'' ĮE. K.].
8. "Overlaboured and sunneburnt" [8. K.].



Tue Sgepune 'ous C.ąLBruoen. ApRrrr-

"l see Calliopee speede her to the place,
where my Goddesse shines:

And after her the other Muses trace,o step

wįth their Violines.
Beneo they not Bay braunches,l which they doe beare, are

Alļ for Eļisa in her hand to weare?
So sweetely they play,
And sing all the way,

That it a heaven is to heare.

"Lo how finely the g.acesz can it foote
to the Instrument:

They dauncen deffly," and singen soote,o nimbĮylsweet

in their meriment.
Wants not a fourth grace, to make the daunce even?
Let that rowmeo to my Lady be yeven:o pĮaeelgiven

She shaļbe a gĪace,
To Ļll the fourth place,

And reigne with the rest in heaven.

"And whither Īenneso this bevieo of Ladies bright, runslcompany

ļ05

t20

raungėd in a rowe?
They bene all Ladyes of the ļake] belright,

that unto her goe.
Chļoris,a that is the chiefest Nymph of al,
of oļive braunches beares a Coronaļļ:o

Olives beneo for peace,
When wars doe surcease:t25

Such for a Princesse bene principall.' princeĮy

"Ye shepheards daughters, that dweļļ on the greene,
hyeo you there apace:o comelquickĮy

Let none come there, but that Virgins bene,
to adorne her grace.

And when you come, whereas shee is in place,
See, ihat your rudenesse doe not you disgrace:

Binde your filletso faste, hair ribbons

And gird in your waste,o , vaist

For more finesse, with a tawdrie ļace.5

Eot"tulro Sptxsen

"Brirrg l-retĮrer tl-re Pincke and purple Cullambine,
Witlr Gelļiflorvres:

Bring Coronations, and Sops in wine,
worne of Paramoures.o

Strowe me tl.re ground with Daffadorvndillies,
And Co ,sļips, and Kingcups, and lovėd Lillies:

The pretieo Pawnce,
And the Chevisaunce,6

Shaļļ nratch ivitl-r tlre fayre flowre Delice.

"Nor.v ryse up Elisa,7 deckėd as thor-r art,
in royall aray:

Ar-rd norv ye daintie Danrseļļs nray depart
echeoneo her way.

I feare, I have troubled your troupes too longe:
Let dame Eliza thanke you for her song.

And if you con.re hether,
Wlren Damsineso I getĮrer,

I will part tlren alļ you among."8

THENOT

And was tĮriļko sanre song of Colins owne making?
Alr foolisļr boy, tlrat is witlr ļove yblent:o
Great pittie is, he be in sucl'r taking,o
For nauglrt caren, tļlat bene so lewdly bent.9

HOBBINOLL

Sickero I lroļd hin-r, for a greater fon,o
That loves tlre iĮring, lre cannot purchase.
But ļet us homeward: for night drarveth on,
And twincling starres the daylight hence cĮrase.

Th er'r ots Err-rbļerrre l

O quam te ntentoretn virgo?
Hobbinoļļs Enbļenle

O dea certe.

ll0

t+0

į]5

ŠļÕs

9- The muse of epic poetry.
l_ "Be the signe ofhonor and vicĮory. . . and eke

Įalso] of famous Poeh" [E. K.].
Z. "Be three sistem, the daughtes ofļupiter, whose

names are Aglaia, Thalia, Euphrosyne . . . whom
įhe Poetes feyned to be Goddesses of al bountie
and comelines" ĮE. K.]. "Foote": dance.

3. Nymphs. E. K. records the ancienį view that

ļ50

cīown
are

ls5

every spring and founįain had a goddess as its sov-

ereign. "Behight": called.
4. According įo E. K., the nymph of flowers and

green herbs; her name signi6es greenness-

5. l.e., to present a finer appearance, with a band

of lace bought aį the fair of Sį. Audrey (Ethel-
dreda).

loyers

pretty

each one

too

pĮunls

6. AIl these āre nlmes o[Eotvers common ilr pas_

torįl poetry. "Coronaįions" are carnations; "5op5

in ,ine" are clore pirks; "paunce," the pansy;
''daffadosldillies," daffodils; "flowre Delice (fleur

de lis)," a kind oliris; "chevisaunce" may be a spe-

cies of 'allflower.
7. "ls the conclusion. For having so decked her
s,itĮt pratses aird comparisons, he retrrrneth aIl the
įlrarrcĻ of lrys laboure įo the excellerrcie of her
Īr4rjcstie'' įE. K.ļ.
8. Anroug you rll.

įfiįs
bĮinded

pliBht
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9. I.e., for they that are so foolishly inciined are
heedless of everythilg.
l. An "enrblenle'' i5 a motįo or relevant qUota-

tion. Both enlblems are from Acneid ļ'ļ27_8, it
rvhich Aeneas is overrvļreļtned by tlre appeararrce

of Venus in the guise of one of Dianat maidens
and cries ouį: "By rvhat name should ļ call thee,

O maiden? . . . O goddess surely." E- K. notcs
thaį Flobbinoll and Thenot are similar|y struck witlr
amazenent by įhe "divirre" Eļizabeth_

sureĮyl fooĮ
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Thc'ncc passing forth, thcy shortfiido arrivc,
Whereas the Bori,re of Blisse rvas situate:
A place pickt out by choice of best alive,2
That natures worke by art can imitate:
Iņ which what ever in this worļdly state
!s sweet, and pleasing unto livinģ sense,
or.that may dayntiest fantasie agįrate,"or. that may dāyntiesĪ fantasie ag:grate,"
Was pourėd forth with plentifuĪ|dispence'.
.d maāe there to abound with lavish äffi,l"r,,And made there to a with lavish āffiuence.

Goodly it was enclosėd ,oura ,#įt,
Aswell their entred guestes to keepe within,
As those unruly beasts to hold wiĪhout;
Yet was the fence thereof but weake ,.rd thi.r;
Nought feard their force, that fortilage. to win, fortaĮice, fort
But wisedomes Poļryre, and temperauices mighĮ,3
By which the mightiest things ėfforcėd bin:; v)eĪe

_ Ą"d eke the gate was wrought of substaunce light,
Rather for pleasure, theņ forįattery or Ēght.

Yt framėd was of preciou, ,uorn 
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That seemd a worke of admirable wit;
And therein all the famous history
Qf ļason and Į4edaea was ywrīti-'
Her mighty charmes, her furious loving fit,
His goodly colquest of the golden fleece,
His falsėd faith, and ļove toõ lightly flit,
The wondred: Argo, which in vēnturous peece admired

First through the Euxine seas bore aļl the floĻr of Greece"

Ye-might have- seene the frothy ffito,o.. f.y' foam
Under the ship, as thorough them she went,
That seemd the waves were into yvory,
or yvory into tlre waves were senĮ;
And other where the snowy substaunce sprent
With vermeļ],' ļike the boyes bloud therein shed, yermiĮion
A piteous spectacle did represent,
Änd otherwhiles' with'gold besprinkelėd; elsewhere

Yt seemd th' enchaunted līame, which did Creüsa wed.a

4.. Jis9l,in.his ship the,4rgo, sought Medea for Creüsa; in revenge, Mėdea
įhe Golden Fleece of the king of Coļchls; gave the girl a drĻs whįch įürst into
įhe wįtch Medea, the king's daughtcr, fire when she puį it on; the flame con-
feļl in love with him and used ',her sumed and thrjs,,wed,,-her (line 4O5).
mighty charmes'' to help him obtain This taįe oI unnaįural ,,fuiious lov-
ļ!.(lines 392_93). The "boyes bloud,, ing,,,with aII iįs atįendant violence, is
(line 4O2) IeferS įo Absyrįus, Medea's appropriatc įo įhe Bower-
youngcr brother, whose body she cuį into
pieces and scattered, to delay her fath-
er's pursuit by making him stop to col-
lect Įhe fragmenįs. Laįer. Jason deserted

All this,_and more might in that4įodly gate
Be red; that ever opēn stood to āļļ,5 "
Which thither came: but in the Ėorch there sate
A comely personage of stature tall,
And sembļaurrce' pleasing, more than naturaļl,
That travelļers'to Ėim seč*d to entize;
His-ļooser" garment to the ground did'fa]ļ,
And flew about his hee]es iā wanton wize,

Not Et for speedy Pace, oĪ manly exercize.

'I-hey in that place him Genius"frd caļļ:
Not that ceļestia]ļ Powre, to whom the care
of ļife, and generaĮion oĪ alļ
That Iives,-pertaines in charge particulare,
Who .rvondrotrs- things concä*i.,g ou, *.ifrr.,
And straunge phantomes doth ļeius oft forsee,
And oft of secret i]ļ bids us beware:

,. That.isou-r Selfe, whom though we do not see,
Yet each doth in him seļfe it weĪl perceive to bee.

pĮease, satiģy
ĮiberaĮity

TTrcrefore a Gocl him ,ng. Antifilty
Did wisely make, ancl good Agdistes call:
But this same was to that quiĮe contrary,
Thc foe oflife, that good envyes' to alĪ, grud,
That secretly doth us PĪocure to fall,
Through guilefull semblaunts,' which he makes us see. įlI.ĮJSi(

He of this Gardin hacļ the governall,
Arrcļ Pļcastrres porter rvas devizd" to bee,

LĮoldirig a staffe in lrand for nrorc formaļitee"

Wįtlr cliverse floų,res he ctaintily 1-f,as cļeckt,
And strowėd roLrnd about, and by his side
A mighty m^zer" bortĮe of wine was set,
As if it had to ļrim bcne sacrifide;

conside
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lVherewith aļļ nerv-come guests he gratifide:
So did he eke Sir Guyon passing by:
But ļre his idle curtesie defide,
And overthrew his bowle disdainfully;

Arrd broke his staffe, rvith w]rich he charmėd semblants sly.6

5o
Thus being entrcd, they behold around

A large and spacious plaine, on every side
:Stro'ųied with pleasauns," whose faire grassy ground 8õīC
N4antled with,greene, and goodly beautifide
Witlr aļļ the ornaments of Floraes pride,
Wlrerervith her mother Art, as haļfe in scome
,Of niggard Nature, like a pompous bride
Did decke her, and too lavishly adorne,

When forth from virgin bowre she comes in th' early morne.T

Thereto tire Heavens alwayes 1""Į1r," propitl
Lookt on tlrem lovely,' stiĮļ in stedfast state, -..- įoyįt
Ne suffred storme nor frost on them to fall,
Their tender buds or leaves to violate,
Nor scorching heat, nor cold intemperate
T'affiict the creatures, which therein did dwe]ļ,
But the milde aire with season moderate
Gently attempred, and disposd so weļl,

That stiļi it breaĮhėd forth swēet spirit and holesome smelļ.

More sweet and holesome, th.r, tįį pieasaunt hill
Of Rhodope, on which the Nimphe, that bore
A gyaunt babe, her selfe for griefe did kill;
or the Tlressaļian Tempe, wlrere of yore
Faire Daphne Phoebus hart with love did gore;
or lda, wlrere the Gods ļoved to repaire,
When ever they their heavenly bowres forlore;8

p. DescrĮcd. Thc nymrlh Rhodopc,_who charmed Apollo so that he pursued Į.
had a "gyaunt babe," Athos, by. Nep- until she piayed for aid and rvas įurnįunc (lincs 460_62)' was lurned lnįo inįo a laureļ tree; Mount lda rvas tį mounįain; Daphne,,another,nymph, scene of the rape of Ganymede and t

.judgmenį of Paris, and the gods watch
the Trojan War lrom iįs heights. The
are all allusions to violent and unhapl
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Muses, and to įhe Garden of Eden.

Or srlcct ljartlassc, tlrc ļraurrt of Ņ4r_rses fairc.
or ļļc]cn sclfe, if ouģlt 

",itt-r 
E'r]err lnote .o,r'pri...

lt4ucļl ų,onc]rcd Giryon at tlie fai?3 aspect
of tļrat su,cet pĮacc, yct suffrcd rlo dclight
'Ī'o sirrcke irrto his sellce, l-įor mind affect,
But passed fortļr, and ļookt stiļl forward right,' straight aI

Bridling his rvill, and maistering his might:
Tiļļ that hc came unto another gate;
No gate, but lįke one, being goodly dight
With boughes and braunches, which did broad dilate' spread

Their clasping aĪmes, in wanton wreathings intricate.

So fashionėd a Porch with rare JJ,..,
Archt over head with an embracing vine,
Whose bounches hanging downe, sįemed to entice
Äll passers by, to tast their ļushious wine
And did themseļves into their hands incļine,
As freely offering to be gatherėd:
Some deepe empurpied as the Hyacint,
Some as the Rubine, laughing sweetly red,

Some ļike faire Emeraudes, not yet well ripenėd.

+g
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An^d them amongst, some were o?5bu.n;rht gota,

So made by art, to beautifie the rest,
Which did themselves emongst the leaves enfold,
ÄsJuking from the vew of cĮvetous guest,
That the weake bowes, with so rich ]oād opprest,
Did bowe adowne, as over-burdenėd.
Under that Porch a comely dame did rest,
Cļad in faire weedes," but fowļe disorderėd,

And garments loose, that seemd unmeet for womanhed,"
56

ln her left hand a Cup of gold she held,
And with her right the riper" fruit did reach,
Whose sappy liquor, that with fulnesse sweļd,
Into her cup she scruzd,' with daintie breach
Oi her fine fingers, without fowle empeach,"
That so faire wine-presse made the wine more sweet:
Thereof she usd to give to drinke to each,
Whom passing by she happenėd to meet:

It was her guise,' alĮ Straungers goodly so to greet.

So she to Guyon ofired it to trrt?7
Who taking it out of her tender hond,
The cup to ground did violently cast,
That aļļ in peeces it was broken fond,' fountļ
And with the liquor stainėd alļ the ļond.' Įand
Whereat Excesse exceediųly was wroth,

Yet no'te' the same amend, ne yet r'r'ithstond, knew not how to

But suffered him to passe, alĮ' were she loth; aĮthough

Who nought regarding her displeasure forrvard goth.

58
There the most daintie Paradise on ground,

It selfe doth offer to his sober eye,
In which all pleasures pĮenteously abound,
And none does others happinesse envye:
The painted flowres, the trees upshooting hye,
.The āales for shade, the hiļles for breathing space,
The trembling groves, the Christaļl running by;
And that, which aļļ faire workes doth most aggrace,'

The art, which aļl that wrought, appearėd in no place.

59
one wou]d have thought (so cunningly, the ņdg,

And scornėd parts ūere'mingted w'ith the fine)
That nature had for wantonesse ensude'
Art, and that Art at nature did repine;"
So striving each th' other to undermine,
Each did .tļre others workę more beautifie;
So diff'ring both in willes, agreed in fine:e
So all agreed through sweete diversitie,

'lhis Gardiu to adome with all varietie.

And in the midst of all, a fountaine stood,
Of richest substaunce, that on earth might bee,
So pure and shiny, that the silver flood
Through every chanrrelĮ runrring one might see;

Most goodiy it with curious imageree
Was o"ue,-*iought, and shapes of-naked boyes,
Of which some seemd with lively iollitee,
To fly about, playing their wanton toyes,'

Whiļest others did them seļves .?|rr' in liquid ioyes.

And over all, of purest gold was spred,
A trayle of yvie in his native hew:
For the rich metalļ was so colourėd,
Thai wight, who did not rveļļ avised it vew,
Wouļd sureĮv deenre it to be wie trew:1
l,ow lris ļascivįous armes adoĻn did creepe,
That tlremseļves dip1>irrg in the siļver dew,

- Theįr fleccy flowrei ilre! tenderly did steepe,
Whicļl' dro1li of Cļlristaļį seemd för wantonäs" on u'hich/vantonī7els

to weePe' 
6z

ļnfinit strearrlcs contintralļy did ųelļ
out of tļris fountaine, sivcet and fairc to see,
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Tlre wļrich into an arrrple laver" fell,
And shortly grew to so great quantitie,
That ļike a ļittļe lake įt seenrd to bee;
\\rhose depth exceeded not three cubits hight,
That through the waves one might the bottom see,
All pavėd beneatlr witlr ļasper shining bright,

That sįemd the fountaine in that sea did sayle upright.
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And aļļ the margent round about wes set'
With shady Laureļl trees, thence to defend"
The sunny beames, which on the billowes bet,
And those which tlrerein bathėd, mote ofiend.
As Guyon hapned by the same to wend,
Two nāked Damzeļles he therein espyde,
Which therein bathing, seemėd to contend,
And wrestle wantonly, ne cared to hyde,

Their dainty PaĪts fĪom vew of any, which them eyde.
64

Sometimes the one wouļd ļift the other quight
Above the wateĮs, and then downe againe
Her plong, as over maisterėd by might,
Where both awhile wouļd coverėd remaine,
And each the other from to rise restraine;
The whiles their snowy limbes, as through a vele,
So through the Clrristall waves appearėd plaine:
Then sučdffiy both would thenisįļves unhele,'

And th' amaĪous sweet spoiles.to greedy eyes revele.
65

As that faire Starre, the messenger of morne,
His deawy face out of the sea doth reare:
Or as the Cyprian goddesse,2 newly borne
Of th' oceans fruitfu]ļ froth, did first appeare:
Such seemėd they, and so their yellow heare
Christaļ]ine humouĖ droppėd downe apace.
Whom such when Guyon saw, he drew him neare,
And somewhat gan relent his earnest pace,

His stubborne brest gan secret pleasaunce to embrace.

The wanton Maidens him espying, stood
Gazing a whiļe at his unwonted guise;'
Then th' one her selfe low duckėd in the flood,
Abasht, that her a straunger did avise:'
But th' other rather higher did arise,
And her two lilly paps aloft displavd,
And all, that might his melting hart entise
To her delights, she unto him bewrayed:'

Tlre rcst hid underneath, ļrim more desirous made.
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With that, the other ]ikewise uP aĪose'

And her faire lockes, which formerly were bownd
Up in one knot, she low adowne did ļose: '
Which flowing Įong and thick, her cļothed arownd,
And th' yvorie'in.golden mantļe gownd:
So that'faire spectacle from him was reft,
Yet that, which reft it, no lesse faire was fownd:
So hid in ļockes and waves from lookers theft,

Nought but her lovely face she for his looking left.
68

Withall she laughėd, and she bļusht withaļl,
That blushing to her laughter gave more gĪace,
And laughter to her bļushing, as did fall:
Now when they spide the knighi to slacke his pace,
Them to behold, and in his sparkling face
The secret signes of kindļed lust appeare,
Their wanton meriments they did encĪeace,
And to him beckned, to approach moĪe neare,

And shewd him many sights, that couĪage coļd could reare.a

69
On which when gazing him the Palmer saw,

He much rebukt those wandring eyes of his,
Änd counseĮd well, him forward thence did draw.

-lįow are they come nigh to the Bowre of bļis
Of her fond favorites so named amis:
When thus įhe Paļmer:."Now Sir, well avise;" tak
For here the end .of aļļ our traveļļ-is:
Here wonnes' Acrasia, whom we must suņrise,

Eļse she will slip away, and a]ļ our drift' despise."

ly'ų
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Tlrere, whence that Musick ,..n,Įä heard to bee,

Was the faire Witch her selfe now solacing,
With a new Lovcr, whom through sorcereā
And witchcraft, she from farre dįd thither bring:
There sļre had him now layd a slombering,
In secret shade, after iong wanton joyes:
Whiļst round about them pleasauntly did sing
Many faire Ladies, and ļascivious boyes,

That ever mixt their song with light licentious toyes.

And alt that while, right over niJ3ri," t ong,
With her false eyes fast 6xėd in his sight,
As seeking medicine, whence she was stong,
Or greedily depasturing" delight:
And oft incĮining downe with kisses light,
For feare of waking him, his lips bedewd,
And through his humid eyes did sucke his spright,
Quite molten into ļust and pleasure lewd;

Wherewith she sighėd soft, as if his case she rewd.'

Upon a bed of Roses she *,n, t.1ĮĮ
As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin,
And rvas arayd, or rather disaravd,
Alļ in a vele of siļkc and siļver thin,
Tļrat hid no whit her alablaster skin,
But rather shewd more white, if more misht bee:
More subtiļe web Ärachne' cannot spin, " the spidet
Nor the fine nets, which oft we tvoūen see

Of scorched deaw, do not in th' aire more lightly flee.' float

78
Her snowy brest was bare to readie spoyle

of huģry eies, which n'ote" theräwith be fiļd, couĮd not
And yet through languor of her late sweet toyle,
Few drops, more cļeare than Nectar, foĪth dištild,
That ļike pure orient perles adowne it trild,. trickĮed
And her faire eyes su'eet smyling in delight,
Moyste*ed tlreir fierie bearries, Ļitķ whĪcķ'she thrild

- }'rai]e harts, yet quenchėd not; like starry light
Which spzrrckiing on the siļent waves, does ļ.ei-r. *or. bright.
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The young man sleeping by her, seemd to bee

Some goodly swavne of honorabļe place,' rcnk
That certės it great pittie was to sĮe
Him his nobilitie so fouļe deface;' disgrace

į 9weet re8ard, and amiable grace,
Mixed rvith manly sternnesse-did aPPeaĪe
Yet sleeping, in his weļ] proportionĮä face,

^.And 
on his tender lips the dbwny heare

Did now but freshly spiing, and siļkįn bļossomes beare.
8o

His warļike armes, the idļe instruments
Of sleeping praisc, wcre hong upon a tree,
Aud lris braric shieļd, full of įļd'nloniments, l/ . /, /
\\/as forvly ra'st,? thai none t'ļre signes might'r""; ru rtĻmmĮ ot'
Ne for tlrėm, ne for honour carėdĪree, ęrn 6kna ,^/ņsh
Nc ought, tļrat dįd to his advaulrccment tend, ,4r;' gļrž/K 

-

ļ]rrt irr ļcųcļ ļovcs, llltd ų,astfLrlļ Iuxttrce,
IIis dat,cs, his goods, his hoclie hc did spcnd:

o lrorribļe cttcļtltttrrlettt, tļrat ļrim so did biend." bĮįnd

The nobļe E,lfe,8 alrd carefulļ prtllį, ar.r" kn;r// .r1
So niglr tļrcm, mindilg nouglrt, but ļustfuļlgame, %l"ų'ÄolTļrat srrddein forth thēy on Īllem rusht, and"threw r'" 'rF ''',
A subtiļc net, rvļlich one]y for the samį Ų
The skiļfuļļ Palrlrer formaily. did frame. scientificaĮĮy
So held thenr unc]er fast, the ri,l-riļes the rest
Fled all away for feare of fowler shame.
The faire Enchauntresse, so unwares oDDrest.

Trvde a]ļ Itcr arts, and aļl her sieights, theiėe ouį to wrest.

And eke her ]over strorle: but aļļli uri.,.,
For that samc Į1et so cunningly 

'ur, *Įuna,
Ihat neither guile, nor force might it distraine."
l'hey tooke thenr both., and botĒ them strongly bound
In captive bandes, rvhich there they readie fõrjnd:
But her in c'lraines of adamant ļre įvde:
For nothing else might keepe her sr'f. äna sound;
But Verdante (so he hight) he soone untyde. r.e.,z:rwen r

Alrd counse]ļ sage in steed thereof to him a'pplįde. /
But aļl those pleasant bowres ,na8įrttr". uou.,

Guyon broke downe, with rigour pittilesse;
Ne ought their goodly workmanship miehį save
Them from the tempest of līiī]įraįhfuliesse,
But that their blisse-he turrred to baļefulnesse:
Iheir groves he feļd, their gardins did deface,_
Their arbers spoyle, their Cabinets. suppresse, summerh
Their banket houses burne, their buiļdings race,.

And of the fairest late, now madą the fowļešt placļ.

'lhen ]ed they her awaķ and .r.. ,l1ra knieht
They with them led, both sorrorvfull ind sad:

Tl9 yry they came, the same retourned they right,
TiļI they arrivėd, where thev ļateļv had
Charmėd those wild-beasts, that iaeed with furie mad.
Which nor.v arvaking, fierce at theā-r gan flv'
As in their mistresse reskew, whom thēy Iaü;
But them the Palmer soone did pacify.

