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These “Sonnets” will be found to have little in
common with what are so known, beyond the name.
Neither in form nor matter have they resembllance to
the ¢ Sonnet’ proper. But they have all that belengs to
the Cumberland word “sonn’, which mcans to think
deeply. The thought ie deep and intense and as our
Memorial-Introduction (Vol. Ist) and Essay (Vol. 1Ind)
shew, there is in these sonnets much of rare auto-
biographic interest, hitherto unobserved.  Shakespeare
uses the word ¢ Sonnet”’ in the same wide sense as Lorp
Brooke, as including short paems more or less relating to
the passion of Love: e. g., “ I have a sonnet will serve”
(Two Gentlemen of Verona, iii., 2) * I have heard a son-
net begun so ”', (Henry V., iii, 7) and clsewhere.  Calica
will abundantly rcpay the profoundest study. There is
no separato title-pago: simply the heading throughout, of
“Camlica”. G.



Crlica.

SONNET I
:OUE, the delight of all well-thinking

| minds;

= Dclight, the fruit of vertue dearely lov'd ;

Vertue, the highest good, that Reason finds ;
Reuson, the fire wherein men’s thoughts bee
prov’d ;
* Are from the world by Nature's power bereft,
And in one creature, for her glory, left.

Beautie, her couer is, the eyes’ true pleasure ;
In Honour’s fame she liuesj the eares’ sweet
musicke;
Excesse of wonder growes from her true mecasure;
Her worth is Pussion’'s wound, and Puassion's
phy=icke ;
From her true heart, eleare springs of wisdome
flow,
Which imag’d in her words and decds, men
know.
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These ¢ Sonnets” will be found to have little in
common with what are so known, bevond the name.
Neither in form nor matter have they resemblance to
the ‘Sonnet’ preper. But they have all that belongs to
the Cumberland word ‘sonn’, which means to think
deeply. The thoucht s deep and intense and as our
Memorial-Introduction (Vol. Ist) and Es<ay (Vol. IInd)
shew, there is in these sonncts much of rare auto-
biographic interest, bLitherto unolserved. Shakespeare
uses the word ¢ Sonnct’ in the same wide sense as Lorp
Brookk, as including short paems more or less relating to
the passion of Love: e. g., * I have a sounet will serve™
(Two Gentlemen of Verona, iii., 2) * I have heard a son-
net begun so ', (Henry V, iii, 7) and clsewhere.  Ceelica
will abundantly repay the profoundest study. There is
no separate title-pago : simply the heading throughout, of
“Cmlica”. G.
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SONNET 1. e

F 'OUE, the dclight of all well-thinking
! minds;

Delight, the fruit of vertue dearely lov'd ;
Vertue, the highest good, that Reason finds ;
Reason, the fire wherein men’s thoughts bee

prov’d ;
* Are from the world by Nature's power bereft,

Aud in oue creature. for her glory, left.

Beautie, her couer is, the eyes’ true pleasure;
In Honour's fame she liuesj the eares’ sweet
musicke;
Excesse of wonder growes from her true measure;
Her worth is Puassion’s wound, and Pussion's
physicke ; )
From her true heart, cleare springs of wisdome
flow,
Which imag’d in her words and decds, men
know.

N Ao

Sl



10 CXLICA.

Time faine would stay, that she might never leave
her;
Place doth reioyce, that she must needs containe
her;
Death craues of Heauen, that she may not bereaue
her;
The heauens know their owne, and doe maintaine
her;
Delight, Loue, Reason, Vertue let it be,
To set all women light, but only she.

SONNET II. °

=2 AIRE dog, which so my heart dost teare
asunder,

- That my liue’s-blood my bowels ouer-

floweth :

Alas, what wicked rage conccal’st thou vnder
These sweet enticing ioyes thy forchead showeth :
Me, whom the light-wing'd god of long hath

chased,
Thou hast attain’d : thou gau’st that fatall wound

Which my soule’s peacefull innocence hath rased,
And Reason to her seruant Humour bound.

Kill therefore in the end, and end my anguish,



cELICA. 11

Give me my death; me thiuks euen Tlme vp-
braileth
A fulnesse of the woes, wherein I lanzzish :
Or if thou wilt I liue , then Pitde pleadeth
Helpe out of thee, since Nature hath rezealed,
That with thy tonzae thy bytings may be healad

SUNNET IIL

PYORE than most faire, full of that heaueniy
fire.

Kindled aboue to shew the Maker's
glory ;!

Beautie's first-born, in whom all pawers conspire

To write the Graces life and Muses sterie :
If in my heart all saints else be dcfaced.
Honour the shrine, where you alone are placed.

Thou window of the skic, and pride of spirits,
True character® of Honour in perfection s
Thou heauenly creature, iudgze of earthly ments,
And glorious prison of man's pure affection :
If in my heart all nymphs else be defacdd,
Honour the shrine, where you alone are placel.

1 See cur Essay, Volume IL., page Ixxiii. for resembling
ccuplet from Spenser.  G.
3 See our Glussary Index.for * charct * ¢lsewhere.  G.



10 CXLICA,

Time fauine would stay, that she might never leave
her;
Place doth reioyce, that she must needs containe
her;
Death craues of Heauen, that she may not bercaue
her;
The heauens know their owne, and doe maintaine
her;
Delight, Loue, Reason, Vertue let it be,
To set all women light, but only she.

SONNET II. ~

N AIRE dog, which so my heart dost teare
@ asunder,
i That my liue’s-blood my bowels oucr-
floweth :
Alas, what wicked rage conccal’st thou vnder
These sweet enticing ioyes thy forehead showeth :
Me, whom the light-wing’d god of long hath
chased,
Thou hast attain’d : thou gau’st that fatull wound

‘Which my soule's peacefull innocence hath rased,
And Reason to her seruant Humour bound.

Kill therefore in the end, and end my aunguish,




CELICA. 11

Give me my death; me thinks euen Time vp-
braideth
A fulnesse of the woes, wherein I languish :
Or if thou wilt I liue, then Pittie pleadeth
Helpe out of thee, since Nature hath reuealed,
That with thy tongue thy bytings may be healed.

SONNET III.

'ORE than most faire, full of that heauenly
fire,
Kindled aboue to shew the Maker's
glory 3!

Beautie’s first-born, in whom all powers conspire
To write the Graces life and Muses storie :
If in my heart all saints else be dcfaced,
Honour the shrine, where you alone are placed.

Thou window of the skic, and pride of spirits,
True character* of Honour in perfection ;
Thou heauenly creature, iudge of earthly merits,
And glorious prison of man's pure affection;
If in my heart all nymphs else be defaced,
Honour the shrine, where you alone are placed.

1 See our Essay, Volume II., page lxxiii, for resembling
couplet from Spenser. G.
3 See our Glussary Index.for * charact * ¢lsewhere. G.
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14 CELICA.:

Since then eyes pleasure to ‘my thoughts betray

me, ,
And my thoughts _reuson’s‘»lcucll haue defucdd,
So that all my powers to be hers, obey me,

Loue be thou gracéd.

Grac’d by me Loue ? no, by her that owes me ;

She that an angell’s spirit hath retained

In Cupid’s fuire skie, which her beauty showes
me;

Thus haue I gainéd.

SONNET VII.

aey HE world, that all containc\% is euer mou-

e ing;

The starres within their spheeres for euer
turned ;
Nature—the Queene of Chunge—to change is lou-
ing,

And Forme to matter new, is still adiourned.

Fortune our phunsic-god, to varie liketh ;

Place is not bound to things within it placed ;

The present time vpon time passéd striketh ;

With Phebus’ wandring course the Earth is
graced :



CELICA. 15

The ayre still moues, and by its mouing, cleareth ;

The fire, vp ascends and pianets feedeth ;

The water passeth on and all lets' weareth ;

The earth stands still, yet change of changes
breedeth ;

Her plants, which Summer ripens, in Winter fade) e
Euach ercature in voconstant mother lyeth;
Man made of Earth, and for whom Earth ismade,
Still dying liues, and liuing cuer dyeth ;

Only like fate sweet Myra ncuer varices,

Yet in ber eyes the doom of all change carries.

. SONNET VIIL. ¢,

=T ELTE-PITTIE'S teares, wherein my
| hope lyes drown'd,

Sighs from Thought's fire—whcere my
desires languish—
Despaire, by humble loue of beauty erown’d ;
Furrowes not worne by Time, but wheeles of
snguish ; ,
Dey vp, smile, ioy, make smooth, and sce
Furrowes, despaires, sighs’; tcar(&s, in Beauty be.

! Obstacles, hindrances. .



16 CXLICA.

Beauty, out of whose clouds my hcart teares rained!
Beauty, whose niggard firesizh’s smokedid nourish !
Beauty, in whose eclipse despaires remained !
Beauty whose scorching beames make wrinkles
florish !
Time hath made free of teares, sighs, and
despaire,
Writing in furrowes deep ¢ she once was fuire.

SONXNET IX.

Louc, thou mortall sphere of powers diuine,
The paradise of Nature in perfection;;
What makes thee thas thy kingdome
vndermine,
Vailing Thy glories vader woe's reflection ?
Tyrannie counsell out of feare doth borrow,
To think her kingdome safe in feare and sorrow.

It I by nature, wonder and delight,
Had not sworne all my powers to worship thee,
Tustly mine owne reuenge receive I might,
And see, thee tyrant, suffer tyrannie :
Sce thee thy sclfe-despaire and sorrow breeding,
Vnder the wounds of woe and sorrow bleeding.

For sorrow lolds man’'s life to be her owne,



CALICA. 17

His thoughts her stage, wheretragedics she plaies,
Her orbe she makes his Reason oucrthrowne,
His loue, foundations for her ruines layes;
So as while loue will torments of her borrow,
Loue shall become the very loue of sorrow.

Loue therefore speake to Celica for me,
Shew her thy sclfe in euery thinge I doe,
Safely thy powers she may in others see,
And in thy power sce her glories too ;
Moue her to pitty, stay her from disdaine,
Let never man loue worthinesse in vaine.

SONNET X.

Fr=3 OUE, of vman’s wandring thoughts the
restlesse being,

M Thou from my mind with glory wast
inuited ;

Glory of those faire eyes, where all eyes, seeing

Vertue's and Beautie’s riches, are delighted ;

What angell’s pride. or what sclfe-disagreeing.

What dazling brightnesse hath your heames be-

nighted,

That fall'n thus from those ioyes which you
aspired,

Downe to my darkered minde you are retired ?



18 CXELICA.

Within which minde since you from thence ascend-
ed,
Truth clouds it selfe; Wit serues but to resemble ;
Enuie is king, at others’ good offended ;
Memorie doth worlds of wretchednesse assemble ;
Passion to ruine passion is intended ;
My recason is but power to dissemble ;
Then tell me Loue, what glory you diuine
Your selfe can find within this soule of mine?

Rather goe backe vnto that heauenly quire
Of Nature’s riches, in her beauties placed,
And there in contemplation feed desire,
‘Which till it wonder, is not rightly graced ;
For those sweet glorics, which you doe aspire,
Must, as idea’s,! only be embraced,

Since excellence in other forme oninycd,

Is by descending to her saints destroyed.

SONNET XI.
R VNO, that on her head Loue's.liucrie car-

ried,
Scorning to weare the markes of Io’'s

pleasure,

1 Notice apostrophe for plural, as hefore. G.



CAELICA. 19

Knew while the boy in equinoctiall tarricd,
His heats would rob the heauecn of heauenly
treasure ;
Beyond the tropicks she the boy doth banish,
‘Where smokes must warme, before his fire do
blaze,
And children’s thoughts not instantly grow man-
nish,
Feare keeping lust there very long at gaze:
But see how that poore goddesse was decciued,
For women’s hearts farre colder there_than ice,
‘When once the fire of lust they haue receiued,
‘With two extremes so multiply the vice,
As neither partie satisfying other,
Repentance still becomes Desire’s mother.

SONNET XII.

‘UPID, thou naughtie boy, when thou
Y, wert loathed,

[y

g==sd Naked and blind, for vagabunding noted
Thy nakednesse I in my reason clothed,
Mine eyes I gaue thee, so was I dcuoted.

Fye wanton, fie; who would shew children kind-
nesse ?
No sooner he into minc eyes was gotten,



20 CJELICA.

But straight he clouds them with a secing Llind-
nesse,

Makes reason wish that Reason were forgotten.

From thenee'to Mira's eyes the wanton strayeth,
Where while T charge him  with vngratefull
measure,
So with faire wonders he mine eyes betrayeth,
That my wounds, and hLis wrongs, become my
pleasuie;
Till for more spite to Myra’s heart he fiyeth,
Where liuing to the warld, to me he dicth.

SONNLT XIIT.

'VPID, his boye's play numny times for-

bidden,

=21 Bv Venus, who thinks Mars Lest man-
hood boyi-h,

While he shat, all, still for not shooting chidden,

Weepes himselfe blind to sce that sexe so coyish.

And in this blindnesse wandreth many places,

Till his foc Absence, hath him prisonner gotten;
‘Who breaks his arrowes, bow and wings defaces,
Keepes him till he his boy’s play hath forgotten ;



C¥LICA, 21

Then lets him loose, no god of yeeres; but houres,
Cures and restores him all things, but his blind-
nesse ;
Forbids him nothing but the constant powers,
Where Absence neuer can haue power of kindnesse
Ladies, this blind boy that ran from his mother,
Will euer play the wag with one or other,

SONNET XI1V.

'HY how now Reason, how are you

) amazéd ?

L > _1 Is Worth in Beauty shrind vp to be
clothed ?

Shall Nature’s riches by your sclfe be razed?

In what but these can you be fincly clothed ?

Though Myra's eyes, glasses of ioy and smart,

Daintily shadowed, shew forth loue and feare;
Shall feare make reason from her right depart ?
Shall lacke of hope the loue of worth forbeare ?

Where is the homage then that Nature oweth ?
Loue, is a tribute to perfection due;
Reason in Selfe-loud’s-linerie bondage showeth,
And hath no freedome, Myra, but in you ;
Then Worth, Loue, Reason, Beauty, be content,
In Myra onely to be permanent.



22 C.ELICA.
SONNET XYV.
HEN gentle Beautie’s ouer-wanton kind-

' Xi
';’&V nesse,
abiihl| Had giuen Loue the liberty of playing,

Change brought his eye-sight by and by to blind-
nesse, ’
Still hatching in excesse her owne decaying ; ’
Then cut I Selfe-louc’s wings to lend him fethers,
Gaue him mine eyes to sce in Myra's glory,
Honour and Beauty reconcil’d togethers ;
Of Loue, the birth, the fatall tombe and story.
Ah wag, no svoner he that sphere had gotten,
But out of Myra’s eyes my cyes he woundeth ;
And, but his boye's-play hauing all forgoticn,
His heate in her chast coldnesse so confoundeth,
As he that burnes must frecze, who trusts must

feare :
111 quarter'd coats, which yet all louers beare.

'SONNET XVI. -

YE foolish Earth, thinke you the heauen

é wants glory,
= !# Because your shadowes doe your selfe

benight ?
All’s dark vnto the blind, let them be sory ;
The heauens in themselues are cuer bright.




- CELICA. 23

Fre fond Desire, thinke you that Loue wants
glory,

Because your shadowes doe your sclfe benight ?

The hopes and feares of lust, may make men sorie,

But Loue still in her selfe finds her delight.

Then Earth stand fast, the skye that you benight
Will turne againe, and so restore your glory ;
Desire be steady, hope is your delight,
An orbe whercin no creature can be sorie ;
Loue being plac’d aboue these middle regions,
Where euery passion warres it selfe with legions.

SONNET XVII

YI\'THIA, whose glories are at full for
boso.

‘Whose beautics draw forth teares, and
kindle fires,
Fires, which kindled once are quenchéd neuer :
So beyond hope your worth beares vp desires.

Why cast you clouds on your swect-looking eyes ?
Are you afraid they shew me too much pleasure ?
Strong Nature decks the graue wherein it lyes :
Excellence can neuer be exprest in measure.

vt

.’“



24 CEIL AL

Are you afraid, becatse my heart al res you?

The world will thinke T Loll Eadvmion’s place?

Hippolstus, sweet Cynthia, kned'd betore you,

Yet did you not come downe to kisse his tave.
Angells enioy the heauens” inwand qguires : s
Starre-gazers only multiply desires,

' - Al
v Tad <

ONNET XVIIT.

¥ OFFER wiong to my belovid saint,

I scorne, T change, 1 fulsity my loue;

3 ALscnce and time have made my homage
faint,

With Cupid I doe cuery where remoue.

I sigh, I sorrow, I doe play the foole,

Mine cyes like wether-cocks, on her attend :
Zcale thus on either side she puts to schoole,
That will nceds haue Inconstancy to friend.

I grudge, she saith, that many should adore her,

Where loue doth suffer, and thiuke all things
mcet ;

She saith, “all selfe-nesse must fall downe before
her
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1 say, Where is the sauee should make that sweet ?
Change and contempt—you know—ill speakers
be

Calica ; and such are all your thoughts of me.

- i}

SONNET XIX. ST

= I silly Cupid, doe you muke it coy
To keepe your scate in Cwl[ila’s fur-
rowed face ?

Thinke in her beauty what you did enioy,
And doe not scruice done you so disgrace.

She that refused not any shaft you shot,

Lent dewes to youth, and sparks to old desive ;
It such flat homage be so soonc forgot,

Muny good-fellowes will be out of hire.

Good archers cuer have two bowes at lcast.

With beauty faded shoot the elder sort ;

For though all be not to shoot at the best,

Yt archers with their butting-howes make sport :
The glory that men in zood Ii'l-lg.;(lum('s see,
Is when both yong, and old in truflique be.
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SONNET XX.

HY how now Cupid, doe you couct change
i And from a stealer to a keeper's state,
adi With barking doggs do you the couerts
range,
That carried bread to still them but of late ?

What shaJl we doe that with your bow are
wourlded ?

Your bow which blindcth cach thing it doth hit :

Since Feare and Lust in you are so confounded,

As your hot fire beares watcr still in it.

Play not the foole, for though your dogs be good,

Hardy, loud, carnest, aud of little sleep

Yet mad desires with eryes are not with-stood :

They must be better arm’d that meane to keep :
And since vonweapon'd care makes men forlorne,
Let me first make your dogge an vnicorne.!

* SONNLT XXI.
Teag ATHAN, no woman, yet a wandring spirit,

When he saw ships sail two wayes with
one wind,

! Id est, * weapon * such as the *horn * of the traditional-
mythical *unicorn.” G.
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Of saylers’ trade he Hell did disinherit
The diucll himselfe loues not a halfe-fast mind.

The Satyre when he saw the shepheard blow
To warme his hands, and make his pottage coole,
Manhood forsweares ; and halfe a beast, did know
Nature with double breath is put to schoole.

Cupid doth head his shafts in women’s faccs,
Where smiles and teares dwell euer neere together,
Where all the arts of change giue Passion graces ;
While these clouds threaten, who fearcs not the
weather ?
Saylers and Satyres, Cupid’s knights ; and I
Feare women that sweare, nay ; and know they
Ive.

SONNET XXII.

=21 WITH whose colors Myra drest her head,
I, that ware posies of her owne hand-
=2 making,

1, that mine owne nume in the chimnies read
By Mjyra finely wrought ere I was waking :
Must I looke on, in hope time comming may
With change bring back my turne aguine to
play ? . .

1 ’/',',"‘l"’)’
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1, that on Sunday at the Church-stile found,
A garland sweet, with truc-loue knots in flowers,
Which I to wearc abont mine arms was bound,
That each of vs mizht know that all was ours:
Must I now lead an idle lite in wishes ?
And follow Cupil for his loaues and fishes ?

I, that did weare the ring her mother left,
I, for whose loue she gloried to be blamed,
I, with whose eyces her eyes committed theft,
I, who did make her blush when I was named ;
Must I lose ring, flowers, blush, theft, and go
naked,
Wautching with sighs, till dcad loue be awakdd ?

H

I, that when drowsie Argus full asleep,’
Like Tealousie o'rewatched with Desire,
Was cuen warneéd modestie to keepe,
Wlile her breath speaking kindled Nuture’s five :
Must I looke on a-cold, while others warme
them ?
Doe Vulean’s brothers in such fine nets arme
them:

! In an anonyinous verse-satire against the Puritans,
“ Ad Populum " &c., of one it is cleverly if also malici-
ously raid,

«“All Argus’ body he'd have preacled asleep”. G.
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Was it for this that I might Myra sce

Waushing the water with her beauties, white ?

Yet would she neuer write her loue to me ;

> Thinks wit of change while thoughts are in delight ?
Mad girles must safely loue, as they may leaue ;

No mun can print a kisse ; lines may decciue. )

SONNET XXIII

T__’iERLIN they say, an English prophet borne ,
ﬁt‘i; gl When he was yong and gouern’d by his .

¥RYS)

Al mother,

Took great delight to laugh such fooles to scorne,
As thought by Nuture we might know a brother.

His mother chid him oft, {ill on a day,

They stood, and saw a coarse! to buriall carried ;
The father teares his beard, doth weepe and pray ;
The mother was the woman he had married.

Merlin laughs out aloud in stead of crying;

His mother chides him for that childish fashion ;

Sayes “ Men must mourne the dead, themsclues
are dying,

Good manners doth make answer vnto passion.”

The child—for children see what should be hidden—

! Corse or Corpse. G.
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Replies voto his mother by and by :
“ AMother, if you did know, and were forbidden,
“ Yet you would laugh as heartily as I.

¢ This mun no part hath in the child he sorrowes,
““ His father was the monke that sings before him :
*“Sce then now Nature of adoption borrowes:
“ Truth couets in me, that I should restore him.
“True fathers’ singing, supposed futhers’
crying,
“1 thinke make women laugh, that lye

a-dying.

SONNET XXIV.

?E;;’J AINTING .the cloguence of dumpe

conceipt,

M, . . N .

el When it would figure forth confused
passion,

Haning no tables for the World’s reeeipt, o T

With few parts of a few, doth many fashion.
Who then would figure Worthinesse disgraced,
Nature and Wit imprisoned or sterucd,
Kindnesse a scorne, and courtesie defaced,
If e doe well paint Want, hath well descrued,
But who, his art in worlds' of woe; would proue )
Let him within his heart but cipher Loue.

! Query—words? G. Lt

P—
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SONNET XXV,

3 VP1ID, my pretty boy, leaue off thy erying,

Thou shalt haue bells or apples, be
not peeuish ;

K_l se mee sweet lad; beshrew her for denying;

Such rude denyalls doe make children theeuish.

Did Reason say that boyes must be restrained ?
‘What was it, tell ; hath cruell Honour chidden ?
Or would they haue thee from sweet Myra weyned?
Are her faire breasts made dainty to be hidden ?

Tell me—sweet boy—doth Myra's beauty threaten?
Must you say grace when you would be u-playing ?
Doth she ecause thee make faults, to muke thee
beaten ?

Is Beautie’s pride in innocent’s betraying ?

Giue me a bow, let me thy quiuer borrow,

And she shall play the child with Loue or

Sorrow.

SONNET XXVL

. AS cuer mun so oucr-match’t with boy ?
\P

2 i When 1 am thinking how to keep him
l vuder,
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He pluies and dallics me with cuerie toy;
With pretty stealths, and makes me laugh and
wondcr.

When with the child, the child-thoughts of mine
owne :

Doc long to play and toy as well as he,

The boy is sad, and mclancholy growne,

And with one humor cannot long agree.

Straight doe 1 scorne and bid the child away §
The boy knowes furie, and scone sheweth me
Calica’s sweet eyes, where Loue and Beauty play :
Furic turnes into loue of that I sce.
1f these mad changes doc make children gods,
‘Women and children are not farre at odds.

SONNET XXVIIL

Tesa ¥ LID, in Myra’s fuire bewitching cyes,
1| —Where Beauty <hewes the miracles of
pleasure—

When thou laist bound for Honour's sacrifice,
Sworne to thy hate, equalitic and measure.

‘With open hand thou offeredst me her heart,
Thy bow and arrowes, if I would conspire,
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To ruine honour; with whose frozen art
She tyranniz’d thy kingdome of desire.

I glad to dwell and raigue in such perfections,
Guue thee my reason, memory, and sense ;
In them to worke thy mysticall reflexions,
Against which Nature can haue no defence ;
And wilt thou now to nourish my despaire,
Both head and feather all thy shafts with feare ?

SONNET XXVIII.!

OU faithlesse boy, perswade you me to
reason ?

With vertue doe you answere my affect-
ion ?

Vertue, which you with liucrie and seisin?

Haue sold and changed out of your protection.

When you lay flattering in sweet Myra's eyes,

And plaid the wanton both with worth and
pleasure ;

! Mis-numbered xxvii: and so erroneously onward,
so that the correction shews ex instead of cix ¢ Sonnets,
G.

2 Linerie=delivery : a Law-term still in use : seisin
=possession, also in use still. G.
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In Beautie’s ficld you told me vertue dies,
Excesse and infinite in loue, was measure.

I tooke your oath of dalliance and desire,

Myra did so inspire me with her graces ;

But like a wag that scts the straw on fire,

You running to doc harme in other places,
Sware what is felt with hand or s:cne with eye,
As mortall, must fecle sicknesse, age and dye.

SONNET XXIX.

= \CTIOY, that cuer dwells
In Courts where wit exeells,
Hath set defiance :
Fortune and Louc haue sworne,
That they were neuer borne,
Of one alliance.

Cupid that doth aspire
To be god of desire,
Sweares he giues lawes :
That where his arrowes hit,
Some ioy, some sorrow it :
Fortune no cause.

.
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Fortune sweares weakest hearts,
The books of Cupid’s arts
Turne with her wheele :
Senses themsclues shall proue,
Venture hath place in loue ;
Aske them that fecle.

This discord it begot

Atheists, that honour not
Nature, thought good ;

Fortune should cucer dwell

In Courts, where wits excell :
Loue keepe the Wood.

Thus to the Wood went I

With Loue to liue and dye:
Fortune’s forlorne :

Experience of my youth

Thus makes me thinke the truth,
In desart borne.

My saint is deare to me,
Myra her selfe is she,
She faire, and true:
Myra that knowes to moue,
Passions of loue with loue :
Fortune adieu.

[

(S}
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SONNET XXX

"OME, while thy Scnate goucrnours d@id
gy chose,
&8 Your souldicrs florish’d, citizens were
free ;
Thy state by change of Consuls did not loose,
They honour’d were that seru’d or ruled thee :

But after thy proud legions gaue thee Luwes,
That their bousht voices Empire did bestow
Worthinessce no more was of c¢lection cause,
Authority her owners did not know.

Sweet Myvra, while good will your friends did
choose,

Passions were dainty, sweet desires free,

By ouc friend marriage did no honour loose,

They were esteem’d, that seru’d or ruléd thee :

But after fluttring Change did giue thee lawes,

That her fulse voices did thy faith bestow

Worthinesse no more was of attvetion cause,

Desire did many heuads like monsters show ;
Thus Rome and Myra acting many parts,
By often changes lost commanding arts.
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SONNET XXXI.

7758 O0D-FELLOWES, whom men commonly

~@z doe call

AEYA|  Those that doe liue at warre with truth
and shame ;

If once to loue of honesty they fall,

They both lose their good-fellowes and their name :

For theeues, whose riches rest in others’ wealth,

Whose rents are spoiles, and others’ thrift their
gaine ;

When they grow bankrupts in the art of Stealth,

Booties to their old fellowes they remaine.

Cupid, thou free of these good-fellowcé‘\ art:
For while man cares not who, so he be one;
Thy wings, thy bow, thy arrowes take his part,
He neither liues, nor loucs, nor lyes alone;
But be he once to Hymen’s close yoke sworne,
Thou straight brau’st this good-fellowe with the
horne.

SONNET XXXII.

EAUENS! sec how bringing vp cerrupts
or betters ;
Cupid long prentice to his mother Lou:ud,

c
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Hath taken outh onely to scape her fetters,
That he will still like to her sclfe be found.

Which is faire in his youth, in old age paiuted,
Kind out of lust, and humble for his pleasure;
Not long agreeing with things well acquainted,
Couctous, yet prodigall of fume and treasure.

Now as they wrong themselues, that for it thunders
Blame skye orayre, wherein these tempest blow :
So doth he that at womens changes wonders,
Since strange it should not be that all men kuow:
Therefore if Myra change as others doe,
Free her ; but blame the sonue and mother too.

SONNET XXXIIIL

== VDPID, thy folly bleares sweet Myra's eyes,

For like the biind, that vpwards looke
for light,

You fix those fatall sturres on Fortunce's skies,

As though such plancts gaue not Fortune might.

Base boy, whut heart will doe him sacritice,

That wraps repentance in his greatest pleasure ?

And his true seruants vonder Fortune tyes,

As though his owne coync were no curraut
traasure.
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Must Danae’s lap be wet with golden showers?
Or through the seas must buls Europa beare ?
Must Leda onely scrue the higher Powers ?
Buse chungeling boy, and wouldst thou haue me ¢
sweare .o te
The well knowne secrets of Astolpho’s cup,!
Not to disclose, but with white wax seale up ?

SONNET XXXIV.
o H E gods to shew they loy not in offences,
: Nor plague of humane nature doe desire,
i When they haune made their rods and
whipt our senscs,
They throw the rods themsclues into the five.

Then Cupid, thou whom man hath made a god,
Be like thy fellow gods in weight and fashion,

'Astolpho figures both in the Orlando Innamorato of
DBoiardo, and in the Orlando Furioso, of Arviosto. In the
latter (Book xxx1v) is related Astolfo’s adventurs in
search of the jar, pot. or vial, which contained the lost wits
of Orlando. Lord Brooke's allusion is obscuve, if it he to
this.  In theinterpretation of the allegory, by Harrington,
this is said to mean * the Gospel * @ but its appropriatencss
here, with such meuning, it is dificult to sce.  G.

.f,."“



40 CELICA.

And now my faults are punish’d, burnc the rod
In fires blowne with muny-hcaded passion.

The red is Worth, in Myra’s beauty plac’d,
Which like a sunne hath power to burne another ;
Aud though it selfe can no affections taste,
To be in all men else Affection’s mother :
Thercfore it thou wilt proue thy selfe a god,
In thy sweet fires, let me burne this faire rod.

SONNET XXXV,

FZesy ULID, my little boy, come home againc,
\] 1 doe not blame thee for thy running
hence,

‘Where thou found’st nothing but Desire’s paine, °
Tealousie, with sclfe-vnworthinesse, ottence.

