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Sir Thomas Wyatt is considered to be a play written, or woven together, by a handful of playwrights, including Thomas Dekker, Thomas Heywood, Wentworth Smith, Henry Chettle and John Webster. The work was produced in 1601/2 and credited to Webster and Dekker, though the drama is believed to have been pieced together from scraps of two older works called Lady Jane, which Chettle, Heywood, and Smith are believed to have written. The play centres on a period of particular political instability following the deaths, in quick succession, of Henry VIII and his son Edward VI. A situation developed where Henrys will differed from Edwards wishes about who should succeed the boy king and inherit the kingdom.

In Henrys first Act of Succession in 1533 he removed his eldest daughter Mary from the line of succession; in the second Act Elizabeth was removed, and in his final 1543 Act he decided to settle his crown on Edward and the princes future children. Henrys will in 1546 re-instated Mary and Elizabeth as heirs should Edward fail to produce children. When Edward became king he contradicted Henrys will by once again choosing to exclude his sisters from the line of succession, conferring it upon his cousins, the protestant Grey sisters. After Edwards death, there was a conflict between Edwards Act, which placed Lady Jane upon the throne and Henrys will which stipulated that Mary should be queen. In the play Thomas Wyatt is shown to be fiercely loyal to Henry and he begins to encourage the nobles to support Marys claim before he becomes incensed by her intention to marry Prince Philip of Spain and so decides to rebel against her. Webster and Dekker craft an intriguing work, chronicling a time of religious upheaval and fighting, reflecting the potential conflict of legal and divine rights in 16th century England.
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Wyatt was a trusted adviser to Henry VIII
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THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF SIR THOMAS WYAT.

NOTE: The copy, from which the present edition of thig play has been prepared, is in the Kings library at the British Museum. The play was never reprinted until it was included by Mr. Dyce in edition of Websters works, 1830. There is no distribution into Acts or Scenes.

Enter Northumberland and Suffolk.

Suffolk. HOW fares the king, my lord? speaks he cheerly?

North. Even as a dying man, whose life
Like to quick lightning, which is
No sooner seen but is extinct.

Suff. Is the kings will confirmd?

North. Ay, thats the point that we level at.
But O, the confirmation of that will:
Tis all! tis all!

Suff. That will confirm my daughter queen.

North. Right; and my son is married to your daughter.
My lord, in an even plain way. I will.
Derive the crown unto your daughters head.
What though the king hath left behind
Two sisters, lawful and immediate heirs,
To succeed him in his throne: lies it not
In our powers to contradict it?
Hare we not the king and councils hands unto it?
Tut, we stand high in mans opinion
And the worlds broad eye.

Enter SIR THOMAS WYAT.

Suff. Here comes Sir Thomas Wyat.

North. Sir Thomas booted and spurrd!
Whither away so fast?

Wyat. It boots me not to stay,
When in this land rebellion bears such sway.
Gods will, a court! tis changd
Since noble Henrys days.
You have set your hands unto a will;
A will you well may call it:
So wills Northumberland, so wills great Suffolk,
Against Gods will, to wrong those princely maids.

North. Will you not subscribe your hand
With other of the lords  not with me,
That in my hands surprise the sovereignty?

Wyat. Ill damn my soul for no man, no, for no man.
Who at doomsday must answer for my sin?
Not you, nor you, my lords.
Who namd Queen Jane, in noble Henrys days?
Which of you all durst once displace his issue?
My lords, my lords, you whet your knives so sharp
To carve your meat,
That they will cut your fingers.
The strength is weakness that you build upon.
The king is sick,  God mend him, ay, God mend him!  
But were his soul from his pale body free,
Adieu, my lords, the court no court for me. [Exit.

North. Farewell, I fear thee not.
The fly is angry, but he wants a sting.
Of all the council, only this perverse
And peevish lord hath only denied his hand
To the investing of your princely daughter.
Hes idle, and wants power:
Our ocean shall these petty brooks devour.
Here comes his Highness doctor.

Enter DOCTOR.

Suff. How fares his Highness?

Doct. His body is past help:
We have left our practice to the divines,
That they may cure his soul.

Suff. Fast physics help! why then past hope of life.
Here comes his Highness preacher:
Life, reverent man  

Enter PREACHER.

Preach. Life, life, though death his body do dissever;
Our king lives with the King of Heaven for ever!

North. Dead! Send for heralds, call me pursuivants;
Wheres the king-at-arms? In every market-town
Proclaim Queen Jane.

Suff. Best to take the opinion of the council.

North. You are too timorous: we in ourselves
Are power sufficient: the king being dead,
This hand shall place the crown on Queen Janes head.
Trumpets and drums, with your notes resound
Her royal name, that must in state be crownd!
[Exeunt.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Guild. Our cousin king is dead.

Jane. Alas, how small an urn contains a king!
He that ruld all even with his princely breath,
Is forcd to stoop now to the stroke of death.
Heard you not the proclamation?

Guild. I hear of it, and I give credit to it:
What great men fear to be, their fears grow greater.
Our fathers grow ambitious,
And would force us sail in mighty tempests,
And are not lords of what they do possess.
Are not thy thoughts as great?

Jane. I have no thoughts so rank, so grown to head,
As are our fathers pride.
Troth, I do enjoy a kingdom, having thee,
And, so my pain be prosperous in that,
What care I though a sheep-cote be my palace,
Or fairest roof of honour?

Guild. See how thy blood keeps course with mine:
Thou must be a queen, ay me, a queen!
The flattering bells, that shrilly, sound
At the kings funeral, with hollow hearts,
Will cowardly call thee sovereign;
For indeed thou wouldst prove but an usurper.

Jane. Who would wear fetters, though they were all of gold,
Or be sick, though his faint brows
For a wearing nightcap wore a crown?
Thou must assume
A title that goes on many feet;
But tis an office
Wherein the hearts of scholars and of soldiers
Will depend upon thy hearse. Were this rightly scannd,
We scarce should find a king in any land.

Enter ARUNDEL.

Arun. Honour and happy reign
Attend the new Majesty of England!

Jane. To whom, my lord, bends this your awe?

Arun. To your grace, dread sovereign;
You are, by the kings will, and the consent
Of all the lords, chosen for our queen.

Jane. O God! methinks you sing my death
In parts of musics loudness:
Tis not my turn to rise.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND, SUFFOLK, with the purse and the mace, with others.

North. The voice of the whole land speaks in my tongue:
It is concluded your majesty must ride
From hence unto the Tower, there to stay
Until your coronation.

Jane. O God!

Suff. Why sighs your majesty?

Jane. My lord and father, I pray tell me,
Was your fathers father eer a king?

Suff. Never, and it like your grace.

Jane. Would I might still continue of his line,
Not travel in the clouds!
It is often seen, the heated blood
That covets to be royal leaves off ere it be noble.
My learned, careful king, what, must we go?

Guild. We must.

Jane. Then it must be so.

North. Set forward, then.

[A dead march, and pass round the stage, and Guildford speaks.

Guild. The Tower will be a place of ample state:
Some lodgings in it will, like dead mens sculls,
Remember us of frailty.
We are led with pomp to prison.

Jane. O, prophetic soul!
Lo, we ascend into our chairs of state,
Like funeral coffins in some funeral pomp
Descending to their graves! But we must on.
How can we fare well to keep our court
Where prisoners keep their cave?

[A flourish. Exeunt omnes.

Enter QUEEN MARY, with a prayer-book in her hand, like a nun.

Mary. Thus like a nun, not like a princess bora.
Descended from the royal Henrys loins,
Live I environd in a house of stone.
My brother Edward lives in pomp and state;
I in a mansion here all ruinate.
Their rich attire, delicious banqueting,
Their several pleasures, all their pride and honour,
I have forsaken for a rich prayer-book.
The golden mines of wealthy India
Is all as dross compared to thy sweetness:
Thou art the joy and comfort of the poor;
The everlasting bliss in thee we find.
This little volume, enclosed in this hand,
Is richer than the empire of this land.

Enter SIR HENRY BEDINGFIELD.

Beding. Pardon me, madam, that so boldly
I press into your chamber: I salute
Your highness, with the high style of queen.

Mary. Queen! may it be?
Or jest you at my lowering misery?

Beding. Your brother king is dead,
And you the Catholic queen must now succeed.

Mary. I see my God at length hath heard my prayer.
You, Sir Harry, for your glad tidings,
Shall be held in honour and due regard.

Enter SIR THOMAS WYAT.

Wyat. Health to the Lady Mary!

Mary. And why not Queen, Sir Thomas?

Wyat. Ask that of Suffolk duke, and great Northumberland,
Who in your stead hath crownd another.

Mary. Another queen, Sir Thomas, we alive,
The true immediate heir of our dread father!

Wyat. Nothing more true than that,
Nothing more true than you are the true heir.
Come, leave this cloister, and be seen abroad;
Your very sight will stir the peoples hearts,
And make them cheerly for Queen Mary cry.
One comfort I can tell you: the tenants of the dukes
Northumberland and Suffolk denied their aid
In these unlawful arms;
To all the council I denied my hand,
And for King Henrys issue still will stand.

Mary. Your counsel, good Sir Thomas, is so pithy,
That I am won to like it.

Wyat. Come, let us straight from hence,
From Framlingham. Cheer your spirits.
Ill to the dukes at Cambridge, and discharge them all.
Prosper me, God, in these affairs!
I lovd the father well, I lovd the son,
And for the daughter I through death will run.
[Exeunt omnes.

Brett. Here, my lord.

Suff. Are all our numbers full?

Brett. They are, my lord.

Suff. See them arraignd; I will set forward straight.

North. Honourable friends, and native peers,
That have chosen me
To be the leader of these martial troops,
To march against
The sister of our late dead sovereign;
Bear witness of my much unwillingness
In furthering these attempts. I rather joy
To think upon our ancient victories
Against the French and Spaniard, whose high pride
We levelld with the waves of British shore,
Dyeing the haven of Britain with guilty blood,
Till all the harbour seemd a sanguine pool
Or we desire these arms were now to war
Gainst the perfidious northern enemy,
Who, trembling at our first shock, voice, and sight,
Like cowards turnd their backs with shameful flight.
But those rich spoils are past: w are now to go,
Being native friends, against a native foe.
In your hands we leave the queen elected:
She hath seizure of the Tower.
If you be confident, as you have sworn
Yourselves true liegemen to her highness,
She no doubt with royal favour will remunerate
The least of your deserts. Farewell:
My tears into your bosoms fall;
With one embrace I do include you all.

Arun. My lord most lovd, with what a mourning heart
I take your farewell, let the after signs
Of my employment witness. I protest,
Did not the sacred person of my queen,
Whose weal I tender as my souls chief bliss,
Urge my abode, I would not think it shame
To trail a pike where you were general.
But wishes are in vain; I am bound to stay,
And urgent business calls your grace away:
See on my knees I humbly take my leave,
And steep my words with tears.

North. Kind Arundel, I bind thee to my love:
Once more, farewell.

Arun. Heavens give your grace success!
Commend us to the queen and to your son:
Within one week, I hope, war will be done.

Brett. Come, my lords, shall us march?

North. Ay, ay, for Gods sake on:
Tis more than time, my friends, that we were gone.
[Exewnt omnes.

Enter TREASURER and PORTER.

Treas. What ho, porter! open the gate.

Porter. I beseech your honour to pardon me,
The council hath given strict command
Not any shall pass this way.

Treas. Why, you idle fellow, am I not sent
Upon the Queens affairs, commanded by the lords?
And know you not that I am treasurer?
Come, open the gate: you do you know not what.

Porter. Well, my lord, I do adventure, on your word,
The dukes displeasure; all the council-board
Besides may be my heavy enemies;
But go a Gods name; I the worst will prove,
And if I die, I die for him I love,

Treas. I thank thee, and will warrant thee from death.
Is my horse ready?

Porter. It is, my lord.

Treas. Then will I fly this fearful council-board.
[Exit Treasurer.

Porter. My heart misgives me I have done amiss;
Yet being a councillor, one of the number,
Nothing can prove amiss.
Now shall I know the worst;
Here comes my lord of Arundel.

Enter ARUNDEL.

Arun. Porter, did the lord treasurer pass this way?

Porter. But now, my gracious lord.

Arun. Ungracious villain, follow,
Bring him back again:
If not by fair means, bring him back by force.
And hear you, sirrah, as you go, will the lord mayor,
And some aldermen of his brethren,
And some especial citizens of note,
To attend our further pleasures presently.
The treasurer fled; the dukes but newly arrested;
Some purpose on my life to cross their plots:
Well set strong watches, see gates and walls well mannd:
Tis ten to one but princely innocence
Is these strange turmoils wisest violence, [Exeunt.

Enter WINCHESTER, ARUNDEL, and other LORDS; the
LORD TREASURER kneeling at the council-table.

Arun. Though your attempt, lord treasurer, be such,
That hath no colour in these troublous times
But an apparent purpose of revolt
From the deceasd kings will and our decree,
Yet, for you are a councillor of note,
One of our number, and of high degree,
Before we any way presume to judge,
We give you leave to speak in your behalf.

Treas. My lord, the business of these troublous times,
Binding us all still to respect the good
Of commonweal, yet doth it not debar
Private regard of us and of our own.
The general weal is treasurd in your breast,
And all my ablest powers have been employd
To stir them there; yet have I borne a part,
Laying the common troubles next my heart.
My oversight in parting without leave
Was no contempt, but only for an hour,
To order home affairs, that none of mine
In these nice times should unto faction climb.

Arun. Nay, my good lord, be plain with us, I pray; 
Are you not grievd that we have given consent
To Lady Janes election?

Treas. My lords, I am not.

Arun. Speak like a gentleman; upon your word
Are you not discontent?

Treas. Troth, to be plain, I am not pleasd
That two such princely maids, lineally descended
From our royal king, and by his testimony
Confirmed heir, if that their brother dying issueless,
And one that never dreamd it, never desird
The rule of sovereignty,
But with virgins tears hath oft bewaild her misery,
Should politicly by us be namd a queen.

Arun. You have said nobly; sit, and take your place.

Enter PORTER.

Porter. My lords, Sir Thomas Wyat craves access
Unto your honours.

Arun. Let him come near.

Enter WYAT.

Porter. Room for Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. A divine spirit teach your honours truth,
Open your eyes of judgment to behold
The true legitimate Mary, your undoubted sovereign!

Arun. Arise, Sir Thomas, sit and take your place.
Now to our former business:
The obligation wherein we all stood bound
To the deceasd late kings will and our decree,
His cousin Jane and the two absent dukes,
Cannot be conceald without great reproach
To us and to our issue. We have sworn,
In presence of the sacred host of heaven,
Unto our late young lord, to both the dukes,
That no impeachment should divert our hearts
From the enthronement of the Lady Jane.
To this end we have seizd her in the Tower,
By public proclamation made her queen;
To this end we have armd the dukes with power,
Given them commission under our own hands.
To pass against the lady, and perform
In hostile manner, and no doubt the spleen
Of the undaunted spirit of Northumbers earl
Will not be coold with writings of repeal.
Advice in this, I hold it, better far,
To keep the course we run, than, seeking change,
Hazard our lives, our heirs, and the realms.

Wyat. In actions roving from the bent of truth,
We have no precedent thus to persist
But the bare name of worldly policy.
If others have ground from justice and the law,
As well divine as politic agreeing,
They are for no cause to be disinherited.
If you not seven years since to that effect
Swore to the father to maintain his seed,
What dispensation hath acquitted you
From your first sacred vows?
Youll say the will extorted from a child:
O, let mine eyes in naming that sweet youth
Observe their part,
Pouring down tears, sent from my swelling heart!
Gods mother, I turn child! but Ill go on.
Say that the will were his, forcd by no trick,
But for religious love his simple act,
Yet note how much you err.
You were sworn before to a mans will,
And not a will alone,
But strengthend by an act of parliament.
Besides this sacred proof, the princely maids
Had they no will nor act to prove their right?
Have birthrights no privilege, being a plea so strong,
As cannot be refelled, but by plain wrong?
Nor were you touchd. The lady in Tower,
Alas, shes innocent of any claim!
Trust me, shed think it a most happy life,
To leave a queens and keep a ladys name.
And for the dukes, your warrants sent them forth;
Let the same warrants call them back again:
If they refuse to come, the realm, not they,
Must be regarded. Be strong and bold.
We are the peoples factors. Save our sons
From killing one another; be afraid
To tempt both heaven and earth. So, I have said.

Arun. Why then give order that she shall be queen.
Send for the Mayor. Her errors well forget,
Hoping she will forgive.

Wyat. Never make doubt: setting her ceremonious order by,
She is pure within, and mildly chaste without.

Arun. Give order to keep fast the lady Jane.
Dissolve the council. Let us leave the Tower,
And in the city hold our audience.

Wyat. You have advised well, honourable lords:
So will the citizens be wholly ours,
And if the dukes be cross, well cross their powers.
[Exeunt omnes.

Enter BRETT, CLOWN, and SOLDIERS.

Brett. Lancepersado, quarter, quarter.

Clown. What shall we quarter, captain?

Brett. Why, the soldiers.

Clown. Why, they are not hanged, nor drawn yet.

Brett. Sir, I mean quarter them, that the offended multitude
May pass in safety.

Clown. May we not take tolls of the pies and the applewomen?

Brett. Not in any sort; the dukes pleasure wills that pass free.

Clown. The commons shall be used with all common courtesy. Whos that goes in rank like beans, with cheesecakes on their heads, instead of caps.

Brett. Sirrah, this is a famous university
And those, scholars; those lofty buildings and goodly houses
Founded by noble patrons. But no more:
Set a strong watch; that be your chiefest care.

Enter a COUNTRYMAN and a MAID.

Count. Whats here? soldiers!

Brett. Fear not good speech. These rude arms I bear,
Are not to fright sweet gentle peace away,
But to succour your lives. Pass peaceably away.

Clown. Cry God save the queen, as you go, and
God send you a good market.

Maid. God save the queen! what queen? there lies the sense:
When we have none, it can be no offence.

Clown. What carry you there in your basket?

Maid. Eggs, forsooth.

Clown. Well, cry God save queen Jane, as you go, and
God send you a good market.

Maid. Is the right queen calld Jane? alack, for woe;
At the first she was not christend so!
[Exeunt Countryman and Maid.

Brett. Thus old and young still descant on her name,
Nor lend no ear when we her style proclaim.
I fear, I fear,  fear, Brett! what shouldst thou fear?
Thou hast a breast composd of adamant.
Fall what ill betide,
My anchors cast, and I in harbour ride. [Exeunt.

Enter Northumbebland, Huntingdon, WYAT,
and Soldiers,

Wyat. My lord, tis true, you sent unto the council
For fresh supplies; what succour, what supplies?
Happy is he can draw his neck out of the collar
And make his peace with Mary.

North. How stands the treasurer addicted to us?

Wyat. I had forgot: when we were at council,
He stole away, and went home to his house,
And by much entreaty was won to return.
In brief, they all incline to queen Mary.
My lord, farewell:
Each hasty hour will colder tidings tell. [Exit.

North. Come they in thunder, we will meet with them:
In the loudest language that their ordnance speaks,
Ours shall answer theirs.
Call me a herald, and in the market-place proclaim
Queen Jane. The streets are full,
The town is populous, the people gape for novelty.
Trumpets, speak to them,
That they may answer with an echoing cry,
God save queen Jane, God save her majesty!