Then Guyon askt, what meant thosė beaites, which there did ly.

Said he, "These seeming u.rrķ .lJ men indeed,
Whom this Enchauntresse lrath transformėd tlrus,
Whylome her lovers, u,hich her )usts did feed,
Norv tLrrned into figures hideous,
Accorcling to thcir ntincles likc uronstruous.,'r 0

"Sad end," quoth he, "of life intcmperate,
And mournefull meed of įoycs dclicious:
Bū Palmer, if it mote thce so aggrate," p

Let them returnėd be unto their fo-r-mer state.,,
86

Streight way he with his vertuous stafie them strooke,
And-streight of beasts they comely men became;
Yet being n:en they did unmanly-looke,
And starėd ghastly, some for inūard shame,
And some for wrath, to see their captive Dame:
But one above the rest in speciall,

Ihrļ ļŅ,rn hog.beene ļatį, hight Grille by name,
Repinėd greatly, and did him miscaļ],. ' o'

Tlrat had from hoggish forme him brought to naturaļl.

Said Guyon, "See the mind of U.8Įatu *^n.
That hath so soone foņot the e*cėļle.'ce
Of his creation, when he life began,
That now he chooseth, with viļādifference,. chc
To be a beast, and lacke intelligence.,'
To whom the Paļmer thus, "The donehiļļ kind
Delights in fi]th and fouļe incontinenõe:

_ Let Griļl be Griļļ, and have his hoggish mind,
But let us hence depart, whilest wethēi serves and wind.,'

feeding on

pitied
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Ir t-IZABE'ļ-Į_tA N TRAG i1D Y
up to įhe 1580s tragedy as exotic entertailrlnent fbr ėlite groups such as tlte Ittlls o['(]otrr't
with emphasis upon musical and spectacular adomment
Seneca (c. 4 BC - 65 AD) Roman orator, statesman, philosopher. wrote nine tragerlies
Setrecan tragedy: Gr'eek legeltcls, no actiotr or dramatic movelrļelrt. cltaracters rirrely vctit_:t.

tļreir sentinlents, their speecltes abound witlr nraxims, lg is etltpltatic arrd lyrical. ftrĮl tll_

choįce metaphors, long monologues alternaįe v''itlr passages mac1e up of sliclrt questiolls a.trci

answers, political allusions frequent, tyrants attacked
"Agametnnon", "Oe{lipus", "Medea". "Phaedra", "Thyestes" (especially the horrible lla.rtrņrcl
of Atreus wlien Atreus and Tlryestes eat the parts oI the bocly of the laįįer's ttlulrlcrcrj srrlis
ilrspired Iater tragedies of atrocious vengeance like ShakesĮ]eal'e'S (attributecl) '"fiįus
Andronicus'' attd WebSler'S ''Duchess of Malfi'' ancl tlre ghost wlttl de.inatttļs re,rettger attri
explains wliat's happerting)
5 ol Seireņa's plrrys lvcrģ ,lcĮlsrlrt.cly tratrslated anrļ perfrlrtrtc:r-i ļlctrvecįt l559 rrrrrl l5(i6
ltis ''Tett Tragedies" translatetl arrd publislrerl collectively in Į_58l
1562 Thontas Sachville ct T'honras Nor"fon's "Gorbocluc, or F-elr"e,x arrcl llor"rtr" (,1it:rrr:c,a's

inl]uence apparent in the uttittterrupiecl seriousttess of tlre play, tlte susĻtittccl nrlbility trI tļre
style, in the abstract clraracter of the Scel'les" in tlie abuticlattt speeclrifyirrg, irr įhe Įiltlocļy įrlr't)
''G'' brouglrt the idea of fatality onto tlre Erlglislr stage, establisherl a lrigIr artistic level' ĻvįįS
the first play to use blank verse invented by Surrey
T'homas Kyd (l558-94) 't5'unish Traged-v'' l586 - for years tlre mllst pttņrulill" llf įļlņ
gloomy, bloodtlrirsty romantic dranras
ĪIoratįtr ILiototrittro Prirrco BirItlrazar Bel-Įlrrperiņ Duke <ll'Ctstilc l)tlrt Ąrttlrea (glrr.ist;

Setleca's influence: the glrost, theme of atrocioiti vengeance, speeches higlrlig.lrted wįtlr
striking lyrical expressiotts, skillfully produced attnclsplrere of gĮoorn attcl įerrcrr
1601 Ben Jonson nrade additions, improving tlre play's dramatic psychcrlogy
Chri-stopher Marlowe (1564-93) '"farnburlaįne'' Part I 1587, I'art IĮ t588 - for 1'eirns tfrte
rnost popular hei(gc play
extraordinary spirit of defiarrce attd revolt, admiration for a supertltan sĻurcling aĮrove lai.ņ, atid
morals
Tįmur-lonkur (1336-l406) (irr Arabic Timur-Lerrg, ill European pronunciat.iott Tatlerlatltl)
was itl contemporary įĮccounts depicted as an unbelievably blo<ltļtltirsty arrd crr:el lyrartt bLtt
aļso an instrutnent of God in defeating the Turks at Arrkara in |402 tlrus postponing tlrc tirll
of Constantinople to the Turks for 50 more years. He was a Scythe (Tartar) fronr Särlarkan<l
rvho had conquered Persia and Muscovy' Į{industan and Syria, varic1uislted ttre C]tbnians, lrirtļ
strangled i00,000 captives before the walls of Delhi and set'up before t3agtlacĮ arr obelisk
built of 90,000 severed lreads, he died while attacking China.
Alleyn Zenocrate Sultan Ba.iazeth
M. makes blank verse, hitherto rvithout any brightness or rilrg, thundel'alrd eclro
throughout his play, lris l'clrumming decasyllobonll was t|re first corrtpletely ftlrntccl l}lcįCr
on tlie English stage
''The Tragįcal Flistory of Doctor Faustust' (15įį8)
"The .Iew of Malta" (1589) Barabas Moorisli slave lthamclre
"Edward the Second" 1592 - the best tragedv of national liistory hefrtre Shakespearc

tĄ
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Arrd knorv my customs aĪe aS peremptoty
As wr'athful ģlanets, death, or destiny'

., ;. ,.: :" ,r '

Enter TĖ1HELLES.
...:. . , i: l

What, have your horsemen sholvn the virgin-s.P:1lĪj
rrcuEįirļ. They- have, my ļord, and. on Damascus' waįts

Have hoįsted up their slaughtered carcitsses'

,o*'įJ*įair.,e e 'i"rilį_; 
ār rrt to their souls, I think,

''" 'ÄĮ';;;-'rīessatiin 
drugs * or mithridate'*'ĮtĮā,;y Ē;āi, put"the r-esį to the sword''"' ' Ė*rīnt |aĮĮ except TAMBURLAĪNE]'

''ļ |:'i::::j'':|

Ah, fair Zenocrate, divine Zęnocrale|'
pįl, i. too foul an epithet for thee,.

That in thy passion for thy ^country's 
love

Anil fear to 
-see 

thy kingly father's harm
w;,h- ir-āis .vetļld wiį'it thy wat ry cheeks;

Ärä^riįĮ tā Flora*;in lier morning's pride,

šīirīi* her siļver tresses in the air,
į.il;;f * tiie earth resolved pearl* .in showels
Anci snrinkļest sapphires on thy' shining .face'
įvi,"r.' Beaut-v, moįher to lhe -Ivluses'"' 

stts

Änā'įoi",irį'itļ volumes with ler ivory pen'

įä i* īnstructions from thy flowing eyes'
i-.^^- Ī.,r-^_ +Ļ^+ E}rpnļ t,l.:cfe s to- heaven-', - " ]"iir':;Ė;;Į. Ļfi;; įhat Ebena!'steps to heaven''
ln siience of tlry solemn evening's ryąļK'
ii-į"kii.rį the mantle of the richest night'
Įil:'^;;;į"" ti.," pĪrnįįr, and įhe metegr..*' light'* '''
įtl.r* ancels in 

_their 
crystal armorS lļght

A'į;' į}i'Į 
_ 

atttį with iny temple.d tho.ughts

F";"Ėgi'įi's fleedonr and_the Soldan's lit'e'

His lifä įh"t *o constļļnes Zenocrate,
\Ą;į'";; 'oiįo*' 

iay tnore siege rrnto my soul

TĖan alļ rrry artn,u_ to Damaįus' walls'
i\*l';;lļ].;; Ėįiširnr' sovereign. nor the Turk
Trrrublccl ll1!' SenSeS with concett ol ļolį
Šo ilruch bi; much.as doth Zenoclatc'-
ī',;t,i.i i, beaLrt-v. saith nry suflerings, then?

lį' lrļĮ thc t;ens įĮritt C\'er poets neįd 
_

iļ...i'r.Į-tii* i**iing ol tlįįr mįįS!er.S' .tlrouglrts'
,,\tltļ cvcrr SweeįneSS tltat insprir'd their hear'ts'

Tļrcįr rliicĮs. arrd į'ļluSeS cn acįtrrtl'ecl tįletĪeS;

ir' .ii ii_,. l'el'.ve,ri1' t1LlitrĮcsselrce. t1rey" sti11

I liritt lli:įt' litr;llr-'r_i:ti |lg'rv ts (-'t pL'eS! '

Wherein as in a mirror we pc'rccive
The highest reaches of a huinun rvir:
If these had made one ļ:loenl'S Derioc1-
And all conrbin'd in beāuty's 'orthjness.
Yet should there hover in 

-tlrcir 
resįless lrcads

One thought. one grace, one woncler at the least.
Which into rvords no virtue cirn ciiscsį.
But hotv unseemly is it for mv scr
My discipline c,f ärrrrs unJ 

"rri',,riu'My nature, and the terror of mr, Ļ,,l-,.,.-
To harbor thoughts efi-erninate rirrd fairitļ
Save only that in beauĮy's iust applltrrse.
ĪVith whose instinct the- soul of mari is tcluclt.cl..k
And every ,lwarrior that is rapt with lovc.
Of fame, of valor' ancį of viįtor_v.
Ī\{ust needs have beauty bcat on his conceiįs.
I thus conceiving arrd šubduing both
That which hath stopp'd tlre tēmpesį of 1he gods,ļ.
Even from the fiery-ipangletl veil'of herrr,cn " ''
To feel the Īovely rvai-mtĒ of shephclcis. illtnlts
And march in cottages of sįro'uvccJ rveccis.
S-ĮraII give the world to note, fbr aļi nry hirril,
Thaį virtue solely is the sum of glo .,-

And fashions'men with tme nobiiirv,
Who's within there?

Enįar h+.Ü or Įļtrct: '

Hatlr Bajlzelh beerr fed įorjar',,]
.ĄTTEN_DANT Ay. rnrv lor.cl.
TAĮ{BURlr\Īt'il. Brįire irinr fortlr, and lct Us ļintll. ii įlic tcl,,,'l;

be ransack'ci.

[ ävclill l .ģ.'ļ_]'į]:i L-r,i N-]-:]. ]

ā;lit'l' -tECHELLES. _lI{ERiD;\]Ļt,\S' 
USį- \ļC.\S,\Ni:. riitri r;iļ:ct.;;.

ĪECHEļ-t-ES' The tcliu'ii i_r ,lĮlt-s.. trlv_ ļtlrtj. :il-tti ļ'i.clit .,1;1:pi,

-, '.9| conquesį atttj oļ' spt:il is',ilful.įii' ,,..f \;\lļjLRL \in-tj T]raį's ileļi' TccheIiįi. 
-iį,l,,r., 

l]lr ilct,,s,.,TEcHELLES. Thc SoIt];rn .,ra ttį .,riiirri,iii i'ii.tg it,,:,]1l.j,-,rļl{alc-ļr c)ll Įļ5 į\.iįh sLtcļt ellr.'t. i:lni.j'i..' 
jL:-* l\ -ļl 1ļi\-ļ

- ' . ..1., ii LĪl..r'r_- ļ\ CĪ.c Īii\ ",,i.' i.'i'i ,_,,,r ,' ,,', ,l,r ,,,ļ.\,\ĪijĮ iį' \l\i \l. ,-1'j-''..;.-,''ļ.\ļ;. l\r) į'il\.j i'e įļie r',: i. Il()l. i rr. llr-tli,;i ;ii.:.
l gr tļdļļCS.
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-'.'-i j-

i-::.::,,;'51'.: 
'i



;Ą

To the IVIemory of My Beļoved Master
Wiļļiam Shakespeare

^ND 
WHAT HE -HATĮĪ lrrt usl

To draw no en\y, Shakespeare, on thv name,
Am I thus ample to thy book and fame,
Whije Ī confess thv rvritings to bc such
l\s neither mān noĪ lv{use can praise too much.
'Tis true, and all men's suffrage.2 But these ways
Were not the paths I meant unto thv praise:
For silliest ignorancc on these mav hght,
Which, when it sounds at bcst, but echoes right;
or bļind affection,3 which doth ne'er advancē
The truth, but gropcs, and urgeth all bv charrce;
Or craf t,'- malice might prctend this praise,
And think to ruin whcre it seemed to raisc.

These are,s sorn.lnfi.ous-bawd- or whore
Should praise a matron. What could hurt her more?
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed,
Above th' iļl fortune of them, or the need.
I thereforc will bęin. Soul of the age|
The apphuscr delight! the wonder of our stage!
My Shakespeare, rise; I will not lodgc thee by
Chaucer or Spcnser, or bid Beaumont lie
A little further to make thee a room:{
Thou art a monument without a tomb,
And art alive still while thy book öoth live,
Aņd we have wits to read and praisc to give.
That I not mir thee so, mf brain cxcuses,
I mean with ņeat, but disproportionedģ Muses;
For, if I thoųht my iudgmcnt were of yean,
I should commit thee surely with thy pcen, ''

And tell how hr thou didst our Lyly outshine,
Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe's mighty line.0
Änd though thou hadst small t atin and less Creek,7
From thence to honor thee I would not scek
For names, but call forth thund'ring Aeschylus,
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

.

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead,8
To life again, to hear thy buskine bread
And shake a stāge; or, whet thy socks were on'
lravc thee alonc for the comparison
Of rll that insolent Greece or haughty Rome
Scnt forth, or since did from their ashes come.
Triumph, my Britain; thou hast onc to show
To whom all scenesį of Europe homage owe.
He was not of an age, but for all timel
Änd ali the Murs still were in their prime
When like Apollo he came forth to warm
our ears, or ļfte a Mercury to charm.
Nature hersclf was proud õf his dcsigns,
And ioyed to wear the dressing of his lines,
Which were so richly spun, and wovel so 6t,
As, since, shc will vouchsafe no other wit:
The rnerry Greck, tart Aristophanes,

Ncat Terence, witty Plautus2 now.not please, .. .

But antiquated.and deserted lie,' i..,';; ,,
Äs thev were not of Nature's fanrily. ' 

' 
'^.'l'_'..... , .

Yet Inrrst Į not give Nature all; thy Art' -. . i
lvIv gentlc'Slrakāpeare, nlust enįoy'ą p"i1,, 

',.'l,. 
., , . ,For though the poct'l matterNatūre Ļ." . 

";' 
, ,

įIis Art <lĮth givĮ įĮd faļhio;;a.,ä"õ'tr'aį įĻļ]i r'] r:
Who casts to-write ä li,,ins line.'inrišt s -' t ''iiI 'll' :'i

(Such as thine are) arid štrikc'flrę'scsdud tĮät ''i'' .

Upon tlre muses'anül; turn thdļämė.' ' -.,'. "'
And lrinrseļf with it, that he'thiiĮr'įtiriäiriį.":';]','
or for the latrreļ he mäy ģain'.'sĮlorii;_. 'i' .''-' : ' ,:' '
For-a good poet'smadeašPeUas.Ļķ;' :: ".' i','''And such wert thouį r"ook h<iw'į}rä fithėi's Īace'" ',

Ļi],q iņ his issue; evėri ņ the ra;ä,į;.:;:..i';,_'',;.,,..'
of Shakespeare's mind änd manneļi briĖhtii iį,nej' '

In his wcļl-turned and tiuē_filed liriįs.'].*: -'-''',' '""'''
In each of which he'ļēcms biķarĖį ĪanĮ;'Į'_''t 

i;;; ;;"

Ä, ū,*āi,r'įĮ' įi }įē ry$.4"reiĮ*Į.?;," ;,': ;,,

bznįrlĻS0/ą"'

Srvcet swan of Avon, what a sight it wcre'fo sce thce in onr watcrs vet aiocar-
An<l rrrake tlrose flrghts uįon thĮ ua"ķ oį Jjl.,.nr"s
That .so did takc Eliza and our Īantcslõ l

But stai'; I see t'lree in tlre hcririspl,ere 
'' ''

Atlvancecl and nrade a constellatiolr thcre!ņ
Slrine fortlr, thorr star of pocts,"arrd uįit}r rase : ,

()r in flrrr'rrcc7 chitle or chįcr tlrc drrlonirlp .i,''"
\\'lricļl. since tlrv fliglrt froln hei''cc,'t,'?t,,'?,,,',,',.rI liLt.lriqlrt,
,Ąrld <Icspairs dav, but for thr' volrrlrrc's liglrt.

' I1r::

/ į^
/roo ' Vtų ler' I

I reme_mber, the Players have ofren menrioned ir as an h.no.r to shake-
sPeare' thar 'in his writing, (whatsoever he penn'd) hee ne'er blottetļ outline. My':anslver.'hath beene, would he had biotted a thousand. ĻVhich thel,
thoughr'a malevolent speech. l'had not'told posterity this' ķu, ro. į.i.ignorance' who choose rhat circumsunce to conrmįn<ļ their friend rll-,
wherein he most.faulted. And to jusrify mine o*.ne candor,.(f,..rr I lov,rithe man. and doe honour'his n,.,,o.y įon this side ldolatįj Į, ,nĮ.ķ ,,any") Hec was (indeed) honest, and'of an oPen' and free narĮļre: lrld anexcellenr Pbantsie; brave norions, and g.n,i. 

"*p..ssions: r'herein heeplow'd with rhat faciliry, that sometimJ i, *,r. necessāry Įre shoultl be

ll"p'd: Suftaminrndus įrat Ihe required restrainingl , 
^, 

Äugurrr,r rri,I nrHateius' His wir was his o*n. p-.r..; wourd rhe"rure of itiad b."n. ,uroo. M_any rimes hee fell into thāse thinņ' could not .r"^p. Ir.įū,.., "ą,wļeņ hec said in the person of Caesm, Jne speaking to him; Cicsar thot,

!:''' -r'1:,*g. I.: replyed: Caesar did ne";er uroiķ but ąaith ,fttst cattse1
ano such 

'ke' 
wfuch were ridiculorņ' But hee redeenred his vices, rvirh lrisverrues' There was ever more in him to be praysed, then to u. pr.Įn,.,.,t.

ROBERT GREENE (r.56o?-rso:)

'Al Upsrrnt CRow ',

Ir rvoefuļ e.xperience mįv move )'t)įl, gcįtietrreit, to Į,lervart_,
or unheard-of .wretcher]ness entreįt you įo t;rkc lrced, t cll-'irļ-į
not but you will ļook back with sorrolv rltl vo|.lr tinre past. arrrJ
endelvour with repentonce to spenrJ that rvhir:h is io ,:onre.

' Base-mirrded men all,thrce of your.if llv ntv nrįserr. 1,e be
not warned1for unto ntrne o[ -rou (Iike me) sorrglrt tlrose'įlurs to
irļcaĪ/e' ''įhose prippets I meltn thlrt spelrli [rį,trr otrr ūļ(..įĮth.s,
t iroso irnt'ics gernisll,.rl iIr orlr colottrs. Is it n{)t s|.rĮįn!]e tĮlįį ļ
to'.r'Įrom tIiey all ltltr'e heln hc'hrlļdcn_-sĮr:tll (lr'ete r.õ in tIl,'t
|įįr,..rhįĮį I am norr') I;t'lirlllt tlf Lltt,ttt įL rlt.tr.u l,'1.,'|i,.11? ',r-r.,,

iįrrlisr- tilem-no-į-:-ļor tl'ļcrC is an upstart crorv i.lt-.:.lutilit'cļ ņ itit r,t:r

feathers, that with his.Įign's hcar! trafflerl in a fĮat'rr'5 /įį6,
supPoges he is as weĮl able to bomha_st out a hllnk r'erse as thc
best of you1 and being an obsolute Johannes |acĮotutn. is in his
own conceit the only Slnhc-stnc in a count11.. ()įr. t-ļrlrt I
might entreaį your rāre wiķ to be employed įn nrore profitlrllle
courses, and ļet these apes imitate vollr past exce]Iņn,:e, ānd never
more acquaint them with your admired inr-enlicns ! Į klro.,v
the best husband of you all will never Pro\'e an Ī1sįļrer. anrl tįlc
kindest of them alļ wilĮ never prove a kinrl nrtr"e: yet, whilst
-vou may, seek you better masters; for it is pit.v men of sur:h
rare rviķ sļouļd be_subject to the plea_sures oI stlclr rur]e groonis.

In this I might insert two more, that both have rvrit against
these buckram. gentlemen; br:t ļet their own work serl.e to
rvitncss against their own wickedness, if the-v per:er-cre to main-
tain any more such peasants. For other new-comers, I leave
rhem to the mercy of these painted monsters. rvĮro (Ī dou}:t not)
rvilĮ rlrive the best minded to despise them; for įhe rest' it -skills
not though they make a jest at thcm.

Bų
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Ilolspun. N{y liege, I did deny no prisoners.

Brrį I reurentber, wllen tlre figlrt was däne,
\Vhen I rvas dly with rage and extreme toil,
Bleatlrless and faint, Ieaning upon my sword,
Carne there a cer.tain lor.d, neaiand tiimly dressd,
ļ'r'csh as a bridegroom; and his chin new ieapd

, Slrorv'd like a stubble land at harvest home.'
IIe rvas perfumed like a milliner,
AIld 'tįvixt his ffnger and lris tlrurnb he held
A pouncet box, which ever and auon
ĮIe grrve Iris nose, ancļ took't away again;
\Vlro therervith angr.y, when it next cime there,
f'r-lok it irr snuff; ancl stilļ he smil'd and talk,d.
Alrd as įlre soļdiers bore dead btldies by,
lle cull'd tlrem untauglrt kuaves, unmannerly,
To br'ing a sloverrly urilraIrtļsome corse
IJctų,ixt the wiIrd and lris rrobility'
\Vith nrany holid.ry arrcl Iady tenns
IIe c1uestionecl nte, arrrorrgst įlre rest demanded
I\Iy 1lrisoIters in your. ĮIrrjesty's behaļf.
I-tlren, all sruarting with my wounds being cold,
1'o be so pesti'ed'u,ith a popingay,
Orrt rrf ruy glief and rny inrpatience
Ausrlcr''d rreglectingly, I know not what-
IIc slrorrltl, or. lre sltotrId rrot; for }re rrra<ļe me mad
.'lil st:tl lriln slliIte so br.isk, ancļ smelļ so sweet,
Arrtl tulk so like a rvaitirrg gentlervoman
of gtrris arrrļ drttnrs and rvounc]s-God save tlre markl_
An<Į telliug me tlre sovereigrrest tlring on eartlr
\Virs ltllrrrirccti for an irrrvar.d bruise;
A'ļd įlļat it rvas gr.eat 1lity, so it lvas,
't'Ilįs vjllarrorrs salĮ1lcĮre sļrorrltļ bc digg'cl
()uį of tlrc l,lorvels of įlre lrar.mless 

"iūlr,
Which many a good tall fellowhad destroy'd
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns,
He would himseļf have been a soldier.
This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,
I answered indirectly, as I said,
And I beseech you, let not his report
Come current for an accusation
Betwixt my lovo and your high majesŲ.

/ i/-/*" 
(u* 4

_ 
ĖnterAxrorvy.

Bnu. But here comes Antony. 'Welcome, Mark Antony.
ANr. O mighty Cesarl dost thou lie so low?