Alas, 1 cannot Sir, I am made lame,

I light no sooner in sweet Myra's eyes ;

—Whence I thought ioy and pleasure tooke their
name—

But my right wing of wanton passion dyes.

And I poore c¢huld am here in stead of play,
So whip'd and scourg’d with Modestie and Trath,
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As hauing lost all hope to scape away,

I yet tuke pleasure to ’tice hither youth :
That my schoole-fellowes plagu’d aswell as I,
May not make merry when they heare me ery.

SONNET XXXVIL

) ?'T'«} INGS that in youth like all things else,
. - ﬁ
o Kl are fine,
G

Haue some who for their childish faults
are beaten ;
When more yecres vato greater vice incline,
Seme, whom the world doth, their crrors threaten :
AN

So Cupid, you, who boast o/f princes blood,
For womens princelike weakenesse! are blamed,
And common errour, yet not vnderstood,

Makes you for their new-fanglencsse, defamed.

Poore women sweare, they ignorant of harmes,
With gentle miunds perchance take easic motions;
Sweet Nature yeelding to the pleasing charmes
Of man’s false lust disguiséd with deuotion ;
But which are worse ; kings ill, or easly led ?
Schooles of this truth are yet not brought a-bed.

! Weak-e-nesse=a trisyllable, as elsewhore de-sir-e
and other words, G.
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oY SONNET XXXVIL

THEEFE, risen early vp to secke his prey
Spicth a pretty boy, whereas he lay,

Crying fust by a well :
He wills him why to tell,
And sweares to make him well, if that Le may.

The pretty boy smileth, and thanketh the man,
Told him that he hath falne his father's cunue,
All of gold in the deepe:
Which losse did make him wecpe :
Praycth his counscll keepe, helpe it he can.

The man not for conscicnee, but onely for hope,
Puts off his clothes, goes downe by the rope,
Meaning to haue the cup,
If he can get it vp;
He spills that steales a sup ; Hast loseth hape.

For while in the water the false fellow sought,
The pretty boy steales his cloke; well was he
taught :
Wet comes the fellow vp,
He cannot find the cup ;
His cloke is taken vp ; fulshood is naught,
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Little lad Cupid, by night and by day,
Wonted in Beautie’s face wanton to play ;
Fast bound and prison’d lyes,

In Myra’s stealing eyes,
Wocfully whence he crics, to runne away.

I asked the boy, the boy telleth his cause,

He saith, that Vertue secks Deautie’s disgrace ;
Vertue that gricues to find,
‘With what an humble minde,

Men are to Beautie kind, and her deface.

Vertue thinks all this is long of my bow,

Which hiding her beauties doe counterfeits show,
And beautie Vertue's arme,
With such a modest charme,

As my shafts doe no harme : she can say, no.

I that was wont to muke wisdome a toy,

Vertue a pastime, am now made a boy ;
I 2m throwne from the heart,
Banish’d is Passioa’s art,

Neither may I depart, nor yet enioy.

This was the cause, he said, made him complaine ;
He sweares, if I help him, to help me againo;
And straigh! wayes offers me,
If Vertue conquer'd be,
Beauty and Pleasure free ; Ioy without paine.
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1 glad, not for pitiie, but hope of the prize,
And proud of this language from Calica’s eyes,
Threw oft my liberty,
Hoping that blessed I
Shall with sweet Cupid flye, in Beautie’s skyes.

But when in my heart I had peceed! his bow,
And on the ayre of my thoughts made his wings
goc;
The little lad feares the rod,
He is not there a god ;
I, and dclight are odd : Myra sayes, no.

The flint keepeth fire, the lad he sayes true,
But bellowes, it will not be kindled by you;
He that takes starres with staues,

Yct hath not all he craues;
Louc is not his that raues : hope is vntrue.

SONNET XXXVIIIL.

= ‘ZELICA, I oucrnight was finely vsed,
g@a | Lodg'd in the midst of paradise, your
Zas heart :

Kind thoughts had charge I might not be refused,
Of cuery fruit and flower I had part.

= mended, patched. See Sonnet xiii., line 7. G.
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But curious Knowledge, blowne with busie flume,

The sweetest fruits had inl downe shudowes
hidden, )

Aund for it found mine eyes had scenc the same,

1 from my paradise was straight forbidden.

Where that curre, Rumor, runncs in euery place,
Barking with Care, begotten out of Feare;
Aund glassy Honour, tender of disgrace,
Stand Ceraphin? to sce I come not there ;
While that fine soyle, which all these ioyes did
veeld, _
By broken fence is prou’d a common ficld.

SONNET XXXIX.

=<3 HE pride of flesh by reach of humane wit,

X Did purposc once to oucr-reach the skye ;

And where before God drown’d the world
- for it,

Yet Bubylon it built vp, not to dye.!

God knew these fooles how foolishly they wrought,
That Destiny with Policie would breake;

! Seraphim. Genesis iii., 24¢. G.
2 Genesis xi. 1—-7. G,

P ]
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Straight none could tell his fellow what he
thought,

Their tongues weie chang’d, and men not tanght to
speake :

So I that heauenly peace would comprehend,

In mortall seat of Cielica’s faire heart,

To Babylon my sclfe there, did intend,

With patarall kiodnesse, and with Passion’s art :
But when I though[t] my selfe of her selfe free ;
All's chang’d : she vnderstands all men but me.

gzreows [TE nurse-life wheat within his grecne

huske growing,
Flatters our hope and tickles our desire;
Nature's true riches in sweet beauties shewing,
W bich sct all hearts, with labour’s loue, on fire.

No Jesse faire is the wheat when gollen cave,
Shewes voto hope the joves of neare enioying :
Faire and swecet 1s tiue bud ; more sweet and faire
The rose, which proucs that Time is not destroying.

Cxlica, your youth, the morning of delight,
Enamel’d o’re with beautics white and red,
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All sense and thoughts did to beleefe inuite,
That Loue and Glorie there are brought to bed ;

And your ripe yeeres loue none—he goesno [ <o

higher— !

Turnes all the spirits of man into desire.

o SONNET XLI.
A LAS poore soule, thinke you to master Loue,
‘ With constant faith ; doe you hope true
AV dcuotion

Can stay that god-head, which liues but to moue,
And turne men’s hearts, hike vanes, with outward

motion.

No; proud Desire, thou run'st Misfortune’s way, .
Leue is to her’s, like vessells made of glasse;
Delizhtefull while they do not fall away,

But broken, nener broaght to that it was.

When Honoar’s audit cals for thy receipt,
Aud chargeth on thy head much time mispent j
Nature corrupted by thy vaine conceipt,

Thy rcason seruile, poore, and passion-rent:

What shall be thy excuse, what can’st thou say ?
That thou hast erréd out of loue and wonder ?
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Nohereticke ; thou Cupid dost betray,
And with religion would’st bring princes vader,

By merit banish Chance from Beautie’s sky,
Net other Jawes in women’s hearts, than will;
('ut Change’s wiugs, that she no more may flve,
Hoping to make that constant, which is ill;

Therefore the doome is, wherein thou must rest,
Myra that scornes thee, shall loue many best.

SONNET XLIT.

T ELIUS, that loth was Thetis to forsake.
‘ES‘;"?? Had coansell from the gods to hold
her fast;

Fore-wairn'd what lothsome likenesse she would
take,
Yet, if he held, come to her sclfe at last.
He held ; the snakes, the serpents, and the five,
No monsters prou’d, but trauells® of desire.

When I beheld how Cieliea’s faire eyes,
Did shew her heart to some, her wit to me;

Chunge, that doth prouc the error is not wise,

1 Travails. G.
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In her mishap made me strange visions see;
Desire held fast, till Loue’s vnconstant zone,
Like Gorgon’s head transform’d her heart to

stone.

From stone she turnes againe into a cloud,
Where water still had more power than the fire ;
And I poore Ixion to Iuno vowed,
With thoughts to clip' her, clipt my owne desire :
For she was vanisht, I held nothing fast,
But woes to come and ioyes already past.

This cloud straight makes a strcam, in whose
smooth face,
‘While I the image of my selfe did glasse,
Thought shadowes, I, for Beautie did embrace,
Till strcame and all except the cold did passe ;
Yet faith held fast, like foyles® where stenes be
sct,
To make toyes deare, and fooles more fond to
get.

I Clasp, enfold. G.

? The metal setting of a stone is called a fuil, as being
made of a thin piate of gold. See Shakespeare: Richard
n,i, 3. G.
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Thus our desires besides each inward throw,!

Must passe the outward toyles of Chance and Feare ;

Against the streames of reall truthes they goe,

With hope alonc to ballance all they beare,
Spending the wealth of natuve in such fashion,
As good and ill lucke, equally breeds passion.

Thus our delights, like faic shapes in a glasse,

Though pleasing to our senses, cannot last ;

The metall breaks, or clse the visions passe,

Oucly our giicfes in constant moulds are cast:
I'le hold no more : talse Cwelica, lue free;
Sceme faire to all the world, and foule to me.

SONXNET XLIII

ZALICA, when you looke downe into
your heait,

And sce what wrongs my faith endureth
there;

Hecaring the groanes of true loue, loth to part,

You thinke they witnesse of your changes beare.

And as the man that by ill neighbours dwells,
Whose curious® cyes discerne those works of shume

1 Throe. G. 2 Inquisitive.  G.
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Which busie Rumour to the people tells ;
Suffers for seeing those dark springs of fame.

So I because I cannot choose but know,
How, constantly you haue forgotten me;
Because my faith doth like the sea-marks' show,
And tell the strangers where the dungers be;
I like the child, whom nurse hath ouecrthrowne,
Not erying, yet am whipt, if you be knowne.

SONNET XLIV.

=0 HE Golden-Age was when the world wus

i youg;

Nature so rich, as Earth did nced no
sowing;

Malice not knowne ; the serpents had not stung;

Wit was but sweet Affection’s ouerflowing.

Desire was free, and Beautic’s first-begotten ;

Beauty then neither net, nor made by art,

Words out of thoughts brought forth, and not for-
gotten ;

The lawes were inward that did rule the heart.

' Lighthouses or buoys. 8o Shakespeare,* like a great
sea-mark”’ (Coriolanus v. 3) “ very cea-mark of my utmost
sail,”” (Otheilo v, 2.)  G.
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The Brascn-Age is now when Earth is worne;
Beauty growne sicke; Nature corrupt and nought ;
Pleasure votimely dead as soone as borne ;

Both words and kindnesse strangers to our thoughts :

If now this changing World doe change her head,
Cexlica, what haue her new lords for to boast ?
The old lord knowes Desire is poorcly fed,
And sorrowes not a wauering prouince lost ;
Since in the guilt-Age! Saturne rul'd alone,
Aud in this painted, plancts cuery one.

SONNET XL\\'.

BSEXNCE, the noble truce

C‘,ﬁ: fg Of Cupid’s warre:
< t
O Where though desires want vse,

They honoured are.

Thou art the iust protection,
Of prodigall aftcetion,

Huue thou the praise;

When bankrupt Cupid braueth,
Thy mines his credit saueth,
With sweet delayes.

U Gilded? G
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Of wonnds which presence mukes
With Bezutie's shot,

Absence the anguish shakes,

But healeth not :

Absence records the stories,
‘Wherein Desire glories;
Although she burne,

She cherisheth the spirits

Where Constancy inherits

And passions mourne.

Absence, like dainty clouds,

On glorious-bright ;!

Nature’s weake senses shrowds,
From harming light.

Absence maintaines the treasure
Of pleasure vnto pleasure,
Sparing with praise ;

Absence doth nurse the fire,
‘Which starues and feeds desire
With sweet delayes.

Presence to cuery part
Of Beauty tyes,

! So Milton ‘“dark with excess of éright Thy skirts
appear”. (P. L I1I 380.) G.
D
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Where Wonder rules the heart
There Pleasure dyes:

Presence! plagues minde and senses
With Modestie’s defences,

Absence is free:

Thoughts doe in absence venter
On Cupid’s shadowed center,

They winke and see.

But thoughts be not so braue,

With absent ioy ;

For you with that you haue

Your selfe destroy :

The absence which you glory,

Is that which makes you sory,

And burne in vaine:

For thought is not the weapon
Wherewith thoughts-case men cheapon,®
Absence is paine.

SONNET XLVI
ey ATIENCE, weake-fortun'd and weake-
ot ’_’g minded wit,

8 Terswade you me to ioy, when I am
banish’d ?

I Misprinted * pleaswres.”  G.
2 Chceapen : bargain for, bid fur, and hence purchase G.
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Why preach you time to come, and ioyes with it,
Since time already come, my ioyes hath vani-h'd ?

Giue me sweet Cynthia, with my wonted blisse ;
Disperse the clouds that coffer vp my trea<ure;
Awake Endymion with Diana’s kisse ;

And then sweet Putience, counscll me to mea«are.

But while my loue feeles nothing but correction,

While carelesnesse o’er-shadowes my deuotion,

While Myra's beames shew rinall-like reflection,

The life of Paticnee then must be eommotion ;
Since not to feele what wrong I beare in this,
A senselesse state, und no true putience is.

SONNET XLVIIL

"TLAS vpon his shoulders bare the rkve,
The loade was Lcauy, but the lowle

- was faire:
His scnse was rauish’d with the melodie,
Maude from the motion of the highest splicre.

Not Atlas I, nor did I heanen beare;
Ca-lica, 'tis tiue, once on my thoulder sate,
Her eves more rich by many characts! were

! Characters, as before. G,

’
£
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Than starres or planets, which men wonder at :
Atlas bare heauen, such burdens be of grace,
Calica in heauen, is the angels place.

SONNET XLVIII.

Y ANKINDE, whose liues from houre to

E@s{ houre decay,

) Lest sudden change himsclfe should
make him feare:

For if his blacke head instantly waxt gray,

Doc you not thinke man would himselfe forsweare ?

Cielica, who oucrnight spake, with her eyes

My loue complaines, that it can loue no more,

Shewing me shame, that languisheth and dyes,
Tyrannis'd by loue, it tyrannis’d before;
If on the next day Cynthia change and leaue,
Would you trust your eyes, since her eves

deceaue ?

SONNET XLIX.

RINCES, who haue—they say—no minde
but thought,
Whose vertue is thetr pleasure and thar

end :
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That kindnes, which in their hearts ncuer wrought,
They like in others, and will praise a friend.

Cupid, who, people say, is bold with blindnesse,
Free of excesse, and enemy to measure ;

Yet glories in the reucrence of kindnesse,

In silent-trembling eloquence hath pleasure.

Princes wee comprehend, and can delight,

We praise them for the good they neuer had ;

But Cupid’s wayes are farre more infinite,

Kisses at times, and curt’sies make him glad :
Then Myra giue me leaue for Cupid's sake,
To kiss thee oft, that I may curt’sie make.

SONNET L.

bed ;

=1l ‘ Such chances oft befall poore’,women-
kind ;

¢ Alas poore soules, for when they misse their head,

* What maruell it is, though the rest be blind ?

This bed it was a lord’s bed where she light,
‘Who nobly pittying this poore woman’s hap,
Guaue almes both to relecue, and to delight,

And made the golden shower fall on her lup.
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Then in a freedome askes her as they lay;
Whose were her lips and breasts: and she sware,
his: ,
For hearts are open when thoughts fall to play.
At last he askes her, Whose her backside 1s ?
She vow'd that it was Scoggin’s onely part,
Who ncuer yet came neerer to her heart.

Scoggin o're-heard ; but taught by common vse,

¢That he who sees all those which doe him harme,

¢Or will in marriage boast such small abuse,

¢ Shall ncuer haue his night-gowne furréd warme :
And was content, since all was done in play,
To know his lucke, and beare his armes away.

Yet when his wife should to the market goe,
Her breast and bellie he in canuasse drest,
And on her backe-side tine silke did bestow ;
Toying to sce it brauer than the rest.

His ncighbours askt him, why ? and Secoggin sware,
That part of all his wite was oncly his :
The lord should decke the rest, to whom they are,
But he knew not what lordly-fashion is :
It hushands now should oncly decke their owne,
Silkes would make many by their backs be
knowne.
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SONXNET LI

M ELICA, because we now in absence liue,

Which liu’d so long in free-burne loue
at one;

Straight curious Rumour doth her censure giue,
That our aspects are to another zone.

Yet Celica, you know I do not change,
My heart beares witnesse that there is no cause ;
Authority may bid good-will be strange,
But true desire is subiect to no lawes:
If I haue spoken to the common sense,
It Enuy kills, and is a wise offcnce.

R

SONXNET LII. !

l’f@' WAY with these sclfe-louing lads,
I"E%Ej ‘Whom Cupid’s arrow neuer glads :

At Awuy poore soules, that sigh and weep,
In loue of those that lye asleepe :

For Cupid is a meadow god,

And forceth none to kisse the rod.

Sweet Cupid’s shafts like Destinie,
Doe causelesse good or ill decree ;
Desert is borne out of his bow,
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Reward vpon his wing doth goe;
What fooles are they that haue not knowne
That Loue likes no lawes but his owne.

My songs they be of Cynthia’s praise,

I weare her rings on holy-dayes,

In ecuery tree I write her name,

And euery day I read the same.
Where Honour Cupid’s riuall is
There miracles are seenc of his.

If Cynthia craue her ring of me,

I blot her name out of the tree;

If doubt doe darken things held deare,

Then well-fare nothing once a yeare ;
For many runne, but one must winne,
Fooles only hedge the cuckoe in,

The worth that worthinesse should moue,
Is loue, that is the bow of Louc ;
And loue aswell the! foster can,

! Misprinted “thee’, on which and the line, I am in-
debted to the Rev. Dr. Hannah of Trinity College,
Glenalmond, N.B., for the following interesting and
valuable note: *“ A very curious misprint ; exactly mark-

ing the disappearance of a word. Of course it means:
*“ And loue as well the Foster can
As can the mighty Noble-man ™.
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As can the mighty noble-man.
Sweet saint ’tis true. you worthy be.
Yet without loue nought worth to me.

SONNET LIIL

A'VT that familiar thinzs are neuer wonder.,
What greater beauty than the heauen’s

glories ?
Where Pheebus shines, and when he is gone voder,
Leaueth in fairest starres man’s futall stories ;
Yet Venus choose with Mars the netty bed,
Before that heauenly-life which Vulean led.

For the sense compare a song reprinted in Restituta [Vol.
ii., p. 221}, as follows:
¢ Love as well can make atiding
In a faithful stepherd’s breast,
As in prince’s ; whose thoughts sliding,
Like swift rivers never rest.”
It secms then that in 1633, compositors had begun to forzet
that “ Futer” was = forester. The test is clear,
though in two other old copics thus,
*“And love as well the skepheard can ™.
{England’s Helicon. p. 182 {reprintT) and
“ And love as well the foster can.”
(Collier, from Dowland, in Lyrical Poems, &c. [Percy
Society : Vol. xiii,, p. 6271).” Seealso Lord Brooke's
Minor Poems, Vol. I, p. 139. G.
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Who doth intreate the Winter not to raine,
Or in a storme the wind to leaue his blowing ?
Ladies, shew you how Iuno did complaine,
Of Tupiter vanto Europa going.
Faire nymphs, If T wooe Cynthia not to leaue
me,
You know ’tis I my selfe, not she deccaues me.

Masters that aske their schollers leaue to beat
them;
Husbands that bid their wiues tell all they know ;
Men that giue children sweet meates not to cate
them
Ladies, you sce what destinie they goe :
And who intreats, you know intreats in vaine,
That Loue be constant, or come backe again.

SONNET LIV.

TlGHT, rage and griefe, limmes of vnperfect

NSk loue,

\f_@ By ouer-acting cuer lose their ends;

For griefe while it would good affection moue,

With sclfe-afliction doth deface her friends;
Putting on poore weake Pittie’s pale reflexion,



CELICA. 63

Whercas good-will is stirr’d with good complex-
ion.!

Rage, againe, fond of her inflam’d desire,
Desire which conquers by close inuasion,
Forgetting light and heat liue in one fire,
So ouerblowes the temper of Occasion,
That scorch’d with heate, by light discouered,
Vatimely borne is, and vntimely dead.

Poore fooles, why striue you then, since all hearts
feele
That idle Chance so gouernes in affection,
As Cupid cannot turne his fatall whecle,
Nor in his owne orbe banish her clection ?
Then teach Desire hope ; not rage, feare, gricfe,
Powers as vnapt to take, as giue relicfe.

SONXNET LYV.

YNTHIA, because your hornes looke di-
uerse wayes,
Now darkned to the East, now to the
West,
Then at full-glorie once in thirty dayes;

! See Glossary-Index for use of this word elsewhere,
and for reference to explanation and illustration. G.
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Sense doth beleeue that change is Nature's rest.
Poore Earth, that dare presume to iudge the skve :
Cynthia is cuer round, and neuer varics ;
Shadowes and distance doe abuse the eye,
And in abuséd sense Truth oft miscarries:
Yet who this language to the people speaks,
Opinion’s empire Sense's idoll breaks.

SONXNET LVIL

=m [.1. my senses, like beacon’s flame,
Gaue alarum to Desire

. To take armes in Cynthia’s name

And sct all my thoughts on fire :

Furie’s wit perswaded me,

Happy louc was Hazard’s hire; .. vl
Cupid did best shoot and see

In the night where smooth is faire;

Vp I start beleening well

To see if Cynthia were awake ;
Wonders I saw, who can tell ?
And thus voto my selfe I spake;
Sweet god Cupid where am I,
That by pale Dianu’s light

Such rich beauties doe espie,

As harme our scnses with delight ?
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Am I borne vp to the skyes?

Sce where Toue and Venus shing,
Shewing in her heauenly eyes

That Desire is diuine :

Loovke where Ives the Milken Way,
Way vnto that dainty throne,
‘Where while all the gods would play,
Vulcan thivkes to dwell alone: -
I gaue revnes to this conceipt,

Hope went on the wheele of lust :
Phansie’s scales are fulse of weizht,
Thoughts take thought that goc of tiust.
I stept forth to touch the skye,

T a god by Cupid’ dicames;
Cynthia who did nuked lye,
Runnes away like siluer streames,
Leauing hollow banks behind :
Who can neither forward moue,
Nor if riucrs be vnkind,

Turne awaye or leaue to loue.
There stand 1, like Articke pole,
Where Sol passcth o’re the line,
Mourning my benightad soule,
Which so loseth light diuine.

There stand I like men that preach
From the exceution place,

At their death content to teach
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All the world with their disgrace :
.. He that lets his Cynthia lye,

Nuked on a bed of play,

To say prayers ere she dye,

Teacheth Time to runne away :

Let no loue-desiring heart,

In the starres goe secke his fate;

Loue is oncly Nature’s art,

Wonder hinders loue and hate.
None can well behold with eyes,
But what vonderneath him lies.

SONNET LVIL

7 - ELICY, you blame me that 1 sutter not,
Absence with oy, authority with case:

Cwlica, what powers cun  Nuature's
inside blot ?

They must looke pale without that feele discase.

You say that you doe like fuire Tagus streames,

Swell ouer those that would your channells choake;

Yeelding due tribute vato Phabus’ beames,

Yet not made dry with losse of vapour’s smoke.

(wlica, ’tis true, birds that doe swimme and tlye,
The waters can endure to haue and misse:
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Their feet for seus, their wings are for the skic,
Nor errour is it, that of Nature is.
I like the fish bequeath’d to Neptune’s bed,
No sooner tast of ayre, but I am dead.

SONNET LVIIL

e HE tree in youth proud of his leaues and
. springs,

body shadowed in his glorie layes;
For none doe flic with art, or others’ wings,

But they in whom all, saue Desire, decayes ;

.jé.
B His

Againe in age, when no leaues on them grow,
Then borrow they their grecne of misseltoe.

Where Calica, when she was young and sweet,
Adorn'd her head with golden borrowed haire ;
To hide her owne for cold, she thinkes it mect
The head should mourne, that all the rest was faire;
And now in age when outward things decay,
In spite of age, she throwes that haire away.

Those golden haires she then vs'd but to tye
Poore captiu’d soules with, she in triumph led,
Who not content the sunne’s faire light to ey,
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Within his glory, their scuse dazeled :
And now againe, her owne blacke haire putson,
To mourne for thoughts by her worths oucr-

thrownec.

SONNET LIX.

. liU cuer sailes neere to Bermuda coust,
Goos hard aboord the monarchy of Feure

A\Y hole all desires—but lite’s destre—ure

For wealth and fumc put off their glories there.

Yet this ile poyson-like, by mischicfe knowne,
Weanes not Desire from her sweet nurse, the sea;
But vnseene showes vs where our hopes be sowne,
With wocfull signes declaring ioyfull way.

For who will sccke the wealth of westerne

sunne,

Oft by Bermuda’s miseries must runne.

Who scekes the god of loue, in Beautie's skye,
Must passe the empire of contuscéd Passion §
Where our desires to all but horrors die,

Before that ioy und peace can tuke their fashion.
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Yet this fuire heauen that yeelds this soule-
despaire,
Weanes not the heart from his sweet god, Affec-
tion ;
But rather shewes vs what sweet ioyes are there,
Where Constancy is seruant to Perfection.
Who Celica’s chast heart then secks to moue,
Must ioy to suffer all the woes of loue.

SONNET LX.

W -ELICA, you said, I doe obscurely liue,
Strange to my friends, with strangers in
suspect ;

— For darkenesse doth suspition cuer giue,
Of hate to men or too much sclfe-respect—
‘ Fame’ you doe say, ‘with many wings doth
flye’
‘ Who leaues himselfe’, you say, ¢ doth liuing
dye’.

Cxlica, ’tis true, I doe in darkenesse goe,

Honour I secke not, nor hunt after fame :

I am thought-bound, I doe not long to know :

I feele within, what men without me blame :
]
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I scorne the world, the world scornes me, "tis
true;
What can a heait doe more to honour you?

Knowledge and fame in open hearts doe liue,
Honour is pure heart’s homage vnto these ;
Affection all men voto Beauty giue,
And by that law enioynéd are to please ;
The world in two I haue diuided fit;
My sclfe to you, and all the rest to it.

SONNET LXI.

X .ELICA, while you doe sweare vou loue
ol

% ‘ me best,

And cuer loved onely me,
1 teele that all powers are opprest
By loue, and loue by Destinie,

For as the child in swadlin-bands,
When it doth see the nurse come nigh,
With smiles and crowes doth lift the hands,
Yet still must in the eradle lie:

So in the boate of fate I rowe,

And looking to ycu, from you goe.
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When I see in thy once-beloutd browes,
The heauy marks of constant loue,
I call to minde my broken vowes,
And child-like to the nurse would moue ;
* But Loue is of the pheenix-kind,
¢ And burnes itsclfe, in selfe-made fire,
¢ To breed still new birds in the minde,
‘ From ashes of the old desire :
¢ And hath his wings from constancy,
¢ As mountainces call’d of mouing be.!

Then Ceelica lose not heart-eloquence,
Loue vnderstands not, ¢ come againe :’
Who changes in her own defence,
Needs not cry to the deafe in vaine.

Loue is no true made looking-glasse,
Which perfect yeelds the shape we bring ;
It vgly showes vs all that was,
And flatters euery future thing.
When Phoebus’ beames no more appeare,
"Tis darker that the day was here.

Change I confesse it is a hatefull power,
To them that all at once must thinke;

! That is, mons quasi movens. G.
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Yet Nature made both sweet and sower,
She gaue the eye a lid to winke :

And though the youth that are estrang’d
From mother’s lap to other skycs,
Doe thinke that Nature there is chang'd,
Because at home their knowledge lyes:
Yet shall they sce who farre haue gone,
That Pleasure speaks more tongues than one.

The leaues full off, when sap goes to the root,
The warmth doth clothe the bough agiine ;
But to the dead tree what doth boot,

The silly man’s manuring paine ?*

Vikindnesse may peece vp againe,

But kindnesse cither chang'd or dead,

Selfe-pittie may in tooles complainz;

Put thou thy hornes on others’ head :
For constant fuith is made a drudge :
But when requiting Loue is fudge.

! Painstaking. G.
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ey HO worhips Cupid, doth adore a boy ;

m Boyes earnest are at first in their delight,

Ldslhall But for a new, soone leaue their dearest

toy,

And out of minde, as soone as out of sight ;

Their ioyes be dallyings and their wealth is
play,

They cry to haue, and cry to cast away.

Mars is an idol, and man’s lust his skye,
Whereby his glories still are full of wounds ;
Who worships him, their fame goes farre and nigh,
But still of ruine and distresse it sounds.
Yet cannot all be wonne, and who doth liue,
Must roome to neighbouts and succession giue.

Those Mercurists that upon humors worke,
And so make others’ skill and power their owne,
And like the climats, which farre Northward
4 lurke,
And through long Winters must rcape what is
sowne ; )
Or like the masons, whose art building well,
Yet leaues the house for other men to dwell.

Mercurie, Cupid, Mars, they be no gads,
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But humane idols, built vp by Desire;

Fruit of our boughs, whence heauen maketh rods,

And babyes' too for child-thoughts that aspire :
Who sces their glories, on the carth must prye ;
Who secks true glory must looke to the skye.

SONNET LXIII.

paeremy 11 greatest pride of humane kind iswit.
r@ Which all Art out, and into methode
drawes;
Yet infinite, is farre exceeding it.
And so is chance, of vnkuowne things the cause;
The feet of men against our feet doe moue,
No wit can comprchend the wayes of loue.

He that direct on paralells doth saile,
Goes Eastward out, and Eastward doth returne;
The shidowed man, whom Phabus’ light doth
taile,
Is blacke like him, his heat doth ouerburne;
The wheeles of high desire with force doe moue.
Nothing can fall amisse to them that loue.

Vapours of Iarth which to the sunne aspire,
As Naturc's tribute voto heate or light,

? = dolls. G.
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Arc frozen in the midst of high Desire,

And melted in sweet beames of selfe-delight ;
And who to flye with Cupid's wings will proue,
Must not bewaile these many ayres of loue.

Men that doe vse the compasse of the sea,
And sec the needle ouer Northward looke :
Some doc the vertue in the loadstone lay,
Somne say, the stone it from the North-starre tooke ;
And let him know that thinks with fuith to
moue,
They once had eyces, that are made blind by loue.

SONNET LXIV.

o LLICA, when T did see you cuery day,
I saw so many worths so well vnited,
As in this vnion while but one did play,
All others’ eyes both wondred and delighted :

Whence I coneeau’d you of some heanenly mould,
Since Loue, and Vertue, noble Fame and Pleasure,
Containe in one no carthly metull could :

Such encmies are flesh and blood to measure.