[A trumpet sounds, and no answer. The Herald sounds a parley, and none answers.

Ha! a bare report of trumpets;
Are the slaves hoarse, or want they heart to speak?
O me! This town consists on famous colleges,
Such as know both how, and what, and when to speak.
Well, yet we will proceed,
And smother what close envy hath decreed.

Enter AMBROSE.

Ambrose, my son, what news?

Amb. O my thrice-honourd father!

North. Boy, speak the worst:
That which sounds deadliest, let me hear that first.

Amb. The lords have all revolted from your faction.

North. We in ourselves are strong.

Amb. In Baynards Castle was a council held,
Whither the mayor and sheriffs did resort,
And twas concluded to proclaim queen Mary.

North. Then they revolt the allegiance from my daughter,
And give it to another?
Amb. True, my thrice-honourd father;
Besides, my brother Guildford and his wife,
Where she was proclaimd queen, are now close prisoners,
Namely in the Tower.

North. God take them to his mercy! they had need
Of grace and patience, for they both must bleed.
Poor innocent souls, they both from guilt are free!

Amb. O my thrice-honourd father, might I advise you,
Fly to your manor, there study for your safety!

North. Boy, thou sast well:
And since the lords have all revolted from me,
Myself will now revolt against myself.
Call me a herald to fill their empty ears;
Assist me, son; my good lord Huntingdon,
Even in this market-town proclaim queen Mary.
A trumpet sounds a parley, the HERALD proclaims.

Her. Mary, by the grace of God, Queen of England,
France, and Ireland, defendress of the faith, amen.
[Within, a shout and a flourish.

North. Amen: I bear a part,
Ay, with my tongue, I do not with my heart.
Now they can cry, now they can bawl and yell:
Base-minded slaves, sink may your souls to hell!

Enter MASTER BOOSE, with letters.

Roose. My honourd lord, the council greets you with
These letters.

North. Stay, master Boose: ere you depart, receive
An answer and reward. [He readeth the letter.
In the sovereign name of Mary our queen, you shall
upon the sight hereof surcease your arms, discharge your
soldiers, and presently repair unto the court, or else be held
as an arch traitor.
Tis short and sharp.
Master Boose, we do obey your warrant:
But I pray tell me, how do all our friends at court?
Is there not a great mortality amongst them?
Is there not a number of them dead of late,
Since I came thence?

Roose. My gracious lord, not any.

North. O, master Boose, it cannot be; I will assure you
At my departure thence, I left living there at least
Five hundred friends, and now I have not one,
Simply, not one; friends! ha, ha, ha! commission,
Thou must be my friend,
And stand betwixt me and the stroke of death;
Were thy date out, my lifes date were but short;
They are cold friends that kill their friends in sport.

Amb. Here comes your honourd friend, the earl of
Arundel.

Enter Arundel.

North. My honourd friend

Arun. I am no friend to traitors:
In my most high and princely sovereigns name,
I do arrest your honour of high treason.

North. A traitor, Arundel!
Have I not your hand in my commission?
Let me peruse it: as I taket, tis here,
And by your warrant have I strict proceeded:
Is the limit of my warrant broke? answer me.

Arun. It may be that it hath pleasd her majesty
To pardon us, and for to punish you.
I know no other reason; this I must,
I am commanded, and the act is just.

North. And I obey you. When we parted last,
My lord of Arundel, our farewell was
Better than our greeting now:
Then you cried, God speed;
Now you come on me, ere you say, take heed.
Then you did owe me your best blood; nay grievd
You could not spend them in my service;
O, then it was a double death to stay behind!
But I am overtook, and you are kind,
I am, beshrew you else; but I submit,
My crime is great, and I must answer it.

Arun. You must with your three sons be guarded safe
Unto the Tower; with you those lords and knights,
That in this faction did associate you:
For so I am enjoind.
Then peaceively let us conduct you thither.

North. O my children, my soul weeps endless tears
For you!
O, at the general sessions, when all souls
Stand at the bar of justice, and hold up
Their new-immortalized hands, O then
Let the remembrance of their tragic ends
Be razd out of the bead-roll of my sins!
Wheneer the black book of my crimes unclaspd,
Let not these scarlet letters be found there;
Of all the rest only that page be clear.
But come to my arraignment, then to death.
The queen and you have long aimd at this head:
If to my children she sweet grace extend,
My soul hath peace, and I embrace my end. [Exeunt.

Enter SUFFOLK.

Suff. Three days are past, Monday,
Tuesday, and Wednesday too,
Yet my protesting servant is not come:
Himself conducted me to this hard lodging,
A simple cabin for so great a prince;
And then he swore, but oaths you see are vain,
That he would hourly come and visit me.
I that was wont to surfeit in estate,
Am now through hunger almost desolate.

Enter HOMES, sweating, with bottle and bag.

Homes. My lord.

Suff. Ned Homes, speak, hast thou brought me meat?

Homes. With much ado, my lord, meat, bread, and wine:
While you refresh yourself, I will record
The cause of my long stay.

Suff. I prithee do:
Need bids me eat, need bids me hear thee too.

Homes. The night I left you in the hollow tree,
My house was searchd.

Suff. Go on, go on.

Homes. And I no sooner enterd but attachd;
Threatend the rack, and if I did not yield
Your gracious self into their graceless hands.

Suff. And thou hast donet, thou hast betrayed me?

Homes. Done it! O, betray you! O, no!
First would I see my loved wife and children
Murderd and tossd on spears, before I would
Deliver your grace unto their hands,
For they intend your death.

Suff. Go on, go on.

Homes. And offerd a thousand crowns
To him that can bring news of your abode;
Twas offerd in my hands,
Which I beseech may stop my vital breath,
When I am feed with gold to work your death.

Enter SHERIFF and OFFICERS.

Sher. See, yonder sits the duke.

Suff. I kiss thee in requital of this love.

Homes. And in requital of so great a grace,
I kiss your hand that dares to kiss my face.

Sher. So Judas kissd his master. Seize the duke.

Suff. Ah me! Ned Homes, we are undone;
Both thou and I betrayd!

Sher. My lord, late duke of Suffolk, in her Highness
Name, I do arrest you of high treason.

Suff. I do obey, and only crave this kindness,
You would be good unto my servant Homes,
Who in relieving me hath but performd
The duty of a servant to his lord.

Sher. You are deceivd, sir, in your servant, much;
He is the man that did betray you.
Here, master Homes, towards your thousand pounds,
Here is a hundred marks;
Come to the Exchequer, you shall have the rest.

Suff. Hist thou betrayd me? yet with such a tongue,
So smoothly oild, slight of my dangers fear?
O, break my heart! this griefs too great to bear.

Homes. Pardon me, my lord.

Suff. God pardon thee, and lay not to thy soul
This grievous sin! Farewell!
And when thou spendest this ill-got gold,
Remember how thy masters life was sold;
Thy lord that gave thee lordships, made thee great,
Yet thou betraydst him as he sat at meat.
On to my grave; tis time that I were dead,
When he that held my heart betrays my head.
[Exeunt all but Homes.

Homes. O God, O God, that ever I was born!
This deed hath made me slave to abject scorn. [Exit.

Enter the CLOWN.

Clown. O poor shrimp, how art thou fallen away for want of mouching! O, colon cries out most tyrannically! the little gut hath no mercy. Whats here? victuals! O rare, O good! Feed chops, drink throat, good victuals make good blood.

Enter HOMES, with a halter about his neck.

But stay, whos here? more sheriffs, more searchers? O
no, this is Homes, that betrayed his honest master: how,
with a halter about his neck! I hope he doth not mean to
hang himself. Ill step aside.

Homes. This is the place where I betrayd my lord;
This is the place where oft I have relievd,
And, villain, I betrayd him to the jaws of death.
But here before I further will proceed,
Here will I bury this enticing gold:
Lie there, damnd fiend, never serve human more.

Clown. This is rare: now if in this mood he would hang
himself, t were excellent.

Homes. Shall I ask mercy? no, it is too late;
Heaven will not hear, and I am desperate.
[He strangles himself.

Clown. So, so, a very good ending:
Would all false servants
Might drink of the same sauce!
Gold, you are first mine: you must help
To shift myself into some counterfeit
Suit of apparel, and then to London.
If my old master be hanged, why, so:
If not, why, rustick and lustick. Yet, before I go, I do not care if I throw this dog in a ditch: come away, dissembler. This cannot choose but be a hundred pound, it weighs so heavy. [Exit.

Enter QUEEN MARY, WINCHESTER, NORFOLK, PEMBROKE, WYAT, ARUNDEL, and ATTENDANTS.

Q. Mary. By Gods assistance and the power of heaven,
After our troubles we are safely set
In our inheritance; for which we do subscribe
The praise and benefit to God: next, thanks
To you, my lords. Now shall the sanctuary,
And the house of the Most High, be newly built;
The ancient honours due unto the church,
Buried within the ruind monasteries,
Shall lift their stately heads and rise again,
To astonish the destroyers wandering eyes.
Zeal shall be deckd in gold: religion,
Not like a virgin robbd of all her pomp,
But, bravely shining in her gems of state,
Like a fair bride be offerd to the Lord.
To build large houses, pull no churches down,
Rather enrich the temple with our crown:
Better a poor queen, than the subjects poor.

Win. May it please your grace to give release
Unto such ancient bishops that have lost
Their honours in the church affairs.

Q. Mary. We have given order
To the duke of Norfolk to release them.

Arun. Your sacred highness will no doubt be mindful
Of the late oath you took at Framlingham.

Q. Mary. O, my lord Arundel, we remember that;
But shall a subject force his prince to swear
Contrary to her conscience and the law?
We here release unto our faithful people
One entire subsidy, due unto the crown
In our dead brothers days. The commonalty
Shall not be oerburdend in our reign:
Let them be liberal in religion,
And we will spare their treasure to themselves.
Better a poor prince than the nation poor:
The subjects treasure is the sovereigns store.

Arun. What is your highness pleasure bout the rebels?

Q. Mary. The queen-like rebel, mean you not?
Queen Jane?

Arun. Guildford, and Jane, with great Northumberland,
And haughty Suffolks duke.

Q. Mary. The duke of Suffolk is not yet apprehended:
Therefore, my lords,
Some of you most dear to us in love
Be careful of that charge:
The rest well leave for trial of th other prisoners.

Wyat. The lady Jane, most mighty sovereign,
Allied to you in blood,
For shes the daughter of your fathers sister,
Mary the queen of France, Charles Brandons wife,
Your niece, your next of blood except your sister,
Deserves some pity, so doth youthful Guildford.

Win. Such pity as the law allows to traitors.

Norf. They were misled by their ambitious fathers.

Win. What son to obey his father proves a traitor,
Must buy his disobedience with his death.

Wyat. My lord of Winchester still thirsts for blood.

Q. Mary. Wyat, no more; the law shall be their judge:
Mercy to mean offenders well ostend,
Not unto such that dare usurp our crown.

Arun. Count Egmond, the ambassador from Spain,
Attends your Highness answer, brought those letters
Sent from the emperor in his sons behalf.

Q. Mary. In the behalf of lovely, princely Philip,
Whose person we have shrined in our heart,
At the first sight of his delightful picture?
That picture should have power to tingle
Love in royal breasts: the darts of love are words,
Pictures, conceit hell prevail by any.
Your counsel, lords, about this foreign business.

Arm. I say, and it like your royal majesty,
A royal treaty, and to be confirmd;
And I allow the match.

Win. Allow it, lords! we have cause
To thank our God, that such a mighty prince
As Philip is, son to the emperor,
Heir to wealthy Spain,
And many spacious kingdoms, will vouchsafe

Wyat. Vouchsafe, my lord of Winchester! pray, what?

Win. To grace our mighty sovereign with
His honourable title.

Wyat. To marry with our queen; mean you not so?

Win. I do; what then?

Wyat. O God! Is she a beggar, a forsaken maid,
That she hath need of grace from foreign princes?
By Gods dear mother  O God, pardon! swear I!
Methinks she is a fair and lovely prince;
Her only beauty, were she of mean birth,
Able to make the greatest potentate,
Ay, the great emperor of the mighty Cham,
That hath more nations under his command
Than Spanish Philips like to inherit towns,
To come and lay his sceptre at her feet,
And to entreat her to vouchsafe the grace
To take him and his kingdom to her mercy.

Win. Wyat, you are too hot.

Wyat. And you too proud. Vouchsafe! O, base!
I hope shell not vouchsafe
To take the emperors son to her dear mercy.

Q. Mary. Proceed, my lord of Winchester, I pray.

Win. Then still I say weve cause to thank our God,
That such a mighty prince will look so low
As to respect this island and our queen.

Wyat. Pardon me, madam; he respects your island
More than your person: think of that.

Norf. Wyat, you wrong the affection of the prince,
For he desires no fortresses nor towns,
Nor to bear any office, rule, or state,
Either by person or by substitute,
Nor yet himself to be a councillor
In our affairs.

Wyat. What need he, noble lords,
To ask the fruit, when he demands the tree?
No castle, fortresses, nor towers of strength!
It boots not, when the chiefest tower of all,
The key that opens unto all the land,
I mean our gracious sovereign, must be his.
But he will bear no office in the land,  
And yet will marry with the queen of all!
Nor be of council in the realms affairs  
And yet the queen enclosed in his arms!
I do not like this strange marriage:
The fox is subtle, and his head once in,
The slender body easily will follow.
I grant he offers you, in name of dower,
The yearly sum of threescore thousand ducats,
Besides the seventeen famous provinces,
And that the heir succeeding from your loins
Shall have the sovereign rule of both the realms.
What! shall this move your highness to the match?
Spain is too far for England to inherit,
But England near enough for Spain to woo.

Q. Mary. Have not the kings of England, good Sir
Thomas,
Espousd the daughters of our neighbour kings?

Wyat. I grant your predecessors oft have sought
Their queen from France, and sometimes, too from Spain:
But never could I hear that England yet
Has been so base, to seek a king from either.
Tis policy, dear queen, no love at all.

Win. Tis love, great queen, no policy at all.

Wyat. Which of you all dares justify this match,
And not be touchd in conscience with an oath?
Remember, O remember, I beseech you,
King Henrys last will and his act at court!
I mean that royal court of parliament,
That does prohibit Spaniards from the land,
That Will and Act to which you all are sworn,
And do not damn your souls with perjury.

Q. Mary. But that we know thee, Wyat, to be true
Unto the crown of England and to us,
Thy over-boldness should be paid with death:
But cease, for fear your liberal tongue offend.
With one consent, my lords, you like this match?

Omnes. We do, great sovereign.

Q. Mary. Call in Count Egmond, honourable lords.

Enter EGMOND

We have determind of your embassy,
And thus I plight our love to Philips heart.
Embark you straight, the wind blows wondrous fair:
Till he shall land in England Im all care.
[Exeunt all but Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. And ere he land in England, I will offer
My loyal breast for him to tread upon,
O, who so forward, Wyat, as thyself
To raise this troublesome queen in this her throne!
Philip is a Spaniard, a proud nation,
Whom naturally our countrymen abhor.
Assist me, gracious heavens, and you shall see
What bate I bear unto their slavery!
Ill into Kent, there muster up each friend,
To save this country, and this realm defend. [Exit.

Enter GUILDFORD, JANE, and LIEUTENANT.

Guild. Good morrow to the patron of my woe.

Jane. Good morrow to my lord, my lovely Dudley:
Why do you look so sad, my dearest lord?

Guild. Nay, why doth Jane thus with a heavy eye,
And a defected look, salute the day?
Sorrow doth ill become thy silver brow:
Sad grief lies dead, so long as thou lives fair;
In my Janes joy, I do not care for care.

Jane. My looks, my love, are sorted with my heart.
The sun himself doth scantly show his face.
Out of this firm grate you may perceive
The Tower-hill throngd with store of people,
As if they gapd for some strange novelty.

Guild. Though sleep do seldom dwell in men of care,
Yet I did this night sleep, and this night dreamd
My princely father, great Northumberland,
Was married to a stately bride;
And then methought, just on his bridal day,
A poisond draught did take his life away.

Jane. Let not fond visions so appal my love,
For dreams do oftentimes contrary prove.

Guild. The nights are tedious, and the days are sad:
And see you how the people stand in heaps,
Each man sad looking on his apposd object,
As if a general passion possessd them?
Their eyes do seem as dropping as the moon,
As if prepared for a tragedy;
For never swarms of people there do tread,
But to rob life and to enrich the dead,
And show they wept.

Lieut. My lord, they did so, for I was there.

Guild. I pray resolve us, good master lieutenant,
Who was it yonder that tenderd up his life
To natures death?

Lieut. Pardon me, my lord; tis felony to acquaint you
With death of any prisoner;
Yet, to resolve your grace,
It was your father, great Northumberland,
That this day lost his head.

Guild. Peace rest his soul! His sins
Be buried in his grave,
And not rememberd in his epitaph.
But who comes here?

Jane. My father prisoner!

Enter SUFFOLK, guarded forth.

Suff. O, Jane, now nought but fear! thy title and thy state,
Thou now must leave for a small grave.
Had I been contented to ha been great, I had stood,
But now my rising is pulld down with blood.
Farewell. Point me my house of prayers.

Jane. Is grief so short?
Twas wont to be foil of words, tis true,
But now deaths lesson bids a cold adieu.
Farewell: thus friends on desperate journeys part;
Breaking off words with tears, that swell the heart.
[Exit Suffolk.

Lieut. It is the pleasure of the queen that you part lodgings,
Till jour arraignment, which must be to-morrow.

Jane. Good master lieutenant, let us pray together.

Lieut., Pardon me, madam, I may not; they that owe you, sway me.

Guild. Entreat not, Jane: though she our bodies part,
Our souls shall meet: farewell, my love.

Jane. My Dudley, my own heart. [Exeunt.

Enter Wyat with Soldiers.
Wyat Hold, drum: stand, gentlemen:
Give the word along; stand, stand.
Masters, friends, soldiers, and therefore gentlemen;
I know some of you wear warm purses
Lined with gold; to them I speak not;
But to such lean knaves that cannot put up crosses
Thus, I say, fight valiantly,
And by the Mary God,
You that have all your life-time silver lackd
Shall now get crowns; marry, they must be crackd.

Sold. No matter, well change them for white money.

Wyat. But it must needs be so, dear countrymen,
For soldiers are the masters of wars mint;
BLOWS are the stamps, they set upon with bullets,
And broken pates are, when the brains lie spilt,
These light crowns that with blood are double gilt.
But thats not all that your stout hearts shall earn:
Stick to this glorious quarrel, and your names
Shall stand in chronicles, rankd even with kings.
You free your country from base Spanish thrall,
From ignominious slavery:
Who can disgest a Spaniard, thats a true Englishman?

Sold. Would he might choke, that disgests him!

Wyat. He that loves freedom and his country,
Cry a Wyat! he that will not, with my heart,
Let him stand forth, shake hands, and well depart!

Soldiers. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat!

Enter NOBBY, sounding a trumpet.

Harp. Forbear, or with the breath thy trumpet spends
This shall let forth thy soul.

Norry. I am a herald, and challenge safety
By thlaw of arms.

Harp. So shalt thou when thourt lawfully employd.

Wyat. What loud knaves that?

Norry. No knave, Sir Thomas, I am a true man
To my queen, to whom thou art a traitor.

Sold. Knock him down.