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils,
Shrunk to this littļe measure? Fare thee weļl"
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
Who else must be let blood, who else is raņk.
If I myseĮf, there is no hour so fit
As Cesar's deaü's hour; nor no instrument
of half ūat worth as those your swords, made rich
with ūe most noble blood of all this worļd.
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,
Norv, whi-lst your puņled hands do reek and smoke,
FuĮfiĮ your pleasure. Live a thousand yeaĪs,'
I shall not find myself so apt to die;
No place wiĮ please me so, Do mean of death,
As here by Caesar, and by you cut off,
Īhe choice and master spirits of this age.

Äxr. I doubt not of your wisdom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand.
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shaļ<e wiü you:
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hanā;
Nou/, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Iv{etellus;

l Yours, Cinņa; and, my valiant Casca, yours.
Though last, not ļeasį in love, vours,'ģood Trebonius.
Gentlemen all_AJas, what shall I sayī
lvly credit now stands on such sĮippery ground
That one of trvo bad lvays yo, -^üt coi'ceit me,
Eiüer a corvard or a flatterer.
That Ī did love Lhee, Cesar, o, 'tķ ķuel
If then thy spirit look upon us norv,
Shall jt not grieve tļree dearer thau thy death
To see thy Antony making his peace, 

-

Shaking the bloody fingers of ūv foes,
IvIost noblel in the presence of thv corse?
Had I as many eyes as thou hast tvounds,
\ļ'eeP!ļg as fast,as üey stream forth thy blood,
It rvould become.me better than to close

,Iņ terms of friendship wiü thine enemies.
- .r!::: _,. j:ļiļļi-.ēi_..f-!.I ķ,_---:Ą.--...

Pardon me, ļuliusl Here wast thou bay'd, brave hart
Here didst thou faļl; and here thy hunters stand,
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy leüe.
O world, thou wast the forest to this hart;

' ÄĮd thķ indeed, o world, the heart of üeel
How like a deer, stroken by many princes,
Dost thou here liel

Cess. MarkÄntony_
'- ':'i]:l:j;:"'1ļ"- '' ' ' 

1

,.

_. 
A"I. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,

That I am-meek and gentle rvith thĮį butchersį
Thou art the rūns of ūe noblest man
That ever lived in the tide of times.
Woe to the hand that shed this costly bloorļį
O_ver thy wounds now do I prophesy
(Which, Iike dunrb rnouths, do ope'their ruby lips
To beg the voice and utterance of my tong,_re),^
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men;"

*Domestic fury and fierce civiļ strife
Shali_crrmber all the parts of ltnly;
Blood anrl destruction slrall be *o iri ure
Äncl cĪreadful objects so fanrilinr
That mothers slrall but smile rvhen they belrolrl
Their infants_qtrarterecl witlr įlre ltantĮs'of war,
ĮII pity chok'd rvitlr crrstoln of {cll rIec<l.s;
Änrļ Cņsar's_spirit, ranging for revenge,
Witlt Ate by lris sitĪe corne hot frorn lrāil,
Slrall in thėse conįines rvith a tnonarclt's voice
Cry'Ilavocl'and let slip tlre dogs of rvnr,
That tlris foul deed slraīl smell aī;ove tlre eartlr
With carrion men, groaning for burial.

ķ6
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Arvr', .Fliends, RornAns, countrynren, lend rrre your

eįlrs;
ļ come ttl bury Cesar, not to pr'aise lrim.
'I'lre cvil tlrat men tļo lives after thern;
The goocl is oft interred rvith their. bones.
So lct it lle with Cesar. 'l'lre rrollle Į}rutrrs
ĮIatlr toltļ yorr Cesirr lvas ambititlrl5.
If it u,ere so, it was a grievous fntrlt,
And grievously hatlr Cresar ansų,er'd it.
Ilere, under lenve of Brutus and tlre rest
(For Brrrtus is an honourable rnan;
So are they all, nll honorrrable men),
Come I to speak in Cresar's funeral.
IIe rvāīĘĪiiēīĮ'Faitlrf'rl and jrIst to nre;
I]rrt ļļruįtrs sLrys lre rvits aIrrlliĮictus,
Arrtl l]rrrįtrs is att ļlottottrllllle rrtart.
IĮc Irlrį'lr lllorrgllt rrrirrry ca1ltives lrotne to Rome,
\\'lrosc I'allsollįs cļitl tlre gcner'll coffers filI.
l)itl tļris irr CLesar sceIrt nrrtllitiotrs?
Wlrr:rr įlrirį tlre 1lrlttr ltltvc clic<l, C)rcsar hntlr rve1rt:
Ärrrllitiorl shorrld Įle rnacļe tlf sįcrrlcr stuff.
Yct Į-}rrrįtrs says lrc lvas anrbitiotrs;
Arrcl ļ]r'rrįtrs is aIr ltottottt'itlrle tlralt.
)-trrr rrll Jitl sce įļrrrt orr tIle L,rr1lercal
I'tIrrice preserrtciļ IrirIr a kingly cro\\|tl'
\\'lriclr lre tIicl įlrLice rclttse. Wlrs tlris arnbition?
Yct ļ}r'rrįtrs .srr1,s lre rr'as arnllitiotrs;
Attcl srtre lre is nrr lrtlttottrallļe ttran'
I spclk not to displove u,lrat Ih rrtrrs spoke,
l}rrt lrcle I nrrr to spelrk rvlrlrt Į do knorv'
Ytlrr rrlĮ dirl love ltittr ottce, not rviįlrorrt cartse .

\\'lrirį cirrrsc rr'iįlrlroltls 1,orr Įlrerr to tnortt'lt ftlr lrirrr?
() jrr<lgIrrcnt, įltort ar't {ictl to brutislr llcasĮs,
Ättcl trtcIl ltal,e lost įlrcir r'easonl l]eitr'rvitlr nre.
ĪrIy lrealt is irl įlre crr{Įtt įIrere wiĮIr Crusar,
Ärtd I nrrrst 1rarlse till it corne llrrclt to me.

For when the noble Cesar sarv him stab,
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms,
Quite vanquish'd him. Then lrurst his mighŲ heart;
And in his mantle mu{Īling up lris face,
Even at tlre base of Pompey's statuė
(Which alļ tlre while ran blood) great Ccesar fell.
O, rvhat a fall was there, my countrymenl
Tļren I, and yoĮl, ancl all of us fell dorvn,
Whilst bloody treason flourish'cl over us.
O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel
TIre dint of pity. These are gracious drops.
Kind souls, what weep you when you but behold
Our Cesar's vesture wounded? Look you herel
Here is hjņ1etĄ marr'd. as Įo}ļ see with traitor-s.-

-,
Axr. Good füends, sweet friends, let mo not stir youup

To such a sudden food of mutinv.
Įey that have done this deed aie honourrble.
IJi1r.,'""l: sir'f, they have, 

"r"i iķįĮ 
"oų-ļhat made them do i!:.fruy are wķe and honourable,' And will no doubt with reasons il*;;;;;.

r come not, frļends, to steal 
"''"y įo* rrĮ"Įr.

.. 
I "1no oratoļ 

:s- 
Bru_tus.i1,

llut (as you know me all) a plain blunt man
1'lrat love my friend; and thāt they know full well
That gave me puLrlic leave to speak of him.

. ļror I ļrave neither wit, nor woids, nor worth,
AcĮion, nor utterance, nor tlre power of speech
To stir merr's blood. I only speäk right on
I tell you tlrat wlrich you yotuselvesĮo knoų
Shorv you sweet Cesar's wounds, poor poor dumb

mouths,
Arrd bid tlrem speak for me. But were Ī Brutus,
Anrl Į}_rutus Antony, there were an Antony
Would rulĪle up your spirits, and put a tonņe
ļtr every rvound of Ciesar that shįuld moie
'I'lie stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

lr4 ķ /#o *y'
All the wollcl's a stage,

ANr. But yesterday tlre rvorcl of Crsar nriglrt
IIave stoocl agrrinst įlre r'r'orld. Norv lies he tlrere,
Arrd none so Į)oor to clo lrim revereĪļce.
O nrastersl If I rvere tlispos'cl to stir
Ycrttr'lteitrts ancl mirrcls to mtrtirry attcĪ rage,
I slrotrlcl cļo Br'trttts wl'orlg' anrļ Cassitrs wrot)g'
\Vlro, you all knorv, at'e Itotrotrmble men.
I rvill rrot clo tlrem wrong. I raįlrcr cļtoose
To rvrong the deacl, to rvrong rnyself atrtl you,
Than I rvill wrong suclt honottrable men.

Axr. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.
Yorr a'll dtr ktlorv this rnrrntļe. I remember
The fir'st time ever Cresar put it on.
'Trvas on a sumrner's evenirrg in his tent,
'flrat day he overcame tlre Nervii,
Look, irr this place ran Cassius' dagger through.
Sco rvlrat a rent tlre envious Casca nrade.
1'lrrcltrglr tlrįs tlre rvell-lleloved Rr'utrrs stabb'd;
An<l as hc plrrck'd lris cur'sed steel arvay,
Irlirlk horv tlre Llood of Crcsar followed it,
As lrrslrirrg out of doors to l;e resolv'd
lf lļr'trįtrs so uIrkindly knock'd or no;
Iitlr Bt'ttttls, as you }ittolv, rvas Cresirr's angėĮ,
Jrrrlgc, C) you gorls, horv deally Cesar lov'd hinrl
f'lris rvas llrc tn<.rst urrkinclest cut of all;

Jaq.
Arrd alļ the men and rvomen rnerely players.
They have their exits ancl their entrances,
And one man in his time plays many parts,
IIis actibeing seven agei.,At fir'st, tlre infant,

, Īr'lewling arrcl .pukirlg in įhe,rtttt'r_e's arms'
Then tlre whining sclroolboy, rvitlr lris'satchel
And slrining molnirrg fnce, clceping like snail
Unrvillingly to school. Anrl tlren tlre lover',
Siglrirlg Iike frrrnrrce, wiįļt n lvoeftrļ ballatĪ
I\{ade to his mistress'eyebrorv. Tlren a solclier,
Fttll of strange oaths and ĮreartĪecļ like tlre pard,
ļealous in lronour, sudclen ancl qrrick in qrrirrrcl,
Seekirrg the bubble reputatiorr
Even in tlte catlnon's morrtlr. Ärrtl t'lrerr tĪre justice,
In fair round belly tvith good capon Iin'd,

\ĮIith eyes severe anrĪ beard of fr-trnlal crrt,
Full of rvise sarvs and nroderrr instances;
And so lre plays his pnrt. Tļle sixtlr age slrilts
Into tlre ļean and slipper''cl plrLtaloon,
\\/ith s1>ectacļes on nose and potrclr orl sicle;
}Iis 1,outlrful lrose, rveIl sav'cl, a rr'or.lcļ ttlo rr.ic]e
For his shrunk shank, arrd his big rnanl;, voice,
Tunring again tou,ard chiļdislr tr eble, pi1les
Arrd ų,lristles in his sorrnd. Last scene of aļļ,
Thrrt ends this strange eventlul Jristory,
I.s second childishness and rrrere oblivion,
Sans teetlr, sans eyes, sans taste, salrs ever1.Įllirlg'
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Auņerle
Richard

Richard We are arrazed, and thus long have we stood
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king;
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget
To pay their awful duty to our presence?
If we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dismissed us from our stewardshipl
For welļ we know ņo hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the sacred haņdle ofour sceptre,
Unless he do profane, steal or įļsuĪP.
And though you tlink that all, as you have done,
Have torn their souļs by turning them from us,
Aņd we are barren and beręft of friends,
Yet know, my Master, God omnipotent,
Is mustering iņ his clouds oĪĮ oįįr behaļf
Arņies of pestilence; and they shall strike
Your children yet unborn and unbegot,
That lift your vassal hands against my head,
Aņd threat the glory of my precioįĮs crown.

Where is the duke, my father, with his power?

No matter where; of coņfort no uļzįĪį speak.

Let's talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs,
Make dust oįļr paPer, and with rainy eyes

Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

Let's choose executors and talk of wiļls.
And yet not so; for what can we bequeath,
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
ol.rr lands, our lives and alļ are Bolingbroke's,
And nothing can we call our own but death,

Aņd that small model of the barren earth
\ļ/hich serves as paste and cover to our bones.

For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground
Aņd teĮ sad stories of the death of kinņ:
Ifow some have been deposed, some slain iu war,

Soņe hauņted by üe ghosts they have deposed,

Some poisoned by their wives, some sleeping
Ī<illęģ;

Aļl murdered. For withiņ the hollow crowĪĮ,

That rouņds the mortal temples of a king,
Keeps death his court; and there the antic sits,
Scoffing his statę and grinrring at hķ PoņPl
Allowing him a breath, a little scene,

To monarchise, be feared, and kill with looĮs,
Īnfusing hiņ with seĮf and vain conceit,
As if this flesh, which walls about our life,
Were brass impregnable; and, humoured thus,

Coņes at the last, and with a little pin
Bores through his castle wall, and farewell king!
Cover your heads, aņd mock ņot flesh aņd bļood
Wit]r soleņn reverence; throw away respect,

Tradition, form and ceremonious duty,
For you have but mistook ņe all this while"
I üve with bread like you, feel want,
Taste grieļ need friends; subjected thus,

How can you say to me, I am a king?

#eĮ 3r -fcen€. *]

€ķgkr'M&K.^-€)
Tell Bolingbroke, for yond metĮrinĮs he is,

That every sķide he makes upon my land
Is dangerous treason. Ife is come to open
The puņle testament of bleeding war;
But ere the crown he looks for live in peace,
Ten thousand bloody crowĪŅ of ņoūers' sons
Shall ill become the flower of England,s face,
Change the complexion of hernaid-pale peace
To scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her pastures' g...s with faithfirļ English 

ltood.

What ņust the king do now? Must he subņit?
The king shaįļ do it. Mrņt he be deposed?
The king shall be contented. Must he lose

Ę 3me of king? rn God's lļ4me: let it go.
Ī'll give my jewels for a set of beads,

My gorgeous palace for a herm.itage,
My gay apparel for aņ ąlr.sņąņ,5į99,,ņ,
My figured goblets for a dish of woĮd,
,MY,scePtre for a palmer's walking staį
My subjects for a pair of carved ,.ir,t ,
And my large kingdom for a little grave,
A little, little grave, an obscure gruĻ..
or I'ļl be buried in the king,s highwan
Some way of co-r,oņ trade, whāre suģects'
feet
May hourly ņample on their sovereign,s head;
For on my heart they tread now whilst I ļive.
And, buried once, why not upon my head?

Dbwn, down Ī come, Iike gĮistering Phaeton,
Wanting the manage of unrulyjades.
Iņ the base court? Base court, where kinņ grow
base,
To come ąt traitors' caĮls and do them grace!
In the base court? Come down? Down, court!
Down, king!
For night-owls shriek where mounting larķ
should sing.

4ol 4, *fce-t* 4
. Ąlack,.wĻy.am I sent for to a king,
Before I have shook offthe regal thoughts
Wherewith I reigned? I hardly yet have ļearned
To iruiņuate, flatter, bow and bend my knee.
Give sorrow leave awhiļe to tutor me
To this gųĻĪnis5įgņ. Yet I well rem.ember
flhe favours of these men. Were they not ,nine?
Did they not sometiņe cry'All hail, to mę?
So Judas did to Chrķt; but he in twelve
Found truth in all but one; I, in tweļve
thousand, none.
God save the king! WiĮ no man say ,Aņen'?
Am I both priest and clerk? Weļl then, .Amen,.

God save the king, although I be not he;
Arrd yet, a-en, if heaven do üink hiną įe.
To do what service aņ r sent for hither?

sę
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Give rņe the crown.
Here, cousin, seize the croĪvn.
IĪere, cousin,
on this side my hand, and oņ that side thine.
Now is this golden įrown üke a deep well
That owes two buckets, fiIing one another,
The emptier ever dancing in the aĻ
The otler down, unseen, and firll of water.
That bucket down, and firll oftears, am Į,

3Tr_* -, ņefs 
whilst you moļļĪļt up on high.

Now, maņĻ ņe how I wiĮ uņdo myself.

ļ sry._tt'i. heavy weight froņ oe -yĻ.uā,Aņd this unwieldy sceptre to- -yĻ..ā,'
Jhe- 

pride of kingly sway from out my heart.
With rrrine own tears I wash u*.y *į bul-,
With m.iņe own hands I give away -y ".o*rr,Ij,l a"" own tongue deny my *".Ėd..t t.,
With mine own breath release all duteous oaths;
All pomp and majesŅ Ī do forswear;
My manors, renķ, reverļues I forgo;
My. acts, decrees and statutes Ī dāny.
God pardon all oatļs that are brokĮ to me,
God keep all vows unbroke are ņade to thee!
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing
grieved,
And thou with alļ pleased, that hast alļ achieved.
Long mayest thou live iņ Richard,s seat to sit,
Aņd soon lie Richard in an earthy pit.
God save King Henry, unkinged h.ichard says,
Aņd send hirn ņąņy years of sunshine days.

Naķ alĮ of you, that stand aņd ļook upon Īņe
Whilst tĮrat my wretchedness doth bąit ņyseĘ
Though some of you, witJr Pilate, wash yäw
hands,
Showing aņ outwąrd piŲ, yet you Pilates
Have here delivered me to rĪļy soĮļr cross,
And water calļnot wash away your sin.

o, that Ī were a mockery king of snow,
Standing before the suu of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water-drops!

Good kinķ great king, and yet not ņeatly
good,
And if my word be sterling yer in England,
Let it command a mirror hither straight,
That it may show m.e what a füce I have
Since it is banlrupt of his majesty.

s//6KrepKi.M@

Give ņe the glass, aņd thereiņ wilļ I read.
No deeper wrinkļes yet? Haü solTow struck
So many blows upon this face of mine,
Aņd made no deeper wounds? o flattering glass,
Like to my followers in prosperity,
Thou dost beguile me. Was tļris face the fące
That every day, under his household rooĄ
Did keep ten thousaņd men! Was this the fące
That, like ūe sun, did mąke beholdęrs wink?
Was this the face which faced so many foĮies,
That was at ļast out_faced by BoĮingbroke?
A brittle gĮory shineth in this face;
As brittle as the glory is the face,

(throwing įhc minor to tlu ground)

For there it is, cracked in aņ hundred shivers.
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport:
,How soon my sorrow hath destroyed my face.

M4ceĖ(4
Scene VII: Inverness. Macbeth's Castle.

Hautbogs' Torches' Enter a Srwrn, and, dįoers Senvewrs
uįįh dķhes and, seruįce ooer the stage. Tlrcn entet

Mr,csņTE.
Mecņ' If it were done when ,Lis done, then 'hvere weļl

Īt rvere done quic}<ly. If th'assassination

lou-ld trammel up the consequence, and catch,
rVith his surcease' succ6s; ūįt but this blow
ĮIight be the be-all and the end-all here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,
We'ld jump the ]ife to comē. But in these cases
We still have judgment here, that we but tcach
Bloody instmctions, which, being taught, return
To plaņe tļ'_inventor. This even-handecl jtrstice
Commends th'ingredience of our poison'd įh"Lce
To our or.vn lips. IĪe's lrere irt tļorrlllo įrrrst:

. , Fūst;,as I am his' kūrsntan ancļ lris srrlljr.1'1 --
Strong botlr again.st tlre cļeerl; tlren, as lris lrost,

, Who shorrld agninst lris mrrrtlrcįer .sļlrrt įlte t'lrrrlr,
, Not bear tlre knife my.self:., Resit'les, įlris Ī)rrlrenn
IIath borne his faculties .so mcek, lrntlr lreerr
So clear in Iris great officc, t]rnt lris ."'irtrrr:s

WilĮ pleacl like angels, trrrmpct_tongrril, agairrst
The deep damnation of his taking-oĪI;
And pity, Iike a naked nerv-born lr:rlro,
Striding the blast, or lteavcn's clrerr.rllirr, lrors'cĮ
Upon the sightless cortriers of tļre air,
Shall blow the horrid deed in ever), e).c,
That tears shall drorvn the lvincl. Į lrar'c no spur
To prick the sides of my intcnt, l;rrt orrly
VauĮting amLrition, which o'erleaps itself
And falls on th' other sicle.

Īr{acs. G" įiā tūv mistress, *,l,"., Ļy drink js reacly,She striļ:e upon ūe'beĮI. G"īth;;;iĮa]^"'^
[Eriü SrnveNr.]
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Is tļris a dagger which I see before mo,

'rlre handle torvard my hand? Comė, let me cļtrtch tlreel
r lrave thce not, and yet I see įlree still,
Art tlrou not, fatal vision, sensible
To fecling.as to sight? or art thou brrt
A tlageer of tlre mincl, a false g1ņxįirln,
Procec<lirrg florn the lient-oppres.scr.l brain?
I see thce 1'et, in form as palpable
As įhis rvlrielr now I cļrarv.
Tlrou mnr'slrlll'st me tlre rvay tlrat Į rr'as going'
Äncl suclr an instrttment Ī rvas to ttse.
Ilirre e;,ņ5 nrc ntade tlre fools o'tlr'oįlrer senses'
C)r elsc u'orth all the rest. I see thee still;
Äntl on tlry blncle ancĪ <'lrrr][eorr gorrls of lrloor1,
\\/hich rr'as not so before. 'l'lrere's no srrr,Īr tlrirlg.
It is llre lrloody busirress rvlri<.lr irr[orrns
'I'lrrrs to rrtitte e;,e5. Norv <r'er tlre orte ļrnlf_ų'orl,l
Naįtrre secrns clencl, antl rvicĮietĮ <]t'o:tttts ltl,'lse
'I'ļlc crrrtnirr'tl slee1-r. Nolv rviltlrcl'nft r'eĪr'l'l'lrįr's
Plllc IĪe<llrle's offerings; arr<l lviįIrer'rļ rrrttrĮlter,
Allrrrrniļ l;y }ris senlineI, tlrc u'olf,
Wlrose lrorvl's his rvateh, t]rrls rviįlr Īris sleirltlr1, 1llce.
\Į/itlr Tnrqrrin''s ravislring stritles, torr'nlrļs lris tlcsigrr
I\lovcs liLe a gĪrost' Tltott srrre antl firnr_set earllr,
ĪĮcar not my .steps rvlric}r lvay they rr,alk, for fear
T'lr1, 1'ņ''r' sĮrlnes 1rrate of nry lr'lterenĪlrrrrt
Ärrrl į:rke tIle prcsent }ror'ror fr'ont tlre Įirrte,
\\'IritĪr norv sttits rvitlr it, Wltiles I tlrrelrt, lre livesl
Worc'ls to įlre lreat of decds too colcl breatlr qil.es.

Iz1 DclĮ rirrg,s.]
Ī go, antl it is done. The bclļ inl'ites me.
IIcar it not, Dunean, for it is n knell
Tlratsummons thce to heaven, or to lreļl. EąĪt.

As clreams are made on, and orrr littļe lile l

Is rorrnded rvith a sleep.lsir, I am vex'd. 1

Beaņ rvith my rveakness. My old llrain is troubletl.
Re not dishrrb'tl with my infirrnity.
If you'be pleas'd, retire into my cell
And įhere rePose. A trrrn or įlvo Ī'lļ walk
To still my beating mind.

Fen" MIn' We wish'o"'""'Ļ-.r,.,.,r,

I'll dloų,tt rtry .botlk. fSoĮenm lttt.sic.]

Epilogue.

Spoken by Pnosrr:no.