And since my fall, though I now onely sce
Your backe, while all the world beholds your face;
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This shadow still shewes miracles to me,

And still T thinke your hcart a heanenly place :
For what before was fil'd by me alone,
I now discerne hath roome for euery one.

SOXNET LXV.

=73 LLICA, when I was from your prescnce
bound,
At first good-will bLoth sorrow’d and
repined ;
Loue, Faith, and Nature felt restraint a wound,
Honour it sclfe to kindnesse yet iuclin’d;

Your vowes one way with your desires did goe,
Self-pittic then in you did pittic me;

Yea sex did scorne to be imprisoned so,

But fire gocs out for lacke of vent, we sce.

For when with time Desire hal made a truce,
I oncly was exempt, the world left free;
Yet what winne you by bringing change in vse,
But to make currant infidelity ?
Cielica, you say, you loue me, but you feare :
Then hide me in your heart and keep me there.
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SONNET LXVI

* The glasse where Art doth to posterity,
¢ Shew nature naked vnto him that looks;
¢ Enriching vs, shortning the wayes of wit,
* Which with expericnce else deare buyeth it.

Celica, if I obey not, but dispute,
Thiuke it is darkenese which seeks out a light ;
And to presumption do not it impute,
If T forsake this way of infinite ;
Books be of men ; men but in clouds doe see,
Of whose embracements Centaures gotten be.

I haue for books, aboue my head the skyes,
Vnder me, Earth ; about me ayre and sea ;
The Truth for light, and Reason for mine cyes ;
Honour for guide, and Nature for my way;
With change of times, lawes, humors, manners,
right ;
Each in their diuerse workings infinite.

Which powers from that wee fecle, conceiue, or
doe,
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Rudse in our senses through ioy or smarts,
All formes, the good or ill can bring vs to:
More liucly farre, than can dead books or arts ;
¢ Which at the second-hand deliuer forth,
Of few men's heads, strange rules for all men’s

worth.

False antidotes for vitious 1ignorance,

Whose causes are within, and so their cure;

Errour corrupting Nature not mischance :

For how can that be wise which is not pure ?
No that man being but mere hypocrisie,
What can his arts but beames of follie be ?

Let him then first set straight his inward spirit,
That his aftfections in the seruing roomes,
May follow Reason, not confound her light,
And make her subicct to inferiour doomes ;
For till the inward moulds be truly pluc'd,
All is made crooked that in them we cast.

But when the heart, eyes' light, grow pure
together,

And so vice in the way to be forgot,

Which threw man from creation, who knowes
whither ?

Then this strange building which the flesh knowes

not,
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Reuiues a new-form’d image in man’s minde,
Where arts reueal’d, are miracles defin’d.

What then need halfe-fast helps of erring wit.
Mcthods or books of vaine humanity ?
Which dazell Truth, by representing it,
And so entayle clouds to posterity.
Since outward wisdome springs from truth
within,
Which all men feele, or heare, before they sinne.

SOXNET LXVIIL

T2 NCONSTANT thoughts where light desires
‘Ei‘ggl do moue,
l____J With ecuery obiect which sensc to them
showes,
Still ebbing from themselues to seas of loue,
Like ill led kings that conquer but to losc ;
With blood and paine these dearely purchase

shame,
Time blotting all things out, but euill name.

The double heart that loueth it sclfe best,

Yet can make sclfe-loue beare the name of friend ;
Whose kindnesse onely in his wit doth rest,

And can be all but truth, to haue his end,
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Must one desire in many figures cast :
Dissemblings then are knowne when they are
past.

The heart of man mis-secking for the best,
Oft doubly or vnconstantly must blot :
Betweene these two the misconceipt doth rest,
Whether it euer were that lasteth not
Vaconstancy and doublenesse depart,
‘When man binds his desire to mend his heart.

SONNET LXVIII.

HILE that my heart an aitar I did make,
To sacrifice desire and faith to Loue,
The little boy his temples did forsake,
And would for me no bow nor arrow moue.
Dues of disgrace my incense did depresse :
That heat went in; the heart burnt not the lesse.

And as the man that sees his house opprest,
With firve, and part of his goods made a prey,
Yet doth pull downe the roofc to saue the rest,
Till his losse giue him light to runne away :
So when I saw the bell on other sheep,
I hid my selfe, but dreames vex them that sleep.
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My exile was not like the barren tree,
Which beares his fruitlesse head vp to the skye,
But like the trees whose boughs o’reloaden be,
And with sclfe-riches bowed downe to die ;
When in the night with songs, not cries, I
moane,
Lest more should heare what T complaine of one.

SONNET LXIX.

IS '"HEN all this all doth passe from age to
Y| And reuolution in a circle turne,

Then heauenly Tustice doth appeare like rage,
The caues doe roare, the very seas doe burne ;
Glory growes dark, the sunne becomes a night,
And makes this great world feele a greater
might.

When Loue doth change his seat from heart to
heart,
And worth about the wheele of Fortune goes,
Grace is discas’d, desert scemes ouerthwart,
Vowes are forlone, and truth doth credit lose;
Chance then giues law, Desire must be wise,
And looke more wayes than one, or lose her
eyes.
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My age of 10y is past, of woe begunne,
Absence my presence is, strangenesse my grace ;
With them that walke agaiust me, is my sunne :
The wheele is turn’d, I hold the lowest place :
What can be good to me since my loue is,
To doe me harm, content to doe amisse ?

SONNET LXX.

TP L V1D did pine, Venus that lou’d her sonne
l| Or lackt her sport, did looke with heauy
PS¢ heart :

The gods are cal'd, a councell is begunne,
Delphos is sought, and _Esculapius’ art.

Apollo saith, Loue is a relatiue,

Whose being oncly must in others be;

As bodies doe their shadowes keepe aliue,

So Eros must with Anteros agree;
They found him out a mate with whom to play,
Louc straight enioy’d, and pin’d no more away.

C:clica, this image shadowes forth my heart,
Where Venus mournes and Cupid prospers not :
For this is my atfections ouerthwart,

That I remember what you haue forgot ;
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And while in you my selfe I secke to find,
I see that you your selfe haue lost your minde.

When I woald ioy, as T was wont to doe,
Your thoughts are chang’d, and not the same to
me:
My loue that lacks her play-fellow in you,
Secks vp and downe, but blinded cannot sce.
The boy hath stolne your thoughts some other
way,
Where wantonlike they doe with many play.

SONNET LXXI.

'OUE, I did send you forth enamel’d faire

' With hope, and gaue you scisin and
liuery.

Of Beautie’s skye, which you did claime as heyre,

By obicets and desire’s affinitie.

And doe you now returne leane with despaire?

Wounded with riualls’ warre, scorchéd with
iealousie ?

Hence changeling ; Loue doth no such colours
weare:

Find suertics, or at Honour’s sessions dyec.
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Sir, know me for your owne, I oncly beare,
Faith’s ensigne, which is Shame and Miserie,
Ay paradise and Adam’s diuerse were :

His full was knowledge, mine simplicitie.

What shall I doe, Sir? doe me prentice bind,

To knowledge, honour, fame, or honestic ;

Let me no longer follow womenkinde,

Where change doth vse all shapes of tyranny ;
And I no more will stirre this earthly dust,
Wherein I lose my name, to talke on Iust.

SONXNET LXXII.

N ELICA, you that excell in flesh and wit,
In whose sweet heart Loue doth both
J ebb and flow
Returning faith more than it tooke from it :
Whence doth the change, the World thus speakes
on, grow ?

If Worthinesse doe ioy to be admired,

My soule, you know, onely be-wonders you ;
If Beautic’s glorie be to be desired,

My heart is nothing else ; what need you new 2
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If louing ioy of worths, beloued be,
And ioys not simple, but still mutuall,
Whom can you morc loue, than you haue lou’d me?
Volesse in your heart there be more than all ;
Since Louce no doocomes-day hath, where bodics
change,
Why should ncw be delight, not being strange ?

SONNET LXXIIIL

Xt YRAPHILL, 'tis true, I lou’d. and you
‘ lou’d me,
My thoughts as narrow as my heart, then

were ;

Which made change seeme impossible to be,
Thinking one place could not two bodies beare,
This was but earncst Youth’s simplicitie,

To fadome! Nature within Passion’s wit ;

Which thinks her earnestnesse eternity,

Till selfe-delight makes change looke thorough it :
You banish’d were, I gricu'd, but languish'd not,
For worth was free and of affection sure;

8o that time must be vaine, or you forgot,

! Fathom. G.
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Nature and Loue, no vacuum can endure;
I found desert, and to desert am true,
Still dealing by it, as I dealt by you.

SONNET LXXIYV.

AN the window of a graunge,

Whence men’s prospects cannnot range
2229 Ouer groues and flowers growing :

Nature’s wealth, and pleasure showing;

But on graues where shepheards lye,

That by loue or sicknesse die ;

In that window saw I sit,

Cwlica, adorning it;

Sadly clud for Sorrowe's glory,

Making ioy glad to be sorie:

Shewing Sorrow in such fashion,

As Truth scem’d in loue with Pussion :

Such a sweet enamell giueth

Loue restrain’d, that constant liueth.

Abscnce, that bred all this paine,

Presence heal’d not straight againe;

Eyes from darke to sudduaine light,

See not straight, nor can delight:

Where the heart reuiues from death,

Grones doe first send forth a breath :
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So, first looks did looks beget,

One sigh did another set,

Hearts within their breast did quuke,
While thoughts to each other spake.
Philocell entrauncéd stood,

Rackt and ioyed, with his good;

His eyes on her eyes were fixed
Where both true Loue and Shame were mixed :
In her eyes he Pittie saw,
His Loue did to Pittie draw :

But Loue found when it came there,
Pitty was transform’d to Feare:

Then he thought that in her face.

He saw Loue, and promis’d Grace.
Loue calls his loue to appeare :
But as soone as it came neere,
Her loue to her bosome fied,
Voder Honour’s burthens dead.
Honour in Louc’s stead tooke place,
To gruce Shame, with Loue’s disgrace ;
But like drops throwne on the fire,
Shame’s restraints entlam'd Desire :
Desire looks, and in her eyes,

The image of it sclfe espics,

Whence he tukes Sclfe-pittie’s motions
To be Cyuthia’s owne deuotions ;

And resolues Feare is a lyar,
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Thinking she bids speake Desire;

But true loue that feares, and dare
Offend it selfe with pleasing Care,

So diuers wayes his heart doth moue,
That his tongue cannot speake of Joue.
Oncly in himselfe Le sayes,

How futall are blind Cupid's waics !

SONNET LXXV.

o] 'NDYMION'S poore hapt is,
E;’;f"l That while Loue sleepes, the heauens

Ler==0C 1 kisse ;

But silent Loue is simple wooing
Euen Destiny would haue vs domg.
Boldnesse neuer yet was chidden,
Till by Loue it be forbidden,

Myra leaues him, and knowes best,
‘What shall become of all the rest.

SONNET LXXYVYIL

=1 N the time when herbs and flowers,

: “ Springing out of melting powers,
24 Tcach the Earth that heate and raine
Doe make Cupid liue agaiue:
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Lute when 8ol like great hearts, showes
Largest as he lowest goes :

Cwlica with Philocell

In fellowship together fell :

Cwexlica her skinne was faire,

Daintie aborne' was her haire ;

Her haire, Nature dyed browne,

To become the morning gowne,

Of Hope's death, which to her eyes,
Otfers thoughts for sacrifice.

Philucell was true and kind,

Poore, but not of poorest minde :
Though Mischance to harme affectced?
Hides and holdeth Worth suspected ;
He good shepherd loued well,

But Ciclica scorn’d Philocell.

Through enamel’d meades they went,
Quict, she, he passion-rent.

Her worths to him hope did moue,
Her worths made him feare to loue.
His heart sighs and faine would show,
That which all the World did know :
His heart sigh’d the sighs of feare,
And durst not tell her loue was there;
¢ But as thoughts in troubled sleepe,

89

! Auburn. G. 3 Inclined, as before. G.
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¢ Dreaming feare, and fearing weepe,

£ When for helpe they faine would cry,

¢ Cannot speake, and helplesse lic :
So while his heart, full of paine,
Would it selfe in words complaine,
Paine of all paines, louer’s feare,
Makes his heart to silence sweare.

Strife at length those dreames doth breake,

His despaire taught Feare thus speake:
¢ Ceelica, what shall T say ?

You, to whom all passions pray :

Like poore flies that to the fire,

Where they burne themsclues, aspire :
You, in whose worth men doe ioy,
That hope neuer to enioy :

‘Where both grace and beautics framed,
That Loue being might be blamed.

Can true Worthinesse be glad,

To make hearts that loue it, sud ?
‘What meanes Nature in her icwell,

To shew Mercic¢’s image cruell ?
Deare, if cucr in my dayes,

My heart ioy’d in others’ praise :

If I of the world did borrow,

Other ground for ioy or sorrow :

If T better wish to be

But the better to please thee ;
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I say, if this false be proued,

Let me not loue, or not be loucd.

But when Reason did inuite,

All my sense to Fortune’s light ;

If my loue did make my reason,

To it selfe for thy selfe treason ;

If when Wisdome shewed me

Time and thoughts both lost for thee;

If those losses I did glory,

For I could not more lose, sory ;

Calica then doe not scorne

Loue, in humble humour borne.

Let not Fortune haue the power,

Cupid’s godhead to deuoure

For I heare the wise-men tell,

Nature worketh oft as well,

In those men whom Chance disgraceth,

As in those she higher placcth.

Celica, tis neare a god,

To make euen fortuunes odd ;

And of farre more estimation,

Is creator, than creation.

Then deare, though I worthlesse be,

Yet let them to you worthy be,

Whose meeke thoughts are highly graced,

By your image in them placed.
Herewithall like one opprest,
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With sclfe-burthens he did rest;
Like amazéd were his senses,
Both with pleasure and offences.
Celica’s cold answers show,
That which fooles feele, wise men know :
How sclfe-pitties haue reflexion,
Backe into their owne infection :
And that passions oncly moue
Strings tun’d to one note of Loue:
She thus answers him with reason,
Neuer to desire in scason :
¢ Philoccll, if you louc me
—For you would belouc¢d be,—
Your owne will must be your hire.
And desire reward desire.
Cupid is in my heart sped,
Where all desires else are dead.
Ashies o're Loue’s flames are cast,
All for one is there disgrac’d.
Make not then your owne mischance,
Wake your selfe from Passion’s-traunce,
And let Reason guide atfection,
From despaire to new election.’
Philocell that oncly felt
Destinies which Cupid dealt ;
No lawes but Loue-lawes obeying,
Thought that guds were wonne with praying,
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And with heart fix’d on her cyes.

Where Loue he thinks liues or dyes,

His words, his heart with them leading,

Thus vnto her dead loue pleading:
Cwxlica, if euer you

Loutd haue, as others’ doe;

Let my present thoughts be glassed

In the thoughts which you haue passed;

Let sclf-pittie, which you know,

Frame true pittic now in you;

Let your forcpast woe and glorie,

Muke you glad them, you make sory :

Loue rcuengeth like a god,

When he beats he burnes his rod :

Who refuse almes to Desire,

Dye when drops would quench the fire.

But if you doc feele againe

What peace is in Cupid’s paine,

Grant me, deare your wishéd measure,

Puines, but paines that be of pleasure;

Find not these things strunge in me,

Which within your heart we sce :

For true Honour never blameth

Those that Loue her seruants nameth.

But if your heart be so free ;

As you would it sceme to be,

Nature hath in free hearts placed
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Pitty for the poore disgraced.

His eyes great with child with teares,
Spies in her eyes many feares;
Sces he thinks, that swectnesse vanish
TWhich all feares was wont to banish.
Sces, sweet Loue, there wont to play,
Arm’d and drest to runne away,
To her heart, where she alone,
Scorncth all the world but one.
Cwelica with clouded face,
Giuing vnto anger grace ;
While she threatned him displeasure.
Making anger looke like pleasure;
Thus in furie to him spake,
Words which make euen hearts to quake:
¢ Philocell, farre from me get you,
Mcn are fulse, we cannot let! you ;
Humble, and yet full of pride,
Earnest, not to be denyed ;
Now vs, for not louing, blaming,
Now vs, for too much, dcfuming:
Though I let you posies beare,
Wherein my name cyphred were,
For I bid you in the tree,
Cipher downe your name by me:

' Iinder. G,
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For the bracelet pearle-like white,

Which you stale from me by night,

I content was you should carry

Lest that you should longer tarry :

Thinke you that you might encroach,

To set kindnesse more abroach ?

Thinke you me in friendship tyed,

So thut nothing be denyed ?

Doe you thinke that you must liue,

Bound to that which you will giue ?

Philocell, T say, depart,

Blot my love out of thy heart ;

Cut my name out of the tree,

Beare not memorie of me.

My delight is all my care,

Alllawes else despised are,

I will neuer rumour move,

At least for one I do not loue.’
Shephcardcssg,’ if it proue,

Philocell she once did loue,

Can kind doubt of truc affection,

Merit such a sharp correction ?

When men see you full away,

Must they winke to see no day ?

Is it worse in him that speaketh,

Than in her that friendship breaketh ?

Shcphcurdcss% when you change, - /
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Is your ficklenesse =o strange ?

Are you thus impatient still ?

Is your honour slaue to will ?

They to whom you guiltie be,

Must not they your errour sce ?

May true martyrs at the fire

Not so much as life desire ?
Shepheardesses, yet marke well,

The martyrdome of Philoecll :

Rumour made his fuith a scorne,

Him, example of forelorne :

Feeling he had of his woe,

Yet did loue his overthrow :

For that she knew Loue would beare,

She to wrong him did not feare ;

Iclousie of riual’s grace,

In his passion got a place;

‘But Loue, lord of all his powers,

¢ Doth so rule this heart of ours,

¢ As for our belou’d abuscs,

¢ It doth cuer find excuses.

Louc teares Reason’s law in sunder,

Loue, is god, lct Reason wonder.

For nor scornes of his affection,

Nor despuire in his election,

Nor his faith damn’d for obeying,

Nor her change, his hopes betraying
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Cun make Philocell remoue,
But he Celica will loue.

Here my silly song is ended,
Fuire nymphs be not you offended ;
For as men that traucll’d farre,
For scene truths oft scorned are :
By their neighbours idle liues,
‘Who scarce know to please their wiues;
So though I haue sung you more,
Than your hearts haue felt before,
Yet that faith in men doth dwell,
Who trauells Constancy can tell.

SONNET LXXVII.

[ ) ORTTUNE, art thou not forc’d sométimes to

3 scorne,
PR .. .
wd] That scest ambition striue to change our
state ?

As though thy scepter slaue to lust were borne,
Or wishes could procurethemsclues a fate.

I, when I haue shot one shaft at my mother,
That all her desires a-foote thinke all her owne;
Then straight draw vp my bow to strike another,
For gods are best by discontentment knowne.
And when I see the poore forsaken sp'rit,
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Like sicke men, whom the doctor saith must dye:
Sometimes with rage and strength of passion fight,
Then languishing enquire what life might buy :

I smile to sce Desire is neuer wise,

But warres with change, which is her paradise.

SONXNET LXXVIII.

tIIE hcathen gods finite in power, wit,
birth,
Yet worshipped for their good deeds to

men,
At first kept stations between heauen and earth
Alike iust to the castle and the denne;?

Creation, merit, nature, duly weighed,

And yet, in show, no rule, but Will obeyed.
Till time and scltenesse, which turne worth to urts,
Loue into complements, and thiugs to thought ;
Found out new eircles to enthrall men’s hearts
By lawes; wherein while thrones secme ouer-

wrought,

Power finely hath surpriz’d this faith of man,

And tax’d his trecdome at more than he can.

! A cave or wild beast’s dwelling, and so more strongly
contrasted with ¢ castla* than even a * hut' would be. G.
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For to the scepters, iudges lawes reserue
As well the practicke as expounding sense ;
From which no innocence can painlesse swerue,
They being engines of omnipotence :
With equall showes, then is not humble man
Here finely tax’d at much more than he can ?
Our moderne tyrants, by more grosse ascent,
Although they found distinction in the State
Of Church, Law, Custome, People’s gouernment,
Mediums—at least—to giue excesse a rate,
Yet futally haue tri’d to change this frame,
And make will law, man’s wholesome lawes
but name.
For when Power once hath trod this path of
Might,
And found how Place aduantagiously extended
Waines, or confoundcth all inferiors right
With thinne lines hardly seene, but neuer ended
It straight drownes in this gulfe of vast affec-
tions, '
Fuith, truth, worth, law, all popular protcc-
tions.
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SONNET LXXIX.

HE little hearts, where light-wing'd

Passion raignes,

Move! easily vpward, as all frailties doe
Like strawes to icat,? these follow princes veines,
And so, by pleasing, doe corrupt them too.
Whence as their raising proues kings can create;
So States proue sicke, where toyes® beare staple-
rates.
¢ Like atomi they ncither rest, nor stand,
¢ Nor can crect ; beeause they nothing be
¢ But baby-thoughts, fed with Time-present’s hands
¢ Slaues. and yet darlings of Authority;
¢ Eccho's of wrong ; shadowes of princes might ;
¢ Which glow-worme-like, by shining show
"tis night,

¢« Curtous of fame, as foule is to be faire ;
¢« Caring to sceme that which they would not be;
¢ Wherein Chance  helpes, sinee praise is power’s
heyre,
¢ Honar the crcature of Authoritie :
¢So as borne high, in giddie* orbes of grace,

! Misprinted, ‘more.” G. % Jet. G. 3 Trifles. G.
¢ So Milton:
« Of lincked swectness long drawn out
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¢ These pictures are, which are indeed but Place.

* And as the bird in hand, with freedome lost,

‘ Scrues for a stale,! his fellowes to betray :

‘So do these darlings rays’d at princes’ cost

‘ Tempt man to throw his libertie away ;
¢ And sacrifice Law, Church, all reall things
¢ To soare, not in his owne, but eagle’s wings.

Whereby, like ZEsop’s dogge, men lose their meat,
To bite at glorious shadowes, which they see;
And let fall those strengths which make all States
great
By free truths chang’d to seruile flatterie.
Whence, while men gaze upon this blazing
starre,
Mude slaucs, not subiccts, they to tyrants are.

‘With wanton heed and giddy cunning.”
(L. Allegro, line, 140-1)
and “ Giddy and restless let them reel.”
(Psalm Ixxxiii. 61st.)
We speak of a ‘ giddy height,” as in text. G.
! Decoy. See our Phincas Fletcher’s Glossary-Index
s.0. for full explanations. G
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SONNET LXXX.

B S when men see a blazing starre appeare,
Each stirres vp other’s leuitie to wonder,

In restlesse thoughts holding those visions

dcare,

Which threaten to rent Gouernment in sunder ;
Yet be but horrors from vaine hearts sent forth,
To prophecic against annointed worth :

So likewise maukinde, when truc Gouernment

Her great examples to the world brings forth,

Straight in the errors natiue Discontent,

Sees apparitions opposite to worth ;

Which gathers such sense out of Enuie’s beames,
As still easts imputation on Supreames.

SONNET LXXXIL

A LEARE spirits, which in images set forth
The wayes of Nature by fine imitation,
J‘ Are oft fore’d to hyperboles of worth,
As oft againe to monstrous declination ;
So that their heads must lin’d be, like the skie,
For all Opinions’ arts to traflike by,
Dull spirits againe, which loue all constant
grounds,
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As comely veyles for their vnactiuenesse,
Are oft forc'd to contract or stretch their bounds,
As actiue Power spreads her beames more or lesse :
For though in Nature’s waine these guests come
forth ;
Can place or stampe make currant ought but
worth ?

SONNET LXXXII.

ReXa YDER a throne I saw a virgin sit,
The red and white rose quarter’d in her
eadlond face; :
Starre of the North! and for true guards to it,
Princes, Church, States, all pointing out her grace .
The homage done her was not borne of Wit ;
‘Wisdome admir'd, Zeale tooke ambition’s place,
State in her eyes taught Order how to fit,
And fixe Confusion’s vnobseruing race.
Fortune can here claime nothing truly great,
But that this princely creature is her scat.
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Pitty for the poore disgraced.

His eyes great with child with teares,
Spies in her eyes many feares;
Sees he thinks, that sweetnesse vanish
Which all feares was wont to banish.
Sces, sweet Loue, there wont to play,
Arm’d and drest to runne away,
To her heart, where she alone,
Scorneth all the world but one.
Celica with clouded face,
Giuing vnto anger grace ;
‘While she threatned him displeasure.
Making anger looke like pleasure;
Thus in furie to him spake,
Words which make euen hearts to quake:
¢ Philocell, farre from me get you,
Men are fulse, we cannot lct! you ;
Humble, and yet full of pride,
Earnest, not to be denyed;
Now vs, for not louing, blaming,
Now vs, for too much, defuming :
Though I let you posies beare,
‘Wherein my name cyphred were,
For I bid you in the tree,
Cipher downe your name by me:

¢ inder. G,
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For the bracelet pearle-like white,

Which you stale from me by night,

I content was you should carry

Lest that you should longer tarry :

Thinke you that you might encroach,

To set kindnesse more abroach ?

Thinke you me in fricndship tyed,

So that nothing be denyed ?

Doe you thinke that you must liue,

Bound to that which you will giue ?

Philocell, I say, depart,

Blot my love out of thy heart ;

Cut my name out of the trec,

Beare not memorie of me.

My delight is all my care,

Alllawes else despised are,

I will ncuer rumour move,

At least for onc I do not loue.’
Shepheardessg; if it proue,

Philocell she once did loue,

Can kind doubt of true affcction,

Merit such a sharp correction ?

When men sce you full away,

Must they winke to see no day ?

Is it worse in him that speaketh,

Than in her that friendship breaketh ?

Shcphcurdcss% when you change,
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SONNET LXXXIIL

LOU that secke what life is in death,
Now find it aire that once was breath.
New names vrknowne, old names gone :

Till Time end bodies, but soules none.

Reader! then make time, while you be,
But steppes to your Eternitie.

SONNET LXXXIV:!

IO grace for zenith had, from which no

} shadowes grow ;

Who hath scone foy of all his hopes, and
end of ull his woe;

! The nen-cajital of the alternate lino and their non-
rhyming, secm to indicate that the Poet intended the
present sonnet to be atter the type of Lis lament for
Bidney. (Minor Pcems : Vol. 1L pp 143—147). In the
folio the divisinn of the lines is several times mistaken.
Dr. Hunrah Las admirably corrected these: but he printsas
if in four- lincd stunzas. We deem it preferable to re-print
io the full lines. On this Sonnet see our Essay on Lord
PBrooke's Peetry in volume II. (pp lxxi-ii) and also Dr.
Hannalb's **Courtly Tocn (1870) pp 166-173 et alidi.
I give asan Appendix to * Cwlica® agrecably to promise
in our Essay, Sir Edward Dyer’s * Funcy " and Southwell's
“TUse " of it—both from Dr. Hannah's text, as suzra. G.
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Whose loue belou’d, hath beene the crowne of his
desire ;

Who hath seene Sorrowe’s glories burnt in sweet
Affection’s fire:

If from this heauenly state, which soules with
soules vnites,

He be falne downe into the darke despairéd warre
of sp'rits,

Let him lament with me; for none doth glorie
know,

That hath not beene aboue himsclfe, and thence
falne downe to woe:

But if thcre be one hope left in his longuish’d

heart;

If feare of worse, if wish of ease, if horrour may
depart,

e plays with his comj..ints; he is no mate for
me,

Whose loue 1s lost, whose hopes are fled, whose
feares for euer be :

Yet not those happy feares which shew Desire
her death,

Teaching with vse a peacein woe, and in despaire
a faith :

No, no; my fearcs kill not, but make vncuréd
wounds,

Where ioy and peace do issue out, and onely
paiue abounds,
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¢ Vnpossible! are helpe, reward and hope to me ;

¢ Yet while vnpossible they are, they easie seceme
to be,

¢ Most easic seemes remorse, despaire, and deaths
to me;

¢ Yet while they passing easie sceme, vnpossible
they be.

So neither can I leaue my hopes that doe deceiue,

Nor can I trust mine owne despaire and nothing
else receiue.

Thus be vnhappy men blest, to be more accurst ;

Neere to the glories of the sunne, clouds with
most horrour burst.

‘ Like ghosts raised out of gruues, who liue not,
though they goe;

‘ Whose walking, feare to others is, and te them-
selues a woe :

So is my life by her whose loue to me is dead,

On whose worth my despaire yet walks, and my
desire is fed :

I swallow downe the baite, which carries downe
my death;

I cannot put louc from my heart, while life drawes
in my breath;

! Transition-form of ¢ impossible.” G.
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My Winter is within, which withereth my oy ;

My knowledge, scate of ciuill warre, where friends
and foes destroy ;

Aud my desivres are wheceles, whercon my heurt
is borne,

With endlesse turning of themselues, still living
to be torne.

My thoughts ure eugles’ food, ordayned to be a
prey

To worth'; and being still consum’d, yet neuer
to decay.

My memorie, where once my heart laid vp the
store

Of helpe, of ioy, of spirit’s wealth to multiply
them more ;

Is now become the tombe wherein all these lye
slaine;

My helpe, my ioy, my spirit’s wealth all sacrific’d
to paine.

In Paradise I once did liue, and taste the tree,

Which shadowed was from all the world, in ioy to
shadow me :

! T regret that 1 cannot accept Dr. Hannah's correction
of ¢ wrath’ for ¢ worth.” The Poct points to his beloved and
loveable, albeit to him rejecting * Ceelica® : and it is her
«woi th that aggravates his misery. G.
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The tree hath lost his fruit, or I haue lost my
seate ;

My soule both blacke with shadow is, and ouer-
burnt with heat:

Truth here for triumph serues, to shew her power
is great,

Whom no dcsert can oucrcome, nor no distresse

intreat.

Time past layes up my ioy; and time to come
my giiefe;

She euer must be my desire, and neuer my relicfe.

Wrong, her licutenant is; my wounded thoughts
are they,

‘Who haue no power to keepe the ficld, nor will te
runnc away.

O ruefull Constancy, and where is Change so base,

As it may be compar’d with thee in scorne, and in
disgrace ?