Wyat. Knock him down! fie, no,
Well handle him, he shall sound before he go.

Harp. He comes from Norfolk and those fawning lords,
In Marys name, weighing out life to them
That will with baseness buy it:
Seize on him, as a pernicious enemy,

Wyat. Sir George, be ruld;
Since we profess the art of war,
Lets not be hissd at for our ignorance:
He shall pass and repass, juggle the best he can.
Lead him into the city. Norry, set forth,
Set forth thy brazen throat, and call all Rochester
About thee; do thy office; fill
Their light heads with proclamations, do;
Catch fools with lime-twigs dipt with pardons.
But Sir George, and good Sir Harry Isley,
If this gallant open his mouth too wide,
Powder the varlet, pistol him, fire the roof
Thats oer his mouth.
He craves the law of arms, and he shall hat:
Teach him our law, to cuts throat if he prate.
If louder reach thy proclamation,
The Lord have mercy upon thee!

Norry. Sir Thomas, I must do my office.

Harp. Come, well do ours too.

Wyat. Ay, ay, do, blow thyself hence.
[Exeunt Harper, Isley, and Norry.
Whorson, proud herald, because he can.»
Give arms, he thinks to cut us off by th elbows.
Masters, and fellow soldiers, say will you leave
Old Tom Wyat?

Omnes. No, no, no.

Wyat. A march! tis Norfolks drum upon my life.
I pray, see what drum it is. [Within, cry, Arm.

Rodston. The word is given, arm! arm flies through. the camp,
As loud, though not so fall of dread, as thunder.
For no mans cheeks look pale, but every face
Is lifted up above his foremans head,
And every soldier does on tiptoe stand,
Shaking a drawn sword in his threatening hand.

Wyat. At whom, at whose drum?

Rod. At Norfolk, Norfolks drum.
With him comes Arundel. You may behold
The silken faces of their ensigns show
Nothing but wrinkles straggling in the wind.:
Norfolk rides foremostly, his crest well known,
Proud as if all our heads were now his own.

Wyat. Soft, he shall pay more for them.
Sir Robert Rodston, bring our musketeers,
To flank our pikes; let all our archery
Fall off in wings of shot aboth sides of the van,
To gall the first horse of the enemy,
That shall come fiercely on our cannoneers:
Bid them to charge: charge, my hearts.

Omnes. Charge, charge.

Wyat. Saint George for England, Wyat for poor Kent!
Blood lost in countrys quarrel is nobly spent.

Enter Islet.

Isley. Base slave, hard-hearted fugitive!
He that you sent with Norry, false Sir George,
Is fled to Norfolk.

Rod. Sir George Harper fled!

Wyat. I neer thought better of a counterfeit:
His name was Harper, was it not? let him go;
Henceforth all harpers, for his sake, shall stand
But for plain ninepence throughout all the land.
They come: no man give ground in these hot cases;
Be Englishmen, and beard them to their faces. [Eseunt.

Enter Norfolk, Arundel, Brett, and Soldiers.

Norf. Yonder the traitor marcheth with a steel-bow,
Bent on his sovereign and her kingdoms peace.
To wave him to us with a flag of truce,
And tender him soft mercy, were
To call our right in question.
Therefore put in act your resolute intendments:
If rebellion be sufferd to take head,
She lives too long. Treason doth swarm,
Therefore give signal to the fight.

Brett. Tis good, tis good, my lord.

Norf. Wheres Captain Brett?

Brett. Here, my lord.

Norf. To do honour to you, and those five hundred
Londoners, that march after your colours,
You shall charge the traitor in the vanguard,
Whilst myself, with noble Arundel
And stout Jerningham, second you in the main,
God and Saint George this day fight on our side,
While thus we tame a desperate rebels pride.
[Exeunt all but Brett and Soldiers.

Brett. Countrymen and friends, and you the most valiant
sword and buckler men of London, the Duke of Norfolk
in honour has promoted you to the vanguard, and why to
the vanguard, but because he knows you to be eager men,
martial men, men of good stomachs, very hot shots, very
actious for valour, such as scorn to shrink for a wetting,
who will bear off anything with head and shoulders!

Omnes. Well forwards, good commander, forwards.

Brett. I am to lead you, and whither? to fight; and
with whom? with Wyat; and what is Wyat? a most
famous and arch-traitor  to nobody, by this hand, that I know.

Omnes. Nay, speak out, good captain.

Brett. I say again,  is worthy Norfolk gone?

Omnes. Ay, ay, gone, gone.

Brett. I say again, that Wyat for rising thus in arms,
with the Kentish men dangling thus at his tail, is worthy
to be hanged  like a jewel in the kingdoms ear: say I well, my lads?

Omnes. Forwards, forwards.

Brett. And whosoever cuts off his head shall have for his labour  

Clown. What shall I have? Ill dot.

Brett. The pox, the plague, and all the diseases the
spittle-houses and hospitals can throw upon him.

Clown. Ill not dot, thats flat.

Brett. And wherefore is Wyat up?

Clown. Because he cannot keep his bed.

Brett. No, Wyat is up to keep the Spaniards down, to
keep King Philip out, whose coming in will give the land
such a philip, twill make it reel again.

Clown. A would it were come to that, a would; we
would leave off Philips and fall to hot-cockles.

Brett. Philip is a Spaniard; and what is a Spaniard?

Clown. A Spaniard is no Englishman, that I know.

Brett. Eight, a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Calimanco;
nay, which is worse, a Dondego,  and what is a Dondego?

Clown. A Dondego is a kind of Spanish stock-fish, or
poor John.

Brett. No, a Dondego is a desperate Viliago, a very
Castilian; God bless us. There came but one Dondego
into England, and he made all Pauls stink again: what
shall a whole army of Dondegoes do, my sweet countrymen?

Chum. Marry, they will make us all smell abominably:
he comes not here, thats flat.

Brett. A Spaniard is called so because hes a Spaniard,
his yard is but a span.

Chum. Thats the reason our Englishwomen love them not

Brett. Eight, for he carries not the Englishmans yard
about him. If you deal with him, look for hard measure;
if you give an inch, hell take an ell; if he give an ell,
hell take an inch; therefore, my fine, spruce, dapper,
finical fellows, if you are now, as you have always been
counted, politic Londoners to fly to the stronger side, leave
Arundel, leave Norfolk, and love Brett.

Clown. Well fling our flat caps at them.

Brett. Wear your own neats-leather shoes; scorn
Spanish leather; cry, a fig for the Spaniard. Said I well, bullies?

Omnes. Ay, ay, ay.

Brett. Why, then, fiat, fiat!
And every man die at his foot that cries not a Wyat, a
Wyat.

Omnes. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat.

Enter WYAT.

Wyat. Sweet music, gallant fellow-Londoners!

Clown. V faith, we are the madcaps, we are the lickpennies.

Wyat. You shall be all Lord Mayors at least.
[Exeunt Wyat, Brett, and Soldiers.
Alarum sounds, and enter WYAT, BRETT, RODSTON,
ISLEY, and SOLDIERS, again.

Wyat. Those eight brass pieces shall do service now
Against their masters, Norfolk and Arundel:
They may thank their heels more than their hands
For saving of their lives.
When soldiers turn surveyors, and measure lands,
God help poor farmers.
Soldiers and friends, let us all play nimble blood-hounds
And hunt them step by step. We hear
The lawyers plead in armour stead of gowns:
If they fall out about the case they jar,
Then they may cuff each other from the bar,
Soft, this in Ludgate: stand aloof, Ill knock.

He knocks; enter PEMBROKE Upon ike walls.

Pem. Who knocks?

Wyat. A Wyat, a true friend.
Open your gates, you lowering citizens;
I bring you freedom from a foreign prince:
The queen has heard your suit, and tis her pleasure
The city gates stand open to receive us.
Pem. Avaunt, thou traitor! thinks thou by forgery
To enter London with rebellious arms?
Know that these gates are barrd against thy entrance;
And it shall cost the lives of twenty thousand
True subjects to the queen before a traitor enters.

Omnes. Shoot him through.

Wyat. Stay, lets know him first.

Clown. Kill him; then lets know him afterwards.

Pem. Look on my face, and blushing see with shame
Thy treasons characterd.

Brett. Tis the Lord Pembroke.

Wyat. What have we to do with the Lord Pembroke?
Wheres the queens lieutenant?

Pem. I am lieutenant of the city now.

Wyat. Are you Lord Mayor?

Pem. The greatest lord that breathes enters not here
Without express command from my dear queen.

Wyat. She commands by us.

Pern. I do command thee, in her highness name,
To leave the city gates, or, by my honour,
A piece of ordnance shall be straight dischargd
To be thy deaths-man, and shoot thee to thy grave.

Wyat. Then heres no entrance?

Pem. No, none. [Exit Pembroke.

Brett. What should we do following Wyat any longer?

Wyat. O London, London, thou perfidious town!
Why hast thou broke thy promise to thy friend,
That for thy sake, and for the general sake,
Hath thrust myself into the mouth of danger?
March back to Fleet-street: if that Wyat die,
London, unjustly, buy thy treachery.

Brett. Would I could steal away from Wyat! it should
be the first thing that I would do.

[Here they all steal away from Wyat, and leave him alone.

Wyat. Wheres all my soldiers? what, all gone,
And left my drum and colours without guard!
O infelicity of careful men!
Yet will I sell my honourd blood as dear
As ever did faithful subject to his prince. [Exit.

Enter NORFOLK and ISLET.

Isley. Pembroke revolts and flies to Wyats side.

Norf. Hes damned in hell that speaks it.

Enter HARPER.

Harper. O my good lord, tis spread
That Pembroke and Count Arundel both are fled!

Enter PEMBROKE and ARUNDEL.

Pem. S foot, who said so? what devil dare stir my patience?
Zounds, I was talking with a crew of vagabonds
That laggd at Wyats tail, and am I thus
Paid for my pains?

Norf. And there being missd,
Some villain, finding you out of sight, hath raisd
This slander on you: but come, my lord.

Pem. Ill not fight.

Norf. Nay, sweet earl.

Pem. Zounds, fight, and hear my name dishonourd!

Aran. Wyat is marchd down Fleet-street: after him.

Pem. Why do not you, and you, pursue him?

Norf. If I strike one blow, may my hands fall off.

Pem. And if I do, by this

Norf. Come, leave your swearing:
Did not my countrys care urge to this quarrel,
For my part I would not strike a blow.

Pem. No more would I:
Ill eat no wrongs: lets all die, and Ill die.

Enter MESSENGER.

Mess. Stand on your guard,
For this way Wyat is pursued amain.

A great noise: cries of follow. Enter WYAT, with his
sword drawn, being wounded.

Within. Follow, follow.

Norf. Stand, traitor, stand, or thou shalt neer stand more,

Wyat. Lords, I yield;
An easy conquest tis to win the field
After alls lost. I am wounded: let me have a surgeon,
That I may go sound unto my grave.
Tis not the name of traitor pals me,
Nor plucks my weapon from my hand:
Use me how you can,
Though you say traitor, Im a gentleman.
Your dreadful shaking me, which I defy,
Is a poor loss of life; I wish to die:
Death frights my* spirit no more than can my bed,
Nor will I change one hair, losing this head.

Pern. Come, guard him, guard, him.

Wyat. No matter where;
I hope for nothing, therefore nothing fear.
[Exeunt omnes.

Enter WINCHESTER, NORFOLK;, ARUNDEL, PEMBROKE, with other lords.

Win. My lord of Norfolk, will it please you- sit;
By you, the noble Lord) of Arundel.
Since it hath pleasd her sacred majesty
To nominate us here commissioners,
Let us, without all partiality,
Be open-eard to what they can allege.
Wheres the Lieutenant of the Tower?

Enter LIEUTENANT of the Tower.

Lieut. Here, my good lord.

Win. Fetch forth the prisoners;
Place them severally in chairs of state.
Clerk of the crown, proceed as law requires.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Clerk. Guildford Dudley, hold up thy hand at the bar.

Guild. Here at the bar of death I hold it up;
And would to God, this hand heavd to the law,
Might have advancd itself in better place,
For Englands good and for my sovereigns weal!

Clerk. Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray,
Hold up thy hand at the bar.

Jane. A hand as pure from treason, as innocent
As the white livery
Worn by th angels in their Makers sight!

Clerk. You are here indicted by the names of Guildford Dudley, Lord Dudley, Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, of capital and high treason against our most sovereign lady the queens majesty. That is to say, that you, Guildford Dudley, and Lady Jane Gray, have, by all possible means, sought to procure unto yourselves the royalty of the crown of England, to the disinheriting of our new sovereign lady the queens majesty, the true and lawful issue to that famous king Henry the Eighth, and have manifestly adorned yourselves with the states garland imperial, and have granted warrants, commissions, and such like, for levying of men and soldiers to be sent against the said majesty: what answer you to this indictment,  guilty, or not guilty?

Guild. Our answer shall be several like ourselves;
Yet, noble earl, we confess the indictment.
May we not make some apology unto the court?

Norf. It is against the order of the law;
Therefore directly plead unto the indictment,
And then you shall be heard.

Guild. Against the law!
Words utterd then as good unspoken were,
For whatsoeer you say, you know your form,
And you will follow it unto our deaths.

Norf. Speak, are you guilty of these crimes, or no?

Jane. Ill answer first: I am, and I am not;
But should we stand unto the last unguilty,
You have large-conscience jurors to besmear
The fairest brow with style of treachery.

Norf. The barons of the land shall be your jury.

Jane. An honourable and worthy trial;
And God forbid so many noblemen
Should be made guilty of our timeless deaths!

Arun. Youll answer to the indictment, will you not?

Guild. My lord, I will: I am

Norf. What? are you guilty or no?

Guild. I say unguilty still, yet I am guilty.

Jane. Slander not thyself:
If there be any guilty, it was I;
I was proclaimd queen, I the crown should wear.

Guild. Because I was thy husband, I stand here.

Jane. Our loves we sought ourselves, but not our pride;
And shall our fathers faults our lives divide?

Guild. It was my father that made thee distrest.

Jane. O, but for mine, my Guildford had been blest!

Guild. My Jane had been as fortunate as fair.

Jane. My Guildford free from this soul-grieving care.

Guild. If we be guilty, tis no fault of ours;
And shall we die for whats not in our power?
We sought no kingdom, we desird no crown:
It was imposed upon us by constraint,
Like golden fruit hung on a barren tree;
And will you count such forcement treachery?
Then make the silver Thames as black as Styx,
Because it was constraind to bear the barks,
Whose battering ordnance should have been employd
Against the hinderers of our royalty.

Win. You talk of senseless things.

Guild. Do trees want sense,
That by the power of music have been drawn
To dance a pleasing measure?
Well come, then, nearer unto living things:
Say we usurp the English royalty,
Wast not by your consents?
I tell you, lords, I have your hands to shew,
Subscribd to the commission of my father,
By which you did authorize him to wage arms.
If they were rebellious gainst your sovereign,
Who cried so loud as you, God save Queen Jane?
And come you now your sovereign to arraign?
Come down, come down, here at a prisoners bar;
Better do so than judge yourselves amiss:
For look, what sentence on our heads you lay,
Upon your own may light another day.

Win. The queen hath pardond them.

Guild. And we must die for a less fault:
O partiality!

Jane. Patience, my Guildford; it was ever known,
They that sinnd least, the punishment have borne.

Guild. True, my feir queen of sorrow, truly speak.
Great men, like great flies, through laws cobwebs break,
But the thinnst frame the prison of the weak.

Norf. Now trust me, Arundel,
It doth grieve me much to sit
In judgement of these harmless

Arun. I helpd to attach the father, but the son  
O, through my blood I feel compassion run!
My lords, well be humble suitors to the queen,
To save these innocent creatures from their deaths,
Norf Lets break up court:
If Norfolk long should stay,
In tears and passion I should melt away.

Win. Sit still: what! will you take
Compassion upon such?  
They are heretics.

Jane. We are Christians;
Leave our conscience to ourselves:
We stand not here about religious causes,
But are accusd of capital treason.

Win. Then you confess the indictment.

Guild. Even what you will:
Yet save my Jane, although my blood you spill.

Jane. If I must die, save princely Guildfords life.

Norf. Who is not movd to see this loving strife?

Arun. Pray pardon me 5 do what you will to-day,
And Ill approve it, though it be my death.

Win. Then hear the speedy sentence of your deaths:
You shall be carried to the place from whence you came,
From thence unto the place of execution,
Through London to fee drawn on hurdles,
Where thou, Jane Gray, shalt suffer death by fire,
Thou, Guildford Dudley, hangd and quarterd;
So Lord have mercy upon you!

Guild. Why, this is well, since we must die,
That we must die together.

Win. Stay, and hear the mercy of the queen;
Because you are of noble parentage,
Although the crime of your offence be great,
She is only pleasd that you shall

Both. Will she pardon us?

Win. Only, I say, that you shall lose your heads
Upon the Tower-hill. So, convey them hence:
Lieutenant, strictly look unto your charge.

Guild. Our dooms are known, our lives have playd their part.
Farewell, my Jane.

Jane. My Dudley, mine own heart.

Guild. Fain would I take a ceremonious leave;
But thats to die a hundred thousand deaths.

Jane. I cannot speak, for tears.

Lieut. My lord, come.

Guild. Great griefs speak louder, when the least are
dumb. Exeunt.

Enter Sir THOMAS WYAT, in the Tower.

Wyat. The sad aspect this prison doth afford
Jumps with the measure that my heart doth keep;
And this enclosure here, of nought but stone,
Yields far more comfort than the stony hearts
Of them that wrongd their country and their friend.
Here is no perjurd councillors to swear
A sacred oath and then forswear the same!
No innovators here doth harbour keep;
A stedfast silence doth possess the place:
In this the Tower is noble, being base.

Enter LORDS, to WYAT.

Norf. Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. Thats my name, indeed.

Win. You should say traitor.

Wyat. Traitor, and Wyats name,
Differ as far as Winchester and honour.

Win. I am a pillar of the mother church.

Wyat. And what am I?

Win. One that subverts the state.

Wyat. Insult not too much oer th unfortunate;
I have no bishops rochet to declare my innocency.
This is my cross,
That causeless I must suffer my heads loss:
When that hour comes wherein my blood is spilt,
My cross will look as bright as yours twice gilt.

Norf. Heres for that purpose.

Wyat. Is your grace so short?
Belike you come to make my death a sport.

Win. We come to bring you to your execution;
You must be hangd and quarterd instantly:
At the Park corner is a gallows set,
Whither make haste to tender natures debt.

Wyat. Then heres the end of Wyats rising up:
I to keep Spaniards from the land was sworn.
Right willingly I yield myself to death,
But sorry such should have my place of birth.
Had London kept its word, Wyat had stood,
But now King Philip enters through my blood.

Win. Wheres the lieutenant of the Tower?
Exeunt Officers with Wyat.

Enter LIEUTENANT.

Lieut. Here, my lord.

Win. Fetch forth your other prisoners.

Lieut. My lord, I will;
Here lies young Guildford, here the lady Jane.

Norf. Conduct them forth.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Guild. Good morrow, once more, to my lovely Jane.

Jane. The last good morrow, my sweet love, to thee.

Guild. What were you reading?

Jane. On a prayer-book.

Guild. Trust me, so was I: we had need to pray,
For see, the ministers of death draw near.

Jane. To a prepared mind death is a pleasure:
I long in soul till I have spent my breath.