Pnos. [makes a magĮc cįrcĮe uįtlt hĮs staff) Ye elves of
hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves,

And ye that on the sands rvith printleis foot
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him
\\'lrcrr irc corncs bnck; 1,ou cleuri-puppets that
I}1. Irrtrorrslriric tlti įlrc qIcCļl s()įļļ. t.itr{lcts trtirke,
\\'lreI'c<rf įlrc erve trrlt Įlitt:s; arrtl ;,orr rvltosc 1litsĮitlre
Is įrr tttltke IrrirlrriglrĮ Itlttsltt'ttttr1ls, tlrlt ltljoice
'ļ\r lrt,irt' įlre solcIrrrr cttt'fcrr'; ll1, rvlrosc aicl
(\\'t:irl< lnitstcLs tIrotrglr ye I-re) I lrilve bccļirnrn'cl
l'ļre trtlotrtitle surl, <:irll'd frrr'įlr tlre nttltitttltts rvirlds,
llrr,-Ī 'lrvixį tlrc.gr'cerr sea antl tlre az.rrr.'d vatrlt
.Sct rtlirlirrg rl,at'; to tlre t'lr'crrtl raįtlirrg llrrrntlcr
I Iirvc. Į givclrr fir'e rrrrtl l'ifįcd Jovc's stotrt oak
\\'itlr lris rlu,tl l;tllĮ; tltc strrlrrg-l;irs'tl 1rroIrrorrtory
l llrvc Į tttittle sltlrĻe lrIrtl Įly tlrc s1rttr's pluck'cl up
'l lrc piuc arrd ccrlar; gravcs at nry cornrnand
l lirvc rr'irk'tl tlrcir' s'lecpers, o1>'cl, arld let 'crrr fortļr
l}1,Irry.so 1ltltettt ar't. ļ'ltrt tllis rtlrrglr nragic
I lreI-c alljrrrc; artcĮ rvllclr I lrave rĮqrrir'cl
Sortre lrclvcnly rnusic (u'lrich everr norv I do)
'ļ'o rvork tttirte etttļ rrport tlreir' serrscs tļrat
1'lris air'y cltarrrr is for, l'lļ break nry staff,
l}uLy it certaiIr frrįlronrs in llte earĮlr,
Arrcl cleeper tlrart clid ever Plumtļļet sottnd

To-morrow, and to-morrorv, ancl to-rnorrorv
Creeps įn this petŅ pace from cĪay įo c]av
To 

-the 
last syllable of recorclecl tirne;

And all our yesterdays have IigI'ted fĮ,,ls
]he way to drrsty dĮath' out,'out, brie{ cantlĮeļ
Life's but a vvalking shacjorv, a l)oor pl rvcr.,
That struts and fretihis ho,,. r,1,,in tl,J strqr,'
And t}ren is heard no more. ļt is a ta.lo
ToId by an idiot, fuļI of sorrncĪ arlcl fr-rrv,
Signifying nothing.

/?L J^ā""r b

/
- (-)rrr' rįr,.Iiīū', i'Į į,,,ļ.,l. ,ļ.|,csc tlttt At:tot.s,

tļs l lįlreįrr]tĮ yOlI, \1,cI.l.: Irll s1ririls alrd
lIc-rneļtetl iIrto air, irltrr Įlriir lrir.;
Ärr<l, ļike įļre basele ss fiLĮ-rr.ic trI tlris r.isiorr,
'I Irc cļorrtl ca1l1l'tĮ. ttltt,t:t s, tl,,, g,,, qeorrs 1.,,,l,,a"r,

'ļ 
llc 5(,lUlIllI tt:ttr1llt:s, Įlrc gr,:;rt:{l,,llc itsi:lf,

Yr:a, trlĮ rrIlicll it irlļrt,rit, il,,,lļ ,Īirs,,ļuc, '

Arrtl, .like įĮtis instrllstlrrrtial 1llrgerrrrt f,rc1ccl,
Lcavc_trcl_l_a rack bcl rir rcl. tv",',, . rr,"l, ;į ;iI

Now my charms are all o'erthrorvn,
And what strength I htve's mine orvn,
lVhich is most faint. Now'tis true
Il Inust be.,here,conff n|,ļ.by you,
Or sent to Naples. Let me not,
Since I hirve my dukedom got
And pnldon'd the cleceiver, dwell
Iu this bale island by your spell;
Brrt release nre florn my bands
\Vith the help of your good hands.
Gentle breath of 1,ours rny suils
hlust ffll, or clse rny project fails,
Which rvas to please. Norv I rvant
Spirits to enfolce, art to enchant;
Arrd my en<-ling is <lespair
Įjrrless I be r'eliev'd by prayer,
\Vlrich picrr:es so t]rat iį assarrļts
llcrcy itsclf anll frccs nll faults.
ļs ļ'rltr frotn r:rimcs t,,,orrltl pardorr'd Įle,
)-et ;,our irrtltrlgence set lne ft'ee, Įrįį,
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EARLY JACOBEAN DRAMA
Despite their'civility'(Lily's Eu.ph.ues|) tlre EIįzabetltatls retaitted a Stro1lg liltirrg fbr
vigorous speech, as EĮįz. lit. was predorrrinantly a lįteralure of tlre spokeriworcl - tĮle spokertliterary fbrms of preachittg and acting prevailed over the printed forils of journalisrr a'd
fiction and poetry was stiļl very closely related to Sol1g. Tlris gave ar', u,reįalled racy 

'igourto colulnoll prose and the language of the stage, a unique cornbination of racy tarrg aņcl
niajestic state.liness, cliaracteristic of Slrakespāare and tīe Authorized Versiott of tlte Bible.Drydetr: ''tlteir wit was llot tļ]at of gerl[lerlel]; lI'}ere ų/aS ever sotltewlrat that was iļl-bred arlcļcļownislt in įt arld wlriclr cottfessed tlre cotrversatiot. of the authors.,,
The Eļizabetltatrs loved ttrockery, irotry (the'dry tnock') attd sarcastrr (tlre'bitter taĮļļlt')Tlre popuĮar telldetlcy to ridicuĮe and burlesque calne to a head in tlre writings ofTHOMAS NASHE (1567-1601) flre pampliteteer
A uIriversįty wit like Greene atid Lodge' att adInįrer of Lily, Spencer arrd Sidney. lre
Inaitttaitled tlrroughout ltis career the pose of a Įrutnarrist inįigrraIrt at the tbĮlies ol,tįte iige"He "raiļed" both agairtst tlre ill-educated ballad-lllollgers arrcļ tlte'eloquettce arrcl civility of theĮeartted' so lris satiric attitude cornbiliecļ tlre caustic r*nooa of a clisgrulrtĮecļ sclrolar attcļ thetnoclcery of the rustic Fool in folkgarnes or the clou,n of the popritu. stage. N. revivecl satireirr tlte Į590s whicļr, itt lurtt, stirnuļatecļ tlre creatiorr of tlre "Įluntour" coirrec]įes at the eild ofthe decade.
Tlie entergirrg prof-essįotral tneti of letters. tiusrrated irl tlreir liopes' įurIlecl to satire to gi'e
Vellt to pelsottal discontetrt, whiclr gave rise to generaĮizecl satįre wltere tlre rigltteous
scltolar-poet is surroutrded by lris frierids atrd ettemieS - the rvit' the rvouId-be rņ,it' tltenrelaltcholy gallant, the trralconterrt' tlte professional clrarļatatr, tļte seecly aclvetltrtt.er.. tļtetravelled and Machiavellian sceptic, the usurer'. the sycophant. A slightly youpger srou,oį'wits rrrodelled tlretnselves directly oļ1 tĮle conveIltiotrs of Latirr poetic satire, irr lrarsltt'ĮrytĮttrrs, scornful ittvective atrd gr'otesque chat"acter pottraits (Donrre c. l593-7. HaļļVirgidentia.e 1598' Marstott The Scourg, õ7 vlLLni,l_r, Į598).
ltt DRAMA sotne of tlre qualitites labellecļ 'Jacobeatt' were alreacJy in place irr l]ļiz. 1rla_t,s:so1rhisticated violerrce (Slral<espeare Tittts Ancįronįctts. Kyd Spaniih TiagecĮl,1. tļle tetrcļetlcr,{br tragecl_y arrd satire to cotrverge irr rļarlr cotrrecl1'leading to cleatlr črv"riļ*. iī'r''ti)ļ,''"rMaĮto')' tļte utrcertairrty about the universe (Dortrte: ''tlte rrew pIrilosoplry czrlls aļl itt cloLlbt,'etc.)
NEW DIIVELOPMENTS which tttake Jacobean drarna distinctive were: in yerse stvle: zrttetv freedotrr of rnovernent, a more sustaitred conversatiotral tone; an,,itrtēItse
cottcetttratiott ott the present moment; preoccupation rvith,money, p.up",.ty, class ,.clSexi there įs a good deal of overt nroralizirrg but it is accotnpaniecl bį a įIeeful fascirratiorrrvitlr tlre vice atrd folly uIrcler attack; virtue āo.. ,',o, just exist llalurally, įt įs there to bedisplayed, goaded, if possible corrrrpted, virtue is uĻcļer attacli anci įassive wlrile evil isvigorous attd energetic; playwrights work for the effect of the morneut, even if it r,earsbeing flippant or sensational.
GBORGE CHAPMAN (1ss9?- 1634)
was fatttous for liis translatiorr of l{omer (T\te Whole Works of Honter Prįnce of Poets įtt HįsIĮįads and odysseys, t616). He wrote 6 cornedies and 6 tragedies. All his tragedies tnav bedescribed as dramatic studies of the interaction betrveen a great nran a,nd his society,vielved from the neo-Stoic perspective. There are 4 rnain elements at work in tlrisitrterac|iotr: ill tļte lrero lris nroral tratur'e (lris goocirless or badtress), ancļ lrįs outrvarcļ role
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(as soldier' rebel or servatrl to the kļ'_*), ratiged opposite [o įlįrlr ilt society are two kirrc]s oftnen, tlie rrroutlrpieces of Clraplnatl'S ideas ott tlre social order, or tlle pĮrsorrificatiorts ofvarįous itrstatrces of social cort'uption. TĮle plavs are buiįt- up tiorrr the itrtlutrterable
cortflicts which arise atrrotrgst these elemetrts. His lreroes are great tnett tlarvecļ by their
'irrabiĮity to cotrtrol tlieir įntler passiotrs and resist tlre ouįward ternptatiotts to wĮrįclt tltįs įrinerdisorder exposes them. TĮle other positive clraracters are meallt to be exetnplars of rnetlcapable of aclrievirlg tlļe įtrward peace of Stoic teaclring. Dryden brillialrtly sunrs up lheweaktresses of Chaprnan's The Revenge of Brtssl,tį'Antīoįs: ''a dwarfislr tliouglrt' dressed upin gigarrtic words, repetitiorr irt abutrdarrce, looieness of expression. attcl gross ĮlyperboĮes:tlte setrse of one liIte expaItded procligiously irrto tett: atrc], įo ,r,n up all.-uttcorrect Errglislrand a lrideous rnittgle of false poetry and true ļ1ol1Settse"',
JOHN N,IARSTON (157s?_7634)
begarr ļtis career.as a writer of scurrilotņ satires arrd ettded it as a priest. Like Clraptnatr" lrewas lreavily irlf'luettced by Marlowe atld Kycl's TĮte Sprtttisll' Tt'a3ecĮl,. By ten]perattlettt lte. r.vasinclined to ronrantic dt'ama attd he too adopted the šenecarr gltost:and his collcep|ioĮ1S ofatrocious Vellgeal]ce arrd tlre ltorror of crįnre. Irr his tragedies, ļike iIr lris satires' he SeelIS towislr to attract attetttioti by the most tįįn]ultous violer"Į' uy,usiItg nlore furiotts ancleccentl'ic language and gr-eatel. coal.Seness thatl any o[I1er wrįter. He cleclaims lnot.eviolerrtly tIrarr NIarlorve, describes rvith rrretaplrorĻ as foggy ancl clis.ioirttecl asClrapnran's, piles up peclarrtic, trivial arrcl rrrįutĮr-filling rvot"cls" ltis vocabtllary is fulI ofear-grating rroveIties'"He is tĮre Crispirrus caricaturecl by Jotrsott tt't The Poetaster to wļlolll''a liglrt vomit'' is adnrirristered and wlro vorrrits up a įo,'turti. rignrarole. Yet there įssomethilrg inrpressive in his very inflatedtless, ļlis borrrbastic and turgicl larlguage, as ltis tttostdetestabĮy emphatic pasSages are interspersed with IlervoUS eloqueItce' his trageclies also Ilavet_ļaslies of true poetry in tlretn. The tragedies Antottįo ct'ttcĮ' ueĮjįaa, Atttottįo,s Rel,enge alldthe bitter contecly 'ļhe MaĮcontent are Iris best knorr.tt works. He seeIls to have beeIt the tnatlwho introdtlced the fashion of railing against society aud life in a mood of lyrical ir.ony.ĮJe atterrrpts to outdo other faslrionable pĮāywriglrts bv shoutirrg louder than tliey aticļ lre oftertrecaļļs or artticipates Slral<espeareall subjecĮs' u,]d tb.-,romellts at a titne ļle cļoes ttot loose[oo ttlucļt by tlre consequeįlt coIlparisott.
BEN JONSON (1s72_ 1637)
is the pIaywright who in hįs owtr tinle and ever afterų,ards providecl tlre typicaI aIltitlresis roshakespeare' tf sh' accepted the existing conditions of the stage. then J. was i, a'g.y arrdarrogant opposition to the Eliz. stage attcl set up his orvn taste, icleas ancl theories. allderived from the alrcietrts, against tlre poprrlar,Įaste. As a self]_appoinl-ecl disciple of theancieItts' ļte set out to t"efornr tlre ErrgĮish stage. The stepsotr of a sirrrple bricl<layer' .I.cottstructed a literar'y career for lrirrrself witlia self-conscious efTort fĮr which tltere is ttoparallel in any otlrer playrvriglrt of the period. A pupil at Westntitister scļrool of WilIiaIrrCarnden, tlte fattrous arrtiquary, attd a graduate of CinrĻridge' J. was truly learrrecl. Iliscareer took hirn irrto the higlrest circļes. He wrote r.nasques for the cour| of Jatrres I likemally great drarnatic writers of tlie period but irr his hairds tliey reached their lriglrest cĮegreeof elaboration' The great arclritect; Iiligo Jones, a..iį'.a the machirrery anci cļecoratioIis tbrsotle of tļtetrr' Tļre addressees of ltįs non-dratltatic ų,o-rk incļuded inrporiu,-,į ,r",-,.,Įr.rs o1, t|tearistocracy arrd tlre Įeartrec]. Yer lre remaįned always atr outsicįer, gtrarclirrg lrisindeperrdence, stancling orr Įris digrrity, trying aš much as possible to clepencl ott hi.s orvttabilities and ttot tlre precarious favāurs of tire ģ,"ut. We can see a certain acacļerlįc seļf-
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coįlsclouslless lll tlre way lte presettted Iris work: tļre first editiorr of ļlis Rotttatt [raged-1,Seja'ntLs iricįudes ļ]o|es oll tļre sources, allcl El,ery Matt ott of His ĮļLttttottr irlcluc-les ascierrtįfic dįscussiort o1'the įlalures of ''l'Įutttoural'' J. tooļ< uttusual pairrs to SĮ]ape Irįs career asa wļtole. iricluding publishirrg his collectecl ų;orl<s irr tlre Foļio of 1616.Tetrrperatrrerrtally J. was a satirist ancļ lris education nracle hirrr a realist. His firstcelebrated and really persoIlal work Event Man įn rui'iuīr'o,,r?iļösl",."įor.,r his true|eIldencies' irrtrclducing a sel of Englislr įccerrtrics, eacļt of whoItt trį Iris particUļar
''IlĮļIllout"'' - lris prevailirrg rrrood o1 rather lris ocldity, nrental habit or fad. PopularļtarrdbooI<s orr psyclrology lil<e Robert BurtoIt's ''A,'atoi'',y of MeIancltoly,, (l62l) pictLrrecllnal] aS a Iįttle state wļrereirr tlre boctily flrricls couļcj break out itt cļisease atld ulirull,passiottif rrot lelrlperateĮy govertted by tlre ļācuįtįes of tļle soLrl. witļr its agerits tlre vitaļ spirirs. 1-Ile4 bodily fluįds (blood, plrlegnr, spleett, cĮroler) eaclr, if itt excess' cause 4 kiIrcls of[elĪ]peralllellt (Sanguitte, plrlegnratic, lrrelattclroly, clroleric). While otlrer playwriglrts trradeStereotyped oddity the cltaracteristic orlly of tļle iįorrda,y.i.,u.o.iĮĮ' .i.",,',.,..s ļtutttour tļiecapital cļlaracterisįįo oį'alļ ļris cltaracters. especialIy tlre prirrcipals (aIl excessivelv r'crrriec]olcl gelttlerr1al]' a jealous ļlusbarlcl" 2 yourrg seļf'-corrficlettt attcļ tbolisļr tbps. a tnagistrate rr,itlta drirrkirrg problent, a blusterer). lrl tĮrar J_ exclutles rotnalrticisnr attcl is.cafeful to sustaitttlre conric totre of ltis cornecļy J. shows hirrrseļf the clisciple of tlre aIrcietlts bLIt ,re cļicļ rrottirlly observe the cļassical uniries, ztssimilatįng thern o,ily graclualIy. orte b' cltle. iIr lris pla's"WitĮl lris itrclitlatįort to trotice only obvio,,. i,'r.riu]auoi'1ru.rliaritie.s arrcļ r,iolent actiorts ofexceJrtionaI persolts" his alttlost total clisregat'cl for fuIlcļalrrerrtal feeIings conrtnotr tonrattltincl and lrįs igtrorattce of love, .I. Irevū got ļlear to nature in the classįcal t-neattitlq oftļre word as to fincļ irr lris pĮays a character wlto is Inerely a Ina,l o,. o *o,rä;; ;i;,;;į'-= "'iIrlpossibIe' ĮIt tltis essential rāspect J. is tar less classical tltarl Sļlal<espeare.Įrl lris latet"conredies J''s satirical attitucļe is acceItttlatecl. Įrr Ever.li Mcttt ()ttt o'f IĮisHtttltour J' ļiirltseļl'is Asper, lļte ltarsh arrcl pitiless j;įū;;; i;;;;i ,ļ',.i,li.rrors, a c'IlicdesceItded tionr Diogettes. More tļlatt otte charactei irl*tlris play is probably tlte caricatįre olatt ac|uaļ persol' wlio was recogIlizecl by a sectior' or tt'e įuūiĮ. įr'iļĮ'pĮ/io,.ity wļrich J"col)Stantļy claitls for lrirlseļf arrc] his iļįwiIl to everyo,rį and everyrhillg grclws tecļious. J.tlrirrks ltis persottal quarrels įIlterestiI1g erlouglt to fuirrisļl scelles for ļlis 1;lays or e'eIl r,vltoļeplays' I_Ie' tlre reĮ]resel]tative of reasoįl, tnoraļity arrcl krrowlecige does Iiät fįar to brirlg lrisettettties upott tlte Stage. Cynthįa'S Re|leĮS, arrd įven nore The-Poet0Sterare so l.Ijally acts ofItotltage to hirttseļf" Ilot to nretliiott the prologues and epiĮogues ro his plays. ,ītl Tlte PoetQSterļle is Horace' whose fl"ierrd is Virgil, whoseācļrlrirer is Augustus, aItcļ to wltottt tļre bacl poetsCrispirrus (i.e. Marston) arrd Denįtrius (i.e. Dekl<er) are jealous enettties.Tlre great cclnrecļies of lris rrratrrrity - V^oĮpone' EpĮcoette, The AĮcl.tetlūst ancl Ba'rtltoĮottrcķ:Faį'r are aIĪļol1g tlte nrost renrarltable of tire cļrariratic rņ,orlĢ of tļre EIrglisIr Rettaissalrceand startd at tlte pealr of Jacobearr conredy' VoĮpone being tlte greatest Eorneoy iIr Errglislr.Įrr tltem J' įnveIlts everyllrirrg - tļle tnatter, plot ailcļ characters, tlre plays are of very souttclcollstructioll' VoĮpone is a violertt attacl< oir cupiclity/avarice and Machiave;lisrrr. Volporrethe VeIietįan trragrrifico (tlre Fox), tlre^lawyer värrorĮ (Vulture;, the clyirrg Corbaccio (oIdCrow)' tlie tnercļrattt Corvįno (Little Crow), the internleciiary Mosca (Fly) all clisplay suclrįrredeetlabļe vice tlrat tlie play is a ferocious Satire, totally lacl<iIrg aIty furl. Ill Epicoelrc J.ainls a[ producirrg Itrerritrretrt. Yet, even wļtett Įte is writing farce, J. is weigĮred dowrr withĮris learniIrg arrd his fonclness for scrupulous reaļistn irr Jetails. As a result of rļiis 'l. ļacksspol]tanejty' ļle įs too įndustrious and too learned ro evoke light Iaughrer.
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Bett Jottsorl ttiade two attel]lpts at lristor'ical trage cl1 - Sejattrls ( ļ603) tttlc! CatįĮįtle ( Į6 l l ). Irlcoll[rast to Sliakespeare's itlaccurate l<tlor.i'leclge Įf įo,,-,,o,'' cuS[olĪS aItcl tttatttters. .I.-stragedies are cotttpletely lristorical. J. studs iS" witļt trattslatecl quotarions. stnalļ ittcicļerltsattd curious toucļles borrowed clirectly tiorn SuetottiLts. Juvetral, Tacitus' š;',;;;. ü;;;ä]detaiIs irt tlre lottg rutt oversltadow tlre play's .l'u,.u.t..-ä;;;; 
į ģĻļLuJ' j

THOMAS DEKr(ER (1s72_1632)
Althouglr JotrsoIr associared Mlarstort atlcļ Delrļter iIt ļtis attacks. they are no less cliftererltfrotn eaclt otller tļtan tlrey are fiorn ļtirn: iVI's lrabitual cyrricisnr cottnected lrinr ų,itļr J.'wlrile i. Del<l<er''s work there is a veitr of poetry a.d optimism, a tencler.ness a.cr charm,wlrįch tlte otļler two playwrights lack. Like Greeire D. ļracļ to write pot-boilers fbr r'ltich ļre1ourrd nlaterial irr tļte Lorrcļori Slreels. He carefuĮly observes tlre loųj ļife of tlre tort,tl lvitlr itstniser'y' vice arrcl eccentricities, but a|so notices Ļn-rusing scenes ancl coļlects good-tetnpered jolres' I-Įe lrad also read tlre satirists. His art is conrposite: there is his itrlret.erltronranticisnr' Ilotrrely realisnr arrd rebellioIt agaittst all lalvs. He also recalļs Greette bl,tIrefresltness of sotne of his scenes' his joy in lif{ his ability to.create ,geirtle, feelingwotllell' l-{e is arr iIttpro'iset', alive attcl sporttįĮlleoįtS. his traderrrarķ lš tlis clreerfrrltress. I_Ieaddressed Iris plays to tlre Lorlc]ort coclrrrey public. He drarltatįzed Deļoney,s novel ,,Tlte

Gerrtle CrafĪ'' about Sinton Eyre, a shoenräk"r', upp.",',ti". *ho becarlre ioro ,ruyn. arlcl tltelburrder of ļeatlrer_tttarket.irr Lear]aerrhaļl irr ttr.."iģ,.' .-,f H.nry YI as5Įrcentaker,s HoĮįcįal'over wļticlt spreaiJs tlre spirit očlreartirress attcl ltįrr'irlreItt, trivial, rrrtthitrltirtg gaiet1,.Always irr firrancįal ctiffiįuļties, D. r,vas alI ļris ļifē obligecJ ro col1aborate wit,r otļlerplaywriglrts like JotuoIt, Mįcļdļetorl, Dravto,-,.-W.į;;;.-RowĮey, Ford arrcį Massittger" oItl',
:o-']-,:8 or 9 play ų'rįttett by lrirn aļotte are preservecl. ī ļ L'l\-ļ (įįļlļ