Like as the kings forlorne, ‘depos’d from therr
estate;

¢ Yet cannot choose but loue the crowne, although
new kings they hate;

‘If they doe plead their right,—nay, if they
only liue,—

‘Offences to the crowne alike their good and ill
shall giue:
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8o—I would I were not—because I may com-
plaine,

And cannot choose but loue my wrongs, and ioy
to wish in vaine;

This faith condemneth me; my right doth rumor
moue ;

I may not know the cause I fell, nor yet without
cause loue.

Then, Loue, where is reward, at least where is the
fame

Of them that, being, beare thy crosse, and, being
not, thy name ?

The World's example I, a fable euerywhere,

A well from whence the springs are dried, a tree
that doth not beare:

‘I, like the bird in cage, at first with cunning
caught,

‘*And in my bondage for delight with greater
cununing taught.

¢ Nor owner’s humour dyes ; I neither loued nor
fed,

Nor frecd am, till in the cage forgotten I be dead.

The ship of Greece,! the streame, and she be not
the same,

! «The ship of Greece " is clearly the famous ship in
which Theseus returned after slaying the Minotaur. The
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They were, although ship, streume, and she still
beure their antique name.

The wood which was, is worne ; the waues are
runne away ;

Yet still a ship, and still a streame, still running to
a sea.

She lou'd, and still she loues, but doth not still
loue me;

To all except my sclfe yet is, as she was wont to
be.

Athcenians professed to preserve it till the days of
Demetrius Phalervus, the rotten timbers being carefully
removed and renewed from time to time, so that it became
a favourite question whether a ship of which every plank
had been often changed could still be called the same :
(Plutarch, ZT%es. p 10. edn 1620). This passage, in which
Lord Brooke compares the changes of his mistress to that
ship of Greece, and to the ever-flowing stream—the same
yet not the same—perpetually altering, yet bearing con-
tinuously * the antique name’’,—is an excellent speci-
men of the subtle conceptions which he loved to elaborate
in his poetry.  But the whole poem is raiscd to a level of
thought curiously different from that of the two picces by
Dyer and Southwell, with which it is connected . (Dr.
Iannah in ¢ Courtly Pocts  as before, p 247.) G.

! The reading * strcume’ in the singular, line 7th on-
ward, shews that ¢ streames’ i8 a misprint here, and two
lincs on, as silently corrected by Dr. Hunnah.  G.
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0, my once happy thoughts! the heauen where
grace did dwell !

My saint hath turn’d away her face, and made
that heauen my hell !

A hell, for so is that from whence na soules return ;

‘Where, while our spirits are sacrific’d, they waste
not though they burne.

Since then this is my state, and nothing worse
than this;

Behold the mappe of death-like life exil’d from
louely blisse ;

Alone among the world, strange with my friends
to be,

Shewing my fall to them that scorne, sce not or
will not see :

My heart a wildernesse, my studies only feare,

And as in shadowes of curst death, a prospect of
despaire.

My exercise, must be my horrours to repeat;

My peace, ioy, end, and sacrifice, her dead loue to
intreat :

My food, the time that was; the time to come,
my fast ;

For drinke, the barren thirst I fecle, of glories
that are past;

Sighs and salt teares my bath , Reason my looking-
glasse ;
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To shew me he most wretched is, that once most
happy was.

Forlone desires my clocke to tell me euery day

That Time hath stolne loue, life, and all, but my
distresse away.

For musicke, heauy sighes ; my walke an inward
woc;

Which like a shadow euer shall before my body
goc :

And I my sclfe am he, that doth with none com-
pare,

Fxcept in woes and lacke of worth, whose states
more wretched are.

Let no man aske my name, nor what else I should
be;

For Gredr-ill, paine, forlorne estate, doe best
decipher me?

SONNET LXXXV.

me=mg AREWELL sweet boy, complaine pot of
?

"ﬁ’ my truth;
53] Thy mother lou’d thee not with more de-

uotion ;

! Misprinted ‘signes’. G.
Not ohserving the mis-numbering of xxvii twice, this
Sonnet is usualiy quoted as Ixxxiii instead of lxxxiv. G.
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For to thy boye's play I gaue all my youth:
Yong Master, I did hope for your promotion.

While some sought honours, princes thoughts ob-
scruing ;

Many woo'd fame, the child of paine and anguish,

Others iudg'd inward good a chicfe deseruing;

I in thy wanton visions ioy’d to languish.

I bow’d not to thy image for succession,

Nor bound thy bow to shoot reforméd kindnesse ;

Thy playes of hope and feare were my

confession,

The spectacles to my life was thy blindnesse :
But Cupid now farcwell, I will goe play me,
With thoughts that please me lesse, and lesse

Letray me.

SONNET LXXXVI.

 OUE is the peace, whereto all thoughts do
stiiue,

Done and begun with all our powers in
one :

The first and last in vs that is aliue,

End of the good, and therewith pleas'd alone.

Perfection’s spirit, goddesse of the minde,
Passéd through hope, desire, griefe and feare ;
A simple goodnesse in the flesh refind,
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Which of the ioyes to come doth witnesse beare.

Constant, because it sees no cause to varie,
A quintessence of passions ouerthrowne ;
Rais’d aboue all that change of obiccts carry,
A nature by no other nature knowne :

For Glorie’s of eternitic a frame,

That by all bodies else obscures her name.

SONNET LXXXVII

blasted,
With waters drownéd, with windie
palscy shaken,
Cannot for this with heauen be distasted,
Since thunder, raine and winds from Earth are
taken :
Man torne with loue, with inward furies blasted,
Drown’d with despaire, with fleshly lustings
shaken,
Cannot for this with heauen be distasted :
Loue, furie, lustings out of man are taken.
Then man, endure thy selfe, those clouds will
vanish ;

Life is a top which whipping Sorrow driueth ;
Wisdome must beare what our flesh cannot banish ;
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The humble leade, the stubborne bootlesse striueth:
Or man, forsake thy sclfe, to heauen turne thee,
Her flames enlighten Nature, neuer burne thee.

SONNET LXXXVIII.

&G HEN as man’s life, the light of humane
!;&Vi lust,

In soacket of his earthly lanthorne burnes,
That all His glory vnto ashes must:
And generations to corruption turncs ;
Then fond desires that onely feare their end,
Doc vainely wish for life, but to amend.

But when this life is from the body fled,

To sce it selfe in that eternall glasse,

Where Time doth end, and thoughts accuse the
dead,

Where all to come is one with all that was;

Then lining men aske how he left his breath,

That while he liucd neuer thought of death.

SONNET LXXXIX.

AN, dreame no more of curious mysteries :
' As, what was here before the world was
AV

made,
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The first man’s life, the state of Paradise,

Where heauen is, or hell’s etern :11 shade ;
For God’s works are like Him, all infinite ;
And curious search, but craftic Sinne’s delight.

The Flood that did, and dreadfull Fire that shall,
Drowne and burne vp the malice of the Earth;
The diucrs tongues, and Babylon’s downe-fall,
Are nothing to the man's renewéd birth ;
First, Iet the Law plonugh vp thy wicked heart,
That Christ may come, and all these types
depart.

When thou hast swept the house that all is cleare,
When thou the dust hast shuken from thy feete,
When God's All-might doth in thy flesh appeare.
Then seas with strcames aboue the skye doe meet;
For goodnesse onely doth God comprehend,
Knowes what was fiist, and what shall be the
end.

SONNET XC.

= I E Municheuns did no idols make,
L . .
wg Without themsclucs, nor worship geds of
.____l wood;

Yet idolls did in their idea’s take,
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And figur'd Christ as on the crosse He stood.
Thus did they when they earnestly did pray,
Till clearcr faith this idoll tooke away :

‘We seeme more inwardly to know the Sonne,
And sce our owne saluation in His blood ;
When this is said, we thinke the work is done,
And with the Father hold our portion good :
¢ As if true life within these words were laid,
¢ For him that in life necuer words obey'd.

If this be safe, itis a pleasant way,
The crosse of Christ is very easily borne-
But sixe dayes labour makes the sabboth day;
The flesh is dead before grace can be borne.
The hcart must first beare witnesse with the
booke ;
The Earth must burne, ere we for Christ can
looke.

SONNET XCIL

poreon HE Turkish gouernment allowes no law,

K8 238 Men's liues and states depend on his

behest

‘We thinke subiection there a seruile awe,

Where Nature finds bothhonour, wealth, and rest.
e
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Our Christian freedome is, we haue a law,
Which euen the heathen thinke no power should
wrest ;
Yet proues it crooked as Power lists to draw,
The rage or grace that lurkesin princes brests.
Opinion bodics may to shadowes giue,
But no burnt zone it is where people liue.

SONNET XCII

Do EWARDS of Earth, nobilitie and fame,
'y % To senses glorie, and to conscience woe,*

How little be you, for so great a name!
Yet lesse is he with men that thinks you so,
For earthly Power, that stands by fleshly wit,
Hath banish’d that truth which should goucrne
it.

Nobilitie, Power’s golden fetter is,
Wherewith wise kings Subiection doe adorne,
To muke man thinke her heauy yoke, a blisse,
Because it makes him more than he was borne.
Yet still a slaue, dimm'd by mists of a crowne,
Lest he should sce, what riscth, what puls
downe.

! Misprinted * wee.! Q.
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Fume, that is but good words of euill deeds,
Begotten by the harme we haue or doe,
Greatest farre off, least euer where it breeds,
We both with dangers and disquict wooe.
And in our flesh—the vanitic’s false glasse—
We thus deciau’d® adore these calues of brasse.

SONNET XCIII.

r—l 53 [RGULA diuina, Sorcerers call a rod,

3 V \| Gather'd with vowes and magicke sacri-
s l

fice;

Which borne about, by influence doth nod,
Vnto the siluer, where it hidden lyes ;
Which makes poore men to these black arts
deuout,

Rich onely in the wealth which Hope findes out.

Nobilitie, this pretious treasure is,
Laid vp in sccret mysteries of State,

King’s ereature, Subjection’s gilded blisse,
Where grace, not merit, scemes to goucrne fate.
*Mankinde I thinke to be this rod diuine,

‘For to the greatest eucr they incline.

! Sic=deceived. G.
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Eloquence, that is but wisdome speaking well,
—The poets faigne—did make the sauage tame;
Of eares and hearts chain’d voto tongues they tell .
I thinke Nobilitie to be the same:
¢ For be they fooles, or speake they without wiv
¢We hold them wise, we fooles be-wonder it.

Inuisible there is an art to goe,
—They say that studic Nature’s secret works—
And art there is to make things greater show ;
In Noblenesse I thinke this secret lurks,

¢ For place a coronct on whom vou will,

¢ You straight sce all great in him, but his ill.

SONNET XCIV.

=%y HE augurs were of all the world admir'd,
3% Flatter'd by Consulls, honour'd by the
- State,
Because the cucent of all that was desir'd,
They seem’d to know, and keepe the books of
Fate :
Yect though abroad they thus did boast their
wit,
Alone among themselues they scornéd it.
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Mankinde, that with his wit doth gild his heart,
Strong in his passions, but in goodnesse weake ;
Muking great vices o’re the lesse an art,
Brecds wonder, and moues Ignorance to speake,
Yet when his fame is to the highest borne,
We know enough to laugh his praise to scorne.

SONNET XCYV.

ey EN, that delight to multiply desire,
M Like tellers are that take coyme but to
) pay; |

Still tempted to be fulse, with little hire,
Blacke hands except, which they would haue
away :
For, where Power wisely audits her estate,
The Exchequer-Men’s best recompense is hate.

The little maide that wearcth out the day,

To gather flow’rs, still couctous of more,

At night when she with her desire would play,

And let her pleusure wanton in her store,
Discernes the first laid vnderncath the last,
Wither'd, and so is all that we haue past:

Fixe! then on good desire, and if you finde

! Misprinted  fixt.” G.
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Ambitious dreames or feares of ouer-thwart ;
Changes, temptations, bloomes of earthy minde,
Yet waue not, since earthy change, hath change
of smart.
For lest man should thinke flesh a seat of blisse,
God workes that hisioy mixt with sorrow is.

SONNET XCVI.

'ALICE and Loue in their waies opposite:
. The one to hurt it sclfe for others’ good,
The other to haue good by others’ spite,
Both raging most when they be most withstood :
Though enemics, yet doe in this agree,
That both still brcake the hearts wherein they
be.

Mulice a habit is, wrought in the spirit,
By intricate Opinion’s information
Of scornefull wrong or of suppressing merit :
Which either wounds men’s states or reputation ;
Aud tyrant-like, though shew of strength it
beare,
Yet is but weaknesse growne, enrag’d by feare.

Loue is the true or false report of sense,
Who sent as spies, returning newes of worth,
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‘With oner-wonder breed the heart’s offence,
Not bringing in, but carrying pleasure forth;
And child-like, must haue all things that they
sce,
So much lesse louers than things louéd be.

Malice, like ruine, with itsclfc ouerthrowes

Mankinde ; and thercfore plaies a diuel’s part :

Louc puls it selfe downe, but to build vp those

It loues; and therefore bearcs an angel’s heart.
Tyrants through feare and malice feed on blood,
Good kings secure at home, secke all men’s good

SONNET XCVII.!

7 ‘\.\' those yceres, when our sense, desire
ﬁ) and wit,
AN Combine, that Reason shall not rule the

heart ;

Pleasure is chosen as a goddesse fit,

The wealth of Nature freely to impart ;

‘Who like an idoll doth apparrel'd sit ;

In all the glories of Opinion’s art;
¢ The farther off, the greater beauty showing,
‘ Lost onely or made lesse by perfeet knowing.

} Curiously printed, Lxxxxvi. G.
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Which faire vsurper runncs a rebel’s way,
For though eclect of scnse, wit, and desire,
Yet rules she none but such as will obey ;
And to that end becomes what they aspire,
Making that torment which before was play :
Those dewes to kindle which did quench the fire:
‘ Now Honour's image, now againe like lust,
¢ But earthly still, and end repenting must.

While man, who satyr-like, then knowes the flume,
When kissing of her faire appearing light,
Hee fecles a scorching power hid in the same,
Which cannot be reuealéd to the sight,
Yet doth by ouer heat so shrinke this frame,
Of fiery apparitions in delight ;
That as in orbes, where many passions raigne,
What one aftection ioyes, the rest complaine :

In which confuséd sphere man being plac’d
With equall prospect ouer good or ill :
The one unknowne, the other in distaste,
Flesh, with her many moulds of change and will ;
So his affections carries on, and casts
Tn declination to the errour still ;
As by the truth he gets no other light,
But to sce vice, a restlesse infinite.

By which true mappe of his mortality,
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Man’s many idols are at once defaced,

And all hypocrisies of fraile humanity,

Either exiled, wauéd, or disgraced;

Falne nature by the streames of vanity,

Forc'd vp to call for grace aboue her placed :
Whence from the depth of fatall desolation,
Springs vp the height of his regeneration.

Which light of life doth all those shadowes warre
Of woe and lust, that dazell and inthrall,
Whereby man's ioyes with goodnesse bounded are,
And to rcmorse his feares transforméd all 5
His sixe dayes labour past, and that clecre starre,
Figure of Subboth’s rest, rais’d by this fall;
For God comes not till man be ouerthrowne ;
Pcace is the sced of grace in dead tlesh sowne.

Flesh but the top, which oncly whips make goe,
The steele whose rust is by afilictions worne,
The dust which good men from their feet must
throw,
A living-dead thing, till it be new-borne,
A phenix-life, that from sclfe-ruine growes,
Or viper rather thorough her parents torne:
A boat, to which the world it sclfe is seca,
Wherein the minde sayles on her fatall way.
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SONNET XCVIII.

2 TERNALL Trerra, almighty, infinite,
g}‘%i Onely exil¢d from man's fleshly heart,
._;“_J_J Where Ignorance and Disobedience fights
In hell and sinne, which shall haue greatest part :

When thy sweet merey opens forth the light,
Of grace, which giueth eves vnto the blind,

And with the Law euen plowest vp our sprite
To faith, wherein flesh may saluation finde:

Thou bidst vs pray, and wee doe pray to thee,
But as to power and God without vs plac’d,
Thinking a wish may weare out vanity,

Or habits be by miracles defac'd :

One thought to God w.e giue, the rest to sinne;
Quickely vubent is all desire of good ;

True words passe out, but haue no being withia,
We pray to Christ, yct helpe to shed His blood ;
For while we say ¢ belceve,” and fecle it not,

Promise amenls, and yet despaire in it,
Hcare Sodom iudg’d, and goe not out with Lot,
Muke Liw and Gospell riddles of the wit =
We with the Tewes cuen Christ still erucifie,
As not yct come to our impiety.
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SONNET XCIX.
‘Ei :j RAPT vp, o Lord, in man’s degeneration
A‘V/{J The glories of Thy truth, Thy ioyes
1 etcrnall,

Reflect vpon my soule darke desolation,

And vgly prospects o’re the sp’rits infernall.
¢ Lord, I haue sinn’d, and mine iniquity,
¢ Deserues this Hell ; yet Lord deliuer me.

Thy power and mercy ncuer comprehended,
Rest lively imag’d in my conscicnee wounded ;
Merey to grace, and power to feare extended,
Both infinite, and I in both confounded ;
‘Lord, I haue sinn’d, and mine iniquity,
¢ Deserues this hell; yet Lord deliver me.

If from this depth of sinne, this hellish graue,
And fatall absence from my Sauiour’s glory,
I could implore His mercy Who can saue,
And for my sinnes, not paines of sinne, be sorry :
Lord, from this horror of iniquity,
And hellish graue, Thou wouldst deliner me.
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SONNET C.

§ That vgly center of infernall spirits :

b4
= |
deformity,

In these peculiar torments she inherits;

rFI"—I"'_O\\'NE in the depth of mine iniquity,

Where each sinne fecles her owne

Deprin'd of humane graces and diuine,
Eucn there appeares this sauing God of mine.

And in this fatall mirrour of transgression,

Shewes man as fruit of his degencration,

The crrour’s ugly infinite impression,

Which beares the faithlesse doome to desperation ;
Depriu'd of humane! graces and diuine,
Euen there appeares this sauing God of mine.

In power and truth, Almighty and eternall,
Which on the sinne reflects strange desolation,
With glory scourging all the sp’rits infernall,
And uncreated Hell with vnpriuation : 2
Depriu’d of humane graces and® diuine,
Eucn there appeares this sauing God of mine.

} Misprinted *humanite *: T read *humane’ on autherity
of next and preceding stanza.  G.

3 Sce Alaham, Prologus. and{Glossary-index s. . G.

3 Here and in next stunza misprinted *not.’ G.
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For on this sp’rituall crosse condemned lying,

To paines infernall by eternall doome,

I sec my Sauiour for the same sinnes dying,

And from that hell T fear’d, to free me, come;
Depriu'd of humane graces and diuine,
Thus hath His death rais'd vp this soule of mine.

SONNET CI.

N night when colours all to blacke are
cast,
_J Distinction lost, or gone downe with
the light;
The eye a watch to inward senses plac’d,
Not seeing, yet still hauing power of sight:

Giues vaine alarums to the inward sense,

‘Where feare stirr’d vp with witty! tyranny,
Confounds all powers, and thorough selfe-offence,
Doth forge and raise impossibility.

¥ So Herbert in the well-known lines,
* Nothing is so plain,
But may be witty if thou had the vein.”
Here=wise (in a sense) G.
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Such as in thicke depriuing darkenesse,
Proper reflections of the errour be,
And images of sclfe-confuscdnesse,
Which hurt imaginations oncly sce,
And from this nothing scene, tels newes of
devils;
¢ Which but expressions be of inward euils.

SONXNET CII.

Iy AN'S youth, it is a ficld of large desires,

) Which pleas’d within, doth all without

them please ;

For in this loue of men liue those sweet fires,

That kindle worth and kindnesse vnto praise ;

And where selfe-loue most from her sclfenesse
giues,

Man greatest in himsclfe, and others liues.

Old age againe which deemes this pleasure vaine,
Dull’d with experience of vnthankefulnesse,
Scornefull of fame, as but cftects of paine,
Folds up that freedome in her narrownesse ;
¢ And for it onely loucs her owne dreames best,
¢ Scorn’d and contemn'd is of all the rest.
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Such working youth there is againe in state,
Which at the first with iustice, piety,
Fame aund reward, true instruments of fate,
Striue to improue this fraile humanity :
By which as kings inlarge true worth in us,
So crownes againe are well inlargtd thus.

But States grow old, when princes turne away

From honour, to take pleasure for their end ;

For that a large is, this a narrow way,

That winnes a world, and this a few darke friends;
The one improuing worthinesse spreads farre,
Vader the other good things prisoners are.

Thus scepters shadow-like, grow short or long,

As worthy or vnworthy princes reigne ;

And must contract, cannot be large or strong,

It man’s weake humours reall powers restraine ;
¢So that when Power and Nature doe oppose,
¢ All but the worst men are assur'd to lose.

For when respect which is the strength of States,
Grows to decline by kings’ descent within,
That Powers’ babic-creatures dare set rates
Of scorne upon worth, honour upon sinne;
Then though kings, player-like, act Glorie's
part, )
Yet all within them is but feare and art.
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SOXNET CIII.

gresy HE serpent, Sinne, by shewing humane lust,
Hegerss: Visions and dreames, inticéd man to doe
Follics, in which exceed his God he must,
And know more than hee was created to;

A charme which made the ugly Sinne seeme
good,
And is by falne spirits ouely vnderstood.

Now man no sooner from his meane creation,

Trode this excesse of vnereated sinne,

But straight he chang’d his being to priunation :

Horrour and death at this gate passing in ;
Whereby immortal lite, made for man’s good,
Is since become the hell of flesh and blood.

But grant that there were no eternity,
That life were all, and pleasure lite of it ;
In sinne’s excesse there yet confusions be,
Which spoyle his peace, and passionate his wit;
Mauking his nature lesse, his reason thrall,
To tyranny of vice vnnaturall.

And as hell-fircs, not wanting heat, want light;
So these strange witcherafts which like pleasure
be,

Not wanting faire inticements, want delight,
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Inward being nothing but deformity ;
And doe at open doores let fraile powers in
To that straight binding Littlc-ease of sinne.

Is there ought more wonderfull than this,
That man, eucn in the state of his perfection,
All things vncurst, nothing yet done amisse,
And so in him no base of his defection ;
Should fall from God and breake his Maker's
will ?
Which could haue nu end, but to know the ill.

1 aske the rather since in Paradise,

Eternity was obicct to his passion,

And hee in goodnesse like his Muker wise,

As from His spirit taking life and fashion ;
What greater power there was to master this,
Or how a lesse could worke, my question is?

For Who made all, "tis sure yet could not make,
Any aboue Himselfe, as princes can,
Ro as, against His will, no power could take,
A creature from Him, nor corrupt a man
“And yet who thinks He marr’d, that made vs
zood,
‘As well may think God lesse than flesh and
blool.
n
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Where did our being then secke eut privation ?
Aboue, within, witbout us, all wos pure;
Oncly the angels from their disercation,
By smart declar'd no being was sccure,
But that transcendent Goodnesse which subsists,
By forming and reforming what it lists.

So as within the man there was no more.
But possibility to worke upon;
And in these spirits which were falne before,
An abstract curst cternity alone;
Refined by their high places in creation,
To adde more craft and malice to temptation.

Now with what force upon these middle spheares,
Of probable and possilility,
Which no one constant demonstration beares,
And so can ncither binde, nor bounded be ;
What those could work that hauing lost their
God,
Aspire to be our tempters and our rod :

Too well is witness'd by this fall of ours;

For wee not knowing vet that there was il',

Gaue casic eredit to deecining powers,

Who wrought upon us onely by our will;
Perswading, like it, all was to it free,
Since where no sinne was, there no law could be,
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And as all finite things secke infinite,
From thence deriuing what beyond them is;
So man was led by charmes of this darke sp'rit,
Which hee could not know till hee did amisse ;
To trust those serpents, who learn’d since they
fell,
Knew more than we did ; cuen their own made
Hel.

Which erafty oddes made us those clouds imbrace,
Where sinne in ambush lay to overthrow
Nature ;—that would presume to fudome' grace—
Or1 could belecue what God said was not so:
¢ Sin, then we knew thee not and could not hate,
¢ And now we know thee, now it is too late.

SONNET CIV.

=<1| False and treacherous Probability,
_ Encmy of truth, and friend to wicked-
A o Nnesse
With whose bleare cyes Opinion learnes to see,
Truth’s feeble party here, and barrennesse.

1 Fathom, as before. G,
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When thou hast thus misled Humanity, *
And lost obedicnce in the pride of wit,
With reason dar’st thou iudge the Deity,
And in thy flesh make bold to fashion it.

Vaine thought, the word of Power a riddle is,
And till the vayles be rent, the flesh new-borne:
Reveales no wonders of that inward blisse,
Which but where faith is, eucry where findes
scorne;
¢ Who thercfore censures God with fleshly sp'rit
¢ Aswell in time may wrap vp infinite.

SONNET CV.

2 WO sects there be in this Earth opposite :

{? ,“312 The one make Mahomet a deity,
ez J A tyrant Tartar rais’"d by warre and

sleight ¢
Ambitious waies of infidclity :
The world their heauen is; the “orld is great,
And racketh those hearts, where it hath receit.

Lecty.

The other scet of cloystered people is,

Lesse to the world, with which they sceme to
warre,

And so in lesse things drawne to doe amisse,
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As all lusts, lesse than lust of conquest are :
Now if of God, both these haue but the name,
What mortull idoll then can equall Fame ?

SONNET CVI.

Fame, many friends, and Fortune's dig-
nities :

False visions all, which in our scnse appeare,

To sanctifie Desire’s idolatry.

For what is Fortune but a watr’y glasse

‘Whose chrystall forchead wants a steely backe ?

Where raine and stormes beare all away that was,

Whose ship, alike both depths and shallowes
wracke.

Fume againe, which from blinding Power takes
light,
Both. Cesar’s shadow is and Cato’s friend ;
¢ The child of humour, not allyed to right;’
, Liuing by oft exchange of wingéd end.

And many friends, false strength of fecble mind,
Betraying equals, as true slaues to might;
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Like echoes still send voyces down the wind,
But neuer in aduersity finde right.

Then man, though Vertuc of extremities,
The middle be, and so hath two to one,
By place and Nature constant encmies,
And against both these no strength but her owne,
Yet quit thou for her, friends, fame, Fortune’s
throne;
Diuels, there many be, and gods but One.

SOXNET CVII.

=2 OW fals it out, the sincere magistrate,
Y E::: éj —TWho keepes the course of Iustice
(R sacredly—

Rcapes from the people reuerence, and hate,

But not the loue which followes liberty ?

The cause is plaine, since taxe on People’s good,

Is hardly borne ; Sense hauing no foresight,

Hates Reason’s workes as strange to flesh and blood -

Whence he that striues to keepe man’s heart up-
right

Taxeth his phansies at an higher rate ;
And laying lawes vpon his frailty,
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Brings all his ¥ices to a bankrupt state,
So much is true Worth more refin’d than we:
Againe, Who taskes' men’s wealth, picree but
their skin,

Who roots their vice out, must pierce decper in.

SONNET CVIIL

SIS, in whom the poet’s feigning wit,
Figures the goddesse of Authority,
And makes her on an asse in triumph sit,

As it Power's throne were man’s humility,
Inspire this asse, as well becomming it,
Euen like a type of wind-blowne vanity :
With pride to beare Power’s gilding scorching
heut

¥or no hire, but opinion to be great.

Ro as this beast, forgctting what he beares,
Bridled and burdend by the hand of Might,
While he beholds the swarmes of hope and feares
Which wajt vpon ambition infinite,
Proud of the glorious furniture hee weares,
Tukes all g Jsis offer’d, but his right;
Tin Wearinesse, the spurre, or want of food,

Makes gilded carbs of all beasts vnderstood.
\

1 Tuxes. G.
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SONNET CIII.

Follies, in which exceed his God he must,
And know more than hee was created to
A charme which made the ugly Sione seeme
good,
And is by falne spirits onely vnderstood.

Now man no =ooner from his meane creation,
Trode this excesse of vnereated sinne,

But straight he chang’d his being to priuation :
Horrour and death at this gate passing in ;

Whereby immortal life, made for man’s good,
Is since become the hell of flesh and blood.

But grant that there were no cternity,
That life were all, and pleasure life of it ;
In sinne’s excesse there yet confusions be,
Which spoyle his peace, and passionate his wit ;
Muking his nature lesse, his reason thrall,
To tyranny of vice vnnaturall.

And as hell-fires, not wanting heat, want light ;

So these strange witcherafts which like pleasure
be,

Not wanting faire inticements, want delight,

v
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]"X‘:‘riddbeing nothing but deformity ;
Tot] :e at open doores let fraile powers in
1t straight, binding Little-ease of sinne.

;’iniil‘:l:uf:: m_ol‘c wonderfull t.han this,
Al things’ vncu I the state of his perfection,
And o ip h]‘murst’ nothing yet done amisse,
Should fy)) ;‘0 base of his defection ;
wil] ? Tom God and breake his Maker's
i céuld haue no end, but to know the ill.

T aske the ratly.

Eternit ¥ was T since in Paradise,

Aud hee iy goobiect to ‘his pz.xssion,
As from Hig s“tlt‘lcssc l.xke 1.118 Muker \\"iso,
What E'T(’atpl rit taking life and tashion ;
Or how o 1 ©r power there was to master this,
€sse could worke, my question s ?

For Who
m
Ade 411, *tis sure yet could not muke,

Any abou
<Any (g
mselfe, as princes can,

No us, azai
T Sadn . .
A creature fst His will, no power could take,
‘And y(trom Him, nor corrupt a man ;
Wlo thinks He marr’d, that made vs

“As wely n ) )
Gy think God lesse than flesh and
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Wkere did our being then secke out privation ?
Aboue, within, witbout us, all was pure;
Oncly the angels from their disereation,
By smart deciar'd no being was sccure,
But that transcendent Goodnesse which subsists,
By forming and reforming what it lists.

So as within the mun there was no more,
But possibility to worke upon;
And in these spirits which were falne before,
An alstract curst eternity alone;
Refined by their high plaees in creation,
To adde more craft and malice to temptation.

Now with what force upon these middle spheares,
Of probable and possitility,
‘Which no one constant demonstration beares,
And so can neither binde, nor bounded be ;
What those could work that hauing lost their
God,

Axpire to be our tempters and our rod :

Too well is witness'd by this full of ours ;

For wee not knowing yvet that there was il!,

Gaue casic credit to deccining powers,

Who wrought upon us oncly by our will;
Perswading, like it, all was to it free,
Since where no sinne was, there nolaw could be,
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And as q]] ﬁni‘te things secke infinite,
SP:) m{:l:h:‘:r;c:ldgﬁ“ing what beyond them is;
Which heg coeldby charmes (.)f this darke sp’rit,
To trust th:‘ not know till hee did amisse ;
ol ¢ Serpents, who learn’d sinee they

Knew
Hel ore than e did ; cucn their own muwle
cl.