Guild. My lord high chancellor, youre welcome hither
What! come you to behold our execution?
And, my lord Arundel, thrice welcome:
You helpd t attach our father; come you now to see
The black conclusion of our tragedy?

Win. We come to do our office.

Guild. So do we;
Our office is to die, yours to look on:
We are beholding unto such beholders.
The time was* lords, when you did flock amain
To see her crownd, but now to kill my Jane.
The world like to a sickle bends itself:
Men run their course of lives as in a maze:
Our office is to die, yours but to gaze.

Jane. Patience, my Guildford.

Guild. Patience, my lovely Jane!
Patience has blanchd thy soul as white as snow,
But who shall answer for thy death? This know,
An innocent to die, what is it less
But to add angels to heavens happiness?
The guilty dying do applaud the law,
But when the innocent creature stoops his neck
To an unjust doom, upon the judge they check.
Lives are, like souls, requird of their neglectors,
Then ours of you that should be our protectors.

Win. Bail not against the law.

Guild. No, God forbid!
My lord of Winchester is made of law
And should I rail against it, twere against you.
If I forget not, you rejoicd to see
The fall of Cromwell: joy you now at me?
Oft dying men are filld with prophecies!
But Ill not be a prophet of your ill.
Yet know, my lords, they that behold us now,
May to the axe of justice one day bow,
And in that plot of ground, where we must die,
Sprinkle their bloods, though I know no cause why.

Norf. Speak you to me, Lord Guildford?

Guild. Norfolk, no:
I speak to
Norf To whom?

Guild. Alas, I do not know!  
Which of us two dies first?

Win. The better part.

Guild. O, rather kill the worst!

Jane. Tis I, sweet love, that first must kiss the block.

Guild. I am a man; men better brook the shock
Of threatening death: your sex are ever weak;
The thoughts of death a womans heart will break.

Jane. But I am armd to die.

Guild. Likelier to live;
Death to the unwilling doth his presence give:
He dares not look the bold man in the face,
But on the fearful lays his killing mace.

Win. It is the pleasure of the queen
That the Lady Jane must first suffer death.

Jane. I thank her highness,
That I shall first depart this hapless world,
And not survive to see my dear love dead.

Guild. She dying first, I three times lose my head!

Enter the HEADSMAN.

Heads. Forgive me, lady, I pray, your death.

Guild. Ha! hast thou the heart to kill a face so fair?

Win. It is her headsman.

Guild. And demands a pardon
Only of her, for taking off her head?

Jane. Ay, gentle Guildford, and I pardon him.

Guild. But Ill not pardon him: thou art my wife,
And he shall ask me pardon for thy life.

Heads. Pardon me, my lord.

Guild. Rise, do not kneel;
Though thou submittst, thou hast a lowering steel,
Whose fatal declination brings our death:
Good man of earth, make haste to make us earth.

Heads. Pleaseth the Lady Jane, Ill help her off with her night-gown.

Jane. Thanks, gentle friend,
But I have other waiting-women to tend me.
Good Mistress Ellin, lend me a helping hand
To strip me of these worldly ornaments.
Off with these robes, O, tear them from my side!
Such silken covers are the guilt of pride.
Instead of gowns, my coverture be earth,
My worldly death, or new celestial breath.
What, is it off?

Lady. Madam, almost.

Jane. Not yet? O God, how hardly
Can we shake off this worlds pomp,
That cleaves unto us like our bodies skin!
Yet thus, O God, shake off thy servants sin!

Lady. Here is a scarf to blind your eyes.

Jane. From all the world but from my Guildfords sight:
Before I fasten this beneath my brow,
Let me behold him with a constant look.

Guild. O do not kill me with that piteous eye!

Jane. Tis my last farewell, take it patiently:
My dearest Guildford, let us kiss and part.
Now blind mine eyes never to see the sky:
Blindfold thus lead me to the block to die.
[Exit with Headsman, &c.

Guild. O! [He falls in a trance.]

Norf. How fares my lord?

Arun. Hes fallen into a trance.

Norf. Wake him not, until he wake himself.
O happy Guildford, if thou die in this,
Thy soul will be the first in heavenly bliss!

Enter HEADSMAN, with JANES head.

Win. Here comes the headsman with the head of Jane.

Guild. Who spake of Jane? who namd my lovely Jane?

Win. Behold her head.

Guild. O, I shall faint again!
Yet let me bear this sight unto my grave,
My sweet Janes head.
Look, Norfolk, Arundel, Winchester,
Do malefactors look thus when they die;
A ruddy lip, a clear reflecting eye,
Cheeks purer than the maiden orient pearl,
That sprinkles bashfulness through the clouds?
Her innocence has given her this look:
The like for me to show so well, being dead,
How willingly would Guildford lose his head!

Win. My lord, the time runs on.

Guild. So does our death:
Heres one has run so fast, shes out of breath.
But the time goes on, and my fair Janes
White soul will be in heaven before me,
If I do stay:
Stay, gentle wife, thy Guildford follows thee:
Though on the earth we part by adverse fate,
Our souls shall knock together at heavens gate.
The sky is calm, our deaths have a fair day,
And we shall pass the smoother on our way.
My lords, farewell, ay, once farewell to all:
The fathers pride has causd the childrens fall.
[Exit Guildford to death.

Norf. Thus have we seen her highness? will performd
And now their heads and bodies shall be joind
And buried in one grave, as fits their loves.
Thus much Ill say in their behalfs now dead,
Their fathers pride their lives hath severed.

FINIS.


WESTWARD HO
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Westward Ho was first published in 1607, although the play would have first been performed by the end of 1604.It was published by the bookseller John Hodgets in quarto form and the opening page states that the play was acted by The Children of Pauls; an all-boys company famous during the early 17th century. The work was a collaboration between Webster and Thomas Dekker, and it recorded such an impact that Ben Jonson, George Chapman and John Marston responded by writing the infamous play Eastward Ho in 1605; this resulted in the imprisonment of Chapman and Jonson due to its anti-Scottish stance. The titles of the plays refer to the shouts of the watermen, who organised water taxis along the Thames River.

Westward Ho is considered a City comedy, a genre of drama popular from the late Elizabethan era until the closure of the theatres in the middle of the 17th century at the start of the English Civil War. The City comedy was often a satirical depiction of regular London life, frequently portraying the inhabitants of the city as lustful and prone to great folly. The play centres on a group of married couples and includes misunderstandings, concealments, disguises and much suggestive behaviour. It opens with Mistress Birdlime, a procuress, bringing gifts from an Earl to the married Mrs Justiniano, a woman whom the Earl has been unsuccessfully attempting to seduce. Justiniano determines to pretend to travel abroad, while secretly disguising himself so he can spy on, and manipulate, his wife and friends. Three married women are introduced to the audience and it becomes apparent that they are being pursued by three gallants; they arrange to meet these men away from the prying eyes of their husbands. The plot of the play unfolds to reach a comedic conclusion, offering an interesting inversion of the oft popular depicted dynamic between gallants and citizens. 

While ultimately there are no actual transgressions in Westward Ho regarding any sexual liaisons, the work is significantly different in tone from the far more moralistic and conservative Eastward Ho, which sought not only to satirise London life, but to overtly reinforce traditional values. In contrast, Websters play throws sharp relief on aspects of the city life without the need to guide or direct the audience to a better way of living.


[image: img12.jpg]

Thomas Dekker (c. 1572-1632)
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WESTWARD HOE.

THIS play, the joint production of Dekker and of Webster, was printed, as the title imports, in 1607. When it was first acted does not appear, but as it is intimated that the actors were the children of Pauls, it must have been performed by them subsequent to 1601, for in 1589 or 1590, the performances by the scholars or choristers of St. Pauls Cathedral  who had been, generation after generation, among our foremost histrionics, long prior to 1378,  were suppressed by authority, and the interdict was not taken off until 1600 or 1601 It is probable that Westward Hoe was first acted somewhere towards 1604, or early in 1605: it was certainly on the stage when Eastward Hoe was printed, in 1605, for the prologue of the latter play refers to it. Eastward Hoe! and Westward Hoe! were cries of the Thames watermen, who thus, at the various stairs where they plied, vociferated their readiness to take passengers city-wards or Westminster-wards. The cry became a current phrase, applicable also to land journeyings eastward and westward, and, by degrees, was extended to trips Northward Hoe! and Southward Hoe! The term Westward Hoe! was sometimes used jocosely, or insultingly, as menacing for the person at whom it was directed, a trip to Tyburn tree.

The original play has no dramatis personas.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

EARL.
JUSTINIANO, THE ITALIAN MERCHANT.
HONEYSUCKLE, CITIZENS.
TENTERHOOK, CITIZENS.
WAFER, CITIZENS.
MONOPOLY, THE EARLS NEPHEW.
SIR GOSLING GLOWWORM, A SPENDTHRIFT.
LINSTOCK, HIS FRIENDS.
WHIRLPOOL, HIS FRIENDS.
AMBUSH, A SHERIFFS OFFICER.
CLUTCH, HIS MAN.
SCRIVENER.
CASHIER.
TAILOR.
BONIFACE.
PRENTICE, CHAMBERLAIN, SERVANTS, &C.
MOLL, THE MERCHANTS WIFE.
JUDITH, HONEYSUCKLES WIFE.
MOLL, TENTERHOOKS WIFE.
MABEL, WAFERS WIFE.
MISTRESS BIRDLIME, A PROCURESS.
LUCY, A COURTEZAN.
CHRISTIAN, SERVANT AT BIRDLIMES HOUSE.


ACT I.  SCENE I. 

London. At Justinianos House.

Enter Mistress Birdlime, and Tailor.

Birdlime. STAY, Tailor, this is the house: pray thee, look the gown be not ruffled; as for the jewels and precious stones, I know where to find them ready presently. She that must wear this gown, if she will receive it, is Master Justinianos wife, the Italian merchant: my good old lord and master, that hath been a tilter this twenty year, hath sent it. Mum, Tailor; you are a kind of bawd. Tailor, if this gentlewomans husband should chance to be in the way now, you shall tell him that I keep a hot-house in Gunpowderalley, near Crutched Friars, and that I have brought home his wifes foul linen; and to colour my knavery the better, I have here three or four kinds of complexion, which I will make show of to sell unto her; the young gentlewoman hath a good city wit, I can tell you; she hath read in the Italian Courtier that it is a special ornament to gentlewomen to have skill in painting.

Tailor. Is my lord acquainted with her?

Bird. O, ay.

Tailor. Faith, Mistress Birdlime, I do not commend my
lords choice so well: now methinks he were better to set
up a dairy, and to keep half a score of lusty, wholesome,
honest, country wenches.

Bird. Honest country wenches! in what hundred shall a man find two of that simple virtue?

Tailor. Or to love some lady; there were equality and coherence.

Bird. Tailor, you talk like an ass; I tell thee there is equality enough between a lady and a city dame, if their hair be but of a colour. Name you any one thing that your citizens wife comes short of to your lady: they have as pure linen, as choice painting, love green geese in spring, mallard and teal in the fall, and woodcock in winter. Your citizens wife learns nothing but fopperies of your lady, but your lady or justice-a-peace madam carries high wit from the city, namely, to receive all and pay all; to awe their husbands, to check their husbands, to controul their husbands; nay, they have the trick ont to be sick for a new gown, or a carcanet, or a diamond, or so; and I wis this is better wit than to learn how to wear a Scotch farthingale; nay, more

Enter PRENTICE.

Here comes one of the servants: you remember, Tailor, that I am deaf; observe that.

Tailor. Ay, thou art in that like one of our young gulls,
that will not understand any wrong is done him, because
he dares not answer it.

Bird. By your leave, bachelor; is the gentlewoman,
your mistress, stirring?

Pren. Yes, she is moving.

Bird. What says he?

Tailor. She is up.

Bird. Wheres the gentleman, your master, pray you?

Pren. Where many women desire to have their husbands, abroad.

Bird. I am very thick of hearing.

Pren. Why, abroad: you smell of the bawd.

Bird. I pray you tell her heres an old gentlewoman would speak with her.

Pren. So. [Exit.

Tailor. What, will you be deaf to the gentlewoman when she comes, too?

Bird. O, no, shes acquainted well enough with my knavery.

Enter the Merchants Wife.

She comes. How do you, sweet lady?

M. Wife. Lady!

Bird. By Gods me, I hope to call you lady ere you die:
what, mistress, do you sleep well on nights?

M. Wife. Sleep! ay, as quietly as a client having great
business with lawyers.

Bird. Come, I am come to you about the old suit: my good lord and master hath sent you a velvet gown here; do you like the colour? three pile, a pretty fantastical trimming! I would God you would say it; by my troth, I dreamed last night you looked so prettily, so sweetly, methought so like the wisest lady of them all! in a velvet gown.

M. Wife. Whats the forepart?

Bird. A very pretty stuff; I know not the name of your
forepart, but tis of a hair colour.

M. Wife. That it was my hard fortune, being so well
brought up, having so great a portion to my marriage, to
match so unluckily! Why, my husband and his whole
credit is not worth my apparel: well, I shall undergo a
strange report in leaving my husband.

Bird. Tush, if you respect your credit, never think of that, for beauty covets rich apparel, choice diet, excellent physic. No German clock nor mathematical engine whatsoever, requires so much reparation as a womans face; and what means hath your husband to allow sweet Doctor Glister-pipe his pension? I have heard that you have threescore smocks, that cost three pounds a smock; will these smocks ever hold out with your husband? no, your linen and your apparel must turn over a new leaf, I can tell you.

Tailor. O admirable bawd! O excellent Birdlime!

Bird. I have heard he loved you before you were married, entirely; what of that? I have ever found it most true in mine own experience, that they which are most violent dotards before their marriage are most voluntary cuckolds after. Many are honest, either because they have not wit, or because they have not opportunity to be dishonest; and the Italian, your husbands countryman, holds it impossible any of their ladies should be excellent witty, and not make the uttermost use of their beauty: will you be a fool then?

M. Wife. Thou dost persuade me to ill, very well.

Bird. You are nice and peevish; how long will you hold
out, think you? not so long as Ostend.

Enter Justiniano, the Merchant.

Passion of me, your husband! Remember that I am deaf,
and that I come to sell you complexion: truly, mistress, I
will deal very reasonably with you.

Just. What are you, say ye?

Bird. Ay, forsooth.

Just. What, my most happy wife?

M. Wife. Why your jealousy?

Just. Jealousy! in faith I do not fear to lose
That I have lost already. What are you?

Bird. Please your good worship, I am a poor gentlewoman, that cast away myself upon an unthrifty captain, that lives now in Ireland; I am fain to pick out a poor living with selling complexion, to keep the frailty, as they say, honest.

Just. Whats he? complexion too! you are a bawd.

Bird. I thank your good worship for it.

Just. Do not I know these tricks?
That which thou makst a colour for thy sin,
Hath been thy first undoing,  painting, painting.

Bird. I have of all sorts, forsooth: here is the burned powder of a hogs jaw bone, to be laid with the oil of white poppy, an excellent fucus to kill morphew, weed out freckles, and a most excellent groundwork for painting; here is ginimony likewise burned and pulverized, to be mingled with the juice of lemons, sublimate mercury, and two spoonfuls of the flowers of brimstone, a most excellent receipt to cure the flushing in the face.

Just. Do you hear: if you have any business to despatch
with that deaf goodness there, pray you take leave:
opportunity, that which most of you long for (though you
never be with child), opportunity! Ill find some idle business in the mean time; I will, I will in truth; you shall
not need fear me; or you may speak French; most of your
kinds can understand French: God b wi you.
Being certain thou art false, sleep, sleep, my brain,
For doubt was only that which fed my pain. [Exit.

M. Wife. You see what a hell I live in: I am resolved to leave him.

Bird. O the most fortunate gentlewoman! that will be
so wise, and so, so provident: the caroch shall come.

M. Wife. At what hour?

Bird. Just when women and vintners are a conjuring;
at midnight. O, the entertainment my lord will make you  
sweet wines, lusty diet, perfumed linen, soft beds! O most
fortunate gentlewoman! [Exeunt Birdlime and Tailor.

Enter JUSTINIANO,

Just. Have you done? have you despatched? tis well;
and, in troth, what was the motion?

M. Wife. Motion! what motion?

Just. Motion! why like the motion in law, that stays for
a day of hearing, yours for a night of hearing. Come,
lets not have April in your eyes, I pray you; it shows a
wanton month follows your weeping. Love a woman for
her tears! Let a man love oysters for their water; for
women, though they should weep liquor enough to serve a
dyer or a brewer, yet they may be as stale as wenches that
travel every second tide between Gravesend and Billingsgate.

M. Wife. This madness shows very well.

Just. Why, look you, I am wondrous merry; can any
man discern by my face, that I am a cuckold? I have
known many, suspected for men of this misfortune, when
they have walked through the streets, wear their hats oer
their eyebrows, like politic penthouses, which commonly
make the shop of a mercer or a linen-draper as dark as a
room in Bedlam; his cloak shrouding his face, as if he
were a Neapolitan that had lost his beard in April; and if
he walk through the street, or any other narrow road (as
tis rare to meet a cuckold) he ducks at the penthouses!
like an ancient that dares not flourish at the oath-taking
of the prætor, for fear of the sign-posts. Wife, wife, do I
any of these? come, what news from his lordship? has not
his lordships virtue once gone against the hair, and coveted corners?

M. Wife. Sir, by my soul I will be plain with you.

Just. Except the forehead, dear wife, except the forehead.

M. Wife. The gentleman you spake of hath often solicited
my love, and hath received from me most chaste denials.

Just. Ay, ay, provoking resistance: tis as if you come
to buy wares in the city; bid money for t: your mercer, or
goldsmith says, truly I cannot take it; lets his customer
pass his stall next, nay, perhaps, two or three, but if he
find he is not prone to return of himself, he calls him back,
and back, and takes his money: so you, my dear wife,  
O the policy of women and tradesmen! theyll bite at anything.

M. Wife. What would you have me do? all your plate,
and most part of your jewels, are at pawn; besides, I hear
you have made over all your estate to men in the town
here. What would you have me do? would you have me
turn common sinner, or sell my apparel to my waistcoat,
and become a laundress?

Just. No laundress, dear wife, though your credit would
go far with gentlemen for taking up of linen; no laundress.

M. Wife. Come, come, I will speak as my misfortune prompts me. Jealousy hath undone many a citizen; it hath undone you and me. You married me from the service of an honourable lady, and you knew what matches I mought have had. What would you have me to do? I would I had never seen your eyes, your eyes!

Just. Very good, very good.

M. Wife. Your prodigality, your diceing, your riding abroad, your consorting yourself with noblemen, your building a summer-house, hath undone us, hath undone us! What would you have me do?

Just. Any thing. I have sold my house, and the wares int; I am going for Stoad next tide: what will you do now, wife?

M. Wife. Have you, indeed?

Just. Ay, by this light; alls one! I have done as some
citizens at thirty, and most heirs at three-and-twenty,
made all away: why do you not ask me now, what you shall do?

M. Wife. I have no counsel in your voyage, neither shall you have any in mine.

Just. To his lordship; will you not, wife?

M. Wife. Even whither my misfortune leads me.

Just. Go; no longer will I make my care thy prison.

M. Wife. O my fate! Well, sir, you shall answer for
this sin, which you force me to. Fare you well; let not
the world condemn me, if I seek for mine own maintenance.