TĮļOMAS I{EYwoon įszą-tsąt)
It is Į_I's tetrclet'Iress attcl pity wlrich brirrg liitn ttearest to Dekker but ļre ļacks Dekļier.slyr'icisrtt' faltcy, g.''."ly His strengtlr ļiei ūr cr'eatirlį dratrtatic, nroviItg sitrratiorrs rathet.tlratr strolrgly indivictualized clrar]acters. Because hJ tbuno it easier thalr D' to cļo rvirlroutrol]lallce' lte was' iIt sottte of ļris plays, Ilļore successfuļ than D. irr realizirtg tlre irļeals ofcitizen drama' Hislrork constanily tetrays his great desire to .ri.ister to ,re tastes a,clvartities and pre.iuclices of tlre citįzens of Loncįįlt atld tlreir guilcls. Like Shaltespeare ltewas botlr all ac[or attcļ a playwrighr. He was aļso tlre nrost prolifĪc of the ElizabetĮtalts: ltecļairns to ļtave been the chiāf auiįror of 22O plays of ,rt,i.t, 24 ļlavereacheā us. Tļlis co1;iou.swriter is ttevet' stoppecl by artistic corrsideratiįrrs - at lris best Ire,aclrievįs clarity arrclfluency and lte desįres llo ļnore. Į{'s a-cktrowleclged ,raste.pie.e įs l Wontatt KįĮĮed' ņ;įrltKįndness (1603)' a cļonrestic clrattra. GelrtĮenes3, a"Įo .rnrpatlry, nļot.al loftirress ancipoignarrt nrelartclroly in cotlveying tlre cleep zufferirrg'of'all'p.ir.,čipat įl..o.o.r.rr' especia|lytlre wife's relnorse ancj tlre pity"of"the lrusbįrrd' *u, iį.,., eXceptionaļ.THOMAS MIDDLETON iršso- 1627)

Like Dekker ancļ Heywood" M. depictecļ tlre life of tlre citizens of Londott. Ittsteacļ offlattering tltern' ltolvever, Ite was alrrused by įii.,';. rĮ'įrĮrr.o lrirn to slrow up their ocļcļitiesatrd vices' He tlius col-ļllects with Jotrson. witlt tļre ditįreļ]ce that he seettts less aItxious topoint to a moral' He has a taste for cyrtical pictures arrd a nat'ral te.cre'cy torvards trremost licerttious irrrpJications. althougii as a ruļe lre abstains fronr tlre nrore brutalobscerrity of such or t-,i' 
'on,.,rįāiuii., u, Marston. lVI" tried severaļ paths before lre fburrcllris right one - liglrt conredy. He producecl frorn 1604 to 1612 aseries of highly f-lavourecļfarcical cottrecļies' distinguiihed by the vivacity of their: Sceļļes' their sl<iļfuI cottstt-uctirltr
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-c
al]d the Very cļose acquialltaį]ce witll tļle least desirabIe cįrcļes of Lotlcļon societ_y. M,s
Lotldott is a pĮace where people trralre deals wlricļr ittvolve cotltlocļities, ltutlrati beirrgs arrdsex' M. points to a tttoraļ, but lre is usually arrrbiguous irr lris concletttnatiorrs' tltougīr a
strollg feeling of moral disgust penreats his cornedies and tragedies. Like in Jonsons,s
cotlredies, M's cļraracters are aĮso dehumanized, but wlrile Jūrsorr is passiorrate irr exposing
vįce atid collsequelltly his personificatiorts of evil have vigour arrd vitality arrd acquire'al,noit
epic diInerrsiotts, M's char'acters eItgage irr role-plavirrg coolly arrcļ their appetites are
Ineanel'. Tlrey engage irl intrigues fbr llloney, propert\/ attcļ sex.
M' is a careful obset'vet'of realities' he pairrts tltį ltrattrrer of his tirne witlr great accuracy
atrd Įrįs realistic psyclrological portraits arrd the w,at, ļre builds u1l iritrigues witlr Lltl]1ost
logicality attd assuralice sĮlow a lltaster craftstnaIt.
At tļre lreigĮrt of his career M. turned to tragedy. Tlre oIrly tragedy ļle wrote wįtlrout a
coĮlaborator was Wonrcn Bey'vare Wonrctt' a tragecjy about an ltalįarr courtesan Biatrca
CappeIlo' M.'s other tragedies and tragi-con-'"āi..-r*.ere aļl writtett in collaboratiott witļrWįllianr Rowley (l585-L642).It is only because įre had no,high,atnbition tlrat M. įs rlot itl
the first ratrļ< of wrilers. He ļracļ neįther Fļetclter's poetry llor"the artistic scr.upulousit-v ofWebster' tror tlre lrurnanity of Heywood arrd Dekkei. Tlre totre of ]rįs tragedies' as of his
cotrredies, is generally ltard arrd clry. But įn lris po\Ī'er to cotrvey the iĀpressiort of realit;,
he surpasses thern all.
CYRIL TOURNEUR (1575? -1626)
arrd Webster put new life irito MELoDRAMA. Like Kyc-l's' Marstotl's arrd Cļrettļe,s work
be1bre tļtetn, their pĮays are revel]ge rra-eeclies of tlre Senecan sclrooI. Most of tļtese re\/eI1ge
pĮays are Set ill Įtaly. ĮTALY was appropriate to all e\olic love story (lil<e Marstott,s Aįįto11įo
and MeĮĮįd'a (l599)), but it tvas aļso tļle laIrd of poisonirrg Cardinals (Barnabe Barrtes,s ļuridlttelodratlta of tļre Borgias The Deviļ's Cha'rter (įoozrt. tire Įarld of clueļling arlcl veItdetta(Shakespeare's Ronteo an.d JuĮįet), the larrd of tļre 'atlteįst' Maclriaveļli, attcestor of alļ thevillairrs who flaurrt tlreir'policy' ancl rrtartipulate tlre irrtrigue witļr tļle aicl of tlre rteecly
suborcļiļlates. Above aĮĮ, It-zrl1'stood 1br tįre two eXtrellles of 'civiĮity'atlcl corrupliorl. TlreItalian revel'lge plays, accordingly, clweĮl ott lust and Inoral corruption irr place of tļre political
tltenre of Shakespeare, Jottsott attc] Chapnlarr. Marston's Alttottįo and MeĮjįcį.a, Shakespeare.S
otheĮĮcl' Jotrson's VoĮpone' Tourtteur's T'he Revenler S TragecĮ!,' Webster's The DttcĮtess o.fMaĮfi accustomed tlre public to See Italy as tlre naūral hotne ot'voluptuous pleasure.
bloodshed arid deatlr. Notie, Į1owever, ItaĮiariįzed lris scenes tnore exclusiveiy atrd ititesively
tlran Webster wlro specializecJ irr Italy at a tilĪ1e wIten Fletcļrer and lris,coĮļaboratorS werebeginning to turll tlteir attention to spanish lieroisrn. Tlie pr:incipal co,trast'i. tķese plays istto lottger between tlie rlaclriavelļiarr and tļre stoic (as in Kyd),but betų,eetr the empty glitter
of the ltalianate gt'anclees alrd the discontentecl poverty of the geņtleman-scķolars wķowere forced to selI tįieir ltottour aIid whom the drainatists acļvancels spokesmen. Tļteportrayal of wealth atld palronage by Marston, Tourner and webster iric.licares the clecay oftlre Tudor aristocracy attd the diserrchatttmettt of Elizabethall mell of letters. TĮre Italįan
seitįl1g is used for social conrplairrt arrd for a generaIized satire whįc1r is-tlre tnaitt
coritributiorr of Marston, Tourneur attcļ Webster to a tbrrrr of dratna wIiicļr lracl origiIratedwitli Kyd as tragedy (or Irielodrarrra) iĮlustrating the moral law.
There is tlo certainty about tĮie autļrorsĮrip of tlį soInbre ttrasterpiec e The Revenger,s Traged1;(1606-7)' It is attributed to Cyril rounreur on the grounds that it, i,nug.,.y and 

'roral 
ro.e

are cotisistent with att obscure Verse allegory o,-' r.iigio,'l (The TransfoĮnte'a uįrn,''orpļ;;':ī''
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wĮriclr was pubĮislred by T'ourtteur irr t600). I-]owever'T.'s otte survivitrg 1llay whicĮr isuIrdoubtedly lris' The Atlrcįst's TragecĮr' (16lĮ)' tlrouglr ittterestirtg attd uttususaļ' is so ltiucļlįrltērior tltat tnatly scltoĮars denv tlįrrr a Coll'lĮl-loll autltor. Wlroever tĮle autltor o| T1teRevenger'S Tragedy lnąy be. tlrl play is uIrique in įts utrrenritting sat-dotric fur.1, arrcicompression of language. T'he characters are the bearers of abstract qualities of good a.devil r'lretor'ically lreiglrterred an<j endowed ltere witļr a btlrrring interrsity of passiott..Huttratr justice is*irretrievably corrupt ancl evil tranrples on goocl.ess.JoĮ-ĮN WEBSTER (l57 5? -|614?\
w' wrole tbr the stage fiorn 1602 onwards. servirrg fbr 5-.years a sort of apprenticeship ascollaborator with Heywood, Middleton. lr4arstoIt uno ņ"kk"r. Hįs two ļnasterpieces. 7zeWlįte DeviĮ' or Vįttorįa Corotnbcsttrz, plat,ecļ about l6tl, and Tļle Duclte''ī;;'i;'f;';;;r,l6l4, lrave beetl resporrsible for Iris survīr,al as playwriįr't.'" 

l.Ļ ŲĻLĻlįcJJl

The Whįte DevįĮ įs otte of rlie serįes of stuclies or iouįresANS wlriclr appearecl orte afterattotļrer withįrr a fēw years. Iį seettrs to ltave beeri Marston w.lro brol<e the ice witlr lris DtttcltCourtesan' a coniecly wlrįch introduces.arr irrtriguing arrd calcularing 
"ourį.ro,-,wIro 

is wilĮirrgto go to arry lengtĮrs, eveļ] tnurder lrer lo'er *lio pū,,. to lnarry sornebody else' irt orcler tokeep Įrinr fbr lrerself' At tlre erlcl slte įs cottdetlt-,.ä,o the whip arrd gaol. Del<l<er atrsr'eredwįtlr a dottlestįc clratna The Honest Wlrcre where tļte wļiore is verv cļifferent. SIre talls itt Įo'ewitļr a youllg lorc] who opetrs Įler eyes [o tĮie shaIlefuĮness of her tracle. BeauIttotlt atlc]Fļetclrer's The Maįd's Tragedt' teĮls tļle story o{' a Li,'į;, tnistress *l'o' t.,uuT,];';;;,-, ļ;"'r,,.,tlre ettortnity of lrer critneānd tnat of her rou., tuouii8,vl, kiļls tlre kirrg and herseIf. Biarrcairr Middletort'S Wottlen' Bevla're Wonten' arrd Webst.r'. Vįtro,ia itl Th'e Wlzįte DevįĮare cļosel'aItalogous cltaracters. Everr Slrakespeare'S CĮeopatra is a variatioll oll tļte tltettre. AIl of tļierriappreared routld abou[ į61l' Webster'S arra Mrcicļte[on'S plays are cļoselv relatecj ri,itlt tļreįratrocities, tlreįr Itaļiatr attnospļtere atid tlre equally uriiiiā,ļįä1į;,;;ä'ļur..., of tlrehistoric CourtesatļS tĮiey portray.
Melodratttatic devices abouric] irr W.'s trageclies. his cliaracters ttteeį ų,itlt sirlgularl' atrociouszrclvetitures' His plays are fulļ of coļourfrl pug.r,,'ts attcį cerettionies. Į{e ac1tįeves a per'fectfttsiolt of pure dratrra (by trutlrlully represerrtirtg vigo.ous cļlaracters atlcļ great passiorls)and ttreloclranra (witli its erttpltasis-on įl-,. Įrorror otįt'ysical irripressiotls attcl ott spectacularstrarrgeness).
Th'e Duchessį of MaĮfitnal<es tlte satle appeal. The tlieme is persecuted virtue attclvengeauce' The avengers are tnoved by uīina fury artd greecl, tlte victįtl (tlte Duclress otMalfi (Anralfi)) is cļriveIt to tnacļtless aricļ cļeatļr bācause_she lras'trlarr-ied; out of virtuouslove' lter stewarcļ' a low-borrr but equally virtuous AIttonio. W. ainis at sllorviug the pathosirrlreretrt irr situatiotrs, usitig tbr thiļ purpose difterent effects l,.eallt to higlrlight tlre ļlorrorand sufferittg itl suclt Scel]es. Įt is tlris searcļt fbr tĮre lllost powerful el-lęcts=wlriclr is proper toreal tneļodrama atrc] W. lras a Strallge p9\]er of evolrirtg slruclders. Liļ<e Jonson, W.distrusted Spotltalleous ilnprovisatioir and Įooked to oįher authors for irrspiratiott - tnodertrscholarship lras found a Įiierary Source'for rrearly.u..f prr.use ancj Coļ]Cept įrr his plays. Butwlrat he tlade of his reading is distirrctly his own - u..ģ.lor, sentetrtious tragedy rvlriclrnralres tlre uttrrost of the cotrtrast betrveen virtue - stoĪc, rroble, urtblenrislrec-l - and vice -irredeemably corrupt, base ancl irresistible.
FRANCIS BEAUMONT (1584/5-1616) & JOHN FLETCH]ļR (1579-l625)
Shakespeare'S Successors aS principal writers for the King's Men were B. & F.' wļlotogether set tlreir Stamp on pĮaywriting for tlie rest of ttre celltury. .fĮie RoMANTIC

s5



TRAGEDIES arrcļ 'IRAGļ-CotVĪEDtES of B. & F.. arrcl after tltettt Massittger. Į*-orcļ zrIicļSIrirley aIld tlre courtly al-ĪlateurS uIlder Cļrarļes Į. develo1lecļ coltsistetltl' illto tļte HerclicDr'attrzi of tlre age of Drycierr. Tliey rnark at oļlce o a..i.irį ;;;;*;l,;'įl,. socirl orrtloolr ofthe theatre artd strikiIrg artistic clecacletrce. Irr tragic. eveļi lllore thatt itl cotttic. u,ritirrg.wĮtat tlte late Jacobeatr atrd Caroļirre Stages off'ered 
'rrr,',o lottger a representative tlariotral artbut a diversiotr for a sirrgle class - tlreįourt aristocracy. Midāļetott'S worl< apart. it tl,astlreatricaI irr tlre rrtost ļitnititrg setlse, eltrotiortall1 slrallorv, arbitraI.y artcl tlre rvor.lcl itpt'esettts laclrs a cerrtraļ prirrciple *ļ]ig]'^wouļd p...,",',t tl.'.'pi;;;-froir.' Įi'i,ri,.,g ilrto barraĮity.This rlew pltase rnight be dated from 1609" for in trrat year the Kirrg,s Me' bega, tocollce11[ra[e on their newly acquirecl 'private'pla-yltcluse, tlre Blaclifi-iars.'flie Bļack1,r.įiirsaudiettce was suppIiecl with plays by a ļ<irld oi. plav-tactory/syrrdicate lteacjecl by B ct F. B.,tlte youttger sott of a judge- and F.' tlre younger son of aĮisirop, *.,._ūį,nseIves t1upicalttletttbers of tlre ttew attcļ self--coltscious Stuariaristocracy gravitatirrg to LoItcloll ancl tļleJacobeatt court' TJrey worl<ecl togetlrer fiortt about Į608 to Į6l3 whįIl B. tnarriecļ att ļteiress(attd died irr l6l6), attc] at least 54 plays are cotlnectecl witlr tlreir llallles, 2 ol- tļre.se įĮre llo\\/attrįbuted soleĮy to B', the better poet; 7 to their partttersltip arlcl ļ5 soleĮy to Fļetclrel.t'hoprolorrged ļris success untiļ 1625" arrd tlre rerrrairtcier to FIetc|ter. witlt sorne distirrctcollaboratos, prirrcipally Massinger fiortt l6l3 orrwarcls. Tļris group of B. & Ir. 1r1avscaptured tlre lead irr fashionable taste after Sļrak.rp.or.', retįretttettt, aS Stage rectlrci.sirrdįcate: irl į616_42 the Kirrg's Men aļotle gave 43 procļuc[iotts of B. & F. ar court. r.e. į/3ol'tļleir l13 identifiecļ courr perfbrntattces' as agairrit Į6 of Shakespeare ancj oIily 7 of'IoIrsott' Tlte getteral repertory for the Salle years, rr'itļl l70 pIays ļ<ttowtt oIt tlteir active ļist.cotltaitled 41 of B 

.& F besįde oIrly l6 of šlrakespeat]e attcļ 9 of .Iorisoll. .l.lre l647 Folio ofB' & F" wįtlr its cltorus ot courtly rributes' .o,'ruī,r, o prelāce by a CaroIirre playu,riglrtSlrirley' wlriclr reveaļs tļte ttature āf tlieir Success: tlte irs. lre sa-vs' was ,,tll'e wįr tļta't tltntle tlteBĮackfrįu.s an acacĮ'enty 
.... ttsua'ĮĮ1l of ntot.e odro',rtn:.-<, ro tne ltoprttĮ youtt\ lrcįl.tltcttt ct costĮl,'dangerous foreign trnveĮ' The yot-lltg spirirs of the tĪ,,,r' urhore bįrth ct.ttcl quaĮ.it.v tltocĮe tļtetltintpa'tient of the So.ĮĮ:.er wcĮ\t5 Ctf erĮt|caiįott, häve frotii tite uttet.ttįlle lrcnrįtt8 of tltese pīeces' gotgl'ottttd in poittt oJ,.n''it and'carrįale o.f tlte nnsl"Sev'ereĮ\,-empĮoved Srud'etŪS, wĮtįĮe lltesere(':rea.tįotls vlere dįTested' įnto ,',īrs''attcl tlrc ,r,., ptrnr,tre cĮįcį erltfy.,,Very liL{Ie retttaiIrs irt B' & F' trageclies ot'the rraiio,raī corrsciot,sIles.s tl]at SltaItcspeare lratlbrouglrt to tragedy frortr tlre histoį plays; ott tlre 

"on,.ury, tlieir ļreroe, u,-,,r"i.Ęl:l';rļ,,,dwellers itt a clranlred cįrcle' aerenļive towards their priviIeges but fr"" iro,, o,,yrespottsibility outwards' While tlteir nratrtrer is lllore rjelaxecļ atlcl opetr. atrcl oIl tļle surtāce.at least' there is rlignity altcl snrootlrtress, foreigrr to tlte tell-,per of writers ļįl<e Marstolt ztIlcļWebster' spir:itually, tlre lrot'izotrs of dt'anra nāv" l"įrlt to slrritrl<. Tlre probirrg o1, tļteul]Seell world, tlre questioIrirlg of gocls' eveIt of Goc]' ,i1nt ,.r,-,, frotll MarļoĻe r,rr.ough toWeĮlster' the problern of divūe juĮtice - the rnain basįs of tlle olcļer lragecly - ltas givert placeto etlrical rnotifs tlrat are mor. purely social. It is not tļiat the greal questiotts ļtave Į;eeIratlswered - they are llo lorlger being askecļ. Class, u.euaing and"behaviortt- are becorttirrgtnore important than salvatįon and āanrratįon. Tlrere įs a cotlscious appeal to gelltleItrattlYvalues: courage, Itonour, frienclship. B. & F. cornbine a high heroic style with a lo$,r,ie$,of lrunran nature like Webster' MaistoIt attd CltapInarl before tltent. The diffėrerrce is thattlre contrast lro lotlger SeenŅ shocĮring: it is obsįured. repottecl, acceptecl - tļre urgeĮlCyhas gone' The lrutnatrist gravity artd tļte ,Pri 9i;;]i.jĮo..r,ution have goļle' arrc] witlt theIlltļte tetrsiott and tlre stoicįrarldįur of tĮre individruLį,oiĮrnclly at ocļcļs with įtįs utliverse.
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Įttstead, the later lteroes cottlbrttl to a siltgle type _ tltey zrre aIļ Cavalier g:rllallt.s icle:rlizecl.arrd their advetltures lnove irlvariabley ott tlle platle of lo'e aIrcl hoIlot,,-. llļ-,. seltse crf 1llzrceļias also uttdergotie a cltarige' lrr early Jacobearr clrattta we llay l]ot be ab1e to telI orte ItaliaIlcourį frottl atrother, but tĮie serrse ofitaly is quite stra.p. as is tlie sense ot LortcļoIl ittMiddĮeton and Dekker' In B' & F. tĮre setrinģ ,"uį ū. caļled anytlring but it is really a placeof the 'inragirratioll', a precursor of the *o,"to of"Ireroic clraIna of Dryclerr ų,ltere cltaractersļįve įlt perspective SetS al1d wear ostriclr f-eatlrers in tlreįr ļteltnets.Fletcher arrd lris associates brought iItto tlte tt',.ut,.ļ qrotiri., of gIarnorrr attd eas,,-goilrg rr.ittļrat would feed tlre drattra for gĮrieratiotts įo colĪle" WlriIe tlrerJare touc|tes of pitr,.adtttiratiorl aItd evett ļ<irrcļļirress irl rļieįr rvorl<. tlrel'cļicļ rtot. irr tļle etlcl. re1;Iace tIle sce1rticisrtlof earļįer Jacobeatt cjrattra with a rnore positi;. 
';"i;;i. Tlrey sinrply expressecl tlrisscepticisnr with a trew, studiecl casualness. Hottour. frierldship' loyalty, wįt - these are tļtevalues of their genteel, self-co,tained rvorld. The1,u,".*pr*a.ecl as gestur.es: i. ,lo.rertsof crisis tļte cltaracters are cottcerttecl to firlcļ ttl. t.;ģr,i gesture {br tļle,occassįott. B. ct F.cltaracters live for tlre nronrertt, tļte court being tūe orrly worlcl lbr tļrerlr as botlr rlte citt,arrd the coulltry are sinrpĮy caricatured. Yet everl court set|irrgs sul-'fer frotl vaguertess: rr,llileSlrakesperiatt atrd early Jatobean courts were lreld togetļler by berrevoIeIlt, or Itlore otĪetl.Corrupt rulers who proviclecl a strong fbcus fbr tlreir Įourts' tlte rulers of B. & F. are l'eakattd trivial eveIl itl their crirttes. It Įlįcorrles tļ]e pri'ate respott'siĮriIity ol tlte courtiet.s ttldecide how gentletttett ougltt to beļlave. Įrrrprovisi,,g til;Į";;;;;;;i,.';.;:tttcl a lttissiIrgcetttre' the cĮraracters are stiĮļ rrot altogetlrer tiee, t'Jr tliey are gripped by sirrr1rle arrclstraightfor-rvat.d passiorts. Tlie ways in wlriclr tlrey react to tĮtese sirnpIified stiIluli.irltprovisirrg, irrduIging ilt gestures,"ur" ai.įn.ļräil,ļi' artcl conrplacelltly obser'ecl attcļrecorded by B' & F' Quite oftelt tlre resuli 

"i.;;ļ,_; ireatl]leļlt is slreer bartalit1,. -fltese
banal chat'acters at'e itrvariably iuflated, their sentinrents are Iofty. ar.bitrary a.clclraotic' Tlreir passiotls are irrįsistible, tlteįr lrollo,,," .;;;;,*il,."i,,ll,"ļr" ,l.iu.,, Įr'extravagaItt itnpulses attd are fiequently saved by the '''l;i;_;;;; a;;į o,o,'..\Nitll PhįĮn'Ster (c..169?) atld A Kitry a'nt\ No Kīnģ (16Įį) B. c&. F. rrttrocļucecļ a Ilel' klIlcļ ofTRAGI-CoMEDY whįclr canļe to äi''a.a.t.rįre a ų'ļroļe generatiotl: tļle actiotl o1. tĮte.se 1lla.,scollltlottly passes {'roln a tttysterious quarrel or disappeararce, through episocres of co'cearecriderrtity arld nristakeįl purpoSe, to the .lloļl'Įel]t of c]iicovery tlrat brirrgs aboLrt the triLrrtlpltaIttdėttoueIttetlt' i'e. they go_back to SicJney's Atcadįa or to lllore recellt Frettcļt or SparlisllVariantS' TIre wlrole series of tragi-conredies fron PļtįĮaSter ol1warc]s is ttlacļe up of tlreclrivalric advetrtures attd tlre loįe_cliletrrnras of ArcucĮiutraItsposecl irrto tet:ttls of.Stuar.tgallalrtry and the wļrole series adopts tlte totre of flattery torvarcls its public' whetļter tltepIaywright is trorlirlally-exalting o. rep.ouir1g or Inereļy providing a clay_dreatl.t. Moreoyer.the forInaļ tragedies of B' & F]ancļ ni.į rofio*.rļ""r" t",ely to be distinguishec] froIrr tļieirtragi-cotnedįes - tlte same rolnantic style pervades aļļ: of their writirrg.Fletcher's seconcl associate

PHTLTP MASSTNGtrR (1s83_ 1639)
was a serious and sl<įlfuļ playwriglrt, but his tragecĮies arrd tragi_coIttecjies, tļle bulk of Iriswork' are at best coldly i'"p...rīu., at tlreir' ūrst sinlply clrrll. Tliey suffer frottt tlieitrfluence of B' & F' in theii wilful romanticism and the over.-contrived plots. M.,sconstattt airrr is to ilrstrrrct. |o drive liottre a lessotr irr nrorality. His verse rļtetoric ļtasdevelopecl away froIn enrotiott towards driviIlg ltotne aĮl arguļIenl (T.S. Eļior:" irlpoverishment of feeling,,)
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lvl' couIcļ llever really decicle betrl'eetl ltis coIrservatirze eįļtics aItcļ tlte rorltatlįic vaļues ofFletcļter. Cotrsec1uently the f-eelings and evetl tlre actiotts of his plays 1all aparr.JOHN FORD (1s86-r639?) --r

is the first' and by far the best, of the caroline tragic playrvrights. He can be regarded asa Successor to Webster' but a Webster wltose power has been aiūtea ų,itlr B. & F.ronranticisln.
Ford įs tlte tttost delicate poet o1'lris day, but lre is a poet of passive strfferittg artdfrustrated fortitucle. Although he fblIows Robert Burtorr's Atm'totlty of 14eĮattcltol_r.artd
althouglr lte stresses tlre coIrflict between desįres of tlre lteart arrd the ļa.uvs of cottscience ancļof civiļ use' Itis real aįnt is patIros. Tlrough lre lets hiS protagoIrists sLrft'er tltetttaļ arrguisIr
'because tlrey sirr atrcl breal< sexuaļ taboos (aclultery, ittcest), Įie does not explore tltepossibilities sucli topics yield for psyclrological arialysis anc] aIl sorts of arģurrreIrts. Tlreheroes suffer stoicalĮy, but tlris is not tlre older stoicisrn of Clraprnan or Webster. but a ltewstoicism, entirely self-pitying ancl theatrical. Melancholy,resignation forrrs the core of hisdrattla - silent grief eats away at tlie lteroes' tlrey pirre arrcl cļie.