““;?:(: ;.:Il:iy isddes made us those clouds imbrace,
Nature i—that Qmbush lay to overthrow
0r could be]eeu“‘ould presume to fudome' grace—
“Sin, thep WQ what God said was not so:
“And noy wc" knew thee not and could not hate,
© know thee, now it is too late.

SONNET CIV.

Ful;
Eu:Q and treacherous Probability,
™y of truth, and fiicud to wickedl-

With whos 1llcssc; N
Truth’s fb(‘bl care cyes Opinion learnes to see,
© party here, and barrennesse.

' Fathom, as before.  G.
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Vaire thouzic the word of Power a niddle is,
Azd ¢l the wayies be rent, the tesh new-borme:
Reveales o wor lers of that inwand blisse,
Wiich but where fuith 15, euury where findes
ST
* Who therefure aunsuns God with fleshly spnit
¢ As well in time mzy wrup vp iufinite.

SONNET V.

’?Eg WO sects there be in this Earth opposite @
' ?:{Z i The one make Muhomet a deity,
*L—l—ﬁ' = A tyrant Tartar mis'd by warre and
sleight ¢
Ambitious waies of infidelity : .
The world their heauen is; the world is great,
Aud racketh those hearts, where it hath receit.

The other scet of cloystered people is,

Lesse to the world, with which they sceme to
waire,

And so in lesse things drawne to doc amisse,
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As all lust
Nowlil::;' Lesse than lust of conquest are :
What mo G od, poth these haue but the Dame,
TEa11 idoll then can equall Fume ?

SONNET CVL
HREE things there be in man's opinivn

deare,

Fa
Dities fue. many friends, and Fortune’s dig-

False vision;

To sanctifi all, which in our scnse appeare,

besire’s idolutry.
For what is

Whose ch Ortune but a watr'y glacse

Where Taj gy STl foreheud wants a stxly buke ?
Whose sh 3 Aand stormes beare all away that was,
Wra ¢ i; alike both deptls and shallowes

Fame 3gay
ught“f, which from blinding Power takes
th Ca
?o,ﬂ‘e ch;il X5 shadow is and Cato's fricnd ;
L00g Y A of humour, not allyed to rigit; "’
‘U ¥ oft exchange of winged end

bl g o onds, false strength of fochle mind,
Y’emmg equals, as true slaues to might;



13 CELICA.

15 o« ~:._‘ scrd vovees down the wind,

:reity £nle right.

Tz.z man thozzh Vertae of extremities,
Toe =il e te, and 0 hath two to one,

222 these o strength but her owne,
<b:u for her, friends, fame, Fortune’s

AS -a .
{omne:

Dhizels, there mary be, and gods but One

SONXNET CVIL

T==0OW fals it out, the sincere magistrate,

yi‘ —Yho Lkeepes the course of Tustice

'—L_-_k_-é. sacredly—
Reapes from the people reuercnce, and hate,
But not the loue which followes liberty ?
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The cause is plaine, since taxe on Pcople’s good,

Is hardly borre; Sensc hauing no foresight,

Hates Reason’s workes as strange to flesh and blood ¢

Whence he that striues to keepe man’s heart up-
right

Taxeth his phansies at an higher rate ;
And laying lawes vpon his frailty,



0 ke

“.i‘.h P.:\* ~ -

heg
o

=

2}

-~

—_—

pAovap




140 C.ELICA.

ONNET CIX!

‘ % lI.\T is the cause, why States that war and
J

‘v‘i win,

L ;L Haue honour, and breed men of better
fame,
Than States in peace ? since war and conquest sin
In blood, wrong liberty : all trades of shame:
Force-framing instruments, which it must vse,
Proud in excesse, and glory to abuse.

The reason is; Peace is a quict nurse
Of Idlenesse, and idlenesse the field,
Where wit and Power change all scedes to the
Worsc,
By narrow sclf-wit upon which they build;
And thence bring forth eaptiu’d inconstant ends
Neither to princes, nor to people friends.

Besides, the sinnes of Peace on subiects feed,

And thence wound Power, which for it all things
can,

With wrong to onc despaires in many breed ;

For while lawes, oathes—Power’s creditors to
man—

1 Mis-numbered xcix. G.
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Muke humble subicets dreame of native right,
Man’s faith abus’d addes courage to despite.

Where conquest workes by strength, and stirs up
fame :
A glorious echo, pleasing doome of paine,
¢ Which in the slcepe of death yet kecpes a name,
¢« And makes detracting losse speake ill in vaine.

For to great actions Time so fiiendly is,

As ore the meanes—albeit the meanes be ill—
It casts forgetfulnesse ; vailes things amisse,
With power and honour to encourage will.

Besides things hard a reputation beare,
To dyc resolu’d, though guilty, wonder breeds,?
Yet what strength those be which can blot out
feare,
And to sclfe-ruine ioyfully procecds,
Aske them that from the ashes of this fire,
With new liues still to such new flumes aspire.

d' = the dying resolute theugh guilty, breeds won-
er. G,
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SONNET CX.

YON lyes waste, and Thy Ierusalem,
2 J| O Lord, is falne to vtter desolation;
kf_.' Aguinst Thy prophets and Thy holy
men,

The sinne hath wrought a fatal combination ;
Prophan’d Thy name, Thy worship oucrthrowne,
And made Thee liuing Lord, a God vnknowne.

Thy powerfull lawes, Thy wonders of creation,
Thy word incarnate, glorious heauen, darke hell,
Lye shadowed vnder man’s degeneration ;
Thy Christ still crucifi'd for doing well ;
Impicety, O Lord, sits on Thy throne,
Which makes Thee liuing' Lord, a Gud vn-
knowne.

Man’s superstition hath Thy truth entomb’d,
His atheisme againe her pomps defaceth ;
That scnsuall vnsatiable vaste wombe,
Of Thy scene Church, Thy vnseene Church dis-
graceth ;
There liues no truth with them that sceme
Thinc own,
Which makes Thee liuing Lord, a God vnknowne.

! Misprinted ‘light*'. G.
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Appendix.

I. A FANCY!

(BY SIR EDWARD DYER))

E that his mirth hath lost,
Whose comfort is dismayed,
Whose hope is vain, whose faith is scorned,
‘Whose trust is all betrayed,

If he have held them dear,

And cannot cease to moan,
Come, let him tuke his place by me;

He shall not rue aione.

But if the smallest sweet
Be mixed with all his sour :

1f in the day, the month, the year,
He feel one lightening hour,

1

Ta MS. Rawl. Poct. 85, fol. 109, sicned as below ; MS.
781“"- 306. fol. 173, with the same signature ; MS. Ashm.
fo) - P: 140, sigmed * Sr Ed. Dyer: " and Harl. M>. 6910,
© 139, Authenticated by Dyer himself through the
Sa Tet gignature near the end, and ascribed to him by R.
\V“\hwoll in the poem which fellows in this volume.
P Ton:ly claimed for Lord Pembroke in the “ Poems of
l:;“‘}roke and Rudyard,”” 1660, p. 29. [See Sonnet
xi

« o Xiv of Lord Brooke and the * secret signature’ of
Greie I, G.]
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Then rest he by himself;
He is no mate for me,

Whose hope is fall'n, whose succour void,
‘Whose hap his death must be.

Yet not the wished death,
Which hath no plaint nor lack.

Which, making free the better part,
Is only nuature's wrack.

0O no! that were too well ;
My death is of the mind.

Which always vields extremest pains,
And leaves the worst behind.

As one that lives in show,
But inwardly doth die,

Whose knowledge is a bloody field
Where all hope slain doth lic;

Whose heart the altar is;

Whose spirit, the sacrifice
Unto the powers. whom to appease

Nosorrow can suflice.

My fancies are like thorns,

On which I go by night ;
Mine arguments are like an host

‘Which force hath put to flight.

My sense is passion’s spy ;
My thoughts like ruins old

Of famous Carthage, or the town
Which Sincn bought and sold.

Which still before mine eyes
My mortal fall do lay,

‘Whom love and fortune once advanced,
And now hath cast away .

0 thoughts, no thoughts. but wounds,
Sometime the seat of joy,

Sometime the seat of quict rest,
But now of all annoy.
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X sowed the soil of peace ;

MMy bliss was in the spring ;
nd day by day I ate the iruit

“Which my life’s tree did bring.

To nettles now my corn,
My field is turned to flint.

N ere, sitting in the cypress shade,
I read the hyacint.

The peace, the rest, the life,
That I enjoyed be-fore

-ame to my lot, that by the loss
My smart might sting the wcre.

So to unhappy men

The best frames to the worst ;
O time, O place, O words. O lonke,

Dear then, but now accurst:

In tras stands my delizht ;
In i and shall, my woe :

¥ horror fastens on the ez
My hope hans on the s,

1 look for no relief ;

Relief would come to0 late ;
Too late T find. T find towo well,

Too well stood my ertats.

BehoWd. ruchis the emd ;

‘What thing may here be ware ¥
O, nothing else hut 1'zints aud womne.

Do to the end endure.

Forsaken first was L
Then utterly forzotten :

And he that came not v my fuith,
Lo ! my reward hath gotten.

Then., Lose. where is the sauce
That makes thy torment kweet 7
Where is the cause thut some have thournt

Their death through thoe but meat *
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The stately chaste disdain,
The scerct shamefastness,

The grace reserved, the common light
Which shines in worthiness.

O would it were not so,
Or T it might excuse !

O would the wrath of jealousv
My judgment might abuse !

O frail inconstant kind,

O sufe in trust to no mun!
No women angels be, and lo !

My mistress is a woman !

Yct hate [ Lut the fault,
And not the faulty one,
Nor ¢an I rid me of the bands

Wherein 1 lic alone.

Alone I lie, whose like
Was never secn as yet ;

The prince, the poor. the old, the young,
The fond, the full of wit.

Hers still remain must T

By wrong, by death, by shame ;
I cannot blot out of my mind

Tue love wrought in her niume.

I cannot set at nought

That once I held so dear;
I cannot make it scem so tar

That was indeed so neur.

Not that I mean henceforth
This strange will to profess,

As one that would betray such troth,
And build on fickleness,

But it shall never fuil
That my faith bare in hand;

I guve my word, my word gave me ;
Both word and gift must stand !
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Sith then it must be thus,
And thusis all-to ill,

x Mield me captive to my curse,
My hard fate to fulfil.

The solitary woods
My city shall become;
e darkest den shall be my lodge,

‘Wherein I’ll rest or roam. \

Of heben black my board :
The worms my feast shall be,

O n which my carcass shall be fed
Till they do feed on me;

My wine of Niobe,

My bed of craggy rock,
“Lhe serpent’s hiss my harmony,

The shricking owl my clock.

My exeicise nought else
But raging agonies ;

Ay books of spiteful Fortune's foils
And dreary tragedies.

My walk the paths of plaint,
My prospect into hell,

Where wretched Sisyphe and his pheres
In endless pains do dwell.

And though I seem to use
The poct’s feigned style,

To figure forth my rueful plight,
My fall or my exile,

Yet is my grief not feigned,
In wgich I starve and pine,
Who feel it most shall find it least
1f his compare with mine.
My Muse if any ask,
Whose grievous case was such ?
Dy exk thou let his name be known;
His folly shows so much.

1
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But best 'twere thee to hide,
And never come to lizht ;
For on the earth may none but I
This action sound arizht.

Miserum est fuisse.

E. Digr.

1I. MASTER DYER’'S FANCY TURNED TO
A SINNER'S COMPLAINT.
(BY ROBERT SOUTHWELL. BORN 1540 ; DIED 130:)

E that his mirth hath lost,
Whose comfort is to rue,
Whose hope is fallen, whose faith is crazed,
Whose trust is fourd untrue;

If he have held them dear,

And cannot cease to moan,
Come, Ict him take his place by me;

He shall not rue alune.

But if the smallest sweet
Be mixed with all his sour ;
If in the day, the month, the year,
He fedls one lightening hour,
Then rest he with himself ;
Ue is no mate tor me,
Whose time in tears, whose race in ruth,
Whose life a death must be.

1 Southwell's * Poems.” elit. 1630, sign F 7, &e., with
the title, * A Fancy turned to a Sinner's Colplaint.”
The title which I have adopted is found in the MS.of
Southwell's poems used in both the modern editions, of
Walter, p. 54, and Turnbull, p. 81.



APPENDIX. 151

Yet not the wished death,
That feels no pain or lack,
That, making free the better part,

Is only nature’s wrack :

Ono! that were too well ;
My death is of the mind,

That alwavs vields extremest pangs,
Y ¢t threatens worse behind.

As one that lives in show,

And inwurdly doth die ;
Whose knowledge is a bloody field,

Where Virtue sluin doth lic;

Wheose heart the altar is,
And host, a God to move ;

From whom my ill doth fear revenge,
Hix good doth prowise love.

My fancies are like thorns,
In which I go by night;

My frichted wits are like an host
That force hath put to tlight.

My sense is passion’s spy ;
My thoucshts likze ruins old.

Which show how fair the building was,
While grace it did uphold.

And still hefore mine eyes
My mortal fall they lay:

Whom grace and virtue once advanced,
Now sin hath cast away.

O thoughts, no thoughts, but wounds,
Somctime the seat ot joy,

Semetime the store of quiet rest,
But now of all annoy.

T sowed the soil of peace ;

My bliss was in the spring ;
And day by day the frait [ ate,

Thut virtue's tree did bring.
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To net'les now my corn,

My field is turned to flint,
Where I a heavy harvest reap

Of cares that never stint.

The peace the rest. the life,
That I enjoyed of yore,

‘Were happy lot, but by their loss
My smart doth sting the more.

So to unhappy men

The best frames to the worst :
O time, O place, where thus I fell,

Dear then, but now accurst !

In tcax stands my delight ;

In is and shall, my woe ;
My horror fastened in the yea;

My hope hangs in the nn.

Unworthy of relief.

That craved is too late,
Too late I find, T find too well,

Too well stood my estate.

Behold. such is the end
That Pleasure doth procure ;

Of nothing else but care and plaint
Cun she the mind assure.

Forsaken first by Grace,

By Pleasure now forgotten,
Her pain 1 feel, but Grace's wawe

IHave others from me gotten.

Then, Grace. where is the joy

That makes thy torments sweet ?
Where is the cause thut many thought

Their deaths through thee but meet ?

Where thy disdain of sin,
Thy secret sweet deliht,

Thy sparks ot bliss. thy heavenly joys,
That shined erst so bright *
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O that they were not lost,
Or | could it excuse !

O that a dream of feigned losse
My julgement did abuse !

O frail inconstant flesh,
Soon trapped in every gin!

Soon wrought thus to betray thy soul,
And plunge thyself in sin !

Yet hate I but the fault,
And not the faalty one,

Nor ean 1 rid from me the mate
That forceth me to moun ;

To moan a sinner's case.

Thun which was never worse,
In prince or poor, in young or old,

In blest or full of curse.

Yt God's must I remain,

By death. by wrong, by shame ;
I cunnot blot out of my heart

That Grace writ in His name.

T cannot set at noucht

Whom 1 have held so dear;
I cannot make Him seem afar,

That is indeed so near.

Not that I look henceforth
For love that erst I found ;

Sith that I brake my plighted troth
To build on fickle ground.

Yet that shall never fail
‘Which my faith bare in hand ;
I gave my vow ; my vow gave me ;
Both vow and gift shall stand.

But since that I have sinned,
And scourge none is too ill,

I yicld me captive to my curse,
My hard fate to fultil.
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The solitary wood
My city shull become;

The darkest dens shall be my lodge |
In which I rest or come;

A sandy plot my board.

"The worms my feast shall be.
Wherewith my carcass shall be fed,

Until they feed on me.

My tears shall be my wine,
My bed a cracey rock.

My harmeny the serpent’s hiss.
The screcching owl my clock.

My exercise, remorse,
And doleful sinners’ lays ;

My book, remembrance of my crimes,
And faults of former days,

My walk the path of plaint ;
My prospect into hell,

Where Judas and his cursed crew
In endless pains do dwell.

And though I seem to use
The feigning poet's style,

To firrure forth my careful plight,
My fall and my exile;

Yet is my grief not feigned,
Whercin 1 starve and pine;

Who feels the most shall think it least,
If his compare with mine.
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L Jlaham.



{lote.

¢ Alaham’ has no scparate title-page, being simply headed
¢ Alaham’ with the * Speakers’ Names ™ below, as with
us. Itoccupies pp 1—79 {fresh pagination) after * Of
‘Warres ™ in the folio of 1633: and as thercin it precedes
¢ Mustapha” we adhere to the arrangement.

LaxcBaiNe has these remarks on * Alaham **: “’Tis
mostly written in rhime, and is adorned with many moral
sentences and political maxims. It scems an imitation of
the Ancients, and the prologue is spoken by a ghost, one
of the old Kings of Ormus, an island situated at the entrance
of the Persian Gulph, where the scene of the drama lies.
The spectre gives an account of each character, possibly
in imitation of Euripides, who usually introducced one of
the chief actors, as the prologue, whose business was to
explain all those circumstances which preceded the open-
ing of the stage. ‘The Author has been so careful in ob-
serving the rules of Aristotle and Horace, (as to the num-
ber of interlocutors) that he has in no scene throughout,
introduced above two speakers, except in the chorus be-
tween each act. and even there, he observes all the rules
laid down by the latter of those mastersin the art of poe-
try &c.” (" Account of the English Dramatic Poets.
Oxon. 1691 p 38.) G.



Alaham.

THE SPEAKERS NAMES.

The old Ring. Zophi, the eldest Somne.
Alaham’s second Sonne.  Hala, Alaham’s wife.
Caine, Bassha. Mahomet, Bassha.
Priest. Celica, the old King's
daughter.
Nuntius. Nutriz.
Yrologus.
The Speach of a Ghost, one of ths old kings of
Ormus.

doome,!
Downe in Eternitie’s perpetuall night,

Man’s temporall sinnes beare torments infinite :
For change of desolation, must I come

! Judgment. See Glossary-Index s. r. for references
to other examples. G.
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To tempt the Earth, and to prophane the light;

From mournefull silence, where Paine dares not
rore

With libertie ; to multiplie it more!

Nor from the lothsome puddle Acheron,

Made foule with common sinnes, whose filthie
dampes

Feed Lethe's sinke, forgetting all but mone:

Nor from that fowle infernall shaddowed lampe,

Which lighteth Sisiphus to rowle his stone :

These be but bodies’ plagues, the skirts of Hell;

I come from whence Dceathe’s scate doth Death
excell.

A place there is vpon no centre placed,

Decpe vader depthes, as farre as is the skie

Aboue the Earth ; darke, infinitely spaced :

Pluto the king, the kingdome, miserie.

The chrystall may God’s glorious scate resemble;

Horror it sclfe these horrors but dissemble.!

Priuation would raigne there : by God not made,

But creature of vncereated Sinne;

Whose being is all beings to inuade,

To haue no ending though it did beginne :

1 = The ‘chrystall’ may present some faint figure of
God's seat : but Horror itself cannot represent these hor-
rors. G.
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And so of past, things present, and to come,

';(;tg:“e depriuing, not tormenting doome ;

ma 1OTyyor, .in the vnders.tanding mixt,

Yntom(:mone, by Eternitic’s seale wrought ;
the bodies of the euill fixt,

An 1nto reason by our passion brought ;

Cre Tackt, torne, and exil'd from vuitie,
Mot come from nothing, must for cucr be.
he sinnes that enter here are capitall :
t €isme, where creatures their Creator lose;
Nthankfull Pride, nature and grace’s fall ;

Clute of mankinde, in man vnnaturall ;
¥ DPocrites, which bodies leaue, and shadowes

T chose.
he Persons, cither kings by Fortune blest,

Mmen by nature made kings of the rest.

‘Qre tyrants that corrupt authoritie,
“Unecll'd out of the feares of wickednesse,
Unning in mischicfe, prowd in crucltic,

\‘z‘e Turies made, to plaguc the weaker ghosts,

T Ose soules, entising pleasure only lost;

T € weaker kings, whose more vnconstant vice
heir States vato their humors made a prey,
OT suffering more then kings to tyrannise,

Te damn’d ; though here to be, yet not to stay :
OT backe they goe, to tempt with eucry sinne,
8 easiest it the world may enter in.

r

H
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My sclfe sometimes was such : Ormus my State.
I bare the name, yet did my Basshas raigme:
Trusts to few windowes are vnfortunate ;'
For subiects growing full is prince’s wane.
Loe ! all misdeeds procure their owne misfate
For by my trusted Basshas was I slaine :
Now sent to teare downe my posteritie,
That haue their sinnes’ inheritance from me.
My first charge is, the ruine of mine owne :
Hell keeping knowledge still of carthlinesse,
None coming there but spirits ouergrowne,
Aud more embodied® into wickednesse,
The bodie by the spirit liuing cuer,
The spirit in the body ioying neuer:
In heauen perchance no such atfections be ;
Those angell-soules in flesh imprisoned,
Like strangers liuing in mortalitie,
Still more and more themselues enspirited,
Refining nature to Eternity ;
By being maids in Earth’s adulterous bed :
And idly forget all here below,
Where we our parents, but to plague them, know.

! The metaphor is here obscure, probably some Eastern
(recondite) usage. But see our glossarial-index under
* windows." G.

2 = ruled by the flesh or imbrauted. G.
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My next charge is, from this darke regiment?
With wiles to scourge this age effeminate ;
Not open force, or humors’ vivlent :
Time fashions mindes, mindes mancers, macrers
fate,
Here Rage giues place, Wit must rule ill intent.
Proud Honor being an ill for this S:ate
Too strong ; Sleight, must misleade the innocert ;
Craft, the corrupt. For though none dare be iust,
Yet coward Ill, with care, grow wicked must.
This present king, weake both in 2eod and iil.
Louing his trust, and trusting but his ghesse,
Shall perish in his owne faith’s wantonnesse ;
Betray'd by Alaham, whom he know’th ill,
Yet to beware lackes actiue constantnesse ;
A destinie of well-belecuing wit,
That hath not strength of iudgement ioyn'd with it.
Alaham his sonne : fond of the father’s throze,
Desire his idoll, libertie his might,
As ouerborne with error infinite,
Shall finde that Fate all secrct faults can hit :
For he, that for himselfe would ruine all,
Shall perish in his craft vnnaturall.
Hala his wife : diuerse, and strong in lust,
Liberall out of sclfe-loue, of error proud ;

1 Government. G.
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When shamelesse craft and rage haue sceru’d  her
turne,
In Pride’s vainglorious martyrdome shall burne.

Zophi the eldest sonne : whose reason is
With frailty drown’'d, and sillinesse confus’d ;
Borne but to liue, and yet denied this,

—>3So0 well knowes Power what spirits may be
abus’'d—

Becomes the prey of factious craftie wit,

Which stirres that ruine vp that ruines it.

Caine Bassha—like the clouds, who live in ayre,
Th’ orbe of Nature’'s constant inconstancie—
Now fume, now shame shall in his fortune beare ;
His vice and vertue still in infancy:

Change for his wisdome and chance for his ends,

Harm’d by his hopes, and ruin’d by his friends.
Mahomet, with honor faine would change the

tide

Of times corrupt, here stopping violence,

There conutermining! craft, and pleading right :

But Reason sworne in generall to Sensc

M:kes honor, bondage ; 1ustice, an offence :

Till Liberty, that tuire deceining light,

Turnes mischicfe to an humor popular,

Where good men cateh’d in nets of dutie are.

! Countermining.  G.
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Cxlica—because in flesh no seedes are sowne
Ofheauenly grace, but they must bring vp weedes—
Death in her father’s murther she affects ;
Seduc’d by glory ; whose excesse still feedes
It selfe, vpon the barren steepes of mone :

For humane wit wants power to diuide,
Whereby affections into error slide.

Heli the priest : who teaching from without,
Corrupted faith, bound vnder lawes of might ;
Not fecling God, yet blowing him about,

In cucry shape, and likenesse, but the right;

Secking the world, finds change there ioyn'd with
chance,

To ruine those whom Error wonld advance.

Now marke your charge ! Each fury worke his

part,

In senselesse webs of mischiefe ouerthwart.

You are not now to worke on priuate thoughts,

One instant is your time to alter all ;

Corruption vniuersall must be wrought:

Impossible to you is naturall :

Plots and effects together must be brought ;

Mischiefe and shame, at once must spring and fall.

Vse more than power of man to bring forth that,

Which—it is meant—all men shall wondcr at.

Craft! Go thou forth, worke Honor into Lust.
Mulice! Sow in Selfe-loue vnworthinesse.
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.

Feare! Make it safe for no man to be iust.

Wrong ! Be thou clothed in Power’s comelinesse.

Wit ! Play with Faith; take Glory in mistrust ;

Let Duty and Religion goe by ghesse.

Furies! Stirre you vp warre ; which follow must,

When all things are corrupt with doublenesse.

From vice to vice let Error multiply.

With voncouth sinnes, murthers, adulteries,

Incorporate all kindes of iniquity.

Translate the State to forruigne tyranuies :

Kceepe down the best, and let the worst haue
power,

That Warre and Hell may all at once deuoure.

Actus 1. Scena 1.
ALAHAM. HELL

w LAIDDAM. Thou coward soule! Why
standst thou doubting now ?

Why to and fro? The dice of Chance are
cast :

Counsclls of law, of shame, of loue, are past.

Thinke what the worst haue done; what they
enioy,

That plucke downe States to put vp priuate lawes,

Whom Fame cnobles while she would destroy.




ALAIAM. 165

Honor hath many wings: Chance hath no buokes :
Who follow, treade but where men trode before ;
Who giue example still are something more.
Beare witnesse yet yee good and euill spirits !
Who in the ayre inuisibly do dwell;
That these strange pathes I walke of vglinesse,
Are forc’d by threatning gulfes of treacherie,
Nourisht by States and times iniurious.
Nor is it sinne, which men for safety choose ;
Nor hath it shame, which men are forc’d to vse.
IIe’i.  What be these agonies indefinite ?
These sudden changes, secret, violent,
Both argue cuill lucke and ill intent.
Alah.  That which I most did hate and least
did feare,
Is fall’'n : Nature cares not for natiue blood,
1 wickedly must doe, or mischicfe beare ;
I must no more be, or no more be good.
Ileli. How growes this change ? Reucale this
sceret work :
Both cures and wounds doe oft together lurcke.
Alah. Heli! you know the time when this
fraile king,
Languish’d, and wanton'd in a powerfull throne,
Sent to the gods to learne what should befall,
Hauing but peace and wealth to doubt withall,
Their answer was: My father’s eldest sonne
J
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Must be a sacrifice for this estate,

And with his blood wash out the doome of Fate.
The Basshas, swoll'n by vse of ruling kings,
Presume on God : and what by Gud's decree
Was death ; by their’s must onely exile be.

And proud againe with this vniust successe,

A second error on the first they build ;

And he that liues against the heauenly doome,
Must now not liue, but raigne : vet onely raigue.

To put downe me they feare, for him they scorne:

Is innocency to no other borne ?
And must my right, and royall blood abide
Traytors, to be my lords ; the dead, my king ?
Is honor to so many masters tied ?
Shall I not line, except I scornéd line ?
Well: where the choice is left to kill or dye,
The best estates doe but in hazard lie.
Ileli. T'is rushnesse to commit our right to
chance.
Alah. T'is madnesse at the worst to feare
mischance.
Ileli.  Vnfold this factious clowdie mysterie ;
What cannot help, yet will experience be.
Alah. The duyes be fresh, when all the
world in hate
With Mahomet’s supreme authority,
The Basshas idiy liu'd; no forme of state
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Obseru’d ; no councells held ; no maiesty ;

Weake spirits did corrupt ; the strong did rust ;

Worth withered vp; Craft only was in trust;

The court a farme : stiange, ominous, ill signe,

When publike States to priuatenesse encline.

Such was my father's frayle simplicity,

As wanting judgement how to stand alone ;

He—passion-ledd—could loue and trust but one.

The world saw all was nought; yet I saw Feare

Would, while it murmur'd, Mischief’s councells
keepe;

So blind are men, or with respects asleep.

Enuy wrought more in me, and made me know,

This passion in the king—which did aduance

Mahomet aboue the rcach of ouerthrow—

Had counter-passions, change, inconstancy,

For wit, and malice, possibility.

I stir’d the king with enuies of his slaue ;

For great estates inlarge not little harts.

My charge suspitions,! which no answer haue;

Power still concluding all in evill part.

With kings not strong in vertue, nor in vice,

I knew Truth was like pillars built on ice.

Factions besides I in the Basshas mou’d,

And in their divers witts my malice cast,

! Misprinted * suspitious’. G
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Conspiracy with good successe I prou'd :
For kings are easily ledd away with many,
That hearing all, want strength to iudge of any;
Thus we exil’d him with pretence of State,
Whom—it is true—1 for mysclf did hate.
But now, when Mahomet was banisht hence,
His fellow Bassha'’s, fond of gouernment,
To rule their prince with his name they intend,
And ruine heires, yet sceme Succession’s friends.
For while I by my brother’s exile stood,
They hide their mindes to vyndermine the more;
And much to me in pettic things they leaue,
That craft in good apparcll might deceive,
Heli. Their craft and power aguinst you thus
combin’'d,!
How could you shunne, or worke the Basshas so,
As they might leaue to secke your ouerthrow ?
Alah. T found their crafte, and made my good
of all:
Some I did winne ; the rest I did disgrace,
Even binding them by what they gaue to me :
So great the scopes of hraue ambition be :

! Misprinted ‘combui'd’: and here and onward, as
there are lacking rhymes, I suspect corruption of the test,
albeit the rhymes are not kept up throughout. Yet are
the Warwick Castle M3S. as in text. G.
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Nor staid T here; but as a man in doubt

To trust this tickle art of men too farre,

Where many witts to one kept subiect ave :

I forthwith sought on fewer heades to lay

This wardshippe of the king effeminate.

A farre lesse scruile course for me, that meant

To steale in change into this gouernment.

This made me thinke of Caine, whose spirits 1
saw

Officious' were, already entred grace,

Pleasant, and fit to multiplie a place,

The scruple that dinided him and me,

Was feare he did too much posscsse my wife :

With priuate scorne I waigh’d with publike ends;

And saw, who will not see, nceds no amends.