Just. So, so.

M. Wife. Do not send me any letters; do not seek any
reconcilement; by this light Ill receive none: if you will
send me my apparel, so; if not, choose. I hope we shall
neer meet more. [Exit.

Just. So, farewell the acquaintance of all the mad devils that haunt jealousy! Why should a man be such an ass to play the antic for his wifes appetite? Imagine that I,  or any other great man, have on a velvet night-cap, and put case that this night-cap be too little for my ears or forehead, can any man tell me where my night-cap wrings me, except I be such an ass to proclaim it? Well, I do play the fool with my misfortune very handsomely. I am glad that I am certain of my wifes dishonesty; for a secret strumpet is like mines prepared to ruin goodly buildings. Farewell my care. I have told my wife I am going for Stoad; thats not my course, for I resolve to take some shape upon me, and to live disguised here in the city. They say for one cuckold to know that his friend is in the like head-ache, and to give him counsel, is as if there were two partners, the one to be arrested, the other to bail him. My estate is made over to my friends, that do verily believe, I mean to leave England. Have amongst you, city dames, you that are indeed the fittest, and most proper persons for a comedy! nor let the world lay any imputation upon my disguise, for court, city, and country, are merely as masks one to the other, envied of some, laughed at of others: and so to my comical business. [Exit.


SCENE II.  Tenterhooks House.

Enter MASTER TENTERHOOK, his WIFE, MASTER MONOPOLY, a SCRIVENER, and a CASHIER.

Ten. Moll.

Mist. Ten. What would, heart?

Ten. Wheres my cashier? are the sums right? are the bonds sealed?

Cash. Yea, sir.

Ten. Will you have the bags sealed?

Mon. O no, sir, I must disburse instantly; we that be
courtiers have more places to send money to, than the devil
hath to send his spirits: theres a great deal of light gold.

Ten. O, sir, twill away in play: and you will stay till
to-morrow you shall have it all in new sovereigns.

Mon. No, in troth, tis no matter, twill away in play.
Let me see the bond, let me see when this money is to be
paid; the tenth of August: the first day that I must tender
this money, is the first of dog-days.

Scriv. I fear twill be hot staying for you in London then.

Ten. Scrivener, take home the bond with you.
[Exit Scrivener.
Will you stay to dinner, sir? Have you any partridge,
Moll?

Moll. No, in troth, heart; but an excellent pickled
goose, a new service. Pray you, stay.

Mon. Sooth, I cannot. By this light, I am so infinitely,
so unboundably beholding to you!

Ten. Well, signior, Ill leave you. My cloak, there.

Moll. When will you come home, heart?

Ten. In troth, self, I know not; a friend of yours and mine hath broke.

Moll. Who, sir?

Ten. Master Justiniano, the Italian.

Moll. Broke, sir!

Ten. Yea, sooth; I was offered forty yesterday upon the
Exchange, to assure a hundred.

Moll. By my troth, I am sorry.

Ten. And his wife is gone to the party.

Moll. Gone to the party! O wicked creature!

Ten. Farewell, good Master Monopoly; I prithee visit
me often. [Exit.

Mm. Little Moll, send away the fellow.

Moll. Philip, Philip.

Cash. Here, forsooth.

Moll. Go into Bucklersbury, and fetch me two ounces
of preserved melons; look there be no tobacco taken in
the shop when he weighs it.

Cash. Ay, forsooth. [Exit.

Mon. What do you eat preserved melons for, Moll?

Moll. In troth, for the shaking of the heart; I have
here sometimes such a shaking, and downwards such a kind
of earthquake, as it were.

Mon. Do you hear, let your man carry home my money
to the Ordinary, and lay it in my chamber, but let him not
tell my host that it is money; I owe him but forty pound,
and the rogue is hasty; he will follow me when he thinks
I have money, and pry into me as crows perch upon carrion,
and when he hath found it out, prey upon me as heralds do upon funerals.

Moll. Come, come, you owe much money in town: when
you have forfeited your bond, I shall neer see you more.

Mon. You are a monkey; Ill pay him fores day; Ill
see you to morrow, too.

Moll. By my troth, I love you very honestly; you were
never the gentleman offered any uncivility to me, which is
strange, methinks, in one that comes from beyond seas:
would I had given a thousand pound, I could not love thee so!

Mon. Do you hear? You shall feign some scurvy disease or other, and go to the Bath next spring; Ill meet you there.

Enter MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE and MISTRESS WAFER.

Mist. Honey. By your leave, sweet Mistress Tenterhook.

Moll. Oh, how dost, partner?

Mon. Gentlewomen, I stayed for a most happy wind,
and now the breath from your sweet, sweet lips, should set
me going. Good Mistress Honeysuckle, good Mistress
Wafer, good Mistress Tenterhook, I will pray for you,
that neither rivalship in loves, pureness of painting, or
riding out of town, nor acquainting each other with it, be
a cause your sweet beauties do fall out, and rail one upon another.

Mist. Wafer. Bail, sir! we do not use to rail.

Mon. Why, mistress, railing is your mother tongue, as well as lying.

Mist. Honey. But do you think we can fall out?

Mon. In troth, beauties, as one spake seriously, that
there was no inheritance in the amity of princes, so think
I of women; too often interviews amongst women, as Frequent.
amongst princes, breed envy oft to others fortune: there
is only in the amity of women an estate for will, and every
puny knows that is no certain inheritance.

Mist. Wafer. You are merry, sir.

Mon. So may I leave you, most fortunate gentlewoman.
[Exit.

Moll. Love shoots here.

Mist. Wafer. Tenterhook, what gentleman is that gone out; is he a man?

Mist. Honey. O God, and an excellent trumpeter. He
came lately from the university, and loves city dames only
for their victuals. He hath an excellent trick to keep
lobsters and crabs sweet in summer, and calls it a device to
prolong the days of shell-fish, for which I do suspect he
hath been clerk to some noblemans kitchen. I have heard
he never loves any wench till she be as stale as Frenchmen
eat their wild-fowl. I shall anger her.

Moll. How stale, good Mistress Nimblewit?

Mist. Honey. Why, as stale as a country hostess, an
Exchange sempster, or a court laundress.

Moll. He is your cousin; how your tongue runs!

Mist. Honey. Talk and make a noise, no matter to what
purpose; I have learned that with going to puritan lectures.
I was yesterday at a banquet: will you discharge my ruffs
of some wafers? and how doth thy husband, Wafer?

Mist. Wafer. Faith, very well.

Mist. Honey. He is just like a torchbearer to maskers;
he wears good clothes, and is ranked in good company, but
he doth nothing: thou art fain to take all and pay all.

Moll. The more happy she: would I could make such
an ass of my husband too! I hear say he breeds thy child
in his teeth, every year.

Mist. Wafer. In faith, he doth.

Mist. Honey. By my troth, tis pity but the fool should
have the other two pains incident to the head.

Mist. Wafer. What are they?

Mist. Honey. Why the head-ache and hom-ache. I
heard say that he would have had thee nurse thy child thyself, too.

Mist. Wafer. That he would, truly.

Mist. Honey. Why, theres the policy of husbands to
keep their wives in. I do assure you, if a woman of any
markable face in the world give her child suck, look how
many wrinkles be in the nipple of her breast, so many will
be in her forehead, by that time twelvemonth. But, sirrah,
we are come to acquaint thee with an excellent secret; we two learn to write.

Moll. To write!

Mist. Honey. Yes, believe it, and we have the finest
schoolmaster, a kind of Precisian, and yet an honest knave
too. By my troth, if thou beest a good wench, let him
teach thee: thou mayest send him of any errand, and trust
him with any secret; nay, to see how demurely he will
bear himself before our husbands, and how jocund when
their backs are turned!

Moll. For Gods love, let me see him.

Mist. Wafer. To-morrow well send him to thee; till
then, sweet Tenterhook, we leave thee, wishing thou mayest
have the fortune to change thy name often.

Moll. How! change my name?

Mist. Wafer. Ay, for thieves and widows love to shift
many names, and make sweet use of it too.

Moll. O, you are a wag, indeed! Good Wafer, remember my schoolmaster. Farewell, good Honeysuckle.

Mist. Honey. Farewell, Tenterhook. [Exeunt.


ACT II.  SCENE I.

Enter BONIFACE, an apprentice, brushing his masters cloak and cap (singing); enter MASTER HONEYSUCKLE in his night-cap, trussing himself.

Honey. BONIFACE, make an end of my cloak and cap.

Bon. I have despatched em, sir; both of
them lie flat at your mercy.

Honey. Fore God, methinks my joints are nimbler every
morning since I came over than they were before. In
France, when I rose, I was so stiff, and so stark, I would
ha sworn my legs had been wooden pegs; a constable
new-chosen kept not such a peripatetical gait; but now Im
as limber as an ancient that has flourished in the rain, and
as active as a Norfolk tumbler.

Bon. You may see what change of pasture is able to do.

Honey. It makes fat cabres in Rumney Marsh, and lean
knaves in London: therefore, Boniface, keep your ground.
Gods my pity, my forehead has more crumples than the
back part of a counsellors gown, when another rides upon
his neck at the bar. Boniface, take my helmet: give your
mistress my night-cap. Are my antlers swoln so big, that
my biggen pinches my brows? So, request her to make
my head-piece a little wider.

Bon. How much wider, sir?

Honey. I can allow her almost an inch: go, tell her so, very near an inch.

Bon. If she be a right citizens wife, now her husband
has given her an inch, shell take an ell, or a yard at least.
[Exit.

Enter SIGNIOR JUSTINIANO, the merchant, like a writing
mechanical pedant.

Honey. Master Parenthesis! salve, salve, domine.

Just. Salve tu quoque; jubeo te salvere plurimum.

Honey. No more plurimums, if you love me: Latin
whole-meats are now minced, and served in for English
gaflimawfnes; let us, therefore, cut out our uplandish neats
tongues, and talk like regenerate Britons.

Just. Your worship is welcome to England: I poured
out orisons for your arrival.

Honey. Thanks, good Master Parenthesis: and que
nouvelles? what news flutters abroad? do jackdaws dung
the top of Pauls steeple still?

Just. The more is the pity, if any daws do come into
the temple, as I fear they do.

Honey. They say Charing-cross is fallen down since I
went to Rochelle: hut thats no such wonder; twas old,
and stood awry, as most part of the world can tell. And
though it lack under-propping, yet, like great fellows at a
wrestling, when their heels are once flying up, no man will
save em; down they fall, and there let them lie, though
they were bigger than the guard: Charing-cross was old,
and old things must shrink, as well as new northern cloth.

Just. Your worship is in the right way, verily; they
must so; but a number of better things between Westminster-bridge and Temple-bar, both of a worshipful and
honourable erection, are fallen to decay, and have suffered
putrefaction, since Charing fell, that were not of half so long
standing as the poor wry-necked monument.

Honey. Whos within there? One of you call up your
mistress! tell her heres her writing schoolmaster. I had
not thought, Master Parenthesis, you had been such an early stirrer.

Just. Sir, your vulgar and fourpenny-penmen, that, like
your London sempsters, keep open shop, and sell learning
by retail, may keep their beds and lie at their pleasure;
but we that edify in private and traffic by wholesale must
be up with the lark, because, like country attornies, we are
to shuffle up many matters in a forenoon. Certes, Master
Honeysuckle, I would sing Laus Deo, so I may but please
all those that come under my fingers; for it is my duty and
function, perdy, to be fervent in my vocation.

Honey. Your hand: I am glad our city has so good, so
necessary, and so laborious a member in it; we lack painful and expert penmen amongst us. Master Parenthesis,
you teach many of our merchants, sir, do you not?

Just. Both wives, maids, and daughters; and I thank
God the very worst of them lie by very good mens sides:
I pick out a poor living amongst em, and I am thankful for it.

Honey. Trust me I am not sorry: how long have you
exercised this quality?

Just. Come Michael-tide next, this thirteen year.

Honey. And how does my wife profit under you, sir?
hope you to do any good upon her?

Just. Master Honeysuckle, I am in great hope she shall
fructify: I will do my best, for my part; I can do no more
than another man can.

Honey. Pray, sir, ply her, for she is capable of any thing.

Just. So far as my poor talent can stretch, it shall not be hidden from her.

Honey. Does she hold her pen well yet?

Just. She leans somewhat too hard upon her pen yet, sir,
but practice and animadversion will break her from that.

Honey. Then she grubs her pen?

Just. Its but my pains to mend the neb again.

Honey. And whereabouts is she now, Master Parenthesis? She was talking of you this morning, and commending you in her bed, and told me she was past her letters.

Just. Truly, sir, she took her letters very suddenly, and
is now in her minims.

Honey. I would she were in her crotchets too, Master
Parenthesis: ha, ha! I must talk merrily, sir.

Just. Sir, so long as your mirth be void of all squirrility,
t is not unfit for your calling. I trust, ere few days be at
an end, to have her fall to her joining, for she has her
letters ad unguem; her A, her great B, and her great C,
very right; D, and E, delicate; her double F of a good
length, but that it straddles a little too wide; at the G, very cunning.

Honey. Her H is full, like mine; a goodly big H.

Just. But her double L is well; her O of a reasonable
size; at her P and Q, neither merchants daughter, aldermans wife, young country gentlewoman, nor courtiers
mistress, can match her.

Honey. And how her U?

Just. U, sir! she fetches up U best of all; her single
U she can fashion two or three ways, but her double U is
as I would wish it.

Honey. And, faith, who takes it faster; my wife or
Mistress Tenterhook?

Just. O, your wife, by odds; shell take more in one
hour than I can fasten either upon Mistress Tenterhook,
or Mistress Wafer, or Mistress Flapdragon, the brewers wife, in three.

Enter JUDITH, HONEYSUCKLES WIFE.

Honey. Do not thy cheeks burn, sweet chuckaby, for
we are talking of thee?

Judith. No goodness, I warrant; you have few citizens
speak well of their wives behind their backs: but to their
faces theyll cog worse and be more suppliant than clients

that sue in forma paper. How does my master? troth.
I am a very truant: have you your ruler about you,
master? for look you, I go clean awry.

Just. A small fault; most of my scholars do so. Look
you, sir, do not you think your wife will mend? mark
her dashes, and her strokes, and her breakings, and her bendings.

Honey. She knows what I have promised her if she
do mend. Nay, by my fay, Jude, this is well, if you
would not fly out thus, but keep your line.

Judith. I shall in time, when my hand is in. Have
you a new pen for me, master? for, by my truly, my old
one is stark naught, and will cast no ink. Whither are you going, lamb?

Honey. To the Custom-house, to the Change, to my
warehouse, to divers places.

Judith. Good Cole, tarry not past eleven, for you turn
my stomach then from my dinner.

Honey. I will make more haste home than a stipendiary
Switzer does after hes paid. Fare you well, Master
Parenthesis.

Judith. I am so troubled with the rheum too 2 Mouse, whats good fort?

Honey. How often have I told you you must get a
patch! I must hence. [Exit.

Judith. I think, when alls done, I must follow his
counsel, and take a patch; Id have had one long ere this,
but for disfiguring my face: yet I had noted that a mastic
patch upon some womens temples hath been the very rheum of beauty.

Just. Is he departed? is old Nestor marched into
Troy?

Judith. Yes, you mad Greek, the gentlemans gone.

Just. Why then clap up copy-books, down with pens,
hang up ink-horns; and now, my sweet Honeysuckle, see
what golden-winged bee from Hybla flies humming
crura thymo plena, which he will empty in the hive of your bosom.

Judith. From whom?

Just. At the skirt of that sheet, in black work, is
wrought his name; break not up the wildfowl till anon,
and then feed upon him in private: theres other irons i
th fire, more sacks are coming to the mill. O, you sweet
temptations of the sons of Adam, I commend you, extol
you, magnify you! Were I a poet, by Hippocrene I
swear (which was a certain well where all the Muses
watered), and by Parnassus eke I swear, I would rhyme
you to death with praises, for that you can be content to
lie with old men all night for their money, and walk to
your gardens with young men i th daytime for your
pleasure. O you delicate damnations, you do but as I
would do! Were I the properest, sweetest, plumpest,
cherry-cheeked, coral-lipped woman in a kingdom, I
would not dance after one mans pipe.

Judith. And why?

Just. Especially after an old mans.

Judith. And why, pray?

Just. Especially after an old citizens.

Judith. Still, and why?

Just. Marry, because the suburbs, and those without
the bars, have more privilege than they within the freedom. What need one woman dote upon one man, or one
man be mad, like Orlando, for one woman?

Judith. Troth, tis true, considering how much flesh is in every shambles.

Just. Why should I long to eat of bakers bread only,
when theres so much sifting, and bolting, and grinding in
every corner of the city? Men and women are born, and
come running into the world faster than coaches do into
Cheapside upon Simon and Judes day; and are eaten up
by death faster than mutton and porridge in a term time.
Who would pin their hearts to any sleeve? This world is
like a mint; we are no sooner cast into the Are, taken out
again, hammered, stamped, and made current, but
presently we are changed; the new money, like a new drab,
is catched at by Butch, Spanish, Welch, French, Scotch,
and English; but the old cracked King Harry groats are
shoveled up, till, bruizing and battering, clipping and
melting, they smoke fort.

Judith. The worlds an arrant naughty pack I see, and
is a very scurvy world.

Just. Scurvy! worse than the conscience of a broomman, that carries out new ware and brings home old shoes.
A naughty pack! why, theres no minute, no thought of
time passes, hut some villany or other is a brewing. Why,
even now,  now, at holding up of this finger, and before
the turning down of this, some are murdering, some
lying with their maids, some picking of pockets, some cutting purses, some cheating, some weighing out bribes; in
this city, some wives are cuckolding some husbands; in
yonder village, some farmers are now grinding the jawbones of the poor. Therefore, sweet scholar, sugared
Mistress Honeysuckle, take summer before you, and lay
hold of it; why, even now, must you and I hatch an egg of iniquity.

Judith. Troth, master, I think thou wilt prove a very knave.

Just. Its the fault of many that fight under this band.

Judith. I shall love a puritans face the worse whilst I
live, for that copy of thy countenance.

Just. We are all weathercocks, and must follow the
wind of the present, from the bias.

Judith. Change a bowl, then.

Just. I will so; and now for a good cast: theres the
knight, sir Gosling Glowworm.

Judith. Hes a knight made out of wax.

Just. He took up silks upon his bond, I confess; nay
more, hes a knight in print; but let his knighthood be of
what stamp it will, from him come I, to entreat you, and
Mistress Wafer, and Mistress Tentertook, being both my
scholars, and your honest pew-fellows, to meet him this
afternoon at the Rhenish wine-house i th Stillyard.
Captain Whirlpool will be there, young Linstock, the
aldermans son and heir, there too. Will you steal forth,
and taste of a Dutch bun, and a keg of sturgeon?

Judith. What excuse shall I coin now?

Just. Phew! excuses! You must to the Pawn to buy
lawn; to Saint Martins for lace; to the Garden; to
the Glass-house; to your gossips; to the poulters; else
take out an old ruff and go to your sempsters  excuses!
why they are more ripe than medlars at Christmas.

Judith. Ill come: the hour?

Just. Two: the way through Pauls; every wench
take a pillar, there clap on your masks; your men will
be behind you, and, before your prayers be half done, be
before you, and man you out at several doors. Youll be there?

Judith. If I breathe. [Exit.