By l625 tttost of tlre major figures of the earlier period were golle" Ford triecļ to lrold upļteroįc draItla Įrut the cįt'atrratic style of lris younģer rivals' the ,Cavalier., playryrigltts. sirtlrsto iIrcreclible levels of clreariness ancļ boredonr.
By 1642 by Orcler of Parlianrettt tlre tlreatres rvet'e closecl. Tļie reasoļl gi'eIl was tļlatclraItla, being a frįvolous pastime, was inappropriate itt a titne of national turrloil . The |647ordittatrce Agairrst Playirrg WaS a rnuch niore principled Stateļ11eļl| of tlie fundat.ttetaļ
Purįtatt op1lositiorr lo cļrattia. Playing was llot just wrorrg for the presellt tirne' ir was \\lrollgaltogether.
l-here ĻVaS l]ot really tttuclt to destroy. orrly the Kirrg's Merl ltac] survįvecļ tltrtlugh tlle eIllįreperiod, otlrer conrparries lrad Struggled ancļ dįed. Yeitļris break in tļre clevelopnrent of ElrglishdraItta is ttot as drastic as it rliglrt Seeįll.^Tlrouglr pĮa1,įņo was prohibirecl' priIrtill-q \\-aS llol' Soold plays were kept alive ott tlre pages of booki una ļurĮiued il the g.,l..ol curreticr," Attuttiber of theatres were pullecl down but playing coritinued in private l1our.J."ĖĮ,-,,' ioaeoltwards Willianr Davettaut stages spectacĮes with rrrusįc, as this could be cIassified assotttethitrg otlter tĮtan 'plays' attcļ ļlis The Siege of RhocĮes (1656) įs trac]įrioIraIly takerr to betĮte first ErrgĮislr opera. When the tlteatres ĮVere reopenecj at tlre Restoratiotl, it. becalneapparent thar tlre traditiorr ļrad never been brol<en, it Įnly retultred in a trew guise.
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A toy, a cap here, of mine own work -MOSCA. 'Tis well"
ļ-ļ"d forg9! to tell you I saw your knight,
Where you'd little think it *

LADY WOULDBE. Where?
MOSCA. Marry, ;

Wh-e1e yet, if you make haste, you may app
him;

Rowing upon the \ilater in'a gondole, r,

With the mošt cunning courtešan of Venice.
LADY WOĮILDBE. Is't true?
MOSCA. Pursue 'em, and believe your eyes.

Leave me to make your gift. 1 l krį*
For lightly, they that r;se themselves most
Are still most jealous.

VOLPONE. Mosca, hearty thanks
For thy quick fiction, and delivery of me.
Now to my hopes, what sayst thou?

LADY \MOULDBE. But do you hear, sir?-
VOLPONE. - Again! I fear a paroxysm.
LADY WOULDBE. Which way

Rowed they together?
MOSCA. Torvard the Rialto.*
LADY WOULDBE. I pray you lend me your dwarf.'MOSCA. I pray you take him.

Exįt LADY woULDB
Your hopes, sir, are like happy blossoms fair,
And promise timely fruit, if you will stay
But the maturing. Keep you at your couch;
Corbaccio wilļ arrive strai-eht, with the rvill.
When he is gone, I'ļl tell you more. Ex,

VOLPONE. My blood,
My spirits are returned: I am aļive !

And, ļike your wanton gamester at prinrero,*
Whose thought had whispered to him, not -eo less,
Iv{ethinks I lie, and drarv - for an encounter.

BoNARĪo' Do so. _ Yet
Cannot my thought imagine this a truth.

N{oScA /eayes BoNAR|o' and adlrrit.l CoRV|No, follol'ed ļr' CELĪA

MOSCA. Death on me! you are come too soon,
what meant yoir?

'twould ta
licence,

(\
(9

Did not I say I would send?
CORVINO. Yes, but I feared

You might forget it, and then
MOSCA.- Prevent! Did e'er man

filter jĻ{oSCA tt,įth BONARIo.

r,foSCA. Sir. here concealecl, vou ma)/ hear aiļ.
But pray you

Have pzttience, sir. one ļcnocļis. The same
fathcr knocks.

I an coinpeļlcc to leave you.

52

A courtier would not ply it so for a place. -
Well, now there's no helping it, stay here;
I'll presently return.

CORVINO. Where ,are You, Celia?
You know not wherefore I have brought you hither?

CELIA. Not well, except You told me.
CORVINO. Now I will:

Hark hither. ,īlhispers to lrcr
MOSCA. 2"o BONARIO. Sir, your father hath sent

It willĮL w ļļļ vw ļļoļ^ 4ļļ - ļļ\

And therefore, if you please to walk

woro,
vill be half an hour ere he come

I
they prevent us.
haste so for his horns?

And thereĪore' lt you ptease to walļ
Into that gallery - at the uPPer end

rd

And I'ļl take care no man shall come unto you, Slr
BONARIO. Yes, I will stay there. - I do doubt this

Thęre are some books to entertain

fellow.
MOSCA. There,

nothing;
And for his

CORVINO. Nay, now there is no starting back, and
therefore

Resolve upon it; I have so decreed.
It must bē done. Nor would I move"t afole'
Because I would avoid all shifts and tricks
That misht denv me.

CELIA. Sirl let me beseech you,
Affecį not these strange trials. If you doubt
My chastity, why, lock me up forel'er,
Īvfake me įhe heir of darkness. Let me live
Where I may pleasc your fears' if not }'our įrĮįSĮ.

CORVINO. eįieve it, I- have no such hutrror-rr. I.

Aļl that I speak I mean; yet I'rn not nrad'

he is far enough; he can hear

father, I can keep him off.
Įī/įthdra|+'s to VoLPoNĖ'S couch'

s your

the while

the time -
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Not horn-mad, see you?
Obedient, and a wife.

CELIA. O Heaven!
CORVINO. I say it,

. Do so.
CELIA. Was this the train?
CORVINO. I've told you ieasons:

What the physicians have set down, how much
It_ may concern me, what my engagements are.
lty means, and the necessity of Īh se lheans
For my recovery. Whereforė, if you be

^-ļ--oyal,_and minē, be won, respečt my venture.
CELIA. Before your honour?
CORVINO. Honour! tut, a breath;

There's no such thing in nature: a meĪe term
Invented to awe fools. What is my gold
The worse for touching? clothes f rĻing looked

on?
Why, -this 'S no more. An oļd, decrepit wretch,
That has no sense, no sinew; takes his meat
With others' finge_rs;x_only knows to gape.
Yhgn you do sca.ld his gums; a voice, ä shadow;
And what can this man hurt vou?

CELIA. Lord! what spirit
Is this hath entereä trimt

CORVINO. And for your fame,
That's such a jig; as if I wouļd go tell it,
Cry it on the Piazza! Who shall knorv it
But he rhar cannot speak it. and this fellow.
Whose lips are i' my pocket? Save yourself -If you'll proclaim't, you may. I know no orher
Should come to knorv it.

CELIA. Are heaven and saints then nothing?
Will they be blind or stupid?

CORVINO. Horv?
CELIA. Good sir,

Be jealous stiļl. emulāte them: and think
What hate they burn with torvard every sin.

COR.VINO. I grant you. If I thought it rvere a sin.
I would not urge you. Should I offer this
To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscirn blood,
That had read Aretine, conned all his prinls.
Knew every quirk rvithin lust's iabyrinrh.
And rvere professed critic įn lechery:

54

Go to, shorv yourself And I would look upon him, and applaud
This were a sin. But here 'tis contrary:
A pious work,.mere charity, fo1 physic,

\
o
b

aELĪĀ. O Heaven! įanst thou suffer such a change?

Of,pONf . - Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my

Anä honest policy' to assure nrine own.

MY JoY, my ĮļcĶļļnB. IIļy ugļļBĮļįļ
MOSCĀ' Please you draw near, sir.

My^joy, my tickling, my delight! Go bring 'em.
)sČĀ. Please vou draw near. sir.

pride,

CORVINO. Come on, what -
You will not be rebellious? by that light -

MOSCA. Sir, Signior Corvino, here, is come to see
vou.

VOLP NE. OhI
MOSCA. And hearing of the consultation had,

So lately, for your health, is come to offer,
Or rather, sir, to prostitute -

CORVINO. Thanks, sweet Mosca.
MOSCA. Freely, unasked, or unentreated -
CORVINO. Well!
MOSCA. As the true, fervent instance of his love,

His own most fair and proper wife, the beauty
Only of price in Venice -

CORVINO. 'Tis well urged.
MOSCA. To be your cohfortress, and to presen'e

you-
voLPÕNE. Alas, I'm past, already ! Pray you thank

For his good care and promptness:. but for that,
'Tis a l'a"in labour e'en io fiģht 'gainst heaven,
Applying fire to stone, - uh, uh, uh' uh I -
tvtut ing-u dead leaf giorv again. I take
His wišhes gently, though; and you nray tell him
What llve dįne 

_for 
him. Marry, my state is

hopeless !

Wiil Ėim to pray for me' and t' use lris fortune
With reverenėe when he conres to 't.

MOSCA. Do you hear, sir?
Go to him with your wife.

CORVINO. Heart ol rny fatherl
Wiļt thou persist thus? Corrre, Į nr,rl- tļree..come'
Thou seest^'tis nothirtg. Celia. B-v this hand'
Į shaļl grolv violent. Conre, do't. I sa1".

CELIA. Sii kilļ me, tzrther. I rviĮl take do',vn poison.
Eat burning coirls.* do anything -



CORVINO. Be'damned!

H:urL I" will drag thee hence home by the hair,Ury thee a strumpet through the streeis. rip up'
Įv mouth unto'thinc 

" 
.š' arī ''iį-į ; r.'

"}.rļ."_..u -raw rochet - Do:{not tempt me,- come !

,,,lYield,: Ļa '.lgąth': 
Death! I wili bu''Jm;-slave,*: ..Whom I wilļ kill, and bind thee to Ėim alive^ '

'Ąnd.at my'window hang you forth; deyisingl'
y-o_. e monstrous crime, which I, in capital Ētters.Will eat into thy flesh.with aouafortis'
And burning coisives, on this'stubĖorn breast.

^ -Noril,}r tt9 blood thou hast incensed, t,tt āā ittCELIA' Sir, what you please, you may; t ,ā įoui"' martYr. ''r .

CORVINO. Be not thus obstinate; I ha' not deserved
ir.

Įhir 1vļro it is entre,ats you. Pray thee, sweet -
-Gjod {"ith, thou. shalt häve jewelš, go*ns, attires,
What thou wilt thina, and ašk. Do įut go tiri_ti*.' or touch him b-ut. Fģr_my .āį"let ;; iliį:^"""
This once:_ No? not? I shall rememuer itrīsi
will. you disgrace me thus? D'you .ttriist -į'un_doing?

ry{-o!_c-Ą. -Nay, ģentle lady, be advised.
CORVINO. No, no.

She has watched her time. God's precious, this is
scurvy,

- -TŅ very scurvy; and you are -MOSCA. Nay, good sir. 
-

CORVINO. An arrant locust, by'Heaven, a lccust!
Whore,

Crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared,
Expecting how thou'lt bid 'em'fl,o^w -*MOSCA. Nay, pray you, sir,
She will consider.

CELIA. Would my life would serve
To satisfy! ''

CORVINO. 'Sdeath! if she would but speak ro him,
Ąnd save_ tny reputation' it were somervhat;

-BrĮ spitefully to affect my utter ntin !

MOSCA. Ay, now you've put your fortune in her
hands.

Why, i'faith, it is her modesty; I musr qr.rit her.
If you were absent, she rvoulā be more Įoming;

\
.\

What woman can before her husband? pray you,
Let us depart, and leave her here.

CORVINO. Sweet Celia,

I know it, and dare undertake for her.

Thou mayst redeem all yet; I'll say no more.
If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there

CELIA. 9-God and his good angels! Whither,
whither

Is shame fled hu-man breasts, that with such ease,
Men dare put off your honours, and their own? 

'

Is that which ever was a cause of life
Now placed beneath_ the basesJ circumstance,
And modesty an exile maāe, for money? )

VOLPONE. (Leaps off front, his couch.) Ay, in Corvino,

That never tasted the true heav'n of love.
Assure thee, Celia, he that would sell thee,
Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain,
He wouļd have sold his part of paradise
For ready money, had he met a'cope-man.
Why art thou 'mazed to see me thus revived?
Rather applaud thy beauty's miracle;
'Tis thy great work, that hath, not now alone,
But sundry times raised me in several shapes,
And, but this morning, like a mountebank-,
To see thee at thy window. Ay, before
I would have left my practice for thy love,
In varying figures, I wbuld have conįended
With the bļue Proteus,* or the hornėd flood.*
Now art. thou welcome.

CELIA. Sir!
VOLPONE.Nuy, fly me not.

Nor ļet thy false imagination
That I was bed-rid, make thee think Ī am so.
Thou shalt not find it. I am now as fresh,
As ho.t, as lriģ, and in as jovial plight,
As vrhen, in that so celebrated scene
At recitaįion of our comedy 

)

For entertainrnent of the great Valois,*
I acted yoĮļng Antinous;* and attracted
The eyes and ears of aļļ the ladies present,
T' admire each graceful gesture, note, and

footing.

oNE'. (Leaps off front his couch.) Aī' in Corvi
and such earth-fed minds,

. Exįt with MoscA.

i l ltļ.,įĮrij,,-1-111, -
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THE, MALCONTENT

Vexat censura coĮzlnlĮlas.

ACTUS PRIMUS.
SCENA SECUNDA

-Ėnter 
the Duke Pietro, Ferrardo, Count Equato, Count Celso before, anrĮ.

Guerrino"

Pietro. Where breathes that music ?

Bį'ļioso. The discord rather than the
J\4alevcrļe's chanrber.

Ferrtrdo. Malevole !

,\ĮaĮet:oJe (out of his chanĮler). Yaugh, godaman, li,hat dost thou thcre ?
Dnke's Ga,ymed, Juno's jealo.s of thy long stockings: shadorv of a
ļvoman' r.vhat lvould'st, lveasel ? thou lamb a'court: rvhat dost thou

* 
bleat for? ah yorr smooth-chinn'd catamiteļ 8

ļ'telro'' Come dorrrt, thou ragged cur, and snarl here, I give tlrv clogged

,,sullerrness frec liberty: trot about and be-spurtle ri'hom*thou pi..r.štl
iIdlel'oĮc. I'ļl come amoļįg yoįĪ' you goatislr-bĮoorled toderers' as gum into

taffe_ta, to fict' to fret: Į'll falĮ lįke a Sponge iļ1to 1vater to suck rip-; to suck

^ 

up. I{j]ļ a_gain. I'l1 go to chrtrch' and come to you. |E*:it aĮlo-ae.f
Ptetro' This Maļevole is one of tlre most prodiģious affections that ever

converst r,vith nature; a man, or rather a monster, more discontent than
Lucifer rr'hen he rvas thrust out of the presencė, his appetite is'unsatiabļe
as the grave; as far from alĪy content rļ f.o* heaven, Ļi' high..t delight
is to procure others' vexation, and therein he thinks he truly serves
heaven; for'tis his position, whosoever in this earth can be contented is a
siave arrd damn'd; therefore cįoes he afiĪict all jn hąt to which thev are
most affected; the elements struggle within lrim; his own souļ is at
variance l'ithin herseif: his speech is halter-lvorthy at all hours: I like
him 'faith, he gives good intelligence to my spirit, makes me understand
tlrose r,veaktrcsses rvhiclr others' fĪattery pailiates. Hark, they sing. 24

ĮA song.]

r1ry . . ' coĮttnĮlas] harsļr criticism veses the doves (Juvcnal, Satit'cs, ii. fu) I. i, s.d.]

ll. ļnd. 6S-q 
= 

lJa'b1,Įonf i.e: the 'ļ'orvcr of Babcį l. ii' 5 godaman] GocĮ o' mrn
o catamitc] male prosritute (corruption ot 'Ganl,mcde') rr roderersj probably sheep-
qcalcrs (: nraĮe prostitutes)

music is heard from the Malcontent

SCEN,Ą TERTĪr\

Enter ĪlĮaļevole after the song.

|Pien'o.l See: he comes: nol,sl-raļl you hear tĮre extremit1, of a rnalcotrtetrt: lre
is as free as air: lre bĮorl,s over everY mall. AncĮ sir, tl,lrencc come vou tttltv?

'Ą'Įtllet'oįc. Fronr tļrc public place of much <]issįrnulation, the clrtrrt:Įr.
Pien'0. What didst there ?

t\Įa'ļe'aoĮa. TaĮk rvitįr a usįĪrer: take up įt interest.
Pįctro. Ī rvonder what religiorr thou art of?
Ā[aĮeooĮe ' of a soldier's reiigion.
Pietro. And what clost tlrink makes mcrst inficleļs norv ?

fu[u'Įez,oļe' Sects' sects; I lrave seen seenring pietv clrarrge lrer robe so oft,
tlrat surc none but some arch-devil can shape her a ner,v petticoat. Īo

Pįcn'o. oI a religious polic1,.

'Mu'ļeaoĮe. Btrt clirtntratiorr on a pclĮitic reiigion: I anr rveary, rvoi.rļcļ I \\,cre one
of the DLrke's hounc]s nou,ļ

Pieįro. But u'hat's the coĪnmon rre ,s abroaci, Milievole? tlrort clogpi'st
nrmonr still.

MaĮez'oĮe. Conimotr nervs? rvh1,, commoll .tl,orcls arc'God save yc', ,Fare ye
lvelļ': comnron acti()ns, fĪattery ancl cozenirge: commoll thirrgs, \\,omen
irncļ cLrckoļcls. Ancl horv cloes nry littļe Fer-rarcl ? alr, 1,e lcclrerous aninral,
my little ferrct, he goes sr.rcking up & clorvn the palace into cvcry hen's
nest like l tl.casel: & to rvlrat clost thorr acįdict thv tirne to norr,, tnore th,rn
to those arrtiqr.re pairrtecl clrilbs that are stiļi alĪįctecl of yourrg cOĮį1.tiers'
flatteiy, pricle, & vencryi 22

Fcrrartļo. Ī stucl1' languages: rr'hat clost tirirlļt to be tlre best ļingĮrist of oĮĮr
įse:

fuIlĮe'"^oĮe. Plre\\I, thc devil ;let lrim possess tlrce, lrc'ļļ telclr tlrec to speak all
iattquaqes, rr-rost reacļil_v arrd stranrely; arlcl urcat rcįSol1, nrariy, Īre's
tratell'cl greatll, i'the tlorkl: and is everyrvhere.

Ferrardo. Save i'th'court.
MaĮeco1e' Ay, save i'th'court. (Io BiĮioso.) Ancį holv does nry old muckhill,

overspread r,vith fresh snowl thou half a man, half a goat, aļļ a beast:
lrow does thy young rvife, old huddle ? jĪ

ĮJiļioso. out, you improvident rascal.

'Maleuļe' Do, kick, thou hrrgely horn'd oĮd duke's ox, good Maister
Make-please.

\

B



/u#RsV c/a 
( Vī.- rl'fro1c'o, lu / ' G)

Maleuļe. AY, marrY, is't, plrilosophicai Eqr-rato, ancį'tis pity that thou'
being so excelļent a sclrrlļar by art, shouļclst be so r'idiculous a fool br'

- 
naturc. I have a tlring to teli -v*ou, Duke; bicļ 'ent avaunt, bicį 'em *'ol.',-'iļ

Pįetro. Leave us, leave tts. Nori,, sir, lvlrat is't? 6t
E set ltlt aĮI sl.l;ittg Pietro untĮ jViaļcvolc.

i\ĮuĮc'tlole. Dtrke, tlrou art a becco' a cornĮįt0.
Pietro. How?
MaĮeooļe. Thou art a cuckold'
Pien'0. Speak; unshale him quick-
MaletoĮe. With most tumbļer-like nrmbleness.

Pietro.Who?-by whom? I burst with desire.

MaleaoĮe. Men ,äza is the man makes thee a horn'd beast; Duke, 'tis
Mendoza cornutes thee.

Pien'o.Whatconformance?-relate!short, short! 7o

Maļecoļe. As a lawyer's beard.
There is an olį1 crone in the court, her name is Maquerelle,

She is my mistress, sooth to say, and she doth ever teļl me"

Bļurt a rhyme, blurt a rhyme; Maquerelle is a cunning bawd, I am an

honest viiläin, ilry wife is a cļose drab, and thou art a notorious cuckold,

farelveil, Duke.
Pietro. Stay, stay.
MaĮecole. 

'Öutt, aul Duke, can lazy patience make lame revenge? o
Gocl, for a womįĪļ to make a marr that rvhich God never created) never

macle ļ 8o

Pietro'\tĮhlt did God nevcr make?
ĀĻa'Įeuoļe. A cuckolc{: to be madc a tlring tirat's lrudrvinkt with kindness

whilst every rascal philips his brows; to have a coxcomb, lvith egregious

lrorns, pirrn,d to o Lb..ļ'i back, every page sporting himseļf with delightful

lrughier, whiļst he must be the last man knolv it. Pistols and poniards,

pistols and poniards.
P ie tro. Derth and damnation !