For he, to hide his fault, straight puts on faith

Aud care of me; a badge of scruile lust,

Which cuer iniure those it pleascth must.

In him I did accept the sacrifice

Of ruling him, that rul’d this wauing masse :

Who cannot beare, what can be bring to passe ?

Now though by him the present state I gain’d,

Yet to my after-ends this gaue no ayde :

For their foundations only were, by fame,

On people’s loues and wonders to be layd.

! Excessively firward.  So Shakespeare and Milton. G.

ol .
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How little princes’ fauors helpe the same

They know, that marke what feet men goe withall,

Who while they rise in grace, in credit full.

The people then it was that I must secke,

A future, not a present vse of power;

Not strength establish’'d, but a strength, to chunge;

To all, but oncly those who worke it, strange.

With this Caine’s place had no aftinity ;

It presage being of a kingdome’s full,

When kings trust any one to gouernc all.

His nature lesse, for it monarchall was,

Sharpe, narrow-humour’d, ouly fit to rise

By that, which people hate, crowne-flatterics.

Since Nuture therefore cannot change her face,

To thinke one fit for all, were foolishnesse,

To force an instrument expericnce feares,

Since wit may take of cach the fruit it beares.
Of Mahomet, T then bethought my selfe,

Whose absence pittie had.  And as in sects,

The present errors doe prepare a place

For maskéd Change, to shew her pleasing fuce :

So did the hate of present gouernment

Forget his faults, as they forget their wounds.

1 saw that he alone did fit my ends;

Occasion mother is of truest friends.

My ends were not to broyle the present State,

Nor lcaue obgdience in my father’s dayes ;
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But after he was dead, to dispossesse

My brother, whom the heauens did depresse.

Chance wrought me good : lest it should worke

me feare,

I meant to goe beyond the wayes of spite,

Both stay and winne the world, with Mahomet :

For who can stirre are fittest meanes to let.!

My father I did moue, remou’d and sped :

Feare made him pittifull, and Folly kinde ;

In Passion’s orbe most patient to be led ;

Each argument begat another minde;

Doubt had no memory, Offence was dead,

Distresse scem’d safety, Likelinesse did binde:

For in these captiue wits, borne to be thrall,

Who sces one thought beyond them, seeth all.
Mahomet returnes : But whether deeply shrin’d,

Within the hollow abstracts of his heart,

His malice lay ; or that ambitious kinde

Be easic, for it sclfe, from all to part;

Respect to me and honour, layd behinde,

Finding this king to be but Humor’s art,

He takes his soule, and miracles he showes ;

Restores the lost, th' establish’'d oucrthrowes.

My elder brother—whom the gods fore-spake,

Lawes had depriu’d, exil'd, and men forgot—

Vlinder, oppore. G
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He straight calls home; and dares to vndertake
That which Audacity belecueth not.
Ah! Error of good meaning, apt to trust ;
For want of ill enough, I perish must.
And am I borne for Dutic's sacrifice,
To watch for change of times, or God’s rcuenge ?
Is paticnee scorne, and hazard yet vowise ?
No, No: Confusion raignes ; Despaire is it,
That now makes change a god; and Danger, wit.
Inflam’d, distract, confus’d, put out of feare
ITam. . . . . . . .
Visions I feele of better hopes arise.
Malice and rage, whose heats had barrennesse,
Are, with ambition of reuenge, made wise.
Birth, chance, occasion right, good fortunes be
To some : and wrong can all these be to me ?
ITeli. Alaham ! 1 grant these triulls be seucre :
But know Temptation is Misfortune's spie,
To worke in resolution change or feare
Attend! your father's death ; still hold you there
Before to vadermine a monarchy
Is hard.  Bestdes, iudge you your own intent :
Yor such your brother is in this to you,
As you before unto your brother were;
e hath his owne, and you Hue out of feare.

Vs await. G
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Alahain. Who measures hopes and losses by the

truth,
Goes cuer naked in this world of might :
Mine be the crowne ; my brother’s be the right.

Il-li. 'Will you exceed his mischiefe whom you
blame ?

Alak. When cuill striues, the worst haue great-
est name.

Il Goodnesse is only at the greatest, best.

Alakam. Those mischiefes prosper that exceed
the rest.

If:li. Thou art but one: for all a sufferer be.

Aluham. That one is more than all the world to
me.

Illi. Faults to the State all priuate fuults ex-
ceed.

Alaham. My wounds then heale, when all the
Earth doth bleed.

111, Let father moue thee: pittic thou the
State.

Alaham. Father descending kindnesse signifies :

Our State is there where our well-being lies.

Ileli. Fume euer liues and cuer will defume :

The ruine of thy father; and his crowne.

Alaham. They euer prosper whom the world
doth blame;

Shame sees not elimbing vp, but fulling downe.
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IR, Yet feare thy selte, if Fume thou doest
not feare ;
Reuenge falls heauie, when God doth forbeare,
Alakam. Men only giddie be that be aboue,
And will looke down to doubts, when they be
there.
Shall name of king o’erthrow a king’s estate ?
Hath publike good no friend ? shall priuate feare
Of once weake man make all vofortunate ?
No, no, deare Heli! T God’s champion am;
And will my father for a while depose,
Lest he the kingdome, we the Church doe lose.
Ifeli. Alaham! if hands you on your father lay
For priuate ends, and make the Church your
stayres,
By which you clime your owne ambitious way;
Your glory will be short, and full of feares :
Since nothing for the Church is done amisse ;
And nothing well done that against her is.
Alakam. So be the God eternall my beleefe,
As I my father from his state depose,
Only for feare the Church should honor lose.
But Heli! iudge not things with common eyes,
The Church it is one linke of goucrnment,
Of noblest kings the noblest instrument.
For while kings sacred keepe her mysteries,
She keepes the world to kings obedient ;
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Giuing the body to obey the spirit,

So carrying power vp to infinite.

But here with vs, the discipline is stain’d :
Forme lost : Truth scandaliz’d with noueltie,

Louinguesse with eraft; and Faith with atheisme.

Honor, and zcale, with curiosity ;

The worst best vs'd; Shame carrying Honor’s
face,

And Innouation king in euery place.

Downe must these ruines to be set vpright ;

Misfortuue peee’d' growes more vnfortunate ;

And  purents lawes must yeeld to lawes of
State.

II:7i. Then sce the means: for though the

end were good,

Yct for a priuate man to change a State,

With monarch’s sleights to alter monarchie,

Seemes hard, if not impossible, to me.

Alahaw. Impossible is but the faith of Feare ;

To make hope casic fetch beliefe elswhere,

Yet lest these sparkes ruk’d vp in hollow hearts,

Should spread, and burne before their fury show ;

Kcepe on the course which you haue vs'd to goe.

Preach you with firie tongue, distinguish might,

Tyrants from kings ; duties in question bring

! =pieced, patched up. G.
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Twixt God und man : where power infinite
Compar’d, makes finite power a scornfull thing.
Sufely so craft may with the truth giue light,

To iudge of crownes without enammelling ;

And bring contempt vpon the monarch’s State ;

Where straight unhallowed power hath people’s
hate.

Glaunce at prerogatiuces indefinite ;
Taxe customes, warres, and luwes all gathering ;
Censure kings faults, their spics and fauourites;
Holinesse hath a priuiledge to sting,
Men be not wise ; bitternesse from zeale of spirit,
1s hardly iudg'd ; the enuy of a king
Makes people like reproofe of Maiesty ;
Where God scemes great in priests’ audacity.
Thus keep a god ; For be he true, or no,
Mixt faith so workes on man’s idolatric,
That minds, in bonds ; bodies, delight in wor.
Religion carrying men aboue respect :
For what thing else can stand in selfe neglect ?
And when men’s mindes thus tun'd and tempted
are
To change, with arguments "gainst present times,
Then Hope awakes, and man’s ambition climes.
1leli. What hope can blot the feare of princes’
power?
Alaham. Taxes, and seornes of Basshsas gouern-
* ment,
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Which vnder kings make present times still sowie;
Hope leads the ill, and they the innocent.
Ieli. These hopesare poore : For feare is with
them! mixt.
Alaham. Al feures are weake, where any hope
is fixt.
IIeli.  Dissolue—tis truc—you may with cnuy,
feare,
Craft, treacherie, contempt, neglect,
Not build : these sands will no foundations beare :
These engines are to ruine, not erect.
Will you a father, can you a king throw downe ?
Alakam. Or suffer that the Christians weare
his crowne ?
ITeli.  The Christians with what faith or policy,
Can you call in? Such remedies are ill :
For what they conquer, that enioy they will.
Besides, the force lies in Caine Basshas hands,
In Mahomet wealth, law and gouernment :
What way to them ? . . .
Alakam. My wife, their mutuall trust.
These Basshas with themselues she shall betray ;
Arts ot reuenge are written downe in lust.
What cannot women doe with wit and play ?

U Misprinted ‘the’.  G.
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Heli.  Who would bestow his wife in works of
shame ?
Alakam. They that thinke ought more deare
than honest name.
Good fortunc doth in Humor’s market sit,
And those that buy, must sell all else for it.
I{eli.  The shame is sure; the good in hazand
lies.
Alakam. Such stuires they clime, that vnto
fortune rise :
Opinion raignes without, and Truth within.
Who others please, against themselues must sin.
Erit Il
You spirits then growne subtile by your age!
Not you that doe inhabite Paradise,
Whose constant loyes most vnacquainted be
With all affections, that should make you wise!
No: I inuoke that blacke Eternity,
As apt to put in action, as deuise!
Helpe me, that haue to doe with princes’ power,
To plucke downe king, with king's authority,
And make men slaues, with show of liberty.!
Free hope from cuill lucke, reuenge from feare ;
Ruine and change, adorne you cuery where.

! As the Napoleonic Plebiscite in France, formerly and in
the present year.  G.
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Aectus Primus: Scena secunda.

MAHOMET: ALAHAM.

Mahomet.
IG5 Y lord! So oft alone, pulls downe the
@ heart
To thoughts, and courses far vnmeet for

it.
Princes must shew themselnes in open sight :
Men joy in them that doe in men delight.
Triumphs of common peace, sacrifice, thanks, praise,
Prepared are ...oiveeennes
To soleminze this vniucrsall ioy,
Wherein your selfe the greatest part enioy.
Alaham. If change were currant in Eternity,
As here amongst vs in this mortall spheare,
Passion might hope for counterpassion there.
My brother’s doome decreed was from aboue :
Truth varies not : God’s pleasure constant is:
Time prescnt shewes not all that is amisse.
Mahomet. Toy opens mindes, and Enuy shuts
them in: ‘
God, by your brother’s life, adiournes our sinne.
Alak. When God speaks vnto men, and they
expound,
Truth easily scapes, all threatned woes sceme
light ;
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Misprision euer giues Misfortune might :

For Power is proud till it looke downe to Feare,

Though only safe, by euer lookiug there.

Besides, if fates be past, what meanes this starre,

Whosc glorious taile threatens vnglorious dayes,

Feare vnto kings, and to the State a warre?

What meane these bloody showers? These dark-
ned rayes

Of sunne and moone, which still eclipséd are ?

Are all signes chance? For if the starres can
worke,

These signes that threaten proue their bodies
lurke.!

‘What added is in honor to the crowne,

Or what increase of empire to the king;

That exiles are call’d home to put me downe ?

Strange innouation some increcase should bring.

Kings fondly? else tempt God, and trust to Chance,

Where change and hazard nothing doe aduance.

AMahomet, Your Lrother's fault was oniy

prince’s feare :

One ill example hurts to muny were.

! Lurke=lie in wait for mischicf. The signsare bloody
showers and eclipscs : the bedies are sun, moon and stars.
G. 2=foolishly. G.
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Alaham. God’s law it was, wherby he was
depriu‘d ;
My clder brother’s right was but the law.
Change in estates is like vnto a sleepe,
Which but it sclfe can nothing constant keepe,
Mahomet. 1t is no change to giue the clder

place.

Alah. The wounds are new that present right
deface.

Afah. The second borne are not borne to the
crowne.

dldh. Hope, which our God scts vp, dare
man pull downe ?
Makomet. Alaham! Our God’s decree did not
exile
Thy brother: it wuas heauenly mystery,
Which Faction construed to impiety.
When I 1eturn’d, I saw foundations layed
In princes’ faults, for Basshas tyrannie;
Who keeping both the princes’ heyres aliue,
The one exil’d, the other cnuious,
Would muke each plague to other; both, to vs.
I wrought, and ouercame the prince’s hate,
Restor’d his sonne, and in his sonne the State.
Alaham. And wast thou then call’d into grace
by me,
To be the meane thut 1 should ruin’d be ?
K
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No Muhomet : That labyrinth thy heart,
Artisan of craft, great empire of deceipt,
The plague of all inferiors, and the bait;
In prince’s fiailty shall not drowne this State.
Scnse and thy wrongs alike be generall ;
A prince's power cannot protect them all.
When flattery giues scope to tyrannize,
Extremes then from extremities doe rise.
Makomet. The giddy head that sces with daz'led
sight,
Imagines all the world to turne about :
And rage, which to yourselfe makes you seeme
great,
Is lesse to me, than if you did entreat.
Alaham. Who truth doe only but to hate it
know,
They nothing feare, but only to be good :
Vnthank{ulnesse is cuer valiant so.
Mualomet. To them God thanklesse seemes, not
thanklesse is,
That sacrifice for leaue to doc amisse.!
If wrongfully you had not banish’d me;
To whom could my returne thank-worthy be ?

1 God scemes but is not thankless, to them that offer
sacrifice in order to gct lcave to doe amiss (and do not get
it). G.
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Alekham. Our gods seem’d wroth; and Fame

spake strangely ill :

That sure my wife did worse than dote of thee;

This wus dishonour, wrong, and losse to me.

Yet I distract with good beleefe and feare,

Detest her could not: Loue forbade it me:

Loue her I did not, for mistrust was there;

While I suspected her, I hated thee.

At length—'tis true—I got Thee banishéd ;

If not rcuenge, at least security :

Till humorous Time, that blots to print againe,

Shew’d me in Hala’s thoughts Caine Bassha’s name.

I call’d thee home; and though I scorne still
beare

By Fame—who when she lics, recanteth not—

Yet 1 forgaue the shame, and pardoned feare ;

Brought thee good lucke, where good turnes are
forgot.

And is it a returne of that you owe,

For you to worke your patrone’s ouerthrow ?

Malomet. Alaham! Put off this fruitlesse

pecuishnesse

Of expectation, lost in ill desires.

For you in witnesse of my thankfull heart,

The gouernment of old Ormus I got ;

And by possession man’s hope loscth not.



. r—— —————

194 ALAVHAM.

Alaham, besides, iudge both your thoughts and
S:ate:

Kiog's children are no kings; Authority

(ives not by blood ; she sets another rate;

Vse, is her kinne ; grace her affinity.

Then looke not in Desire’s earnestnesse ;

Impossible is easie there, wishes’ effect ;

The future great, the present ever lesse :

Comparison still carrying vp the eye

To make all that we haue but miserie.

Care, bought with blood, and feare, with treach-
erie ;

Danger, with wrong, and shame, with venturing ;

.. Votertaine hopes, and certaine misery,

The fortuncs be of haste to be a king.
Alaham. O God! what's this? Mine inward

spirits shake ;

Senses doe leaue their worke ; thoughts are con-
fus'd;;

Horror and glory now possession take ;

New visions to my darknesse are infus’'d ;

Like Delpho’s' mayd, I finde a mightie worke ;

My heart with more than it selfe doth resolue ;

‘What I thinke, speake, or doe, is not mine owne.

I feele what made me wish my brother’s fall,

And finde what mischicfe gets, it goes withall.

1 Sie = Delphos 1. ¢, Delphi. G.



ALAHAM, 185

His sufety now, [ sce, my safety is,
And honor you that haue procured this.
Midomat. A blessed worke, if it be wrought
within.
Alabam. It is no worke : it is a heauenly blisse
Which perfect be, as soone as they begiune.
Npite l—thou impostume of uspiring hearts,
Whose nature is, that if the bagge remaine,
The wicked humors straight will fill againe—
I will lay open thee, and all thy arts :
It is no shame to say we were amisse,
Since man doth take his name of that he is.
Thy life is sought : nay more, thy death is sworne.
Mahomet. By whom ?
Alak. By them that hate, because they loue.
And either’s kindnesse doe in mischicfe proue.
Muhomet. What is my fault ?
Alah. That thou of fault are free.
Mahomet.  What his reward ?
Alak. Their loue that malice thee.
Makomet. Where lies my hope ?
Alak.  To kill, or to be kill'd.
Makomet A wicked choice, where mischiefe
is the best:
[s their delight in shedding guiltlesse blood ?
Alakam. What moues the wicked else to hate
the good ?
Makomet.  Who be the men?
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Aldd. 1 to my selte am free;
But faith forbids to tell what others Le
Mahomet.  Disperse these clouls: Sovrecy s
Euil's fiiend
Neutrality hath ncuer noble end.
Tell me their names, that T my toes muy koow,
And you with honor. from ill fiicndship goe.
Lliham. 1 witnesse tuke of these light-beaing
starres,
Wherein the doomes are Iaid of mau'’s desives;
No Lacke of hope or power, to conceale :
Remorse alone doth them and me, reneule.
My wife hath compuss’d Caine so cunningly
As he hath sworne, you by his hand, shall dye.
Malkomet. Voereditle it is to thinke men
neuer change ;
To thinke they alter easily, is as strange.
Vpon what grounds should this strange matice moue ?
Alalvm. Vpon what grounds doe men beginne to
loue?
Maliomet. What moucd Caine ?
AAlakam. That which T may not see :
For they loue well that doe in hate agree.
Muhanet. Are Truth and Friendship but ambiti-
ous traps,
To feed desire with all that she can get ?
Arc words and good turnes but hearts’ counterfeit ?
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Alubam. When enemies bid encmies take heed,
They trust not them, and yet they will beware :
For disaduantage growes of little care :

Resolue to die ; or else resolue to feare.

Makomet. Good angells still protect the innocent :
Hell would haue all, if harme were ill intent.

Alah. Mischiefe still hides her selfe from them

she hits, -

In hopes and feares of vuresoluing wits.

Makomet. T well know Caine: his nature to

excesse

0Of good or ill, is forc’d by industric :

In others’ spite lies his impietie :

Appcase your wife, for that must lie in you.
Alakam. Call vp the dead, for that is lesse to

doe.

A woman’s hate is euer dipt in blood,

And doth exile all counsells that be good.
MMahomet. Reason and Truth shall pleade to her

for me.

Alaham. The eyes of Rage it sclfe doe only sce :
And Truth serues vnto rage, but fora glasse
To decke herselfe in, und bring spite to passe.
Reason to Rage, is like hands to a sore,

Whose often stroking makes the anguish more.
Mahomet. Impossible, all counsell doth refuse.
Alaham. Let Caine be kill’d : and then my wife

accuse.



1x8 ALAHAM.

Makomet. My heart shall first tuke counsell

with my fate :

Lt it forctell the worst, it teacheth feave 5

If it diuines no ill, how can it hate ?

It what shall full it fecles not, T must heare.

The time growes on: The king—I know—mukes
haste

To sacrifice to God : for common ioyes

Are made much dearer by the sorrowes past.

CIIORTS PRIMTS.

OF Goop SrIRrITs.

7 B that are made to guard good men, and
binde the ill,

See both miscarried here below, against i
our power and will.

As if the Earth, and her's, were to the worst left
free,

And we made subiect by their curse, to Death's
blacke colonie,

Yet is our Maker strong, and we Iis first creation,

Wheras the state of thut darke quire, is meerly
our priuation.

Whence doth this ods then grow, which seemes to
master all
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Since we are more than nature is, they much lesse,
by their fall?

Are we not diligent, oris the good not wise ?

Showes Truth lesse glorious in the Earth, than
her ill picture Lies ?

Then audit vs in grosse; at least we equall be :

And if in minutes men secke out true inequality,

Compare words with the life, Eternity with Time,

Insulting Pride with humble Loue, pure Inno-
cence with crime :

And if these in their natures equally be weigh’d,

The oue liues euer building vp, what others haune
decay'd.

So that to make and marre, is our true difference ;

To marre, expressing finite power; to make, omni-
potence.

The obiect then it is, from which these oddes doth
grow,

By which the ill o’reweighs the good in cuery
thing below.

And what is that but man? a craziéd soule, vo-
fix'd;

Made good, yet fall'n, not to extremes, but to a
meane betwixt :

Where—like & cloud—with windes he toss'd is
here and there,

We kindling good hope in his flesh ; they quench-
ing it with feare.
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We with our abstract formes and substance bodi-
lesse,

Image by glaunces into him our glories, their dis-
tresse.

And in prospectiue maps make ill farre off uppeare

Lest it should worke with too great power, when
it approachcth ncare.

Beauties againe of Truth—which those ill spirits
conceale—

With optike glasses we reflect on man to kindle
zeale. i

But whether idle man, excceding Order’s frame,

—As out of heauen iustly east—must Vulecan-like
goe lume :

Or that those euill spirits so duzle humane eyes,

As they thinke foule forbidden things more beauti-
tull, more wisc ;

Wee sce, though they want power to change our
reall frame,

Yct in the world they striue to gaine, by chang-
ing of our name:

Calling the Goodnesse, weake ; Patience, alacke
of sense,

Or sceming not to fecle, beeause it dares make no
defence.

True pictie in man, which vpward doth appeale,

They doc deride, as argument of little strength,
much zeale,
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And as the painter’s art, by deeping' colors there,

Here sleighting o're, and finely casting shadowes
cuery where,

Mikes from a flut, a face shew oft, as if imboss’d;

In which the forme, not matter, is the summe of
all his cost :

So take these fayrics from, or adde vnto our
meane,

With Art's fine casting shadows, till they seeme
to change vs cleane;

And make a yicture which they couct shonld
excell ;

And which yet, to be like, must lose the life of
doing well.

This image is their wit, and so their deitie,

Which though not keeping one shape long, in all
would worship’d be.

In precept, doctrine, rite, and discipline agree’d,

That, but prosperity on Eurth, there is no liuing
creed: -

Out of which fatall guide Alubam now vnder-

tukes

The Tuine of his king and father, for ambition’s
suke ;

! = deepening. G
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Agunst the lawes of nations, power and natiue
blood ;

As if the vttermost of ill a seepter could make
good.

But marke how Vice still makes example her owne
fate ;

For with like mischicte Hala shakes both him and
his estate.

ITe in his father's bowels secks an carthly throne;

Whenee she supplants his heires againe with
basturds of her owne.

He makes Wrong triumph ouer Right and Inuno-

cence;
She makes her lust Religion’s lord, Confusion her
defence::

Thus, as that tyrant who cut off the statue’s heud,
Which bare the name of Iupiter Olympian chris-

tendd ;
Eucn by this scornfull act to what was god in
name, °

Taught people to encroch vpon the sacred mon-
arch-frame :

So while the o'reswoll’'n pride of this Mahumetan,

By wounding of his princely race, playes false with
God and man ;

He in it doth disperse those clouds of reuercuce,

‘Which betweene man and monarcl’s seate keep
sweet intelligence ;
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And while he would be lord of order, nature, right,

Brings in disorder —that deuouring enemy of
Might—

Which with her many hands vnweaues what
Time had wrought,

And proues, what Power obtaines by wrong, is
euer dearly bought.

So that our griefe and ioy is in this tragedy,

To sce the Ill, amongst her owne, act vnprosperity ;

The corne fall to the ground, the chaffe in siues
remaine,

Which of the corne was once, and yet cannot be
corne ugaing,/

But as their ancient mates and sudden-kindled
windes, '—_

Broken out of the watry clouds, wherein they
werc enshrin’d ;

AfHlict the sturdy oke, are heauy to the reed :

And equally spend out themselues' with good or
euill speed :

So of these windy spirits, which wander in the
ayre,

By their malignity to blast, both what is foule
and faire ;

Whether they prosper doe, or faile in their intent,

! Misprinted * theselues', G.
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Their vglinesse discloséd 1is, their violence is
speat :

While we vphold the world, and were we all but
one,

By legions of those angels curs’d, could not be
oucrthrown':

Yet among stories, as the authors’ winne no praise,

Which truly write, but they who Time with
flutteries doc please :

So in man’s muddy soule, the meane doth not
content,

Nor equally the two extremes but that which fits
1s bent.

This makes some soare and burne; some stoope
and wet their wings ;

And some againe commit excesse, even in indiffer-
cnt things.

For who maintaines one vice to multiply another,

Tncestuously begets more heyres vpon his owne
first mother.

And in venerian acts, as concubine and wife,

Only expresse that difference which pictures do
from life ;

The act being all in one, and but the same in all,

! Misprinted ¢ oucrthrown'd.”  G.
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Saue that the bondage of the vice dclighteth to
enthrall :

So in man's choice, suppose his ends inlifferent :

The good and ill, like equall wayes ; yet will the
worst content.

Actus secundus : scena prima.
HALA alonec.

(popor=py!

4LA. T will no more smother confusedly

This inward warre, where Modesty and
Shame

Would subject Sense to Datie's tyraunie :

Wronged with doubt I liue; a wife to lust,

A stranger both to honour, loue, and trust :

My friends despis’d, my scruants made my spies,

No way but by betraying me, to rise.

Is this the only right of womanhood ?

Then know base men, in whom all loue is lost,

That wit moues wit ; power, feare ; fcare, hate ;

No farther bondage hath a wiuc's estate.

While Mahomet, that faithlesse hypoerite,

Canker of loue, all-ill in one, that man

Shew'd loue to me : e e

Aluham was wroth, an husbund’s honour touch’d.

He vile, T worse : the eyes of lealousie
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Sceing her owne diszase in him and me.
But since this wretch, with his aspining cratt,
To Alaham hath fulsly sold my shame,
My iniuries and dishonours are his fame ;
And shall this traffike of ambition thriue,
And bury vs in modesty aliue ?
No Caine: for thy example I resolue
To study spite, and practise eruelty :
Scorne else will grow their sport, our falls their
fame,

That glory to deceiue, and ioy in shame.

But what means this? Alubam hasts to the

crowne;

He tries, moues, breakes all that will not be bowed;
These only stund which helpe his futher do wne.
Wite is a priuate nume : Ambition's wayes
Lie not within the bounds of loue, but vse :
When things are ripe, I must be ouerthrowne,
And shall I lose my sclfe in idle lust ?
Each vassall is as great as quecnes in it :
Princes haue strength, they erre for empire must.
What feare I then? Fame that is great, is good :
Hazard all men behold with reuerent eyes ;
And must we only in remorse be wisc ?
No, no: my heart and state doe more embrace :
Purple shall hide my lust, a ctowne my shame :
Passion with passions hath such vnity,
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As one must euer be another’s frame.
Beyond the truth I am in louing Caine:
The monuments of lust are secrecy,
Suspition, shame, remorse, aduersity ;
If Cuine be king, the way to that are change,
Wrong, hazard, care, ruine, confusion, blood :
Poore thoughts, that feare or rest haue neuer good.
My partie’s strong, I build upon the vice,
Question the yoke of princes, husband, law ;
My good successe breakes all the links of awe.
Then Chance ! be thou my friend; Desire! my
guide,
My heart extended is to great attempts,
Which, if they speed, eternize shall my fame,
If not, ’tis glory to excell in shame.
Loe where my husband comes? Now Reason
must
Disguise these passions, lest I lose my end,
Who hides his minde is to himsclfe a friend.

Actus sscundus :  Scena secunda.
HALA. ALAHAM.

ALA. King of my sclfe! Redeemer of
' our fame !

What sceret clouds doe oucrcast your
heart ?
L
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Counsell and Time doe both worke one effect,
And cither cure or cleare what we suspect.
Alah. My wounds can haue no cure ; my feares
haue cast
Nature and Truth tnto Afliction’s moulds;
The workes of Time and Counsell both are past.
When hcarts once from themselues are runne
astray,
Chance must their guide be, violence their way.
Ifula.  Chance is not cast in moulds, like other
Arts;
Her counsells but the hope of rashnesse be;
Aduice did neuer any man betray :
If truth be luckie, counsell is the way.
Alaham. If counsell be the guide of wvnder-
taking,
Our powers best with our owne wits doe agree,
‘Where both the meanes and ends together be.
Ifala. Who trusts his passion multiplies his
care;;
All paines within, all cures without vs are.
Alakam. If you captiued be I speake withall,
Then from my passion into your’s I fall.
Ifula. My] state of minde, good will, and
homage is;
My being, reuerence ; my end, your will ;
ScIfe-loue it selfe payes tribute vato this.
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dleh. If Louc haue power to leaue and breake
her vow ;
How can I trust to that you promise now ?
If Loue change not ; how can I trust and know,
That you lou¢ Mahowmet, my ouerthrow ?
Hala. His place deseru’d respect, his virtue
praise ;
Our freedome, not inhibited by you,
Found many things indifferent to doe.
Alakam. Forbidding is the prison of the thought:
A violenee which on themselues they draw,
That inwardly of nothing stand in awe ;
But marke the end: he first despiseth thee,
Then triumphs in thy once forsaken louc;
Proclaimes deceipt to be thy state of mind,
Vncompetible, vnpossible! to finde.
So as if I should rule this glorious throne.
You ruling me—as he assumes you doc—
The State und I at once were oucrthrowne.
Iala. Good nature then—I sce—is not the
art,
With which a woman's honor safe may goc
Through hollow scas of muan’s dissembling heart;
His fuithlesnesse yet doth this good to me,

Transition-forin of *incompatible " and ¢impossible,’

G.
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That I may freely hate all men, but thee.
Alaham. Hate is the hand of Furie in the
heart ;
Without rcuenge, no morc but sense of smart,
Hala. Hate is the print of iniurie violent ;
Only in ruine and revenge content.
Alakam. Reucnges, in your scx, dishonor be;
And in your strength, impossibilitie.
Impaticnce only doth with God make warre.
Ilala. Furie findes armes; Wrong hath ill
destinie ;
While God is, it is basenesse to despaire :
For Right more credit hath then Power there.
Alaham. Yet God and kings vse wisdome 1n
their might,
Reward and grace doe from their owne hands part;
They others vse for the instrument of spite.
Ilala. Whom can we vse? Since he we hate
is great,
And we disgrac’d : who hazard will his State
With him, that for his owne good must intreat ?
Alaham. Aspirers are not voyd of riuall hate:
If any enuy him, or loue our right,
Reuenge lies there ; their lues desire[’s] art.
Hala. Of God I aske it ; and in men will moue,
As much as can be wrought with hope or loue.
But men vneertaine are, blowne here and there,
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With loue, remorse, feares, which in frailtie liue;
Who need forgiucnesse, easily doe forgiue.
The heart which feeles, most liucly can expresse
Reuenge, that picture of his guiltinesse.
Alaham. Ruine, the power—not art—of princes
is:
Caine is ingag'd as deep as we in this.
Hala. The wounds are mine ; to me belongs
reuenge ;
Sense my aduiser is ; you, sir, my end :
What needs a woman’s passion more to friend ?
Alaham. Mischiefe ! now claime thy due. Malice!
feare not,
To offer all thy slcights to wicked wits ;
Ruine lights not amisse where ere it hits.
My engines worke, care is already past ;
My hopes arise out of these Basshas’ blood :
If both, my wish ; if either dye, my good.
Hala! Good fortunes are together linkt ;
Thy faith stirres up new light within my minde:
Behold, the thione descends to take me vp.
Antiquitie, in her vnenuied wombe,
Now offers vs the fatall president!
Of sixteene kings, my predecessors, all
Blinded, and then depos’d by Basshas hand :
8o tickely Vnworthinesse doth stand.