Just. Farewell. So: now must I go set tother wenches
the self-same copy: a rare schoolmaster, for all kinds of
hands, I. O, what strange curses are poured down with
one blessing! Do all tread on the heel? Have all the art
to hoodwink wise men thus? and, like those builders of
Babels tower, to speak unknown tongues, of all, save by
their husbands, understood?
Well, if, as ivy bout the elm does twine,
All wives love clipping, theres no fault in mine.
But if the world lay speechless, even the dead
Would rise, and thus cry out from yawning graves:
Women make men, or fools, or beasts, or slaves. [Exit.


SCENE II.

Enter EARL and MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

Earl. Her answer! talk in music! will she come?

Bird. O, my sides ache in my loins, in my bones! I
ha more need of a posset of sack, and lie in my bed and
sweat, than to talk in music. No honest woman would
run hurrying up and down thus, and undo herself for a
man of honour, without reason. I am so lame, every foot
that I set to the ground went to my heart; I thought I had
been at mum-chance, my bones rattled so with jaunting:
had it not been for a friend in a corner [Takes aqua-vitas],
I had kicked up my heels.

Earl. Minister comfort to me  will she come?

Bird. All the castles of comfort that I can put you into
is this, that the jealous wittol her husband, came, like a
mad ox, bellowing in whilst I was there. O, I ha lost
my sweet breath with trotting!

Earl. Death to my heart! her husband! What saith he?

Bird. The frieze-jerkin rascal out with his purse, and
called me plain bawd to my face.

Earl. Affliction to me! then thou spakst not to her?

Bird. I spake to her, as clients do to lawyers without
money, to no purpose; but Ill speak with him, 
and hamper him too, if ever he fall into my clutches. Ill make
the yellow-hammer her husband know, (for all hes an
Italian) that theres a difference between a cogging bawd
and an honest motherly gentlewoman. Now, what cold
whetstones lie over your stomacher? will you have some
of my aqua? Why, my lord!

Earl. Thou hast killed me with thy words.

Bird. I see bashful lovers, and young bullocks, are
knocked down at a blow. Come, come, drink this draught
of cinnamon-water, and pluck up your spirits; up with
em, up with em. Do you hear? the whiting mop has nibbled.

Earl. Ha!

Bird. O, I thought I should fetch you: you can ha!
at that: Ill make you hem! anon. As Im a sinner, I
think youll find the sweetest, sweetest bedfellow of her.
O, she looks so sugaredly, so simperingly, so gingerly, so
amorously, so amiably! Such a red lip, such a white
forehead, such a black eye, such a full cheek, and such a
goodly little nose, now shes in that French gown, Scotch
falls, Scotch burn, and Italian head-tire you sent her, and
is such an enticing she-witch, carrying the charms of your
jewels about her! O!

Earl. Did she receive them?  speak  heres golden keys
T unlock thy lips  did she vouchsafe to take them?

Bird. Did she vouchsafe to take them? theres a question! 
You shall find she did vouchsafe. The troth is,
my lord, I got her to my house, there she put off her own
clothes, my lord, and put on yours, my lord; provided her
a coach; searched the middle aisle in Pauls, and, with
three Elizabeth twelve-pences pressed three knaves, my
lord, hired three liveries in Long-lane, to man her: for
all which, so God mend me, Im to pay this night before sunset.

Earl. This shower shall fill them all: rain in their laps,
What golden drops thou wilt.

Bird. Alas, my lord, I do but receive it with one hand,
to pay it away with another! Im but your baily.

Earl. Where is she?

Bird. In the green velvet chamber: the poor sinful
creature pants like a pigeon under the hands of a hawk,
therefore use her like a woman, my lord; use her honestly,
my lord, for, alas, shes but a novice, and a very green thing!

Earl. Farewell: Ill in unto her.

Bird. Fie upon t, that were not for your honour; you
know gentlewomen used to come to lords chambers, and
not lords to the gentlewomens: Id not have her think
you are such a rank rider. Walk you here; Ill
beckon; you shall see Ill fetch her with a wet finger?

Earl. Do so.

Bird. Hist! why, sweetheart, Mistress Justiniano!
why, pretty soul, tread softly, and come into this room;
here be rushes, you need not fear the creaking of your cork shoes.

Enter MISTRESS JUSTINIANO.

So, well said; theres his honour. I have business, my
lord: verily now the marks are set up, Ill get me twelve
score off, and give aim. [Exit.

Earl. Y are welcome, sweet, y are welcome: bless my hand
With the soft touch of yours. Can you be cruel
To one so prostrate to you? even my heart,
My happiness, and state lie at your feet.
My hopes me flatterd that the field was won,
That you had yielded, (though you conquer me,)
And that all marble scales that barrd your eyes
From throwing light on mine, were quite taen off
By the cunning womans hand that works for me:
Why, therefore, do you wound me now with frowns?
Why do you fly me? Do not exercise
The art of woman on me; Im already
Your captive, sweet: are these your hate, or fears?

Mist. Just. I wonder lust can hang at such white hairs.

Earl. You give my love ill names; it is not lust;
Lawless desires well temperd may seem just.
A thousand mornings, with the early sun,
Mine eyes have from your windows watchd to steal
Brightness from those: as oft upon the days
That consecrated to devotion are,
Within the holy temple have I stood disguisd,
Waiting your presence; and when your hands
Went up towards heaven to draw some blessing down,
Mine, as if all my nerves by yours did move,
Beggd in dumb signs some pity for my love:
And thus being feasted only with your sight,
I went more pleased than sick men with fresh health,
Rich men with honour, beggars do with wealth.

Mist. Just. Part now so pleasd, for now you more enjoy me.

Earl. O you do wish me physic to destroy me!

Mist. Just. I have already leaped beyond the bounds of modesty,
In piecing out my wings with borrowd feathers:
But you sent a sorceress so perfect in her trade, that did so lively
Breathe forth your passionate accents, and could draw
A lover languishing so piercingly,
That her charms wrought upon me, and in pity
Of your sick heart which she did counterfeit,
(O, shes a subtle beldame!) see I dothd
My limbs, thus player-like, in rich attires,
Not fitting mine estate, and am come forth,
But why I know not.

Earl. Will you love me?

Mist. Just. Yes;
If you can clear me of a debt thats due
But to one man, Ill pay my heart to you.

Earl. Whos that?

Mist. Just. My husband.

Earl. Umph.

Mist. Just. The sums so great,
I know a kingdom cannot answer it;
And therefore I beseech you, good my lord,
To take this gilding off, which is your own,
And henceforth cease to throw out golden hooks,
To choke mine honour: though my husbands poor,
Ill rather beg for him that be your whore.

Earl. Gainst beauty you plot treason, if you suffer
Tears to do violence to so fair a cheek.
That face was neer made to look pale with want.
Dwell here, and be the sovereign of my fortunes:
Thus shall you go attird.

Mist. Just. Till lust be tird.
I must take leave, my lord.

Earl. Sweet creature, stay.
My coffers shall be yours, my servants yours,
Myself will be your servant; and I swear
By that which I hold dear in you, your beauty,
(And which Ill not profane) you shall live here
As free from base wrong as you are from blackness,
So you will deign but let me enjoy your sight;
Answer me, will you?

Mist. Just. I will think upont.

Earl. Unless you shall perceive that all my thoughts
And all my actions be to you devoted,
And that I very justly earn your love,
Let me not taste it.

Mist Just. I will think upont.

Earl. But when you find my merits of full weight,
Will you accept their worth?

Mist. Just. Ill think upont.
Id speak with the old woman.

Earl. She shall come.
Joys that are born unlookd for, are born dumb. [Exit.

Mist. Just. Poverty, thou bane of chastity,
Poison of beauty, broker of maidenheads!
I see when force nor wit can scale the hold,
Wealth must; shell neer be won that defies gold:
But hives there such a creature? O, tis rare
To find a woman chaste thats poor and fair!

Enter BIRDLIME.

Bird. Now, lamb, has not his honour dealt like an
honest nobleman with you? I can tell you, you shall not
find him a templar, nor one of these cogging Catharinepear-coloured beards, that by their good wills would
have no pretty woman scape them.

Mist. Just. Thou art a very bawd, thou art a devil
Cast in a reverend shape! thou stale damnation,
Why hast thou me enticd from mine own paradise,
To steal fruit in a barren wilderness?

Bird. Bawd, and devil, and stale damnation! will wemens tongues, like bakers legs, never go straight!

Mist. Just. Had thy Circæan magic me transformd
Into that sensual shape for which thou conjurst,
And that I were turnd common venturer,
I could not love this old man.

Bird. This old man, umph! this old man! do his hoary
hairs stick in your stomach? yet, methinks, his silver hairs
should move you: they may serve to make you bodkins.
Does his age grieve you? Fool! is not old wine 
wholesomest, old pippins toothsomest, old wood burn brightest,
old linen wash whitest? old soldiers, sweetheart, are
surest, and old lovers are soundest: I ha tried both.

Mist. Just. So will not I.

Bird. Youd have some young perfumed beardless gallant board you, that spits all his brains out ats tongues end, would you not?

Mist. Just. No, none at all; not any.

Bird. None at all! what do you make here then? why
are you a burthen to the worlds conscience, and an eye-sore
to well-given men? I dare pawn my gown, and all the
beds in my house, and all the gettings in Michaelmas term
next, to a tavern token, that thou shalt never be an innocent.

Mist. Just. Who are so?

Bird. Fools: why, then, are you so precise? Your
husbands down the wind; and will you, like a hagglers
arrow, be down the weather? strike whilst the iron is hot.
A woman, when there be roses on her cheeks, cherries on
her lips, civet in her breath, ivory in her teeth, lilies in
her hand, and liquorice in her heart, why, shes like a
play; if new, very good company, very good company;
but if stale, like old Jeronimo, go by, go by: therefore,
as I said before, strike. Besides, you must think that the
commodity of beauty was not made to lie dead upon any
young womans hands; if your husband have given up his
cloak, let another take measure of you in his jerkin: for
as the cobbler in the night time walks with his lanthom,
the merchant and the lawyer with his link, and the courtier
with his torch, so every lip has his lettuce to himself; the
lob has his lass, the collier his dowdy, the western-man his
pug, the serving-man his punk, the student his nun in
White-Friars, the puritan his sister, and the lord his lady;
which worshipful vocation may fall upon you, if youll but
strike whilst the iron is hot.

Mist. Just. Witch, thus I break thy spells: were I kept brave
On a kings cost, I am but a kings slave. [Exit.

Bird. I see, that as Frenchmen love to be bold, Flemings to be drunk, Welchmen to be called Britons, and
Irishmen to be costermongers; so cockneys, especially she
cockneys, love not aqua-vitæ when tis good for them.

Enter MONOPOLY.

Mon. Saw you my uncle?

Bird. I saw him even now going the way of all flesh,
thats to say, towards the kitchen. Heres a letter to your
worship from the party.

Mon. What party?

Bird. The Tenterhook, your wanton.

Mon. From her! feugh! pray thee, stretch me no more
upon your tenterhook: pox on her, are there no pothecaries i th town to send her physic bills to, but me?
Shes not troubled with the green sickness still, is she?

Bird. The yellow jaundice, as the doctor tells me.
Troth, shes as good a peat! she is fallen away so that
shes nothing but bare skin and bone; for the turtle so mourns for you.

Mon. In black?

Bird. In black! you shall find both black and blue, if
you look under her eyes.

Mon. Well, sing over her ditty when Im in tune.

Bird. Nay, but will you send her a box of Mithridatum
and dragon water; I mean some restorative words? Good
Master Monopoly, you know how welcome y are to the
city, and will you, Master Monopoly, keep out of the city?
I know you cannot; would you saw how the poor gentlewoman lies!

Mon. Why, how lies she?

Bird. Troth, as the way lies over Gads-hill, very dangerous: you would pity a womans case, if you saw her.
Write to her some treatise of pacification.

Mon. Ill write to her to-morrow.

Bird. To-morrow! shell not sleep, then, but tumble:
an if she might have it to-night, it would better please her.

Mon. Perhaps Ill dot to-night; farewell.

Bird. If you dot to-night, it would better please her than to-morrow.

Mon. God so, dost hear? Im to sup this night at the
Lion, in Shoreditch, with certain gallants: canst thou
not draw forth some delicate face, that I ha not seen, and
bring it thither? wut thou?

Bird. All the painters in London shall not fit for colour
as I can: but we shall have some swaggering?

Mon. All as civil, by this light, as lawyers.

Bird. But I tell you shes not so common as lawyers,
that I mean to betray to your table; for, as Im a sinner,
shes a knights cousin, a Yorkshire gentlewoman, and
only speaks a little broad, but of very good carriage.

Mon. Nay, thats no matter, we can speak as broad as
she; but wut bring her?

Bird. You shall call her cousin, do you see? two men
shall wait upon her, and Ill come in by chance: but shall
not the party be there?

Mon. Which party?

Bird. The writer of that simple hand.

Mon. Not for as many angels as there be letters in her
paper: speak not of me to her, nor our meeting, if you
love me. Wut come?

Bird. Mum, Ill come.

Mon. Farewell.

Bird. Good Master Monopoly, I hope to see you one
day a man of great credit.

Mon. If I be, Ill build chimneys with tobacco, but Ill
smoke some: and be sure, Birdlime, Ill stick wool upon thy back.

Bird. Thanks, sir, I know you will; for all the kindred
of the Monopolies are held to be great fleecers. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  At the Steelyard.

Enter SIR GOSLING, LINSTOCK, WHIRLPOOL, and the three Citizens Wives, mashed; viz., JUDITH, MABEL, and MOLL.

Sir Gos. So, draw those curtains, and lets see the pictures under em.

Lin. Welcome to the Stilliard, fair ladies.

All Three Ladies. Thanks, good Master Linstock.

Whirl. Hans, some wine, Hans.

Enter HANS, with cloth and buns.

Hans. Yaw, Yaw, you sail hebben it, mester; old vine, or new vine?

Sir Gos. Speak, women.

Judith. New wine, good Sir Gosling: wine in the must, good Dutchman, for must is best for us women.

Hans. New vine! vell, two pots of new vine!
[Exit Hans.

Judith. An honest butterbox; for if it be old, theres
none of it comes into my belly.

Mabel. Why, Tenterhook, praythee, lets dance friskin, and be merry.

Lin. Thou art so troubled with Monopolies; they so
hang at thy heart-strings.

Moll. Pox a my heart, then.

Enter HANS, with wine.

Judith. Ay, and mine, too: if any courtier of them all
set up his gallows there, wench, use him as thou dost
thy pantables, scorn to let him kiss thy heel, for he
feeds thee with nothing but court holy bread, good words,
and cares not for thee. Sir Gosling, will you taste a Dutch
whats you call em?

Mabel. Here, Master Linstock, half mine is yours.
Bun, bun, bun, bun.

Enter JUSTINIANO, disguised as PARENTHESIS.

Just. Which room? where are they? we, ho, ho, ho,
so, ho, boys!

Sir Gos. Sfoot, whos that? lock our room.

Just. Not till I am in; and then lock out the devil,
though he come in the shape of a puritan.

Three Ladies. Schoolmaster, welcome! welcome in troth.

Just. Who would not be scratched with the briars and
brambles to have such burs sticking on his breeches?
Save you, gentlemen: O noble knight!

Sir Gos. More wine, Hans.

Just. Am not I, gentlemen, a ferret of the right hair, that can make three conies bolt at a clap into your purgenets? Ha, little do their three husbands dream what copies I am setting their wives now: weret not a rare jest, if they should come sneaking upon us, like a horrible noise of fiddlers?

Judith. Troth, Id not care; let em come; Id tell
em wed ha none of their dull music.

Mabel. Here, Mistress Tenterhook.

Moll. Thanks, good Mistress Wafer.

Just. Whos there? peepers, intelligencers, eavesdroppers!

Omnes. Uds foot, throw a pot ats head!

Just. O Lord! O gentlemen, knight, ladies that may
be, citizens wives that are, shift for yourselves, for a pair
of your husbands heads are knocking together with Hanss,
and enquiring for you.

Omnes. Keep the door locked.

Judith. O, ay, do, do; and let Sir Gosling (because
he has been in the Low Countries) swear Gotz Sacrament,
and drive em away with broken Dutch.

Just. Heres a wench has simple sparks in her; shes
my pupil, gallants. Good God! I see a man is not sure
that his wife is in the chamber, though his own fingers
hung on the padlock: trap-doors, false drabs, and spring
locks, may cozen a covey of constables. How the silly
husbands might here ha been gulled with Flemish money!
Come, drink up Rhine, Thames, and Meander dry; theres nobody.

Mist. Honey. Ah, thou ungodly master!

Just. I did but make a false fire, to try your valour,
because you cried let em come. By this glass of womans
wine, I would not ha seen their spirits walk here, to be
dubbed deputy of a ward, I; they would ha chronicled
me for a fox in a lambs skin. But come, is this merry
midsummer night agreed upon; when shall it be? where shall it be?

Lin. Why, faith, to-morrow ai night.

Whirl. Well take a coach and ride to Ham, or so.

Moll. O, fie uppnt, a coach! I cannot abide to be jolted.

Mabel. Yet most of your citizens wives love jolting.

Sir Gos. What say you to Blackwall, or Limehouse?

Judith. Every room there smells too much of tar.

Lin. Lets to mine host Dogbolts, at Brainford, then;
there you are out of eyes, out of ears; private rooms,
sweet linen, winking attendance, and what cheer you will.

Omnes. Content, to Brainford.

Mabel. Ay, ay, lets go by water, for, Sir Gosling, I
have heard you say you love to go by water.

Judith. But, wenches, with what pullies shall we slide
with some cleanly excuse, out of our husbands suspicion;
being gone westward for smelts all night?

Just. Thats the block now we all stumble at; wind up
that string well, and all the consorts in tune.

Judith. Why then, good man scraper, tis wound up; I
have it. Sirrah Wafer, thy childs at nurse: if you that
are the men could provide some wise ass that could keep his countenance

Just. Nay, if he be an ass, he will keep his countenance.

Judith. Ay, but I mean, one that could set out his tale
with audacity and say that the child were sick, and neer
stagger at it: that last should serve all our feet.

Whirl. But where will that wise ass be found now?

Just. I see Im born still to draw dun out a th mire
for you; that wise beast will I be. Ill be that ass that
shall groan under the burden of that abominable lie: heaven
pardon me, and pray God the infant be not punished fort.
Let me see: Ill break out in some filthy shape like a
thrasher, or a thatcher, or a sowgelder, or something: and
speak dreamingly, and swear how the child pukes, and eats
nothing (as perhaps it does not) and lies at the mercy of
God (as all children and old folks do), and then, scholar
Wafer, play you your part.

Mabel. Fear not me, for a veney or two.

Just. Where will you meet i th morning?

Sir Gos. At some tavern near the water-side thats private.

Just. The Greyhound, the Greyhound in Blackfriars, an
excellent rendezvous.

Lin. Content, the Greyhound, by eight.

Just. And then you may whip forth, two first, and two
next on a sudden, and take boat at Bridewell-dock most privately.

Omnes. Bet so: a good place.

Just. Ill go make ready my rustical properties. Let
me see, scholar, hie you home, for your child shall be sick
within this half hour. [Exit.

Enter BIRDLIME.

Judith. Tis the uprightest dealing man  Gods my pity, whos yonder?