.h'I a'ļeao Įe " Lightning and thurrder ļ

P ien'0. Y engeauce and torture I

AIaĮeooĮe. Catzo|. 90

Pietro. O revenge!
MaletoĮe. Nay' to select anrontĪ ten thorrsand fairs

A lady far inferior to the most,
In fair proportion both of ļimb ancl soul:
To take her from austerer cireck of parents)

To make her his by most clevoutful rites,
l{aļte her coinmatlclress of a better esseļ]ce

Tļran is the gorgeous rvorld, evetr of a rnan:

To hug her rvith as rais'cl an appetite,
Äs usurers do their delv'd up treasury' Īoo

(Thinking none teļls it but his private selĘ)
To meet her spirit in a nimbļe kiss,

65 unshale] unslrell, i.e., revcal 7o conformance] confirmation 74 Blurt] a fig for ļ

7ļ close] sācret sļ phiĮips] fillips' flicks at (alluding to tlre cuckold's horns) 9o Catzo]
cf. Īnd. 3on.

Distilling panting ardour ro her hearr:
True to her sheets, nay, diets strong his blooc{,
To give her height of Hymeneal sweers-

Pien'0. O Godl
JĮaleule. Whilst slre lisps, & gives him some couĪt ĮļįĮaļĮļttcclļtla'

Made only to provoke, not satiare:
And yet even rhen, the thaw of her deiight
Fļorvs from lewd heat of apprehension, Īlo
oniy from Strįnge imagination's rankness,
That forms the aduļterer's presence in 1rer soul'
And makes her thirrk slre ciips tlre foul ļ<nave's ļoins.

Pietro. Afflictiorr to nry blood's rootļ
į'ĮttĮei:ole' Nay think, but tlrink u,lrat may proceed of this,

AduĮtery is often the mother of irrcest.
Pien'0. Incestl
MaleaoĮe. Yes, incest: rnark, Ä4enclozl of his l,ifc beqets perchlļlcc į

daughter: Mendoza dies. FĮis son marlies tlris dauglrtci. Sai l.orr? Nal.,
'tis frequent, not oniv probable, bįlt no question ofterr actecĪ, rlhilst
.igtrorance, fearless ignoraIrce cĮasps his o'r.rr ļce.i. .r2ī'

Pi,ztro. įļideous imasinatioir ļ

lļttlel:oĮe. Adultery? rvht,, t'lcxt to the sin o| sinrorrr,, 'tis the nrost ļlorricl
transgression under the cope of salr,atiorrļ

Pįetro. Next to simony ?

-Ą[aĮeuoĮe. Ay, trext to simotrv, in u'Įlich our nįen in ncrt aqc shalĮ not sin.
Pietro. Not sin ? Whv l
MoĮetole ' Because (thanks to Some chtrrcĮr-men) oįlr įqe lr,ilļ leirr-e thenr

nothing to sin l'ith. But įdLlltert,-o clLrlnessl-shotrī..į sļrorr. excnrpĮlrv
punislrment, tļlat intenlperate bl,loc'ls nral.freczc, br-rt ro t]rirrk it i nl,',,iįr
clanr him and alļ his generatiorr, flllt o\Īn hlncĪs shoultl clo it: lrlr' I rr.or.rltĮ
not trust heaven ii'ith mi, \leļlgeallce anr- thirrg. Ījtr

Pietro. Any tlring' arry_ thing, l\{aler'ole, thotr sh,rit see instlrrtļ1, Į.Į.Iįt tctĪPct
. my spirit holds; farer,l.ell, remenrl.er Į forget tlree nol, lįrcri.ell.

iIa'lez'oĮe.Farelveļl. l''r'iz Pic'tro'

Lean tlrorrghtfu lncss, lr salļcrv nretlitat įorr,
Suck thy veins clr-1-, clistempcrancc rob thr- sleep i

The heart's disquiet is rer,enge most cleep.
Ī{e that gets biood, the life of fleslr but spills,
But lre that breaks lreart's i)eace' the c]ear sor.rļ liiĮls. Ī+o

Well, tlris clisguise dotļr yet afforcl nre tlrat
Wļrich kirrgs do seļcĪorr-r lrcar, rlr great nlcll įlsc'

to7 t1ucĮqucchoscf tti{lc Ī2+.copc of slllrrtion] ļrcr'cn rzg slrotrltl shorr.] CĮrrrto:
'slruc, should'. 13r clanr] choĻc rrp ,a7 ji.,"n'p...nccl rĻscttin,r of tlrc htu-lroLrrs\

CI
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SCENA SECUNDA

Etlter Malevole ht' sonle fi'ieze gonn, nĮlikt Bilioso reatĮs Įtis patent.

Maļeaole' I cannot sleep, my eyes' ill-neighbouring lids
Wilļ hold no fellowship: o thou pale sober night,
Thou that in sluggish fumes all sense dost steep:
Thou that gives aiĮ the w_orld full ļeave to play,
Urrbend'st the feebled veins of Sweaty labourļ
The galley-slave' that, alĮ the toiisome day,
Tugs at his oar against the stubborn wave,
Straining his rugged veins, snores fast:
The stooping scytheman that doth barb the field,
Thou makest rvink sure: in night all creatures sleep' Īo

Only the malcontent that 'gainst his fate
Repines ancl quarrels, alas he's goodman tell-clock;
His saļlow jarv-bones sink lvith wasting moan.
Whilst others' beds are doln, his pillow's stone.

BiĮioso. Malevole.
Maļeoole. (7o Bilioso) EĮder of Israel, thou honest defect of rvicked nature

and obstinate ignorance' when dicl thy wife ļet thee ļie with her ?

Biļioso. I am going enrbassador to Florence.
MaĮeaoĮe. Embassadorļ Now, for thy cortntry's honour, preethee do not

put Įlp mutton and porridge in thy cĮock-bag: thv young lady rvife goes
to Fļorence lvith thee too, does she not? 2!

BiĮįoso. No, I ieave her at the paĮace.

MtlļeuoĮe. At the paiace? norv cliscretion shield, man! for Goci's ]ove let's
ha' no more crrckoĮds, Flynren begins to put off his saffron robe. Keep
thy wife i' the state of grace. Heart o' truth, I would sooner leave my lady
singĮecl in a borclelļo than in the Genoa palace.

Sin there appearing in her sluttish shape
'Would soon grow loirthsome, even to blushes' sense,

Surfcit rvoulcĮ cloak intemPerįte įppetite'
Make tlrc souļ sccnt the rottcll breath of ļust: 30

Wherr irr an ltaļian ļascivious palacc,
A 1atĮy guardianlcss,
Ī-eft to tlre push of all alltrrement,
The strong'st incitements to immodesty,

s.cl. f'ir:e] coarse rvoolļcn cļoth y'įlrįl] lcttcr of įįppointmcnt g brrrĮr] molv ro lvink
strrc] slccp sounclly r: tclĮ_clocl<l tlrc cricr' tclling the lrours zo clocĻ_bag] for 'cloak-
bag', a valisc z: shi,:Icll forbicĮ z4 safĪion robel custornarilt' rvorn by Hymen in a

masque e6 bordcllo] btothcl (Iral.) z7 there] i.e., in tĮre į'ordello

Įo hav.e h:i.99:l9, incens'd with wanton S.lveets'
Her veins fiiĮ'd high rvith heating delicates,
Soft rest, sweet music, amorous masquerers,
Lascivio^us banquets, iin it self gilt oį., 

_'

Jtrong tantasy tricking up srrange delights,

Į::r^:'ll"q,, dressed pleasingly to seĪļse' 40Jense ļeadļng it unto the soul, confirm,d.With 
potenr example, impudent cusrom,

E'nticed by that great ba\įd opportįļnitĪ-
-, 

Tlu.. being prepar'd, clap ,oĻĮ. .rry Įr.
Yorrth in good clothes, u-ell-shap'cl, rich, fair-spoken, promising-troĮrlc,
ardent blood_full, wittį flatterinģ: Üty'..Į *įļ.Į, o IįĖ*.a, ..nįri.Į,Į.i
Penelope hold out?

š--Ņ

BįĮioso. Mass, I'll think on't. Farerveil'
t|ĮaĮeaoĮe. Fareltell, take thy rvife with thee, farervelļ.

To Florence, um ? it may prove good, it may,
Arrd we may once urr-rļĖou, biorvs.

Exįt Btlioso.

5o
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ACT. I. scAE. I

Enter Yindice; tlte DĮlke, Duchess, Lussurioso his sotr., Spurio tlrc bastard,

nith a trail'l, pass ruer the Stage with Torch-Įight'

VhttĮice. Duke: royal lecher; go, grey-hair'd adultery,

Ancl thou his son, as impious steept as he:

Ancļ thou his bastarcl true-begot in eviļ:

Ancl thou his Duchess that wiļl do with DeviĮ,

Four ex'ļent clraracters-o that nrarrotvless age

Woulci stuffthe lroļiow borres lvith ciamn'd desires,

Ancį 'stead of heat kindle infernal fires,

Witirin the spend-thrift veirs of a dry Duke,

A parcht and iuiceless luxur. o Goclļ orre

That has scarce blood enough to live upon, ro

Ancl he to riot it like a son ancį lreir ?

O the thought of that
Tnrns my abused ileart-strings into fret'

Thorr salĪolv picttrre of nry poisonecl iove,

My stucly's oinr..,rt, tlrou shell 9f cļe_atĻ,

once thė bright face of nry betrothed lacly,

When life ancl bear-rty natr.rrally fill'cl out

These ragged imPerfections ;

When tr'io Įleaven-pointecl diamoncls weĪe set

In those unsightiy rings;-thcn 'tlvas a face

So far beyoncl the artįficiaĮ shirre

of any wonrįn'S bought conrplexiotr
That įhe upĮightest man, (if suclr there be,

Tļrat sin but seven times a clay) broke custom

Ancl made up eight rvith looking after her'

oh slre ours ābi. to lra' rnade a usurer'S Son

Meļt ali his patrimony irr a kiss,

Ancl rvhat ltis father fifty ycar:s told

To ļrave consum'd, arrd yet his suit been coļd:

But oĮr accursed palace!
Thee rvhen tļlou lvert appareĮl'd in thy flesh,

Thc oļd Duke poisotr'd,
Bccause thy purer part rvould not consent
Urrto his Pa1s1'_1u", for old nren lr"rst_frrļl

Do slror.r'īik. yo.,ng men įngry, eager-violent,

s.d.] \rindice carrics a skull, rvhich he addresses at l' 14' 4 do] copulate

out-bid like their ļimited performances-
o 'ware arr oļd man hot, and vicious;
'Age as in gold' irr ļust is covetous.,
Vengeance, thou murcler's quit-rent, ancĮ i,vhereby
Tho-u show'st thyself tenant to tragedy,
oh keep thy day, hour, minute, Ī besĮech,
For those thou hast determin'cl: hum: .whįe'er knew
Murder unpaid ? faith, give revenge her cįue
Sh'as kept touch hitherto-be rreiry, merry,
Advance thee, O thou rerror to fat iolks,
To have their costly three-pil'd flesh worn off
As bare as this-for banquėts, ease and laughter
Can make gfeat men' as ģreatness go.s by čiry,
But lvise men ļittļe are more greįtįhan tĻev.''

\s
1

ęfeeą e

Duc/tess. Thence flew sweet comfort.-Earnest and fare ,eļi.
Spurio. Oh one incesruous kiss picks open heil.
Ducļrcss. Faith now old Duke; my venģeance shall reach high,

I'ļl arm thy brow rvith lvoman's heraļdry"
Spurio. Duke, thou didst do me lvrong, and 

-by 
thy acr

Adultery is my nature;
Faith if the rruth lryere kno'lvn, I was begot
After some gluttonous dinner, some stirring disir
Was my first father; when deep heaļths went round,
And ļaclies' cheeks lvere painted red witlr wine,
Their tongues as short ancl nimble as their heeļs
Uttering lvorcis slveet and thick; and rvhen rhey rose,
Were merrily dispos'd to fall again,
In such a whisp'ring and withdrawing hour,
Whęn base nraie-balvds kept sentinel at stair-head,
Was Ī stol'n softly; oh-damnation met
The sin of feasts, cirunken adultery.
I feel it sivell me; mv.revenge is just,
I was begot in impuclent wine anci lust:
Step-mother I co sent to thy desires,
I love thr mischief ,well, but I hate rhee,
And those three cubs thy sons, ivishing confusion
Death anci disgrace may be their epitaphs;
As for mv brother the Duke's only son,
Whose birth is more beholding ro reporr
Than mine, and yet perhaps as falseiy- sorvn
(Women must not be rrustecl tvith thcir own),
Ī'ļl loose my days trpon lrim, hate all Ī,
Duke, orr thy brolv I'ļļ tlrarv mv bastari]y.
For indeed a bastarcį by nature sļrould malle cucllolds,

because he is the so of a cuckolcl-maker.

-Ę

ao

Kįsses hinz.

Exįt.

rEo
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Vind'ice. O Dutch lust! fulsome lust!

Drunken procreation, which begets so many drunkarcls;

Some fatliers dreacl not (gone to bed in wine) 6o

To siide from the mothei, and ciing the daughter-in-1aiv,

Some uncles are adulterous with their nieces,

Brothers lvith brothers'lvives, o hour of incestļ
Any kin nolv next to the rim o'th'sister
Įs man's meat in these days, and in the morning
When they are up and drest, and their mask on,

Who can perceive this ? save that eternal eye

That sees through flesh and aļl ? Wetl:-if anytlring

Be clamn'd, it will be tlveive o'cļock at night;

That tlveļve will never scape; 7o

It is the Judas of the hours; rvherein,

Honest saļvation is betray'd to sin.

?/^ Ļ f,ą 
q (')ud

Lussltrioļo. Attend me, I am past my depth in lust 90

And I must swim or drown, ali my desires

Are ļeveĮl'd at a virgin not far f'rom court,

To whom I have conveY'd bY messenger

Many lvaxt lines, full of my neatest spirit,

Andlewels that were able to ravish her

Without the help of man; all which and more

She, foolish chaste, sent back' the messengers

Receiving frorvns for answers'

Įiindice. Fossible ?

'Tis a rare Phoenix whoe'er she be;

If your desires be such, she so repugnant, Īoo

Iniroth my Lord I'd be reveng'd and marry h-er'

Ltlssurioso.PusĖ; the dorvry of her blood & of her fortunes'

Are both too *"rrr,-ģood enough to be bad withal_
I'tn one of thar number can defend

Marriage is good: yet rather keep a friend'

Give mĮ *y t.a by stealth-there's true deiight;

What breeds a loatĻing in't, but nigĮrt by night ?

Vindice. A very fine religion!
Lusstn ioso. Therefore thus,

I'll trust thee in the business of my heart

Because I sce thee u'elļ experienc'd ĪĪo

77 fadom'd] fathomc<ļ 87 Īndian devil] gold from the East Īndies 94 rvaxt] waxed'

i'.Į.' r"rl.d įith ou.* loo iep,gnunt] reiuctant Io5 friend] mistress

In this luxurious day wherein we breathe:

9o lho_r,- and with ā smooth enchanting tongue
Bervitch her ears, and cozen her of aļi iracį]
Enter upon the portion ofher soul,
Her honour, lvhich she caļļs her cĖastit,
And bring it into expense, for honestu
Is ļike a stock of money lāid to sleeo.'
Which ne'er so iittļe bioke' does neĻįr k"".,-

VintĮl19. You have gi,n,t the t"nģ i,f.ith *v įoJa'
Make known the Įady to m , and my'brain
Shail sweļI rvith strange invention; į wiil move itTill'Ī expire with speāking' and drop dortn
Without a word to šave mĮ;-but I'Īl work-

\

fi

Lussurioso- We thank thee, and wilļ raise thee:_receive her name, it is the
only daughter to Madame Gratiana the ļate lvido.w.

V1ndice.. |Aside] oh, my sister, my sisterļ-

Ī/inrĮice. oh.
Norv Įet me burst, Ī've eaten nobie poison,
We. are made strange feliorvs, brother, innocent villains,
ĮYiļt not be angry u,hen thou hear'st on't, thirrk'st thoJl
I'faith thou shaļt. Slv-ear me to fotri my sisterl
Srvorci, I durst make a promise of him to thee,
Thou shalt dis-heir him, it shalļ be thine hoirotrr.;
And yet nolv angry froth is dorvn in me,
It rr,'ouļcl not prove thė meįnest poiicy
In this disgrrise to tr.į tlre faith oĪ boih,
Another might have hacį the selĖsame ofiice,
Sorne sļave that rvoulcļ lrave rvrouglrt effectr-rally,
Ay. and- perhaps o'erīĪ,rought'em, therefore I,
B-eing thought travell'd, rvill apply myselĘ
Unto the self-same form, forget my natuĪe,

Ąs if no part about me were kin to ,em,

S_o touch 'em,-tho' I ciurst almost for goocl,
Vetrture my larrds in heaven uporr theirīloocl.
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Gratiana. Ay, save their honour.
tr/itldice. Tut, one wouļd let a ļittle of that go too

And ne'er be seen in't: e'er be seen in't, mark you,
Į'd lvink and let it go-

Gratįalla. Marry but I would not.
Vįndice' Marry but Ī would I hope, I knorv you wouid too,

Īfyou'd that blood now which you gave your daughter,
To her indeed 'tis, this wheel comes about;
That man that must be all this, perhaps ere morning
(For his white father does but mould away)
Has long desir'd your daughter-

Gratiana- Desir'd I
Vh ice. -N.y but hear me,

He desires now that wiļl comma d hereafter,
Therefore be rvise, I speak as more a fiiend
To you than him; Madam, I knorv y'are poor,
And 'ļack the day, there are too many poor ladies already,
Why should you vex the number ? 'tis despis'd,
Live rvealthy, rightly understand the world,
And chide aw'ay that foolish country girl
Keeps company with your daughter, chastity. 8o

Gratiana. O fie, fie, the riches of the world cannot hire a mother to such a
most unnaturaĮ task.

'[/indice. No, but a rhousand angels can,
Men have no po\l,er) angels must work you to't,
Tlie lvorld dcscends into such base-born eviis
That forty angels can make fourscore deviļs.
There wiĪļ be-fooļs still I perceivc, stilļ foolJ.
Would Ī be poor, dejected, scorn'd of greatness,
Svrept from the palace, and see other daughters
Spring r,vith the dew o'th'court, having mine own 90
So much desir'd and lov'd-by the Duke's son ?

No, I lvould raise my state upon her breast
Ancį call her eyes my tenants' I wouļd count
My yearly maintenance upon her cheeks:
Take coach upon her lip, and all her parts
Should keep men after men, and I would ride,
In pleasure upon pieasure:
You took great pains for her, once when it lvas,
Let her requite it norv, tho' it be but some;
You brought her fortlr, she may well bring you home. Īoo

cratiana. o heavensļ this overconres meļ
83 angels] gold coins 98 once rvhen it was] once upon a time

V1ndl1e [Ąside] Not I hope, alreadyl
Grati1ya' [AsidĄ Īt is too ,trong fo, me' men know that know us,'We 

are so weak their wordš..n oįįr,t'iā* ur.
He toucht me nearly, made my ,ri.tr., brt.

',. Ih:n.lis-tongue stiuck upon Ļy pooi .*.r..
llmd.rce' |Aside] I e'en quake to- p.o...į my spirit turns edge.Ī fear me she's unmother,d, yet t,ti į.i'tį'..,oThat 

woman is all male, *įä* .ron. .įn'"n,"r.,
[To herlWhat think you now lady, sperk, are you lviserl IĪcWhat said advancement to you ? įt rļ it ,.;a,
The daughter,s fall lifts upihe mother,s-head ļDid it not Madam ? but l;il soo.r. it aį.r 

_

Įn many places, tut, this age fears no man.
"Tis no shame to be bad, 6.."rr. ,į;. .o*Ļon.'

Gratiana. Ay, that,s the comfort on,t.
Vindice. |.Aside] The comfort on,tļ

-I keep the best for last, can these p..ruod. you
To forget heaven-and_

Gt'atiana-Ay these are they_ olfers her 11ļ0l'įeJl'

Į/hdice. ohļ
Gratiana.

These are the means th,t gor.;'j;r';ffi:ĮĮil:"" 
Į2oThat woman

Wiįl not be troubled with the mother long,
That sees the comfortable shine of yor, "'

_ i blush to think what for your sakeš I,ļi aoļ
ĮlindĮ1.\AsidĄ o suff'ring herv.n, ;i,h ,hy inĻsible firrger'

E'en ar this instant tuin the pi..;ou, ,id.-
., _9f 

bo,th mine eye-balls inrvaid, no, ,o ,.. myself.
Ģratļan(į'' Look you sir.'[/ittdice. 

Hoļla.
Gratiana. Ī ar +Ļi^ eL^-Ī_ _-^.

Ī/iluļice.o you,re , ki,,d .ada.let 
this thank your pains. fGil'es ltiln

Grnilouo. Iļļī 
'.. t o,"'i.rn ,nou.. lllotte1")

Vindįce- Your lvords lvill sting. Ī3oGr'atiana. Īf she be stiļi chaste I'ļļ ne]er.ļit_t'Į. -;n..Vļnd'|e.|A1ide] Spoke truer than you nr..,iįlr._ 
^

Gr a tį a na. Dau ghter Castiza.

LEnter Castiza.f

\
Ö
4J

Castira.

to5 batel abate Ī22 ĪĪoĪĪblcd rvith the mother] affected by lr1-sterir (rr.ith of coursc aquibble on the literal meaning or ti,. .,rorā; 
""";;ļ 

;,Ī';rr] pernrissir.c

Madam ?
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Vmdice.

Meet her. 
o she's yonder'

llsidel Troops of celestial souldiers guard her heart.
Yon dam has deviļs enough to take Ēer part.

Castiza. Madam whar makes yon evil-offic,dĻan,
Īn presence ofyou?

Gratiana. Why?
Castįza. He lately brought

Immoclest writing sent from the Ddke's so-n

^ To temPt me to cl.ishonourabļe act. Į4o
Gratian'a- Dishonourabļe act ?-goorl honourable fool,

That worrldst be honest 'cause thou wouldst be šo,
Producing .,ä on. reason but thy will.. And 't'as a good report, prettily commended,
But pray by whom ? mean people; ignorant people,
The better sort I'm stlre ca not abiāe it.
And by what rule shorrlcį we square out our lives,
But by our betters' actions ? oįr_ if thou knew,st
What 'twere to lose it, thou would never keep it:
But there's a coļrļ curse laicl upon all maids, Ī5o
\Ąiiriļst other clip the sun they clasp the shadesļ
Virginity is paradise, lockt up.
You cannot come by your seiues without fee.
AtrcĮ 'twas clecreed that man shouļd keep the key!
Deny advancement) treasure, the Dukek son!

Cnstiza. I cry you mercy. Lady I mistook you,
Pray did you see my mother ? rvhich w.ay tvent you ?
Pray Gocl I have not ļost her.

V:ntĮice. |Aside] Prettily put by.
Gratįana. Are 1.ou as prorrd to me as coy to him i

Do you not k orv me norv?
Castizn.. Why, are you she? 16o

Tlre lvorļd's so clrang'd, one shape into another,
It is a lvise chiļd norv tlrat knows her mother.

Vindįce. |Aside) Most right i'faith.
Gralia.nn. I ovie your cheek my hand,

For that presumprion now, but l,ll forger it.
Conre you shaļļ leave those childish haviorrrs,
And unclerstancl your time: fortuires florv to you,
What, will you be a girl ?

Ifall fear'd <lrorvning, that spy u,aves ashore,
Gold rvorrļcl grow rich, ancį all the merchants poor.

t5t clip] ernbrace r5r shadcs] rvitlr a quibble on the sense ofsomething insubstantiaļ

Ī03
Castila..It is,a pretty saying of a wicked one,

But methinks now Ī7o

It does ot shoi,v so well out of your mouth,
Better in his.

Vind.!c:e.[Aside] Faith, bad enoush in both-
Were I in earnest, as I'ļI seerri n;]..;. 

..'

_I wonder lady your o1vn mother's ļvords
*11or be taken, nor stand in fuļl force.
ļls honesty you urge; ivhat,s honestv?