! Precedent. G. 3 Ticklishly. G.
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Doth wit, and courage only rest in slaues ?
Hath hazard ought more horrible than scorne ?
Huaue I occasions sure, and shall I stay
To giue all, but my miserie, away 2

Aldkani™ No Hala, no: thy dowry shall be

fume:
Thy stile, a crowne; thy prospect, reucrence:
The East shall doe thee honor in my name.
Out shall my father’s, and my brother’s eyes;
Authority is only for the wise.

But since these mighty workes haue many parts,
And I but one, which one cannot doe all =
I'le send thee Caine: keepe firme vpon your

strengths.,
Beauty and Honor, Nature’s scepters be,
And haue on men’s desires, authority. Ezif.

Ilula. Now Hala, sccke thy sex; lend Scorne

thy wit,
To worke new patterns of reuenges in.
Let Rage despise to feed on prinate blood ;
Her honor lies aboue, where danger is,
In thrones of kings, in vniucrsall woe.
Worke that which Alaham may enuie at,
And men wish theirs, that I11 it selfe may tremble
Monstrous, ineredible, too great for words.

! Left out inadvertently, as also in Warwick Castle
M8 6. B - -

I3
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Keepe close, and adde to furie with restraint ;
Doe not breake forth vntil thou breakest all.
Is Wrong so proud ? Shall man once dare to
fashion
A woman’s ruine in a woman'’s passion ?
Hushand ! most odious name: scorne of subiection :
Is loue to women but your rage of thoughts ?
Are your desires let blood by your enioying ? Ah
fooles !
We sce your lusts relent, you see not ours;
And from that change Aduantage hath her powers.
But on: still vse thy craft: thy strength lies
there.
Ignorance, that somctimes makes the hypocrite,
Wants ncuer mischicfe, though it oft want feare :
For while thou thinkst Faith madc to answer wit,
Obscrue the iustice that doth follow it.
Caine, Mahomet, and me, thou hat’st alike,
For vnlike cause, and craftic wayes do’st take,
That cach may ruin’d be for other’s sake.
Shall 1, for thee, hazard Caine’s life I louc ?
Aud weigh downe my affection with my hate ?
Can highest thoughts haue anything aboue ?
Ah! but perchance my safety in the blood
Of Mahomet doth rest, the good of Caine:
Then were it Josse to make occasion vaine,
And shall T Jooke but only to be safe?
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Can Iniurie and Malice adde no more ?
Ah coward sex! faint, shallow passion
Farre from me be : a worke that no age dares
Allow, yet none conceale, I must attempt.
Furie! then spurre thyselfe, embedlam® wit :
Poyson my thoughts, to make my reason sce
Pleasure in crueltie, glorie, in spite :
Rage to exceed examples doth delight.

Thoughts! doe you blush ? To Alaham what's

il ?

His death ? O barren wit and sandie rage!
No marble pillars, no enamells rich,
Buried in silence, worne away with age,
Avre furies that no greater plagues deuise :
Horrors they be that haue cternities.

What saith my heart ? Grow millions out of

one ?

Doth passion leaue her infancie by vse ?
And shall I, by the death of Mahomet,
More skill, at least more crueltie beget ?
Then let him die. But can I venture Caine,
And leaue Misfortune power oucr loue ?
Triumphs to Alaham, if both be slaine ?

Ah sleepy sexe! how slow is their progression,

! A noticeable word which I have not met with else-
where. G.
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That would exactly measure infinite,
By tender feares or minutes of delight ?

Then Hala, leaue this circle of selfe-loue :
Beginne ; goe on: Hate must stride ouer Feare.
Who are secure, e e e e e
And nothing venture, all things must endure.

For Aluham, that traitor’s ouerthrow,

My rage is yet too yong to worke vpon :
What to resolue of him I dare not thinke,
Till this great frame wherein our fortunes lie,
Be surer linkt vato Prosperitie,

Then shall Occasion horrors strange deuise ;
Fooles only lose their ends to tyrannize.

Actus secundus :  Scena Terfl'a.
CAINE BASSHA. HALA.

o ALVE. Princesse of me ! I finde care in
‘ your face,
2l Woe smothered vp; T came to know
your will ;
Nothing which you command me can be ill.
Ilala. That which I least did feare is fall'n on
me,

Wrong and mishap ; which nceding others’ loue,
Make them vnlouely that vnhappy be.
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From kings themselues when Fortune turnes her
face,
Then nced they most, yet least may vse their
owne;
So dearly man’s vothankfulnesse is knowne.
Caine. What is the cause that makes you thus
accuse
The world of faults, your sclfe of inward feare ?
Iala. The little fuith which all the world doth
vse;
The 1uiuries which strength of heart must beare:
Enui'd of all, if it be set aboue ;
If humble, then too low for men to loue.
Cains. Doe not forsake your selfe: for they
that doe
Offend, and teach the world to leaue them too.
Mortall our God shall be; The truth shall lie;
Darknesse shall see hersclfe; Fame lose her
voyce ;
Er'e I will leaue my loue, or my loue you :
Aflliction’s wounds affection doe renew,
Iala. Perchance you louc both those I hate,
and me;
Affections then against affection be.
Perchance a vow, good turnes, and good beleefe
Arc mists betwecne your loue and my relecfe.
Caine. You know I loue: speake plaine, and
doe not feare,
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That reason other is than kindnesse there.
Illala. Then heare: and if my iudgement you
disproue,
You shall haue cause to thinke, I trust and loue.
Muhomet the faultic is; his faults be these :
Enuious of thee, to my loue treacherous ;
The king must lose his sight, his crowne, his sonne :
This wickednesse hath Mahomet begunne.
Catne. O Icll! and is thy scate in fleshly
hearts ?
Be man's ill thoughts his owne ill spirits become 2
I well can thinke that Mahomet aspires;
For loue of greatnesse may with goodnesse goe :
But cannot thinke that he our death conspires.
Perchance he seckes to doe your brother right,
Which makes our owne desires to doe vs spite.
Hula. Mischicfe that may be help’d, is hard
to know :
And danger going on still multiplies.
Caine. Let Care as fast then adde vnto her eyes.
Iala.  Where Harme hath many wings, Care
armes too late :
Cuine. Hastic attempts make Chance precipi-
tuate.
What shall T doe ?
Hala.  Goe forward in thy feare:
Danger doth giue thee choice to doe or beare.
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Caine. My louc of him and truth, dve make
me loth
To thinke them wrong'd: and shall I wrong them
both ?

Hala. The good beleefe of mankinde is a sea
Where Honor drownes, Iniquitic goes free ;
Whose thoughts —like sailes—for cuery weather be.

Caine. With shaking thoughts no hands can

draw aright :
True hearts, to doe vonobly haue no sp’rit.

Iala. The feare of some is guilt! with honestie ;
Others, with loue; thine, with false noblenesse.
Yet thinke not—Coward—wit can hide the shame
Of hearts, which while they dare not strike for

feare,
Would make it virtue in them to forbeare.

No Cuine: In men we women, when we loue,
Aske faith and heart.  Our selues haue feare and

wit.
In loue how can thy soule and mine agree ?
I sccke reuenge, thou preachest pictie.

Caine. More easic motions gentle hearts receiue :
His fault was great; yet you may haue redresse
In state and honor, without such excesse.

Hala. Excesse the reason is and meane of loue;

! = gilded. G.
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And in the same excesse is malice ioy'd :
1 would be safe, and yet haue him destroy’d.
Caine If leaue or left the fate of kindnesse
be,
By his example, what becomes of me ?
Hala. 1If blinde to all, but to it sclfe, be Loue;
Whence doe your vowes, or whence this question
moue ?
Since the true state of true affection is
Wonder, at other’s worth; Faith, without hire;
Vowearied paine ; vnrecompens’d desire.
Cains. Great hearts thus giuen away, in prison
are ;
Their strength, their bands; and good beleefe,
their smart :
Love neuer seuers Reason from the heart.
Hala. My shame againe then unto me impart ;
Restore my faith ; and I doe render thee
Those faithlesse vowes, which thou hast made to
me.
For since, I see, the spungie hearts of men
Their hollowes gladly fill with women's loue,
And nothing yeeld to them vncrusht againe :
What Nature workes ’tis folly to complaine.
Mahomet, that wretch, hath done me iniurie ;
He left my loue, and he my life hath sought :
Caine! liue at ease; Fame is an idle breath;
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My body is enough ‘twixt thee and death.
Cains.  Distract I um: my Reason—like a
cloud, .
Before a Winter's storme—rides here and there:
Like reedes, my thoughts are straizht and crooked
too;
With diuers breaths, which diuers passions blow.
Against the streame of truth must loue still zae?
Resolv’d T am that Mahomet shall die.
Ilala. Shame spake this word : Danger appeares
not yet;

Time, like a med’cine, will asswage this paine,
And Feare perchance bring backe good-will againe.
Caine. It is not I that liue in me, but you;
Whose will hath fashion’d ail my thoughts anew.

Ilila. Then on: When thoughts wnite, all care
is ceas’d;
The heart, vofetter'd and the hope inereas’d.
Out of his death I see Occasion borne,
To greater power than necds to couer scorne.
For he the Iustice rules, you rule the Warre ;
His death, diuided powers will vnite :
And in a broken course where dangers be,
Only the erowne can put off miserie.
Cuine. Farre be it off, our Lopes should be so
vaine.
Our seeret loue already tempteth God
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To warre him more with infidelity,
Would hasten vengeance, and make sharpe His
rod.

Hala God made strict lawes for Vertue's

exercise ;
An idle word, a wish transgresscth them :
Yet in a throne Remorse hath glorious eyes.
Alaham doth vndermine the present State :
. When he corrupted hath the people’s faith,
Thou hast the sword : authority makes way,
Her hand is next when crownes become a prey.
Caine. We God and man will first tric with the
death
Of Mahomet : if that doe passe for good,
Hope easily makes occasion vnderstood.

Hala. The end agree’d, the meane is yet in

doubt,

Caine. By sword.

Hala. That will be easie to descric ;

Danger to misse ; and hard to doe without.
Caine. By poyson then ; wherof though doubts
may grow,
What one alone may doe, is harde to know.

Hala. Tt often fuiles : for instruments arc buse;
Slaues haue too slauish hearts ; a Bassha’s name
Islike o superstitious hallowed place.

Men must pe fore'd or wisc, that force the same.

v
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Caine. By these two hands, that will not
faile their heart,
It shall be wrought. . ..
If poyson misse, the sword shall compasse it:
When chances often scape, at last they hit.
Hala. Fortune and Louc! Both gods of humane
might,
You like Aduenture, see it rightly plac’d :
You liue in kindnesse, see it not disgrac’'d. Ent.
Cains. What I haue vow'd, both God and
Nature hate;
My heart misgiues ; my soule doth prophecie
That euill thoughts procure an euill fate.
But ah ! my loue I gaue, and it gaue me.
The choice is past: thoughts now must thinke
to doe
Not what I freely am, but forc’d vnto.

Actus secundus : Scena quarta.

MAHOMET. CAINE.

i | worke of spirits

e May sce how easily men slide downe to
ill.

The world hath strange examples, false delights,

M AHOOMET. Who euer haue obseru'd the
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Which make our Scnses nets to catch our Will.
Who then with men for cuery fault falls out,
Must hate himselfe, and all the world about.
Bebold ! the man I speake of doth appeare :
Retire aside, stand close, marke what succeeds:
His owne destruction, or else mine he breeds.
Caine! what is it, that thus your minde distracts ?
Counsells of honour alter not the face;
Hearts only thinke with paine of doubtfull acts.
Cuaine. In care they liue that must for many
care ;
And such the best and greatest euer are.
Mah. They purchase care vnte themselues,
that know
The weight of care ; and yet will it imbrace.
If care be gricuous, why vsurpe you so ?
Caine. 1 line but to obey the prince’s will.
Muhomet. That is, to cherish princes' in their
ill :
For they must flatter good and euill too,
That vuder princes all alone will doe.
Caine. As sweetest vapors couet to the skie ¢
So faith and dutie after princes runne;
Ill nature ncucr can indure 4 sunne.
Makomet. Flatterie so like in all to dutie showe,

' Misprinted ¢ prince’. G.
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But finelier drest in diligence and care ;
As kings best pleas’d, that most deceiued are.
Caine. [The]harsh spirit! hates them that do
not hate,
Miscensures all the world to seeme scuere ;
Bindes Honestie and Truth to haue no wit ;
These ill-fac’d vertues not of Nature be,
But Pecuishnesse, true Honor’s encmie.
Makomet. A iust, scuere, and voiversall care
Of people, shorne by princes’ fauorites,
To spies of Tyrannie vopleasing is ;
Which euer, like ambitious adamants,?
So fast from people draw to princes’ States,
As in the end they must draw vp their hates.
Caine! then take heed of your selfe-secking plot,
Engrossing offices, uspiring all;
For it offends euen those it toucheth not.
Nor is it only this that hazards you ;
11l neuer goes alone, if Fame say true.
Caine. Is Fame to censure vs that liue aboue,
And must sell iustice, if we purchase loue ?
Mahoiet. Fame is the people’s voyee, to tell
their griefe,

! =The harsh spirit or nature. Mispriuted ‘harsh
spirits hates’.
? Loadstone. G.
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Appealing from inferiors to the chiefe.
If falsely you and Hala, Fame abuse;
Infamie for nothing men vonwisely chuse :
If Fame speake truth, which you would not haue
knowne,
Gricue to deserue, but not to beare your owne.
Caine. What doe I, that the world can well
reproue ?
Makomet. Vniustly suffer or vniustly loue.
Caine. Suffer I doe; for infamie is there,
Where either malice, enuie is, or feare.
Loue I counfesse I doe; and what is it,
But Nuture’s taxe layd vpon good intent,
For right and honor vnto excellent ?
Aulomet. Reason must iudge of Loue, not Loue
of it;
Else shall Loue ground of euery mischiefe be :
For murther, theft, cdultery, and spite,
Are but loue of reuenge and others’ right.
Ah Caine! my heart is rackt with inward
gricfe,
Tustice hath partie there, and so hath Louc:
They both haue wounds, ard yet they both haue
life ;

The one suppressing what the other moues.
Iwill speake plaine : Hula, thou do’st abuse,

And stayn’st the prince’s line with scruile lust :
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Wherein prond Courage, match'd with Guiltinesse,
Adds wrong to wrong ; and to o're-build complaint,
Affects that greatnesse which makes faults secme
lesse.
Caine! weigh thy course: ¢ Ambition’ gilded
spheres
Are like to painted Hells, which please the eyes,
Euen while they shew the heart where horror
lies.”
Her gilded throne built on the ruine is
Of Fame, of true Religion, and of Law:
The labor’s great that all the world must draw.
The second place, which with this king you hold,
Yeclds Feare vanfearcfull, Greatnesse well secur'd :
Who stand, or fall with kings, stand well assur'd.
Where men that wrongfully aspire a crovime,
While they looke vpward euer tumble downe.
Besides, thy bloudy plots discouer’d be
To worke my death; did not the Powers aboue
Restraine both ill men's malice, and their loue.
Caine. Let this beare witnesse : no false prophets
know,
The time or manner of their ouerthrow.
Muhomet. Nay let thy life, in his power thou
would’st kill,
Proue, God giues seldome good successe to ill.
Behold ! euen Nature's iust accusing spies
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Now make thy face blush forth thy guiltinesse ;
Remorse begets strange contrarieties :
Confusion’s warre of good and ill, I see,
At once contending for the victorie.
But Caine! hold fast these sparks, they be of
truth.
These smokes will passe, and light appeare againe;
Shame past, is honor; Error is Vertue's booke,
Where knowledge doth aboue temptation looke :
Caine. What vgly musicke inward discords
make !
Thoughts layd asleepe of long doe now appeare ;
Euen halfe my power coniures me for his sake.
What’s this ? Methinkes I fecle my shame grow
deare.
Hate of my selfe and desolation breed,
Where oy and pleasure I was wont to feed.
Mahomet. Who lose their euils, lose their owne
despaire ;
Out of which losse new hopes of honor rise,
To show the world Desire with better eyes.
Caine. What can I hope? My fruit of better
wit
Is but to know I fayl’d for lacke of it.
Shame is in that I leaue, and that I doe:
The fault is onely mine; and onely I,
A sacrifice vuto you all, will die.
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Makomet. Fauour thy selfe : passions are desper-
ate,
And tempt with vncouth woe, as well as ioy.
It cuill is that glories to destroy;
Her, and her counsells kill, and I agree ;
For she is foe alike to thee, and me.
Caines. That is destroy my sclfe ; and I consent :
For all my thoughts to thee were euill bent.
Mahomet. Caine! eredit not those visions of the
il
Faults are in flesh, as motes are in the sunne,
Where light doth shew each little thing amisse.
Presumption and Despaire liue opposite,
As Timc's false glasscs, wherein trailties sce,
Their faultes too great, or else too little be.
But iudge the man from whom these motions grow:
Alabham ambitious is, hight, violent ;
His end but to suprise his father's State :
Vnto which end, no lets! there are but we ;
‘Who wonne, remou'd, or ruinéd must be.
He first tried me with riuall Tealousie,
Shewing me Hope and Honour in the start:
Besides Reuenge, by thy death offering me,
Of our diuided powers an vnitie.
But I stood firme, while he no wit dismay’d,

1 = obstacles. G.
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Tempts thee move strongly, whom he hateth more;
Resolu’d, who euer kills, shall killéd be:
So much the faithlesse ioy in cruelty.
Caine.  ** Mischiefe o’reflowes my thoughts, and
like a sea,
Deuoursthe dewes, the raine, the snow, the springs,
And all their swectnesse to his sultnesse brings.””
How should I ground a faith, that faithlesse know
My sclfe to be ? or why should he mistrust,
On whom the worst that can betall is iust ?
Mahomet. Who liue distrusting, yet haue time
to friend ;
But who mistrusting die, make haste to goe
To that infernal monarchie of Feare,
Where worse things come to passe, than doubted
were.
Caine. Muhomet! Thou hast o’recome: I yeeld,
by thee

! Cf. “Humane [earning” stanza 72nd : Vol IL, pp
pPp 33-34.
Davies of Hereford in his unequal but thought-full
“ Muses Sacrifice” (1612) has put the idea well :
“ All good instructions fall into my soule
a8 Aprill-showres into the Sea doe falle ;
Whose swelling surges doe their drops controule;
and ever turne their sweetenesse into gall.  (p 74)
It is possible the quotation-marks here, were intended by
Lord Brooke to notc a reminiscence of Davies. G.
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To hold my life, as sentence of my full ;

Thy worth’s example, no life naturall.

Yet grant me thus-much more—to kecpe thee close,

Till I thy death to Alaham impart :

Conceit it selfe doth ease a broken heart.
Makomet. Grant me againe, while secretly I

liue,

You guard your selfe from Alaham’s treacherie ;

Lest you haue harme; he ioy ; I infumie. Exrit.
Caine. Behold my state! bound to my cnemies,

Of fricnds in doubt. To me euen good and ill,

The one despayre, the other cowardize.

Hala I loue : O word beyond the right,

On which is built that fulse thought, libertie,

Which makes great hearts in greatest ills delight.

I sought her loue through all the arts of lust ;

‘Where Will, is faith ; and Honour, tyrannie ;

Mischiefe, Affection’s proofe; and Shame, her

trust.

Harde, backe from ill, the way to goodnesse is,

By scorne, remorse, patience, and broken heart ;

Impossible to them that doe amisse.

Then on: walke in this path of death or shame ;

Alaham is false, or Mahomet, or I;

Resolu’d I am, that one of vs shall die.
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Clorvs Secrndrs, of Furies :

MALICE. CRAFTE. PRIDE. CORRUPT
REASON. ETUILL SPIRITS.

ALICE. Whence growes this fatall stay
of our progression ?
Who haue no fricnds are deafe to inter-
cession ?
Who can withstand our power ? Our ends are cuill;
And so neced feare no let from any diuell.
Craft. We diuerse are in works, though not
in ends;
And thereby euery furie findes some fricnds.
Besides, we ouer-act, and therein foyle!
The ruine of mankinde, wherein we toyle.

Malice. Giue me one instance: wherein doe
we fayle ?
Craft. In that we mankind vnto Fame cntayle.
AMalice. That breakes Religion’s bounds, and
makes him our’s,
By forming his god out of his owne powers:
For if by conscience he did leaue, or take;
On that smooth face we could no wrinckle make.
Craft. Yet Fame keepes outward order and
supports :

! The context—line 3rd—seems to shew this to be=
fail in cffecting or frustrate. See Glossary-Index, s.v. G.
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For Shame and Honour are strong humane forts.
Whereas Confusion is an engine fit
For vs, at once to swallow man with it.
Malive. Nay Craft! it is thy faint hypocrisie,
That mankinde is so long protected by :
Thy often changes many times appease
Those furies, which would else destroy at ease.
Craft. Fye Malice! It is you that vs deceiue,
Who but with violence only ean Yereaue.
For which you finde not many natures fit,
And so adde little to our throne by it :
Where I pass thorough all the orbes of Vice,
And forme in cach mould Nature’s preiudice.
The Christian Church from me is not exempt;
Lawes haue by me both honour and contempt ;
By me the Warre vpholds her reputation ;
And Lust, which leaues no certaine generation;
Enuy, that hates all difference of degree;
And Sclt-loue, which hath no aflinity ;
Euen you, without me, cannot prosper well :
I am the mould, and maiesty of Hell.
Pride. Craft, peace ! thou cuttest cuery threed
so thin,
As it destroyes thy works ere they beginne :
Thy cobwebs, like th’ Astrologer’s thinne line,
Fit for discourse, for vse are ouer-fine :
Thy state is nothing clse but change and feare,
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—Weeds that no fruit but fading blossomes beare —

('loth’d with pied colours of hypocrisie,

Which like to all is, yet can nothing be.

In you no soule findes stayres to rise withall,

Descent to craft, change, feare, being naturall.

When I propound in grosse, you minutes play,

Which is the cause our tragicke workes thus stay.

My wheeles goe on at once, thine restlesse pause ;

Of little works, with much adoe, the cause.

You cuen in Hala sometimes breed remorse,

At least a doubt that euill hath no force.

Thou makest Caine in vondertaking slow,

Who must, to scrue thy turne, like goolnesse

show :

Those scenes still tedious are, those acts too long,

Where thy voresolute! images be strong.

For while you feare your true tormentor—Shame—

I swallow all at once with Honor’s nume.

Then glory not : since where thy links excell,

There we inlarge not, but contract our Hell.
Corrupt Reason.  Peace you base Subalterns !

and striue no more,

That but the carricrs be of my rich store.

Perchance you thinke me th’ obicct of you all,

Aund so no Furie, but the Furies’ thrall :

! Transition-form of *irresolute’, G.
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Which may and will maintaine her owne by loue:
Yet haue we scope enough to marre this State ;
And to the cuer being, what is late ?!

As men in your names, image vglinesse,
To checke belouéd children’s wantonnesse,
When they would haue them doe things or for-

beare ;

And call you when they know you are not there :
So I enammell your deformity,
Making all your excesses like to me.
And that you may beleeue this to be true;
We are not like: for what am I, but you?

Ewill Spirits. Reason! you marre our mart,

y by coucting

Not to be equull with vs, but our king.
For though you now like Romane augurs be,
Who, but your staffe, haue no true mysterie ;
Yet doe you striuce to rule, adde, or diminish,
And idly so protract what we could finish.

Else how could Alaham or Hala stay
So long from making to our ends a way ?
Lust’s open face this age will easily beare,
And hope here currant is to all, but Feare.
Wrong necds no veile, where times doe tyrannize ;
And what, but lacke of heart, is then vowise ;

1 = What is late to the Eternal. G,
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Age hath deseri’d those toyes to be but nawe,

‘Which in the world’s youth did beare reall fame;

Tustice, religion, honour, humblenesse ;

Shaddowes, which not well mixt, make beauty

lesse.

They helpe to smother, not inlarge our fire,

By putting painted maskes on man’s desire ;

And giue time to vnactiue theorie,

Which Rage it selfe would not doe, were it free.

So thut we, Circe-like, change men to beasts,

Which beasts turne men agaiae: too base a crest

For vs, that would quite banish doing well,

And so at once change Heauen and Earth, to Hell.
In which course, who doth well obserue each

part,

Shall finde mankinde to haue so strange a heart ;

Asbeing all ill, yet no onc ill scrues

To worke him to that mischiefe he deserues :

Feare, Hope, Desire, Loue, Courage being mixt

So nively in him, as none can be fixt ;

Which is our glorie: as for cuery state

To haue a tempter fitted, and a fate.

A feare in great men still, to lose their might,

And in the meane, ambition infinite ;

Truth, in the witty held :zgs a notion ;

Honor, the old man’s god ; the youth’s promotion.

All which opposing powers, yet doe agree
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To worke ¢o
Then on ; thig Ptlon in humanity.

Since tj]] time. 'Me s ours : what nced we haste ?
$ end, our raigne is sure to last.

A,
“Cus tortius : Scena prima.
ALAHAM alone.

AD“J[. I march abouc the wits and
hearts of men;
Mnce at my feet, and power in my
i\low bing i hang.
c, thay, deed : obedicnce doth become
It h‘)ng“r Can strength by wisdome oucrcome.
e 48, eucn worthy more than crownes,
PSS the Busshus in aduenturing :
'“Wy were possest, I dispossest of all,
But libertic to liue, or dye a thrall.
Truth was in vaine ; no peecing vp with Might
For me I suw; 1 had too good a cause:
Counsell is slow, each minute infinite,
When resolution to her ripenesse drawes.
I saw corruption was the way to rise,
And with that shot I pierc'd their tyrannies.
Zheir guard I did corrupt ; base seruile spirits,
——T knew—1lackt wit to sece, orheart to beare
"Lemptations : for desire is infinite
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In them, that wanting honour cannot feare.
Triul is made : the King I doe possesse :
My right is more ; why should my hope be lesse?
And am [ king ? and doe my foes still liue ?
Can wounded Greatnesse slumber in a throne ?
Or that be glory which I feele alone ?
No, no: let Rigour speake, which all men heare:
Life, is the worke of Nature ; death, of kings:
Ruine it is, that reputation brings.
My guard is strong; their first imployment is
The murther of those men my father trusts;
Not all; for that were cruelty, not wit :
Some simple being, some indifferent sp’rits:
Their ends and honours being but delights.
Other’s ambitious, rash, and violent,
No inward strength of nature or of grace ;
Of present power the noblest instruments.
Transtorme and vse : wit vertue doth exceed :
For it is all or none, as men haue need.
Only my care is how the plot should proue,
Which for the Buasshas now in ambush lies:
My wife hath art and rage, which ioyntly moue
Her head-strong spirits vnto cruelties.
But if her craft serue not to plucke them downe,
The sword wants not pretences for the crowne.
My friends and mates !—you ! vpon whom I lay
My life, and honour, with this State, in trust—
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Be resolute; for Seruple doth betray v‘ les must.
Since all great Works haue great Cxa[;z:
Then Aem. Zerappg, and vf'ua:l(;ue did spoyle
Blood asketh blood : with rauine thley;rowue-
The people first and now betray t n, and kin:
Reuenge your Pfi"(:nts, countrey-me ’Sinn(‘.
Blood here s iust, true honor and n: rannies,
The cancred Ca) chas,® scourge of }('“:le
Great master of Qe ceipt, artisan -Of prgi;liO;;
The spie of fults, and spring of subs
Naked deliver him into the sea, oh away.
To plague thog fhults it cunnot Wa;h('y want no
The rest to b0nds, who though
spite,
Thir frailty
All else exi]
They p,

and :
¥ et for innocence shall sts
€2 obey in euery thmgl.‘.

~ ’ ising king.
Y are that serue a rising

| R“rm’.n“ o f Calchas
stoa re. .
- " .rﬁh(‘il::odoubt is to the character

.. i
im of giving ev
o . e ©rnnon when he accuses him of gi
l 1
Frophecieg 0 ing him, (Lliad 1, 106.)
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Actus tertius : Scena secunda.
CAINE. ALAHAM.

> AINE. Plac’d in a throne? guardal?
' &;?” ! ador’d ? and crown’d ?
st2d What meanes this change ? These siznes
of maiestic ?
Goodnesse gets not so soone a great estate :
Mischiefe’s foule way to svuernignity :
This secret haste is sure: all is imbound.!
What shall I do? hold on the course I meant?
Why not ?
The decath of Muhomet still will content.
Thy will is done; and Muhomet is slaine.
Alakam. My minde misgaue it scfe; my
thoughts did feure;
Yet knew I they of nothing guilty were.
By fate or mulice is the Bassha slaine ?
Cuine. By fate I thinke: for Tustice fatall is,
As God's bequest to them that doe amisse.
Alakam. By suddaine death, by thunder, light-
uing, tire,
Or by what other anger of the skie ?
I pray thee shew how Muhomet did die.

1 Inclesed, shut in. G.
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Caine. B
Stat ¥ th(rse hands that owe seruice to the
e’
1 by his }
An:dla}mm {{?Qd haue made it fortunate.’
Against thig ' at exceration did he dying vse
Wehich Woury Axlence of broken faith;
death o = good sotles more than the bodic’s
Caine.
spﬂk: ‘h‘ Tulling downe these only words he
“Helpe pe ey -
brin “_lee ! helpe : my death your boundage

=

“Behold v _ °

“ Rewar hese wounds receiue T for your suke;

“Yile C“i?f them that friend you vaoder kings.