Bird. Im bold to press myself under the colours of your
company, hearing that gentlewoman was in the room. A word, mistress.

Moll. How now, what says he?

Sir Gos. Zounds, whats she? a bawd, by th Lord, ist not?

Mabel. No, indeed, Sir Gosling, shes a very honest
woman, and a midwife.

Moll. At the Lion in Shoreditch? and would he not
read it? nor write to me? Ill poison his supper.

Bird. But no words that I bewrayed him.

Moll. Gentlemen, I must be gone; I cannot stay, in
faith: pardon me; Ill meet to-morrow: come, nurse;
cannot tarry by this element.

Sir Gos. Mother, you grannam, drink ere you go.

Bird. I am going to a womans labour, indeed, sir, cannot stay. [Exeunt Mistress Tenterhook and Birdlime.

Mabel. I hold my life the blackbird her husband whistles for her.

Judith. A reckoning. Break one, break all.

Sir Gos. Here, Hans. Draw not; Ill draw for all,
as Im true knight.

Judith. Let him: amongst women this does stand for law,
The worthiest man, though he be fool, must draw.
[Exeunt.


ACT III.  SCENE I.

Enter MASTER TENTERHOOK and his Wife.

Tenterhook. WHAT book is that, sweetheart?

Moll. Why, the book of bonds that are due to you.

Ten. Come, what do you with it? why do you trouble
yourself to take care about my business?

Moll. Why, sir, doth not that which concerns you, concern me? You told me Monopoly had discharged his bond;
I find by the book of accounts here, that it is not cancelled.
Ere I would suffer such a cheating companion to laugh at
me, Id see him hanged, I. Good sweetheart, as ever you
loved me, as ever my bed was pleasing to you, arrest the
knave; we were never beholding to him for a pin, but for
eating up our victuals; good mouse, enter an action against him.

Ten. In troth, love, I may do the gentleman much discredit, and besides it may be other actions may fall very heavy upon him.

Moll. Hang him! to see the dishonesty of the knave!

Ten. O wife, good words: a courtier, a gentleman!

Moll. Why may not a gentleman be a knave? that were
strange, in faith; but, as I was a saying, to see the dishonesty of him, that would never come since he received
the money, to visit us, you know! Master Tenterhook, he
hath hung long upon you: Master Tenterhook, as I am
virtuous, you shall arrest him.

Ten. Why, I know not when he will come to town.

Moll. Hes in town; this night he sups at the Lion in
Shoreditch: good husband, enter your action, and make
haste to the Lion presently. Theres an honest fellow,
Sergeant Ambush, will do it in a trice; he never salutes a
man in courtesy, but he catches him as if he would arrest
him. Good heart, let Sergeant Ambush lie in wait for him.

Ten. Well, at thy entreaty I will do it. Give me my
cloak there. Buy a link and meet me at the Counter in
Wood-street; buss me, Moll.

Moll. Why now you love me: Ill go to bed, sweetheart.

Ten. Do not sleep till I come, Moll.

Moll. No, lamb. [Exit Tenterhook.] Baa, sheep! If
a woman will be free in this intricate labyrinth of a husband,
let her marry a man of a melancholy complexion; she shall
not be much troubled with him. By my sooth, my husband
hath a hand as dry as his brains, and a breath as strong as
six common gardens. Well, my husband is gone to arrest
Monopoly: I have dealt with a sergeant privately, to entreat him, pretending that he is my aunts son: by this
means shall I see my young gallant that in this has played
his part. When they owe money in the city once, they
deal with their lawyers by attorney, follow the court though
the court do them not the grace to allow them their diet.
O, the wit of a woman when she is put to the pinch!
[Exit.


SCENE II.  Outside the Lion Inn, in Shoreditch.

Enter MASTER TENTERHOOK, SERGEANT AMBUSH, and YEOMAN CLUTCH.

Ten. Come, Sergeant Ambush, come, Yeoman Clutch,
yons the tavern; the gentlemen will come out presently: thou art resolute?

Amb. Who, I? I carry fire and sword that fight for
me, here and here. I know most of the knaves about
London, and most of the thieves too, I thank God and good intelligence.

Ten. I wonder thou dost not turn broker, then.

Amb. Phew! I have been a broker already; for I was
first a puritan, then a banqueroute then a broker, then a
fencer, and then sergeant: were not these trades would
make a man honest? Peace, the door opes; wheel about,
Yeoman Clutch.

Enter WHIRLPOOL, LINSTOCK, and MONOPOLY, unbraced.

Mon. An eer I come to sup in this tavern again!
theres no more attendance than in a jail: an there had
been a punk or two in the company, then we should not
have been rid of the drawers. Now, were I in an excellent
humour to go to a vaulting-house, I would break down all
their glass windows, hew in pieces all their joint-stools, tear
their silk petticoats, ruffle their periwigs, and spoil their
painting,  O the Gods, what I could do! I could undergo
fifteen bawds, by this darkness: or, if I could meet one of
these varlets that wear Pannier-alley on their backs, sergeants, I would make them scud so fast from me, that
they should think it a shorter way between this and Ludgate, than a condemned cutpurse thinks it between Newgate and Tyburn.

Lin. You are for no action to-night.

Whirl. No, Ill to bed.

Mon. Am not I drunk now? Implentur veteris bacchi, pinguisque tobacco.

Whirl. Faith, we are all heated.

Mon. Captain Whirlpool, when wilt come to court and dine with me?

Whirl. One of these days, Frank; but Ill get me two
gauntlets for fear I lose my fingers in the dishes: there
be excellent shavers, I hear, in the most of your under
offices. I protest I have often come thither, sat down,
drawn my knife, and ere I could say grace, all the meat
hath been gone: I have risen and departed thence as
hungry as ever came country attorney from Westminster.
Good night, honest Frank; do not swagger with the watch,
Frank. [Exeunt Whirlpool and Linstock.

Ten. So, now they are gone, you may take him.

Amb. Sir, I arrest you.

Mon. Arrest me! at whose suit, you varlets?

Clutch. At Master Tenterhooks.

Mon. Why, you varlets, dare you arrest one of the court?

Amb. Come, will you be quiet, sir?

Mon. Pray thee, good yeoman, call the gentlemen back
again. Theres a gentleman hath carried a hundred
pound of mine home with him to his lodging, because I
dare not carry it over the fields: Ill discharge it presently.

Amb. Thats a trick; sir; you would procure a rescue.

Mon. Catchpole, do you see? I will have the hair of
your head and beard shaved off for this, and eer I catch
you at Grays Inn, by this light, la.

Amb. Come, will you march?

Mon. Are your sergeants Christians? Sirrah, thou
lookest like a good pitiful rascal, and thou art a tall man
too, it seems; thou hast backed many a man in thy time,
I warrant.

Amb. I have had many a man by the back, sir.

Mon. Well said, in troth, I love your quality: las, tis
needful every man should come by his own. But, as God
mend me, gentlemen, I have not one cross about me, only
you two. Might not you let a gentleman pass out of
your hands, and say you saw him not? is there not such
a kind of mercy in you now and then, my masters? As
I live, if you come to my lodging to-morrow morning, Ill
give you five brace of angels. Good yeoman, persuade
your graduate here. I know some of you to be honest
faithful drunkards; respect a poor gentleman in my case.

Ten. Come, it will not serve your turn. Officers, look
to him upon your peril.

Mon. Do you hear, sir? you see I am in the hands of
a couple of ravens here: as you are a gentleman, lend me
forty shillings; let me not live if I do not pay you the
forfeiture of the whole bond, and never plead conscience.

Ten. Not a penny, not a penny; good night, sir.
[Exit.

Mon. Well, a man ought not to swear by anything in
the hands of sergeants, but by silver; and because my
pocket is no lawful justice, to minister any such oath unto
me, I will patiently encounter the counter. Which is the
dearest ward in prison, sergeant? the knights ward?

Amb. No, sir, the masters side.

Mon. Well, the knight is above the master, though his
table be worse furnished: Ill go thither.

Amb. Come, sir, I must use you kindly; the gentlemans wife that hath arrested you

Mon. Ay, what of her?

Amb. She says you are her aunts son.

Mon. I am.

Amb. She takes on so pitifully for your arresting; twas
much against her will, good gentlewoman, that this affliction alighted upon you.

Mon. She hath reason, if she respect her poor kindred.

Amb. You shall not go to prison.

Mon. Honest sergeant, conscionable officer, did I forget myself even now, a vice that sticks to me always when I am drunk, to abuse my best friends? Where didst buy this buff? Let me not live, but Ill give thee a good suit of durance. Wilt thou take my bond, sergeant? Wheres a scrivener, a scrivener, good yeoman? you shall have my sword and hangers to pay him.

Amb. Not so, sir; but you shall be prisoner in my
house: I do not think but that your cousin will visit you
there i th morning, and take order for you.

Mon. Well said: wast not a most treacherous part to
arrest a man in the night, and when he is almost drunk?
when he hath not his wits about him, to remember which
of his friends is in the subsidy? Come, did I abuse you?
I recant: you are as necessary in a city as tumblers in
Norfolk, sumners in Lancashire, or rake-hells in an
army. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.

Enter JUSTINIANO, like a collier, and a Boy.

Just. Buy any small coal, buy any small coal.

Boy. Collier, collier.

Just. What sayest, boy?

Boy.Ware the pillory.

Just. O boy, the pillory assures many a man that he is
no cuckold; for how impossible were it a man should
thrust his head through so small a loophole, if his forehead were branched, boy!

Boy. Collier, how came the goose to be put upon you, ha?

Just. Ill tell thee. The term lying at Winchester, in Henry the Thirds days, and many Frenchwomen coming out of the Isle of Wight thither, as it hath always been seen, (though the Isle of Wight could not of long time neither endure foxes nor lawyers, yet it could brook the more dreadful cockatrice), there were many punks in the town, as you know our term is their term. Your fanner that would spend but threepence on his ordinary, would lavish half a crown on his lechery; and many men, calves. as they were, would ride in a farmers foul boots before breakfast; the commonest sinner had more fluttering about her than a fresh punk hath when she comes to a town of garrison, or to a university. Captains, scholars, servingmen, jurors, clerks, townsmen, and the black-guard, used all to one ordinary, and most of them were called to a pitiful reckoning; for before two returns of Michaelmas, surgeons were full of business; the care of most, secrecy, grew as common as lice in Ireland, or as scabs in France. One of my tribe, a collier, carried in his cart forty maimed soldiers to Salisbury, looking as pitifully as Dutchmen first made drunk, then carried to beheading; every one that met him cried, ware the goose, collier; and, from that day to this, theres a record to be seen at Croydon, how that pitiful waftage, which indeed was virtue in the collier, that all that time would carry no coals, laid this imputation on all the posterity.

Boy. You are full of tricks, collier.

Just. Boy, where dwells Master Wafer?

Boy. Why, here; what wouldest? I am one of his Juvenals.

Just. Hath he not a child at nurse at Moreclacke?

Boy. Yes; dost thou dwell there?

Just. That I do: the child is wondrous sick; I was
wild to acquaint thy master and mistress with it.

Boy. Ill up and tell them presently. [Exit.

Just. So, if all should fail me, I could turn collier. O
the villany of this age! how full of secrecy and silence
(contrary to the opinion of the world) have I ever found
most women! I have sat a whole afternoon many times
by my wife, and looked upon her eyes, and felt if her
pulses have beat when I have named a suspected love;
yet all this while have not drawn from her the least scruple
of confession. I have lain awake a thousand nights,
thinking she would have revealed somewhat in her dreams,
and when she has begun to speak anything in her sleep,
I have jogged her, and cried, ay, sweetheart, but when will
your love come, or what did he say to thee over the stall,
or what did he do to thee in the garden-chamber, or when
will he send to thee any letters, or when wilt thou send to
him any money? What an idle coxcomb jealousy will make a man!

Enter WAFER and his WIFE, with the BOY.

Well, this is my comfort, that here comes a creature of
the same head-piece.

Mist. Wafer. O, my sweet child! Wheres the collier?

Just. Here, forsooth,

Mist. Wafer. Run into Bucklersbury for two ounces
of dragon-water, some spermaceti and treacle. What is
it sick of, collier? a burning fever?

Just. Faith, mistress, I do not know the infirmity of it.
Will you buy any small coal, say you?

Wafer. Prithee go in and empty them. Come, be not so impatient.

Mist. Wafer. Ay, ay, ay, if you had groaned fort as
I have done, you would have been more natural. Take
my riding hat, and my kirtle there: Ill away presently.

Wafer. You will not go to night, I atn sure.

Mist. Wafer. As I live, but I will.

Wafer. Faith, sweetheart, I have great business tonight; stay till to-morrow, and Ill go with you.

Mist. Wafer. No, sir, I will not hinder your business.
I see how little you respect the fruits of your own body.
I shall find somebody to bear me company.

Wafer. Well, I will defer my business for once, and go with thee.

Mist. Wafer. By this light, but you shall not; you shall
not hit me i th teeth that I was your hindrance. Will
you to Bucklersbury, sir? [Exit Boy.

Wafer. Come, you are a fool; leave your weeping.

Mist. Wafer. You shall not go with me, as I live.
[Exit Wafer.

Just. Pupil!

Mist. Wafer. Excellent master!

Just. Admirable mistress! How happy be our Englishwomen that are not troubled with jealous husbands! Why, your Italians, in general, are so sun-burnt with these dogdays, that your great lady there thinks her husband loves her not if he be not jealous. What confirms the liberty of our women more in England, than the Italian proverb, which says if there were a bridge over the narrow seas, all the women in Italy would show their husbands a million of light pair of heels, and fly over into England?

Mist. Wafer. The time of our meeting? Come.

Just. Seven.

Mist. Wafer. The place?

Just. In Blackfriars; there take water, keep aloof from
the shore, on with your masks, up with your sails, and,
Westward Hoe!

Mist. Wafer. So. [Exit.

Just. O the quick apprehension of women! theyll grope
out a mans meaning presently. Well, it rests now that
I discover myself in my true shape to these gentlewomens
husbands; for though I have played the fool a little, to
beguile the memory of mine own misfortune, I would not
play the knave, though I be taken for a banquerout: but
indeed, as in other things, so in that, the world is much
deceived in me, for I have yet three thousand pounds in
the hands of a sufficient friend, and all my debts discharged. I have received here a letter from my wife,
directed to Stoad, wherein she most repentantly entreateth
my return, with protestation to give me assured trial of
her honesty; I cannot tell what to think of it, but I will
put it to the test. There is a great strife between beauty
and chastity, and that which pleaseth many is never free
from temptation. As for jealousy, it makes many cuckolds,
many fools, and many banquerouts; it may have abused
me, and not my wifes honesty: Ill try it  but first to
my secure and doting companion. [Exit.


SCENE IV.  At Ambushs Lock-up.

Enter MONOPOLY and MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.

Mon. I beseech you, Mistress Tenterhook  before God,
Ill be sick, if you will not be merry.

Mist. Ten. You are a sweet beagle.

Mon. Come, because I kept from town a little,  let me
not live, if I did not hear the sickness was in town very
hot. In troth, thy hair is of an excellent colour since I
saw it. O those bright tresses, like to threads of gold!

Mist. Ten. Lie and ashes suffer much in the city for that comparison.

Mon. Heres an honest gentlemen will be here by and
by, was born at Fulham; his name is Gosling Glowworm.

Mist. Ten. I know him: what is he?

Mon. He is a knight. What ailed your husband to be
so hasty to arrest me?

Mist. Ten. Shall I speak truly? shall I speak not like a woman?

Mon. Why not like a woman?

Mist. Ten. Because womens tongues are like to clocks;
if they go too fast, they never go true: twas I that got
my husband to arrest thee, I have.

Mon. I am beholding to you.

Mist. Ten. Forsooth, I could not come to the speech of
you: I think you may be spoken withal now.

Mon. I thank you: I hope youll bail me, cousin?

Mist. Ten. And yet why should I speak with you? I
protest I love my husband.

Mon. Tush, let not any young woman love a man in years too well.

Mist. Ten. Why?

Mon. Because hell die before he can requite it.

Mist. Ten. I have acquainted Wafer and Honeysuckle
with it, and they allow my wit fort extremely.

Enter AMBUSH.

O honest Sergeant!

Amb. Welcome, good Mistress Tenterhook.

Mist. Ten. Sergeant, I must needs have my cousin go
a little way out of town with me, and to secure thee, here
are two diamonds; they are worth two hundred pound;
keep them till I return him.

Amb. Well, tis good security.

Mist. Ten. Do not come in my husbands sight, in the meantime.

Enter WHIRLPOOL, GLOWWORM, LINSTOCK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, and MISTRESS WAFER.

Amb. Welcome, gallants.

Whirl. How now! Monopoly arrested!

Mon. O my little Honeysuckle, art come to visit a prisoner?

Mist. Honey. Yes, faith, as gentlemen visit merchants,
to fare well, or as poets young quaint revellers, to laugh
at them. Sirrah, if I were some foolish justice, if I would
not beg thy wit, never trust me.

Mist. Ten. Why, I pray you?

Mist Honey. Because it hath been concealed all this
while; but come, shall we to boat; we are furnished for
attendants, as ladies are; we have our fools and our ushers.

Sir Gos. I thank you, madam; I shall meet your wit
in the close one day.

Mist. Wafer. Sirrah, thou knowest my husband keeps a kennel of hounds?

Mist. Honey. Yes.

Whirl. Doth thy husband love venery?

Mist. Wafer. Venery!

Whirl. Ay, hunting and venery are words of one signification.

Mist. Wafer. Your two husbands and he have made a
match to go find a hare about Bushy Causy.

Mist. Ten. Theyll keep an excellent house till we come home again.

Mist. Honey. O excellent! a Spanish dinner, a pilcher,
and a Dutch supper, butter and onions.

Lin. O, thou art a mad wench!

Mist. Ten. Sergeant, carry this ell of cambric to Mistress Birdlime: tell her, but that it is a rough tide, and
that she fears the water, she should have gone with us.

Sir Gos. O thou hast an excellent wit!

Whirl. To boat, hay!

Mist. Honey. Sir Gosling, I do take it thy legs are married.

Sir Gos. Why, mistress?

Mist. Honey. They look so thin upon it.

Sir Gos. Ever since I measured with your husband, I
have shrunk in the calf.

Mist. Honey. And yet you have a sweet tooth in your head.

Sir Gos. O, well dealt for the calf s head! You may
talk what you will of legs, and rising in the small, and
swelling beneath the garter; but tis certain when lank
thighs brought long stockings out of fashion, the courtiers
leg, and his slender tilting staff, grew both of a bigness.
Come, for Brainford! [Exeunt.


ACT IV.  SCENE I.

At Mrs. Birdlimes.

Enter MISTRESS BIRDLIME and LUCY.

Birdlime. GOOD morrow, Mistress Lucy: how did you
take your rest to-night? how doth your good
worship like your lodging? what will you have to breakfast?

Lucy. A pox of the knight that was here last night;
he promised to have sent me some wild-fowl; he was drunk,
Ill be stewed else.

Bird. Why, do not you think he will send them?

Lucy. Hang them, tis no more in fashion for them to
keep their promises, than tis for men to pay their debts:
he will lie faster than a dog trots. What a filthy knocking
was at door last night! some puny inn-a-court-men, Ill
hold my contribution.