"ļ'ts but heaven,s beggar; arrd what womrn is
So fooiish to keep ho,iesĻ,
And be not able io keep Ėįrse]f? No, r8o
Jime9-ar9 grown lvis.er and wiļļ ke.p less clrarge,
A maid that has small portion no*;"nįnįr,
To break up house, ..rā rr" ,pon t.. ĀiĮnar.
FĪorv bļest ...-Į.ou, you have Ėpp;n.r, .iĮn.;
Uthers must fa]l to thousands, yoĮ to on.,
Sufficient in himseif to m.t e įor. r".JĮa
Dazzlę the worļd with jewels, ancl petitionary people
Start at your presence.

Graįianą"
I shouļcį be ravisht. 

oh if I \eere young)

Ca,stiza.
vtndtce.,stid, how .., ,*'iJ". fff.fi;I'.'""To deal with my Lįrcį,s Grįce ? Ī9o

IJe'ļl add more honour to it bv his title.
Your mother iviļļ telļ you how. )

Gratiana. That I l,ill.
Vindice. O think upon the pleasure 

"i;- ;ril;;,Secured ease and state; the stirring mĮats
R.eaciy to move out of the ciishes, fiat
E'en now quicken rvhen they,re Įaterr,
Banquets abroad by torch-liģht, mrrsiĮs, sports,
Bare-headed vassais, that haĮ n.,.. įįį roiu,n"
To keep on their orvn ats, but let ho.* ,ol.o. ,.*. 

zoo
^ Nine coaches waiting_huriy, hurry, h;;.;. 

-- -"
Castįea' Ay, to the devil. J' -'_"J ' 'į ļļJ'
,ļ:!:::!Ā:,or] 

Ąy, P the clevil._To the Duke by nry faith.Ģ1-un0'n,. Äy, to the Duke: daughter you'tl scorn tä think o'th'c]evil arrcĪ youwere tirere once.
ī/intīice' |Asitre] Trrte, for most tlrere are as prorici as he for his ļreart i,faith.
r77 honest1į chastity r8r keep less chargc] put up rvitlr less expcnse r95 stirring]sttmuļating zo4 and] if

š
\
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-Who'd sit at home in a neglected room,
Dealing her short-iiv'd beauty to the pictures,
That are as useļess as old men, when those
Poorer in face and fortune than herselĘ 2ro
Walk rvith a hundred acres on their backs,
Fair meadows cut into green fore-parts-oļr
Īt was the greatest blessing ever happened to lvomen,
When farmers' sons agreed, and met again,
To rvash their hands, and come up gentlemen;
The commonlveaļth has flourish'd ever since;
Lands that were mete by the rod, that labour's spar'd,
Tailors ride dorvn, and measure 'en.r by the yard;
Fair trees, those comely fore-tops of the field,
Are cut to nraintain head-tires-much untoļd. 22o

Aļļ thrives but Chastity, she ļies a-cold.
Nay, shall I come nearer to you? mark but this:
Why are there so few honest Įvomen' but because 'tis the poorer

profession? that's accounted best, that's best foĮlowed; ļeast in trade, least
in faslrion, and that's not honesty, beļieve it, and do but note the ļow and
ciejected price ofit;

'Lose br.rt a pearl. rve search and cannot brook it.
But tlrat once gone, rvho is so nrad to ļook it ?'

Gratian'a. Troth lre sįys true_
Castizn. False, I defy you both:

I have endur'd J,ou with an ear of fire, z3o
Your torrgues have struck ļrot irons on my face;
Mother, come from that poisonous rvoman there.

Grutiuna. Whele ?

Casti:a. Do you not see her? she's too inrvard then:
Slave, perish in thy office: you heavens piease,
Flenceforth to make the mother a disease,
Which first begins rvith me, yet I've outgone you. Erįt"

Į/intį,ice.|AsitĮe] o angels clap your lvings rrpon the skies,
And give this virgin crystal plauciities.

Grarianu. Peevish, co1,, foolish-but return this ansrvei, 24o
My lord shaļl be most weļcome, when his pieasure
Conclucts him this rvay; I tviil sway mine orvn,
Women rvith ltomen can work best alone. Ė,rit'

Vindįce. Īndeecļ I'ļļ teļl him so.
O more uncivil, more unnatural,

ziz fore-parts] stomachers zzo hcacl_tircs] ļread_dresses (ivorn only by the rich)
zzo nrttclr rrntold] e ither, much morc could Įre told; or, the cost is unknorvn z36 mothcr]
quibbling on the usc of tlre rvord to nļcįn lrysteria (cf. l- rzz) z45 uncivil] barbarous

Than those base-titled creatures that ļook downwardļ
Why does not heaven turn black, orrvith a frown
Undo the world-why does not earth start up,
And strike the si s that tread upon'tl-oh;
\Ą/ere't not for gold and lvomen' there would be no damnation, hell

rr,ould look ļike a ļord's great kitchen without fire in't; 25Ī
But 'twas decreed before the world began,
That they should be the hooks to catch at man. Exit.

\t
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94 TĮIE DUCHESS oF MALFI tAct Iv,

ACT IV. 
.

ScrxB I. Moļf. An alartmenį in th laĮace oI ltuDucRBss. ,

Enįer Fn orpexp arrl Bosore. il
,:i.

Fnd.. How doth our sister duchess bear herself ,ļ
.ĮBos. Ņgbly_: I'l1 describe her, ,,j

She 's sad įĮs one long us'd to 't, and she see s ,ii

Rather to welcome tįe end of misery iiļ
Than shun it ; a behaviour so nobļd ,,iii!
As gives a majesty to adversity : :ii
You may discern the shape of loveliness 'ļļiMore peifect irr he_r tęars įtr"n irr her smiles , ..ļj

She will muse for hours together ; and her siļence, ļai
Methinks, expresseth more than if she spa-ke. to:li

Ferd'. Her melancholy seems to be fortified lĮ
\{ith a strange disdąin. lįiBos. 'Tis so; and this restraint. :-!

ĮrĄe English mastives that grow fierce with tĖg, lMakes her too passionately apprehend ,:.,;

Those pleasures she's kepĪ irbm. ,iiiFcrd. Curse upon her l 'ļ
I will no longer study in the book r;
of another's heart. Inform her what I told you. |Erit.į

Ezlzr DucsEss. 'jļ
,;i

įlļBos. AĮl comfort to your grace ! :rĪDach. I wiĮ have none.l;i
Pray _thee, _why dost thou wrap thy poison'd pills ,'į
In gold and sugar ? - ' zo'j

Bos. Your elder brother, the Lord Ferdiną 6, ;;

Is come to visit you, and sends you word, ,;

\:
\o

Scene Il THE DUCHESS OF MALFI 95

'Cause once he rashly made a soļemn vow
Never to see you more, he comes i' the night ;

And prays you gently neither torch nor taper
Shinā in your chamber : he will kiss your hand,
And reconcile himseļf ; but for his vow
He dares not see you.

D ch. At his pleasure.-
Take hence the lights.-He's come.

Enler FrnntNeul.

Ferd. Where are you ?

Duch. Here, sir.
Ferį.. This darkness suits you weli.
Dach. I would ask You Pardon.
Ferd. You have it ; 3r

For I account it the honourabl'st revenge,
Wrere I may kiĮI, to pardon._Where are your cubs ?

D ch. Whom ?

Ferd'. Caļl them your chiidren:
For though our national law distinguish bastards
From true legitimate issue, compassionate natuĪe
Makes them all equal.

Duch. Do you visit me for this ?

You violate a sacrzuĪrent o' the church
ShaĮ make you howl in helļ for't.

Fe,rd' Īt had been weĮl,
Conld you.have liv'd thus always ; for, indeed, 40
You were too much i' the light :-but no more ;

I come to seal my peace wiitr you. Here's a hand

To which you have ,"*,u !flx',i !i,:|Į#W'i'ĮK;
You gave.
Duch. I afiectionaįely kiss it.
Ferd. Pray, do, and bury the print of it in your

heart.
Ī wilļ leave this ring with you for a love_tokel ;
AĪļd the hand as suie as tĒe ring ; and do not doubt

96 TIĪE DUCIįESS oF MALFĮ [Act ĪV
But 5,911 shaļI have the lreart too : wlren you neecl ąfriend,
Sgnd it to hirn tlrat orv,t] it ; you sIralļ see
Whetirer he carr aitļ you.

D ch. 
- \,ou arc ver1.cold : 50

ļ-ftg_yqo are not weļl after yorr t.avĖt.-_-
Ha I lights t-O, horrible ! "

Įe ' Let lier lrave lights enough. |Ėxir.Duch" What witchcräft doth "he practise, that hehath ļeft
A dead man's hand here.

|He're is discoueted', behind a įraucrse, the artif'ciaĮ
rtgu.r!'- o/AltroruIo and his Childrįn, appearing
as if Įlrcy uere dead.

Bos.. Look 
-you, 

here 's the piece from which ,t wasta'e .

ĮĮe doth present you this sad, spectacle
ļhat' now you know directly thev are dead,
frerealter you rnay *"isely cease to Frieveļbr that which cannot be recoverėd] 60Duch. There is ot between heaven and earth oiĮ' wish
Ī stay for after this : it wastes me more ,,,:

J.h *ęl:'t my picture, fashion'd out of wa-x, "l
Stuck with a mŅcal needle, and then buried ,,

*l'oT" fouļ dunghill ; and-yond,s an excellent property
-t or a tyrant, which I wouļd account mercy.Bos. what,s that ?

^ Ų:t. If-they would bind me to that tifeļess trrrnk,
And ļet me freeze to death.

Bos- Come, you must live.
- Ų:!' . That 's the greatest tortįie souļs feel in heļļ, '

l, ļs,th.at they 
"mr1sĪ 

live, and cannot die. ?oPortia, r'Į new kirrdle thv coals apain.
And revive the rare and aĪmost deäd exampl" ,

Of a loving wife. i

-. 
Bos. O, fie I despair ? remember '

You are a Christian.
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Duch. The church enjoins fasting :

I'il starve myself to deatļr.
Bos. Leave this vain sorrow.

Things being at the worst bcgin to me d : the bee
iVhen he hath shot his sting into your hanci,
Īvlay then play with yorrr eye-lid.

Duch. Good comfortable fellow,
Persuade a wretch that 's broke upon the wheeļ
To have aļļ his bones new set ; entreat him live 80
To be executed again. ltro must despatch me ?

I account this worļd a tedious theatre,
For I do play a part in 't 'gainst my will.

Bos. Come, be of comfort ; I wül save your life.
Duch" Įndeed, I have not ieisure to tend so small

a business.
Bos. Now, by my üfe, I pity you.
Duch. Thou art a fool, then,

To waste thy pity on a thing so wretched
As carrnot pity itself. Ī am fulļ of daggers'
Pufi' let me bļow these vipers from me'

E"tter Servant.

ScBNn IV. An apartmmt in the residence oJ the
" CARDINAį ard Fr prNeNp.

Enįer CAnowÄt, Prscena, M,tratrstl, RontRIGo,
aad Gmsorax.

Card. You shall not watch to-night by the sick
: prince;

His grace is very weh recover'd.
Maļ' Good my lord, suffer us.
Card. O, by no means;

The noise, the change of object in his eye,
Doth more distract him : I pray, ali to bed ;

And though you hear him iĮ his violent frt,
Do not rise, I entreat you.

Peš. So, sĻ ; we shalļ not'
Cail. Nay, I must have you promise

Upon your honours, for I wį enjoin'd to't-
By himself ; and he seem'd to urge it sensibly. Īo

Pes. Let our honours bind this trifle.
Card. Nor any of your folļowers.
Maį.' Neither.
Card. It may be, to make trial of your promise,

When he's asleep, myself will rise and feign
Some of his mad tricks, and cry out for help,
And feign myself in danger.
. Maį. If your throat were cutting,
I'd not come at you, now I have protested against it.

Cąrd. Ī9Vhy, Į thank you.
|lŅitMrmls to įhe uģpa nd oJ the afertmmt.

Gris. 'T was a fouļ storm tenight.
\
\
\

Ī3o TIļtl, DUCĮI]rSS oti ĮI;\LIII [Äct V

ĮĮotļ' 'Ihc Lord liert]irlarrd's cļrarnber shook ]ike an
osier. zr

įIaļ' 'T was nothing but purc kindness in the
c1eviļ

To rock his own chiļ<l. fExeunt aĮĮ exceģi lįe Ce niN.ą,r.
Cąrd,. The reasou why I wouĮd not suffer tlrese

About my_brother is because at midnigĮrt
I may itir better privacy convey
JuĮia's body to her own lodging. o, *y conscience !

I wouļd pray ļ1o] ; but the deviļ taļ;es away my
heart

For having any confidence in prayer.
About this hour I appointed Bosoļa 30
To fetch the body : \ryhen he hath serv'd my turn,
He dies. lExit.'

Enter Bosout.

Bos. Ha I 't was the cardinal's voice ; I heard him
nįĮme

Bosola and my death. Listen ; I hear oue's footing.

Enler FsnprNeNn.

Ferd.. Strangling is a very quiet death.
Bos. lAside.] Nay, then, I see I must stand upon my -,

guaĪd.
Ferd. \&hat say_Ļou] to that ? whisper softlv ; do

you agree to't ? So ; ii must be done i' the dark : '

the cardinaļ wouļd not for a thousand pounds t]re doctor
shouļd see it. |Ėzit'

Bos. My death is plotied ; here's the consequence
of murder. 4ļ

We vaļue not desert nor Christian breatjr,
When we krrow bļack deeds must be cur;d 'th death '

. .t..
.Errļrz ANroNĪo and, Servarrt. 

',.,
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Scene IV] TIIE DUCIIESS otr ĮtAt.FI I3I

Seru. ĮIere stay, sir, aricį be confrdent, I pra1':
I'll fetch you a dark ļarrtern. |Exit'

Alt. Couļd I take him at his prayers,
There were hope of pardon.

Bos. FaĮl right, my sword !- |Stabs hinl.
I 'ļĮ not give thee so much leisure as to pray.

AnL -o,I am gone ļ 'rhou hast ended a long suit
In a mirrute.

Bos. What art thou ?

AnĮ.. A rnost wretchetl thing,
That only have thy benefit in death, 5"
To appear mysel{.

Rc-enįer Servant uiįh a ļanlern.

Seru. Where are you, sir ?

Ant. Very near my home.-Bosola !

Seru. O, misfortune !

Bos. Smotļrer thy pity, thou art dead else.-Antonio !

T}re man I wouļd have sav'd'bove mine own life l

We are merely the stars' tennis-balls, struck and
banded

Which rvay please them.--O'good Antonio, 6o
I'll whisper one thing in thy dying ear
Sha]ļ maļ<e thy heart break quickly ! thy fair duchess
And two sweet chiĮdren-

Anį' Their very n.Įmes
Kindļe a littļe life in me.

Bos. Are murder'd.
A ļ' Some men have wish'd to dįe

At the hearing of sad tid.ngs ; I am glad
That I shaļļ do't in sadaess: I wouļd not now
Wish my wounds balm'd nor heal'd, for I have no

use
To put my life to. In all our quest of gĪeatness,
Liļ<e wanton boys whose pastime is their care, ?o
We folļow after bubbles blown in the ąir.
Pleasure of life, what is't ? only the good hours

Ī32 THL DUCHESS oF į{ALFI [Act V 
-

()f an ague ; merely a preparative to rest,
'ļ'o endure vexation. I do not ask
'fhe process of my death; only commend me
'Io Delio.

Bos. Break, heart !

Z.nt. And let my son fly the courts of princes. lDies..
Bos. Thou seem'st to have Įov'd Antonio.
Seru. I brought him hither, 8o

To have reconcil'd him to the cardinaļ.
Bos. I do not ask thee that.

Take him up, if thou tender thine own life,
And bear him where the lady Julia
Was wont to lodge.-O, my fate moves swift ! '

I have this cardinaļ in the forge already 
'Now I'tl bring him to the 

-hammer. O direfut 
,

misprision ! -

I wiļl not imitate things glorious, .'

No more than base ; I'll be mine own example.- ;,,,i

on, on, arrd ļook thou represent, for siļence, 9o,;
The thing tlrou bar'sį. Līxeunl.,'Įļ

;:
.li
i

l:i;

.. t:

SctNB V. Anoįher apartment in the seme. I

Entel ClnotNlt' uiįh a book, ļ
,iti

N

.scene Į THE DUCHESS oF MALFi Ī33

Now, art thou come ?

Thou look'st ghastly :

There sits in thy face some great determination
Mix'd with some fear. Īo

Bos. Thus it lighterrs into action:
Į am come to kiĮl thee.

Card. Ha !-HelP t our guard I

Bos. Thou art deceiv'd ;

Thev are out of thv howlins.
Cärd. Hotd; aira I *iu-taithfujty divide

Revenues with thee.
Bos. ThY PraYers and Profiers

fue both unseasonable.
Card. Raise the watch ! we aĪe betray'd !

Bos. I have confin'd Your flight:
I'lļ sufier your retreat to Jrriia's chamber, 20

But no further.
Card,. Help Į we are betray'd l

Enį,cr, abolle, Prscenr, Mer-errsrl, Ron nlco, azd
Gnrsotax.

M4ļ. Listen.
Carįļ. My dukedom for rescue l

Rod. Fie upon his counterfeiting I

MaL ffiy, 't is not the cardina].
Rod. Yes, yes, 't is he :

But I 'll see him hang'd ere I 'ļļ $odown to him.
Card. Here's a įlot upon me; I am assauļted l I

am lost,
Unļess some rescue l

Gris. He doth this PrettY well; 30
But it witl not serve to laugh me ouį of mine honour.

'Card. The sword's at mY throat I

Rod. You.,riould not bawl so loud then.
Maļ. Come, come, let's go

To bed: he told us this much aforehand.

Cud. I am puzzled in a question about hell;
He says, in heļl there's one material fue,
And yet it shaļį not burn alĮ men alike.
Lay Ēim by. How tedious is a guilty conscience !

WĒen I toot< into the fish-ponds in my garden,
Methinks I see a thing arm'd with a rake,
That seems to strikeāt me.

lnta Bosot-r., and Servant beating ANroNto's ol1.
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Pas He wish'd you should not come at him; but,
believe 't,

The accent of the voice sounds not in jest:
I.'lļ down to him, howsoever, and witĖ engines
Force.ope the doors. _ " yEr;r oboor.Rod' Let's folļow him a]oof,
And note how the cardinal wiĮ laugh at him. :

|Ereunt, abne, Mīt-'TEsTĪ, RoDERĪGo,
cnl GnrsoreN.

,^Bot. ftT"L. for you first, 40'Cause you shall not unbarricade the door
To let irr rescue' |KiĮĮs the Servant.

Card. What cause hast thou to pursue my life ? .

Bos. į.ok there.
Card. Antonio I

Bos. Slain by my hand unwittingly. , i,

Pray, aad be sudden : wheĻ tĖou kill'd'st thv šiļter. .:j
Thou took'st from_ Justice her mo,st equal balaĻce, ' :':

.An^d leJt her naught but her sword. .'-,i'lļ,'t Cail. O, mercv I .,.i
Bos. Now it seems thy greatness waš ody out:'
ward; :..į

For thou fall'st faster of thyself than calamity 4ģ'.
Can drive theą I 'll not waste longer ti*" ;" there t ]..-1;i

ĪStabs hi]rļ.;:,
Cgį. Thou hast hurt me. _ 

-.i-l.,.,:iļr
Bos. Again l |SĮabshim ąģaĮii,ļ:
Carį. SĪļaļt I die like a leferet,i

pithogt any resistance ?-Help, help, help 1 ::,rri

I am slain l - ,,:lįi

THE DUCHESS oF MALFĪ [Act V
Ferį.' Ņow you're brave feĮows. Ciesar,s fortune

was harder than Pompey's ; Cesar died in the arms of
prosperity, Pompey at the feet of dissrace. you both
died in the field. 

_ 
Īhe pain 's nothing :- pain many times

is taken away with thė apprehensioi oi greatet, as the
tooth-ache with the sight bĪ a barber that" comeš to putl
it out : there's philosophy for you. ?oBos. Now my re,rerigj is pdrfect.-Sink, thou mjincause ĶilLs Frrrotneuo.
p-f y undoing l-The last part of mį tife
Hath done me best Ser\rļcę.
Fnį. Give me some wet hay ; Ī am broken_winded.

I do account this worļcl but a dog-kennel:
I uilļ vault credit and afiect higli pleasures
Beyond death.

Bos. He seems to come to himself,
Now he 's so near the bottom.

Ferd.. My sister, O my sisterl there's the cause
on't.

Whether we fall by ambition, blood, or lust, 8o
Like diamonds, we are cut with our own dust. lDies.Card. Thou hast thy payn'nent too.
.-9rr. Yes, I hold my weary souļ in my teeth ;
'T is readv to part from me. 

- 
I do eļorv-

That thori, which stood'st like a hģe įyramid
_B"Co" upon a large and ample base,-
Shaļt end in a ļittte point, a kind of nothing.

EnĮer, beĮow, Prscana, MererBsl, Rooenlco and
G rsoleN.

Pes. How now, my lord I

Maļ. o sad disaster lRod., Hotv comes this ?
Bos' Revenge for the Duchess of Maļfi murder'd

Ę_yJt g Aragortian_brethren ; for Antonio 90
Slain by this hand ; for lustfui Juiia
Poison'd by this man ; and lastly for myself,
That was an actoĪ in the main of aļl ]

Much'gainst mine own good nature, yet i' the end ,'

Neglected._-
Pes. How now, my lord I ,..1

Card. Look to mv brother: ,

He gave.us these large wounds, as we wereļtruggling ,.
Here i' the rushes. And now, I pray, let me -,, ili
Be laid b11 and never thought of. [Dies.r
__?cs. How fatally, it seems, he did withstand I .,,, ,,,.,

His own rescue l 11,'ļ,,.-''.il.

L[aĮ' ] Thou rffi'etĖ{ thing of blood, Īoo.

Enlcu Fpnorx,rxp.

F d. The aļarum l give me a fresh horse;
Rally the vaunt-guard, or the day is lost,
Yield, yield I I give you the honour of arms
Shake my sword over you; will you yield ?

Cąrd. Help me; Ī am your brother į :'

Ferd. Tire der.il I

I{y brothcr fight upon the aclverse party I

|ĪĮe aotmds lįe CeRotNnL, atltĮ, ļtt. ļhe sulfie,
giucs Bosore his deaį'h-ruott'ncį.

T}rere flies yoĮlĪ ransom. 6o
Card. O justice I

I suffer now for rvhat hath former bin :

Sorrow is h_eld the eldest child of sin.

š.L'

How came Antonio by his death i
Bos, In a mist ; I know not how:

Such a mistake as f have often seen
In a play. o, Ī am gone l

Yj -u 9nļi1like deaā waļts or vaulted graves,
That, ruirr'd, yietd no echo. Fare you Ļeil.
It may be pain, but no harm, to * to die
In so good a quarrel. O, this Rloomv world I

In what a shadow, or deep pit oĪ darläess,
Doth woma ish arrd fearfriĮ mankind fivĖ l

Ļet worthy minds ne'er stagger in distrust
To sufier death or shame foiĻhat is just :

Īvline is another voyate.
Pes. The noble DeļĪo, as I came to the palace,

Told me of Antonio's being here, and show,d me
A pretty gentleman, his soā and heir.

Enįer Detto, azd AN:.oNro's Son.

Maį. o sir, you come too ļate ļ

Deļio. I ]rear<i so, and
Įas' pn'd for't, ere Ī came. Let us māįį nolt. rr.ut thts6reat ruin ; and join all our force
To.estabjish this young iropeful gentlemān Ī2oIn 's mother's rigLt. Tt esį *reĪc ea Įminent ttrinn,
Leave no more fame behind ,em, than should on. "
Fa]l in a frost, and leave his print in 'nį* i'As soon as the sun shines, it eįer meļtļ,
Both form and matter. Ī hare ever tįousht
Nature doth nothing so great ro. gr."Į *āi__-
As when she's pleas'd to make thįm lords of truth :

ļĮtęs."ty of life is fame's best friend,
Which nobly, beyond death, shaĮļ crown the end.

lExeunt.