Bird. Yes, in troth, were they, civil gentlemen without
beards: but to say the truth, I did take exceptions at their
knocking; took them aside, and said to them: gentlemen,
this is not well, that you should come in this habit, cloaks
and rapiers, boots and spurs; I protest to you, those that
be your ancients in the house would have come to my
house in their caps and gowns, civilly, and modestly. I
promise you they might have been taken for citizens, but
that they talk more liker fools. Who knocks there? Up
into your chamber. [Exit Lucy.

Enter Master HONEYSUCKLE.

Who are you? some man of credit, that you come in muffled thus?

Honey. Whos above?

Bird. Let me see your face first. O master Honeysuckle! why, the old party, the old party.

Honey. Phew, I will not go up to her: nobody else?

Bird. As I live: will you give me some sack? wheres
Opportunity?

Enter CHRISTIAN.

Honey. What dost call her?

Bird. Her name is Christian; but Mistress Lucy cannot abide that name, and so she calls her Opportunity.

Honey. Very good, good. [Gives money.

Bird. Ist a shilling, bring the rest in aqua vitoe.
[Exit Christian.
Come, shalls go to noddy?

Honey. Ay, and thou wilt, for half an hour.

Bird. Here are the cards; deal. God send me deuces
and aces with a court card, and I shall get by it.

Honey. That can make thee nothing.

Bird. Yes, if I have a coat card turn up.

Honey. I show four games.

Bird. By my troth, I must show all and little enough
too, six games: play your single game, I shall double with
you anon. Pray you lend me some silver to count my games.

Enter CHRISTIAN.

How now, is it good sack?

Chris. Theres a gentleman at door would speak with you.

Honey. Gods so, I will not be seen by any means.

Bird. Into that closet, then. [Exit Honeysuckle.
What, another muffler?

Enter TENTERHOOK.

Ten. How dost thou, Mistress Birdlime?

Bird. Master Tenterhook! the party is above in the dining chamber.

Ten. Above?

Bird. All alone. [Exit Tenterhook.

Enter HONEYSUCKLE.

Honey. Is he gone up? who wast, I pray thee?

Bird. By this sack, I will not tell you: say that you were
a country gentleman, or a citizen that hath a young wife,
or an inn-of-chancery-man, should I tell you? pardon me.
This sack tastes of horse-flesh: I warrant you the leg of
a dead horse hangs in the butt of sack to keep it quick.

Honey. I beseech thee, good Mistress Birdlime, tell me who it was.

Bird. O God, sir! we are sworn to secrecy as well as
surgeons. Come, drink to me, and lets to our game.

Enter TENTERHOOK and LUCY, above.

Ten. Who am I?

Lucy. You? pray you, unblind me; Captain Whirlpool? 
no  Master Linstock?  pray unblind me; you are
not Sir Gosling Glowworm, for he wears no rings of his
fingers; Master Freezeleather?  O, you are George the
drawer at the Mitre,  pray you, unblind me,  Captain
Puckfoist? Master Counterpane, the lawyer? what the
devil mean you? beshrew your heart, you have a very dry
hand: are you not mine host Dog-bolt of Brainford? Mistress Birdlime? Master Honeysuckle? Master Wafer?

Ten. What, the last of all your clients!

Lucy. O, how dost thou, good cousin?

Ten. Ay, you have many cousins.

Lucy. Faith, I can name many that I do not know; and
suppose I did know them, what then? I will suffer one to
keep me in diet, another in apparel, another in physic, 
another to pay my house-rent. I am just of the nature of
alchemy; I will suffer every plodding fool to spend money
upon me; marry, none but some worthy friend to enjoy my
more retired and useful faithfulness.

Ten. Your love, your love.

Lucy. O, ay, tis the curse that is laid upon our quality;
what we glean from others we lavish upon some trothless
well-faced younger brother, that loves us only for maintenance.

Ten. Hast a good term, Lucy?

Lucy. A pox on the term! and now I think ont, says
a gentleman last night, let the pox be in the town seven
year, Westminster never breeds cobwebs, and yet tis as
catching as the plague, though not all so general. There
be a thousand bragging Jacks in London, that will protest
they can wrest comfort from me, when, I swear, not one of
them knows whether my palm be moist or not. In troth I
love thee: you promised me seven ells of cambric.
WAFER KNOCKS and enters.
Whos that knocks?

Honey. What! more sacks to the null! Ill to my old
retirement. [Exit.

Bird. How doth your good worship? Passion of my
heart, what shift shall I make? How hath your good worship done a long time?

Wafer. Very well, Godamercy.

Bird. Your good worship, I think, be riding out of town.

Wafer. Yes, believe me, I love to be once a week a
horseback, for methinks nothing sets a man out better than a horse.

Bird. Tis certain, nothing sets a woman out better than a man.

Wafer. What, is Mistress Lucy above?

Bird. Yes, truly.

Wafer. Not any company with her?

Bird. Company! shall I say to your good worship and
not lie: she hath had no company  let me see how long it
was  since your worship was here; you went to a butchers
feast at Cuckolds-haven the next day after Saint Lukes
day  not this fortnight, in good truth.

Wafer. Alas, good soul!

Bird. And why was it? go to, go to, I think you know
better than I. The wench asketh every day, when will
Master Wafer be here? And if knights ask for her, she
cries out at stairhead: as you love my life, let em not come
up; Ill do myself violence if they enter. Have not you
promised her somewhat?

Wafer. Faith, I think she loves me.

Bird. Loves! well, would you knew what I know, then
you would say somewhat. In good faith, shes very poor;
all her gowns are at pawn; she owes me five pound for her
diet, besides forty shillings I lent her to redeem two half
silk kirtles from the brokers; and do you think she needed
be in debt thus if she thought not of somebody?

Wafer. Good, honest wench!

Bird. Nay, in troth, shes now entering into bond for
five pounds more; the scrivener is but new gone up to take her bond.

Wafer. Come, let her not enter into bond; Ill lend
her five pound; Ill pay the rest of her debts: call down the scrivener.

Bird. I pray you, when he comes down, stand muffled,
and Ill tell him you are her brother.

Wafer. If a man have a good honest wench, that lives
wholly to his use, let him not see her want.
[Exit Birdlime and enter above.

Bird. O, Mistress Lucy, Mistress Lucy, you are the
most unfortunate gentlewoman that ever breathed! your
young wild brother came newly out of the country! he
calls me bawd, swears I keep a bawdy house, says his sister
is turned whore, and that he will kill and slay any man
that he finds in her company.

Ten. What conveyance will you make with me, Mistress
Birdlime?

Lucy. O God, let him not come up! tis the swaggeringest wild oats.

Bird. I have pacified him somewhat, for I told him that
you were a scrivener come to take a band of her; now, as
you go forth, say, she might have had so much money if
she had pleased, and say, she is an honest gentlewoman,
and all will be well.

Ten. Enough. Farewell, good Lucy.

Bird. Come, change your voice, and muffle you.
[Exeunt above Birdlime and Tenterhook.

Lucy. What trick should this be! I have never a brother. Ill hold my life some franker customer is come,
that she slides him off so smoothly.

Enter below TENTERHOOK and BIRDLIME.

Ten. The gentlewoman is an honest gentlewoman as any
is in London, and should have had thrice as much money
upon her single bond, for the good report I hear of her.

Wafer. No, sir, her friends can furnish her with money.

Ten. By this light, I should know that voice. Wafer;
ods-foot, are you the gentlewomans brother?

Wafer. Are you turned a scrivener, Tenterhook?

Bird. I am spoiled.

Wafer. Tricks of Mistress Birdlime, by this light.

Enter HONEYSUCKLE.

Honey. Hoick covert, hoick covert! why, gentlemen,
is this your hunting?

Ten. A consort! what make you here, Honeysuckle?

Honey. Nay, what make you two here? O excellent
Mistress Birdlime! thou hast more tricks in thee than
a punk hath uncles, cousins, brothers, sons, or fathers:
an infinite company.

Bird. If I did it not to make your good worships
merry, never believe me. I will drink to your worship a glass of sack.

Enter JUSTINIANO.

Just. God save you.

Honey, and Wafer. Master Justiniano, welcome from Stoad!

Just. Why, gentlemen, I never came there.

Ten. Never there! where have you been, then?

Just. Marry, your daily guest, I thank you.

Omnes. Ours!

Just. Ay, yours. I was the pedant that learned your
wives to write; I was the collier that brought you news
your child was sick: but the truth is, for aught I know,
the child is in health, and your wives are gone to make
merry at Brainford.

Wafer. By my troth, good wenches, they little
dream where we are now.

Just. You little dream what gallants are with them.

Ten. Gallants with them! Id laugh at that.

Just. Four gallants, by this light; Master Monopoly is one of them.

Ten. Monopoly! Id laugh at that, in faith.

Just. Would you laugh at that! why do ye laugh at it,
then. They are there by this time. I cannot stay to give
you more particular intelligence: I have received a letter
from my wife here. If you will call me at Putney, Ill bear you company.

Ten. Ods-foot, what a rogue is Sergeant Ambush! Ill
undo him, by this light.

Just. I met Sergeant Ambush, and willed him come
to this house to you presently. So, gentlemen, I leave
you. Bawd, I have nothing to say to you now. Do not
think too much in so dangerous a matter, for in womens
matters tis more dangerous to stand long deliberating,
than before a battle. [Exit.

Wafer. This fellows poverty hath made him an arrant knave.

Bird. Will your worship drink any aquavitæ?

Ten. A pox on your aquavitæ. Monopoly, that my wife
urged me to arrest, gone to Brainford!

Enter AMBUSH.

Here comes the varlet.

Amb. I am come, sir, to know your pleasure.

Ten. What, hath Monopoly paid the money yet?

Amb. No, sir, but he sent for money.

Ten. You have not carried him to the Counter? he is
at your house still?

Amb. O Lord, ay, sir, as melancholic &c.

Ten. You lie like an arrant varlet. By this candle, I laugh at the jest

Bird. And yet hes ready to cry.

Ten. Hes gone with my wife to Brainford: an there
be any law in England, Ill tickle ye for this.

Amb. Do your worst, for I have good security, and I
care not; besides, it was his cousin, your wifes, pleasure,
that he should go along with her.

Ten. Hoy day, her cousin! Well, sir, your security?

Amb. Why, sir, two diamonds here.

Ten. O, my heart! my wifes two diamonds! Well,
youll go along and justify this?

Amb. That I will, sir.

Enter LUCY.

Lucy. Who am I?

Ten. What the murrain care I who you are? hold off
your fingers, or Ill cut them with this diamond.

Lucy. Ill see em ifaith. So, Ill keep these diamonds
till I have my silk gown and six ells of cambric.

Ten. By this light, you shall not.

Lucy. No! what, do you think you have fops in hand? sue me for them.
Wafer and Honey. As you respect your credit, lets go.

Ten. Good Lucy, as you love me, let me have them;
it stands upon my credit: thou shalt have anything; take my purse.

Lucy. I will not be crossed in my humour, sir.

Ten. You are a damned filthy punk. What an unfortunate rogue was I, that ever I came into this house!

Bird. Do not spurn anybody in my house, you were best.

Ten. Well, well.
[Exeunt the three Citizens.

Bird. Excellent Lucy! the getting of these two diamonds may chance to save the gentlewomans credit. Thou heardest all?

Lucy. O, ay, and by my troth, pity them: what a filthy
knave was that betrayed them!

Bird. One that put me into pitiful fear: Master Justiniano here hath layed lurking, like a sheep-biter, and in my knowledge hath drawn these gentlewomen to this misfortune; but Ill down to Queenhive, and the watermen which were wont to cany you to Lambeth-Marsh, shall carry me thither. It may be I may come before them. I think I shall pray more, what for fear of the water, and for my good success, than I did this twelvemonth. [Exeunt.


SCENE II. — At the Earl’s Mansion.

Enter the EARL and three SERVING MEN.

Earl. Have you perfum’d this chamber?

Omnes. Yes, my lord.

Earl. The banquet?

Omnes. It stands ready.

Earl. Go, let music
Charm with her excellent voice an awful silence
Through all this building, that her sphery soul
May, on the wings of air, in thousand forms
Invisibly fly, yet be enjoy’d. Away.

1 Serv. Does my lord mean to conjure, that he draws
these strange characters?

2 Serv. He does; but we shall see neither the spirit
that rises, nor the circle it rises in.

3 Serv. ’Twould make our hair stand up an end if we
should. Come, fools, come; meddle not with his matters:
lords may do anything. [Exeunt Servingmen.

Earl. This night shall my desires be amply crown’d,
And all those powers that taste of man in us,
Shall now aspire that point of happiness,
Beyond which sensual eyes never look, sweet pleasure:
Delicious pleasure, earth’s supremest good,
The spring of blood, though it dry up our blood.
Rob me of that, — though to be drunk with pleasure,
As rank excess even in best things is bad,
Turns man into a beast, — yet that being gone,
A horse, and this, the goodliest shape, all one.
We feed, wear rich attires, and strive to cleave
The stars with marble towers, fight battles, spend
Our blood to buy us names, and in iron hold
Will we eat roots to imprison fugitive gold:
But to do thus, what spell can us excite?
This, the strong magic of our appetite;
To feast which richly, life itself undoes.
Who’d not die thus? to see, and then to choose.
Why even those that starve in voluntary wants,
And to advance the mind, keep the flesh poor,
The world enjoying them, they not the world,
Would they do this, but that they are proud to suck
A sweetness from such sourness? let ’em so,
The torrent of my appetite shall flow
With happier stream. A woman! O, the spirit
And extract of creation! This, this night,
The sun shall envy. What cold checks our blood?
Her body is the chariot of my soul,
Her eyes my body’s light, which if I want,
Life wants, or if possess, I undo her,
Turn her into a devil, whom I adore,
By scorching her with the hot stream of lust,
’Tis but a minute’s pleasure, and the sin
Scarce acted is repented: shun it than:
O, he that can abstain, is more than man!
Tush! Resolv’st thou to do ill? Be not precise:
Who write of virtue best, are slaves to vice. [Music.
The music sounds alarum to my blood;
What’s bad I follow, yet I see what’s good.

[Whilst the song is heard, the Earl draws a
curtain, and sets forth a banquet. He then
exit, and enters presently with Justiniano,
attired like his wife, masked; leads him to
the table, places him in a chair, and in
dumb signs courts him till the song be done.

Earl. Fair! be not doubly mask’d with that and night:
Beauty, like gold, being us’d becomes more bright.

Just. Will it please your lordship to sit? I shall receive small pleasure, if I see your lordship stand.

Earl. Witch! hag! what art thou, proud damnation?

Just. A merchant’s wife.

Earl. Fury, who rais’d thee up? what com’st thou for?

Just. For a banquet.

Earl. I am abus’d, deluded. Speak, what art thou?
Uds death, speak, or I’ll kill thee. In that habit
I look’d to find an angel, but thy face
Shows th’ art a devil.

Just. My face is as God made it, my lord: I am no
devil, unless women be devils; but men find ’em not so, for
they daily hunt for them.

Earl. What art thou that dost cozen me thus?

Just. A merchant’s wife, I say, Justiniano’s wife; she,
whom that long birding-piece of your’s, I mean that wicked
mother Birdlime, caught for your honour. Why, my lord,
has your lordship forgot how ye courted me last morning?

Earl. The devil I did!

Just. Kissed me last morning.

Earl. Succubus, not thee.

Just. Gave me this jewel, last morning.

Earl. Not to thee, harpy.

Just. To me, upon mine honesty; swore you would
build me a lodging by the Thames side with a water-gate
to it, or else take me a lodging in Cole-harbour.

Earl. I swore so!

Just. Or keep me in a labyrinth, as Harry kept Rosamond, where the Minotaur, my husband, should not enter.

Earl. I sware so, but, gipsey, not to thee.

Just. To me, upon my honour; hard was the siege
which you laid to the crystal walls of my chastity, but I held
out, you know; but because I cannot be too stony-hearted,
I yielded, my lord, by this token, my lord, (which token lies
at my heart like lead,) but by this token, my lord, that
this night you should commit that sin which we all know with me.

Earl. Thee!

Just. Do I look ugly, that you put thee upon me? did
I give you my hand to horn my head, that’s to say my
husband, and is it come to theel is my face a filthier face,
now it is yours, than when it was his? or have I two faces
under one hood? I confess I have laid mine eyes in brine,
and that may change the copy; but, my lord, I know what
I am.

Earl. A sorceress: thou shalt witch mine ears no more;
If thou canst pray, do’t quickly, for thou diest.

Just. I can pray, but I will not die, thou liest.
My lord, there drops your lady; and now know,
Thou unseasonable lecher, I am her husband,
Whom thou wouldst make whore. Read; she speaks there thus:
[Mistress Justiniano is discovered, lying as if dead.
Unless I came to her, her hand should free
Her chastity from blemish; proud I was
Of her brave mind; I came, and seeing what slavery,
Poverty, and the frailty of her sex
Had, and was like to make her subject to,
I begg’d that she would die; my suit was granted:
I poison’d her; thy lust there strikes her dead;
Horns fear’d, plague worse, than sticking on the head.

Earl. O God, thou hast undone thyself and me!
None live to match this piece; thou art too bloody:
Yet for her sake, whom I’ll embalm with tears,
This act with her I bury, and to quit
Thy loss of such a jewel, thou shalt share
My living with me; come, embrace.

Just. My lord.

Earl. Villain, damn’d merciless slave, I’ll torture thee
To every inch of flesh. What ho! help, who’s there?

Enter SERVINGMEN.

Come hither: here’s a murderer, bind him. How now,
What noise is this?

1 Serv. My lord, there are three citizens face me down,
that here’s one Master Parenthesis a schoolmaster, with
your lordship, and desire he may be forthcoming to ‘em.

Just. That borrow’d name is mine. Shift for yourselves;
Away, shift for yourselves; fly, I am taken.

Earl. Why should they fly, thou screech-owl?

Just. I will tell thee;
Those three are partners with me in the murder;
We four commix’d the poison. Shift for yourselves.

Earl. Stop’s mouth, and drag him back: entreat ’em enter.

Enter the THREE CITIZENS.

O, what a conflict feel I in my blood!
I would I were less great to be more good.
Y’are welcome; wherefore came you? Guard the doors.
When I behold that object, all my senses
Revolt from reason. He that offers flight,
Drops down a corse.

All Three. A corse!

1 Serv. Ay, a corse: do you scorn to be worms’ meat more than she?

Just. See, gentlemen, the Italian that does scorn,
Beneath the moon, no baseness like the horn,
Has pour’d through all the veins of you chaste bosom
Strong poison to preserve it from that plague.
This fleshly lord, he doted on my wife;
He would have wrought on her and play’d on me;
But to pare off these brims, I cut off her,
And gull’d him with this lie, that you had hands
Dipt in her blood with mine; but this I did,
That his stain’d age and name might not be hid.
My act, though vild, the world shall crown as just;
I shall die clear, when he lives soil’d with lust.
But come, rise, Moll; awake, sweet Moll; th’ast play’d
The woman rarely, counterfeited well.

1 Serv. Sure, sh’as nine lives.

Just. See, Lucrece is not slain:
Her eyes, which lust call’d suns, have their first beams,
And all these frightments are but idle dreams:
Yet, afore Jove, she had her knife prepar’d,
To let her blood forth ere it should run black.
Do not these open cuts now cool your back?
Methinks they should; when vice sees with broad eyes
Her ugly form, she does herself despise.
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