“Tocut 21 that—like the axe—do’st goc ahout
Alila 3, LY sclfe an helve to weare thee out.

-

1o Most wicked act! Could neither faith,

Reueren o N,

The Piny b" of State, remorse of doing ill,

Thy may = of justice, nor the hopes, withdraw
Andgo> _, X hand?

That th:) thou thinke the world can suffer this,
tin g L should’st glory to haue done amisse ?
Or do’St‘ Is thy desire growne wanton in her ioy ?

ore k 5 lou sceme to say thy wishes nay,
Adlq -,‘:QI)' in the end with them to play ?

L. .2 By fires of hell, which burne and
e g light ;
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By those foule spirits which ill men only sec;
I sweare thy death shall Mahomet's requite.
Caine. Vnto the world although I guilty be;
I did thy will : let me be cleare to thee.
Alakam. In vaine I should command his death,
by sleights,
That placed am vpon the father’s scat,
Where power can easlier doe things, than intreat.
Caine. The state of kings is larze ; vet lacks
in this,
That casie cach thing, but not lawfull is.
Besides, you then a second brother were ;
Nor knew I, when this plot we did deuise,
You should see clearer by your father's eyes.
Alaham. Rumor, ccmplaints, and scornfull
thoughts of power,
Are wayes of priuate hearts, that from below
Misiudge those higher powers, they doc not know.
But now Lorne vp into a prince’s throne,
Beneath T see that world of discontent,
Where Error teacheth vse of punishment.
Away with him. Entreatic is in vaine :
Thy dcath to him is due, whom thou hast slaine.
Cains. ** Ah fearctull friendships with superior
powers!
¢ Whose two parts, they themsclues and their )
estates,
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“ Diuide, or } .
wwn o o¥ne ik nets, ana be the snare,
Where Loe andq g

Valiam ! eare to Power entrappéd are.
Alaham ! adug ygr

t]ly deed . . . . . . .« .

To constant wi .y,
©dnesse men honour beare,

Where Trutly it
Alaham. .
this I Sy~ let him be slaine; his fault is
That Mahomet,
Caine. Sty v
Aund my conf(.gsi
Alahan, T
me!
“vh‘xlt l'ill\uus
Are l}lcsc, w

Sclfe hath iniurie by feare.

ost trayterously he slew.

Sir! I say that he still liuing is,
on of my sclfe vatrue.

Tayior vaoto thy selfe! and false to

Of contempt and wickednesse
If Mahomey, l}:ieh of thy sclfe coufcsséc} be ?
For myp e € dead then shalt thou die:
1 Mahon,, Of thy friend descrues no lesse.
For jr o oc liue, yet shalt thou die:
Away 4 tlll‘;ll:t]lcr’ scorne thou do’st confesse :

— m.

1,
X Tansition-form of ‘avow’. G.
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ALAHAN.
Actus tertius.” X" Scena tertia.
HALA.  ALAHAM.

v A LA. What tumult’s’this my Lord?
Alak.  The play of Chance,

aduance.
Lala. Yect good Sir! tell me what this tumult
1s.
Alakam. The fall of him whose heart hath
done amisse.

Ilula. 1is name and crime—sweet lord—1I long

10 kuow,
Aluham.  Report of mischiefe doth infeet the
heart,

And Wisedome bids they should in silence gee:
For Nuture feeleth euery bodic's smart.
Ilula.  Women, belike, ave still in infuncy,
That miust not feare, or prouocation sce.
The glisse of Horror is not fuct but feare :
Opinton 1sa tyrant every where.
dlawom.  1f' 1 shall tell you what you loug to
kunow,
What boots it 2 If you thinke it is not so.
Alala.  What leades your reason, leades my
reason too,
That all your woids conceiue in kindnesse doe.

USRI
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Altham. The mun that was, and is not now,
is he,

That neuer w

Cuive : Wh
dead

His fault,

48 thie mun he seem'd to be.
at neeq pore to shew ? with him are

» and O goodwills to him mislead.

Hals. Whyg Yicare I now ? O fulse and weake
estate

U.f gool belee fey ' Wherin shall peace be found ?

Smce. cods L Not, snd menkinde made to hate.

Cuine deaq o7
best,

In instunty bo

(L)lg;d}dl]l:e LY you! Hath Caine descruéd this?

-
cuen Caine, whom now we louéd

th growne wicked and opprest ?

Perch € strange his erime, and killing is.
ha ¢ .
" /luce Dot Qead my Lord! How was he slaine ?
[} ((‘)n.
Ly, By sword.

Althe 1 "W ounds let forth spirits, yet liue s‘igaine.
hia +  Yay, dead he is. These eyes did see
B('::re ul: )‘I~Qa[h
Hidp. 1S spirits into the world of Death.
Fulully .1 - Noccssity, that from infernall night
Bearg h Vltlliéd art voto the skies!
Now i, . e e cannot, yet we beare thee must.
Reuen re. s appeare: euen now my heart resolues
Didhe . ®  =mud silence is the way to it:
"2 fFigs0 his fault ? What spake he last?
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Alakam. Ah Muhomet! whose hopes were on
me plac’d.
Hula. Hasty beleefe—my Lord—hath hasty

decds,
And with their wounds, oft Truth and Wisdome
bleeds.
Alakam When wickednesse is ripe, a minute
showes

What chunce the dice of Innoceney throwes
Hala. Pardon me Lord! good thoughts doc live
aboue,
Tn highest region of vnfeignéd love :
Doubt aud reuenge, Nature hath plac’d below
Mcaning the space should make the passage slow.
Lddham. God, meaning we should rule und you
ol'cy,
Gaue men cleare sight, and women good affection:
In vs, not in your selues, lics your election.
fala. My Lord! ’tis true : our frayle and weake
cxlate
Doth Lulor in excesse : a woman’s heart
Still in the feuer is of loue or hate.
Hardly the loue which I did beare to Caine,
Could thinke he er’d; much lesse approuc him
slaune.
But now his full's approu’d by heauenly doome,!

! = judgement. G.
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Our losse in him fortells our gaine to come.

Then Sir! tuke care his death be not in vaine.
Your silly Sire is blinde; if he were dead,

This recling State by you might stand againe
True Toy is oncly Hope put out of feare,
And Honour hideth error euerywhere.

A forme the world expects in worldly things :
Cuine was a mun, a Bassha, and our friend ;
Sepulture, as a man ; honor to his estate ;

Teares doe beecome a guilty fricndship’s end :
Excesse of honour, done to them that die,
Makes liuing men sce our humanity.

Besides, thought-feeding Rumor forth will goe ;
And occupie voquiet people’s spirits,

While in this pile for Caine you may bestow

Their blinded weaknesse, which with-hold your
right, .

People doe power, not persons apprchend ;

Strength showes like truth; mankinde loues
poiicie:

Defended kings, but not reuenged be.

Alakam. Euuy will rise, and both wayes fall

on vs;

Either as hauing slaine an iunocent,

Or highly err'd by burying treason thus:

In peuall iustice silence best contents.

Ifala. Rumor must needs be borne of doing

mindes
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Enuy is but the smoke of low estate,
Ascending still against the fortunate.
Aldham. 1 feare the carfuge: it hath many
parts.
And Hazard's courses may finde ouerthwarts.
Ilala. My shame is equally engag’d with your's
Intents 1)1 carried ure that men may know :
When things are done, let Rumor frecly goe.
Alaham.  Great works doe oft yeeld grievous
accidents;
Which stirre vp people’s rage bevond intents.
Ilula. Deople are superstitious, caught with
showes ;
To Power why doe they clse their frecdome giue,
But that in others’ pompe these shadowes Jiue ?
Alakam. O blessed yoke! that vnder reason
drawes
The pleasant load of well-vnited loue :
Thy counscll—as mine owne—1I doe approue.
Ilula.  Then send the priest: to me bequeath
the rest.
For superstition hides ill meaning best.
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Actus Tertius. Scena Quarta.

HALA. NUTRIX.

ALA. Andis he gonc? Rage then van-
@ prisoned be !
I like thee well! While Alaham was

there,
Thou then didst vse thy violence on me.
Now prey abroud; swell aboue all respect ;
Feare nothing, if notorious thou wilt raigne :
Thy glories shiue, when eucry one complaine.
What now? A child ? And dost thou idly walke
The beaten pathes of common cruelty ?
A iudge, and no reucuger then am I,
If thou no more than his offences be.
While (aine did liue thou thought’st of more than
this :
Shall Death, Desire, Hope, Fame, and fortunes lost
Such fuding trophies haue ?
Can thankfulnesse abound ? and shall offense
Not feele, Reuenge hath her magnificence ?
Ruge ! now thou art abouc the orbe of doubt,
Where danger dangerlesse appeares to thee ;
Divine—I pray thce—what shall fall to me?
Must I be slaine ?
Nutriz. Monstrous I know, this woman's
nature is.

B
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The worst she still, her selfe she now exceeds,’
That dares scarce trust hersclte with that she
breeds.
Hala. Well! now I fecle thee rise, when I
admire :
When hills haue elouds, let all the vallies feare.
Scorn’st thou to make examples out of him ?
Hast thou found out his children ? they are mine :
Proud Horrour! Do’st thou chuse the innocent ?
Fulse conqueror of nature! do'st thou moue
A womun’s spite to spovle a mother’s loue ?
Ruge! shall we strive which shall giue other
place ?
Nutriz. Hala! suppresse ; you need not kindle
Rage.
"Hula. Well! on, so that—like Ruine— I may
fall,
And ruine him; take children, me, and all.
Nutrie. Hauala! distiact ! haue senses lost their
vse?
Hula.  Is there a third that trafliketh abuse ?
Nutrie. 1bring you pietie, dutie, reason, loue :
Water, to quench these flames that passions moue.

! The worst she still (i e. constantly} exceeds; she now
excecds herself. G.
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Hals. Throw on enough. No sea can quench
this flame,
And then, what cannot quench doth but inflame.
Nulriz. For whom doc you this sumptuous
storme prepare ?
Hala. For whom are wiuc's estates inioyn'd
to care ?
Nutriz. Is malice currant where respeet is due?
IHala. Power doth what likes in her inferiors
moue ;
As we are ses'd!, so pay we hate, or loue.
Nutriz. What fault in him mou’d these effeets
in you ?
Ifala. Thoughts are too strict, much lesse c¢:n
words containe ;
The venome of his malice is too deepe
For any power but Revenge to kecpe.
Nutriz. Then Rage is lost: Xor there is
nought in man,
That cquall paine with such offences can.
Hala. Be that the gage. Man’s scnses barren
were
If they ecould apprehend but what they fecle.
Ills doe with place—like numbers—multiply :

1 Assessed. Q.

D S
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The liuing, dead, malice, affcction, feare :!
My wombe, and I doe his affliction beare.
Nutriz.  Will you destroy your owne ?
dlala. My owne are his.
Nutriz.  Infamous act!
Ilala. Rage doth but now begin.
Nuiriz. Can’st thou doe worse ?
Ilula. Else to my selfe I sinne :
Life is too short ; Horrour exceeds not Faith,
That cannot plague offences after death.
Nutric. Ah! calme this storme; these vgly
torrents shunne
Of rage, which drowne thy sclfe, and all besides.
Iuls. Furies! no more irregularly runne,
But arted : teach Confusion to diuide.
Nutriz. It kinde be disinherited in thee,
Yet haue compassion of this orphane State.
Hala. That is the worke which men shall
wonder at :
For while his ruin’d are, yet mine shall raigne;
His heirs, but yet true issue vato Caine.
Nutriz. These works on princes’ ruines must
be built.

1 The living and the dead fear malice and aflection.
More specifically, the living fear malice ; the dead
affection. G.
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Ilula. For my reuenge no baser blood is spilt.
Nutriz. What force can princes forees oucer-
beare ?
Hula. That force, which makes their pride it
cannot feare.
Nutrir, How enters malice where there is
mistrust ?
Hala. With tribute into State: to kings with
Iust.
Nutrie.  'What way to these ?
Iida.  Prosperity, successe.
Nutriz. These adde more power:
Hala.  So much suspects the lesse.
Nutriz. What can you adde ?
Ilala.  Presents, obedience, praise
They necd not knocke to enter in that please.
Nutriz. TFlatterics are plaine.
Ha'a. To kings that see theirill.
Nut. Kings iealous are.
IMala  Of truth, not of their will.
Nutriz. Vsurpers feare.
Iala. Worth, not humilitie.
Kings errors are our agents in their hearts ;
Their prinate passions wound their publike States;
Time hath her arzuments, and Place her Arts.
This day he doth consummate all his ioy :
Glory now at the full is not suspitious;
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And what addes to his pompe shall him destroy.
A crowne, and mantle of most curious worke

1 haue prepar’d cuen with Egvption =kill,

And poyson him in pleasing him I will.

Nutriz. My spirits fayle.

Hala. Till Alaham’s ills doe tremble,
Horrour is faint ; Rage doth but Rage resemble.
Depart ; keep seeret, and be not dismayd :
Vaperfeet works cannot their glories show ;

This goodly World did from a chaos grow.
Erit, Nutriz.

Now Caine! for whose reuenge I ouly liue,
Inspire thy ghost to multiply in me
More sense, to make my senses more enrag'd;
More loue, to make Loue’s losses more in thee;
Double my wit beyond my strength engag'd;
Open all lights of possibility ;

Let Gricfe, which yet keepes companie with Death,
Breake forth, and poyson all things with her breath.

Actus tertius: Scena gquinta.

PRIEST. HALA.

3 RLIEST. Madame! whom men obey, and

3 God doth heare:

What zcale, remorse, or charity doth
moue
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Your heart ? The King leaues all things to your
louc.

Hala. Caine, who of late did liue to both vs dcare,
"Tis true, did fayle ; and for his fault is sluine :
Our hearts are cas'd, as hauing lost their feare,
The rites of humane duties yet remuine.

A king's belou’d he was; sometimes! our friend;
Whirh must appeare in honour of his end.

Such royall piles, as for the princely race
Are made a sacrifice voto the skie,

In honor of that God, which gauc them place :
Such sumptuous piles make : but more cost bestow
" Because both iust reuen ze and loue they show.

Summon the Mufti, and svothsayers all,

The Persian Magi, Christian Starre-Diuines ;
The first, to sing alike his faith and fall,

The last, to tell how higher Power inclines.

In short; reucnge and loue shine in those fires;
Powre on all pompe that magnifies desires :

As if at once by crosse mortality,

The prince and princely line were dead in one ;
Let mourning and deuotion to the skie

! Sometimes. It sounds oddly to read as on old title-
pages of a ‘painful’ Pastor who lived and died in his
lowly sphere of service, that he was sometiies preacher
there, when really he was permanently there. See my

edition of Si1BBES. 8. 0. G.
(]

S
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Ee oFool vz iz rempe and pullike mone.
Moo zoe s princely mystery;
A el estates by zreat exyence are knowne,
Frramv exirsse s let mo cost be forgot;
It =.5s men wonder, though they honcur not.
M i+ Ze 12 Zx tke wardring spinit’s ruce,
A swoein Bz aics thoughts in voity
Toat & w 2] Deuotion may haue place,
Rozorse azd Plste 2ow, and multiply.
Iizits (74l alzis the lizht of day shut out;
For lokz e o cnammelal is deuout. Eret.
Fr . Vehivoy state of priesthood here below,
W Lo Baze 10 doe with curious Athelsme,
Wik sizze in desh. and in the Church with

Loly mystery,

Treal s. Gl 5 und euery subicet, king ;
How eue olwiione doth another bring.
But what bouts wuth to flesh, or lawes to might ?
Boleeft a wenlir s, obedience woe.
And shill we priests, that voder princes liue,
Striue i our selues with Vice, abroad with Might ?
Aund like tre hands which winnow rich men’s gaine,
Grow poure in ail, but only woe and paine ?

No, no: the eves of priests lovke euer low,
To finde the key of Power, that is aboue ;
When that is tound, all faults beneath we know;
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But Maicsty hides faults, as well as loue.
And though these rites of princely funerall,
By lawes dinine, should not prophauved be,
With lesse, than with descents of Maicsty ;
Yet Cuine ! more princely—by thy prince’s grace—
Shall be thy tombe, than euer prince’s was.

CIIORVS TERTIV'S.
A DIALOGTUE OF GOND AND EUILL
SPIRLITS.
= --"g GOOD. What is your scope vaine
‘ ) ghosts ? would you o’ rebuild the skie ?
=Ml Were not men’s many tongues, and minds
their Babel-destinie ?

Your beings discords are, and what can they
create

But disproportion, which is still the fairest marke
of fate ?

The 1ll. Are you afrayd poore soules? Else

why do you descend

To question or conferre with vs, to whom you are
o friends ?

Who feare their owne estates doe commonly first
speake,

As they againe put goodnesse on, who find their
party weake.
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We doe but what we did, which is increase our
might ;
And as on Earth, so in the ayre, cry downe your
borrowed light.
The Good. What can you winne of vs, that
must be as we were ?
Whereas you, exiles out of hicauen, can hope for
nothing there.
The Ill. We, that were as you are, know well
what you can be ;
Where you, that neuer were like vs, what can you
in vs sce ?
Z'he Goud. That you haue first destroyed your-
sclues, and are ordain’d
To scourge, curse, and corrupt that Earth, which
you boast to haue gain’d.
The 1ll. Why did not you defend that which
was once your owne ?
Betweene vs two, the odds of worth, by odds of
power is knowne.
Besides, mappe clearcly out your infinite extent,
Euen in the infancy of Time, when much was
innocent ;
Could this world then yecld ought to enuie or
desire,
‘Where pride of courage made men full, and base-
nesse rais'd them higher ?
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Where they that would be great, to be so, must
be least ?

And where to beare and suffer wrong, was Ver-
tue's natiue erest?

M.un's skinne, was then his silke; the world's
wild fruit his food ;

His wislone, poore simplicity; his trophics in-
ward good.

No Muiesty, for power ; nor glories, for man’s
worth ;

Nor any end, but—as the plants—to bring each
other forth.

Temples and vesscls fit for outward sacrifice,

As they came in, so they go out with that which
you count vice.

The priesthood few and poore ; mno throne, but

open ayre :

For that which you call good, allowes of nothing
that is faire.

No Pyramis' rais'd vp aboue the force of thunder,

Nor Babel-walles by Greatnesse built, for Little-
nesse a wonder

No conquest testifying wit, with [dauntless*]
courage mixt;

! Pyramid.as before: and sce relative note. G
2 I have supplicd this word as one has beon evxdmtly

v’
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As whecles whereon the world must runne, and
ncuer can be fixt.

No arts or characters to read the great God in.

Nor stories of acts done ; for these all entred with
the sinne.

A lasy calice, wherein cach foole a pilot is:

The glory of the skilfull shines, where men may
go amisse.

Till we camc in, there was no triall of your

might,

And since we were: in men, your sclues presume
of little right.

Then ccase to blast the Earth with your abstracted
dreames

And striue no more to carry men against Atfee-
tions streames.

Nay rather tempt and proue, if long life make
them wise,

That must, to haue their beauties seene, put out
all fleshly eves.

Or when they be no more, eternall then to be,

Negleet the loy and glorious vse of Time’s felicity.

Cust out these thinne-weau'd lines, and eatch
some little flyes;

The greater spirits which are ours, fucle not these
nimble tyes.

In Alahiam for instance, plead your power or

1ght;
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Entise him from a mortall crowne, with your
crown infinite.

Prouce it he will forbeare vnnaturall parricide,

To sce who in the sca of humors shall the scepter .
guide.

Trie if proud Hala will forget the death of Caine,

And reconcil’d, in dutie, with her owne lord liue,
and raigne :

Moue Celica, that spirit reputed for your owne,

To sce if she, to saue her life, would haue her
fame voknowne.

Worke Zophi- -that poor soule—though blinde, to
leaue his breath:

We only make things cheape or deare, as lords of
iife and death.

Lastly, perswade the king to liue, and sauc his
crowne ;

And all the world shall sce we rayse, and we pull
princes downe.

So that your beings here are but a tincture cast

—Like crests vpon the Egypt Pharos'—to disguise
not last.

Besides, take from the world that which you

reckon sinne ;

Aud she must be, as at the first, for euer to beginne.

! Egyptian Pharaohs. G.
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A glorious, spodeus wombe frum'’d to  contuine
but one ;

Since he, that in it will be your's, is sure to te
alone.

Keeye thercfore where you are ; descend not, but
ascend :

For, vnderneath the sun, be sure no braue state
is your friend.

The Good. What haue you wonue by this, but

that curst vonder Sinne,

You make and murte ; throw downe and raise ; as
cuer to besiune

Like mcteors in the ayre, you bluze but to burne
out;

And change your shapes—like phuntom’d clouds —
to lcane weuke eyesin doubt.

Not Truth but truth-like grounds is that you
worke vpou,

Varying in all but this, that you can ncuer long
be one :

Then pluy here with your art, fulse miracle deuise;

Dccetue, and be decciuéd still, be foolish, and
SCUINeE Wise ;

In peace crect your thrones, your delicacie spread;

The flowers of Time corrupt, soone spring, and are
as quickly dead.

Let Warre, which—tempest-like—all with it sclfe
o'rethrowes,
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Make of this diuerse world a stage for blood en-
ammeld showes.

Successiuely both these yet this fate follow will,

That all their glories be no more than change from
ill to ill.

So as with Peace or Warre, if you adorne one
realme.

In both, through other climes againe, you runne
with barren streame.

Rest no where therefore, but still wander as you
doe;

And restlesse be they, as you are, that shall receiue
you too.

Giue Alaham more scope to multiply his error,

With parent’s blood adorne his throne ; more guilt
still adds more terrour.

Let Hala's wicked heart—for all ill births a
wombe—

By violence of passion, make for many vices roome.

Let ill example in to staine the Christian nation;

The same exeesse destroyes at last, which first
gaue reputation.

Conspire against the Truth, you haue an casie foc :

For in the world, all that are her’s can neuer
currant goe.

Voder the next good, shaddow your deform’d
excesse ;
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Yet shall your maskéd arts and hornes, your
clouen feet expresse.

Wherby your beauties be so priz’d among your
owne ;

As they will blush for yours, by name, or nature
to be knowne.

Againe, take all the world, if it one soule con-

tent ; '

Then freely let mankinde belceue you are omni-
potent.

But if your legions here doe in their glories raue,

Tormented while they liue on Earth, and much
more in the graue;

If to be nothing be the best that could befall ;

Your subtile orbes, to reall beings, then must needs
be thrall.

And so prouc to the good but like those showres
of raine.

Which, while they wet the husbandman, yet
multiply his gaine.

Actus quartus : Scena prima.

KING. CELICA.

F‘EE, j§/NG. Celica! thou only child, whomI
E@J repent
L__ Not yet to haue begot! thy worke is

vaiue :
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Thou run’st against my Destinie's intent.
Feare not my full; the steepe is fuyrest plaine,
Aud Eiror safest guide vato his end,
Who nothing but Mischanee can haue to friend.
We parents are but Nature's nursery,
When our succession springs then ripe to fall ;
Priuation vnto age is naturall :
Age there is also in a prince’s state,
Which is contempt, growne of misgouernment ;
Where loue of change begetteth prince's hate :
For hopes must wither, or grow violent,
If fortune binde desires to one estate.
Then marke : blinde, as a man: scorn'd as a
king :
A father’s kindnesse loath’d, and desolate :
Life without ioy or light : what can it bring,
But inward horrour vnto outward hate ?
O Safety ! thou art then a hatefull thing,
When children’s death assures the father’s State.
No; safe I am not, though my sonne were slaine,
My frailty would beget such sonnes againe.
Besides, if fatall be the heauen’s will,
Repining adds more force to distinie;
Whose iron wheeles stay not on fleshly wit,
But headlong runne downe steep Necessity.
And as in dunger we doc catch at it
That comes to helpe; and vnaduiscdly
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Oft doe our fricnds to our mistortune knit :
So with the harme of those who woull vs goud,
1s Destinie impossibly withstood.
Cclica then cease : importune me no more :
My sonne, my age, the state where things are
now
Require my death.  Who would consent to liue,
Where Louc cannot reuenge, nor Truth forgiue?
Celica. Though Feare see nothing but cxtrcmity,
Yet Danger is no deep sea, but a ford,
Where they that yield can only drowncd be
Inwrongs and wounds ; Sir, you are tolo] remisse :
To thrones a passiue nature fatall is.
Aing. Occasion to my sonne hath turn’d her
face ;
My inward wants all my outward strengths betray,
And so make that impossible I may.
Celica. Yetliue: . . . . . . . . .
Liue for the State.
Aing. Whose ruines glasses are,
Wherein see errors of my selfe I must,
And hold my life of danger, shame, and care.
Celica.  When Feare propounds, with losse men
euer choose.
N'ing.  Nothing is left me, but my selfe to lose.
Celica.  And is it nothiog then to lose the State?
A'iny. Where chunce is ripe, there counsell
comes to late:
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Celica ! by all thou ow’st the gods and me,
I doe coniure thee, leaue me to my chance.
What’s past was Error’s way ; the truth it is,
Wherein I wretch can only goe amisse.
“If Nature saw no cause of suddaine ends,
She that but one way made to draw our breath,
Would not haue left so many doores to Death.
Celica.  Yet Sir! if weakenesse be not such a
sande,
As neither wrong, or counsell can manure;
Choose, and resolue what death you will endure.
King. This sword, thy hands, may offer vp my
breath,
And plague my life’s remissenesse in my death.
Celica.  Vato that dutic if these hands be borne,
I must thinke God and Truth, but names of scorne.
Againe, this iustice were, if life were lou’d ;
Now mcerly grace ; since death doth but forgiue
A life to you, which is a death to liuc:
Paine must displease that satisfies offence.
Aing.  Chance hath left Death no more to spoile
but scnse.
Celica.  Then sword ! doe Tustice’ office thorough
me ;
I offer more than that he hates to thee.
Xng.  Ah! Stay thy hand : my State no equail
hath,

L e e e e
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And much more matchlesse my strange vices be :
One kinde of death becomes not thee and me:
Kings plagues by Chance or Destinie should fall :
Headlong he perish must that ruines all.

C'elica. No clitfe, or rocke is so precipitate,
Rut downe it eyes can leade the blinde a way ;
Without me liue, or with me dye you may.

Aing. Celica! and wilt thou Alaham exceed?
His crueltic 13 death, you torments vse;

He takes my crowne, you take my selfe from me;
A prince of this fulne Empire let me be.

Celica. Then be a king, no tyrant of thy selfe:
Be, and be what you will : what Nature lent
Is still in her'’s, and not our gouernment.

King. 1f disobedicnee and obedience both
Still doc me hurt ; in what strange state am I.?
But hold thy course : It well becomes my blood,
To doe their parents mischicfe with their good.

Celica.  Yet Sir! harke to the poore oppressed

teares,
The iust men'’s moane, that suffer by your fall ;
A prince’s charge is to protect them all.
Aud shall it nothing be that I am yours?
The world without, my heart within doth know,
I ncuer had vokinde, vnreuerent powers.
If thus you yeeld to Alaham’s treacherie ;
He ruines you ; 'tiz you, Sir, ruinc me.
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King. Celica! Call vp the dead; awake the
blinde ;
Turne backe the time; bid windes tell whence
they come ;
As vainly strength speakes to a broken minde.
Fly from me Celica ! hate all T doe:
Misfortunes haue in blood successions too.
Celica. Will you doe that which Alaham can
not ?
He hath no good : you haue no ill, but he:
This Marre-right yeelding’s Honor’s tyrany.
King. Haue I not done amisse? Am I not ill,
That ruin’d baue a king’s authority ?
And not one king alone, since princes all
Feele part of those scornes, whereby one doth fall,
Treason against me cannot treason be :
All lawes haue lost authority in me.
(elica. * The lawes of power chain’d to men’s
humors be.
‘The good haue conscience; the ill—like instru-
ments—
‘ Are, in the hands of wise authority,
*Moudd, diuided, vséd, or layd downe ;
¢ Still, with desire, kept subject to a crowne.
¢ Stirre up all States, all spirits: hope and feare,
Wrong and reuenge, are currant cuerywhere.
King. Put down my sonne : for that must be the

way ;
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A father’s shame, a prinee’s tyrannie:
The scepter cuer shall misjudgzéd be,
‘elica. Let them feare Rumor that doe worse
anisse ;
Blood, torments, death, horrors of crucley,
Haue time and place.  Looke through these skinnes
of feare,
Which still perswade the better side to beare.
And since thy sonnc thus trayterously conspires,
Let him not prey on all thy race and thee :
Keepe ill example from posterity.
Ang. Danger is come : and must I now vnarme ®
And let in hope to weaken resolution ?
Passion ! be thou my legacie and will;
To thee I giue my life, crowne, reputation ;
My pompes to clouds ; and—as forlormne with men—
My strength to women ; hoping this alone,
Though fear’d, sought, and a king, to liue vnknownoe
Celica ! all these to thee : doe thou bestow
This liuing darknesse, whercin 1 doe goe.
Celica. My soule now ioyes : doing Lreathes hor-
rour out ;
Absence must be our first steppe @ let vs fly:
A pawse in rage makes Alaham to doubt ;
Which doubt may stirre in people hope and feare,
With loue or hute, to sceke you eucrywhere.
For princes liues are Fortune's miserie;
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¢ As duinty sparks, which men dead doe know, vl

“To kindle for himsclfe each mah doth blow.

But harke! what's this ? Malice doth ncuer slecpe

I heare the spies of Power drawing necre.

Sir! follow me : Misfortune’s worst is come

Her strength is change, and change yeclds better
doome,

Choice now is past. Hard by there is a pile

Built, vnder colour of a sacrifice;

If God doe grant, it is a place to sauc ;

If God dcnies, it is a ready graue.

Actrs quartus. Scena secunda.

ZOPHI. CELICA.

=5 OPIII. Where am I now ? All things

are silent here.

i/ What shall I doe ? Goe on from place to
place,

Not knowing what to trust, or whom to feare ?

Yet what should I not feare, that liue to know

2ights, kingdomes, parents, all, my oucrthrow ?

Are these the specious hopes of princes’ heires ?

Is Right still subicct to aspiring wit ?

Haue they that stand by princes, more despaires,

Than they that doe supplant annoynted heires ?
r
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Is Expectation nothing else in me,

But Woe's fore-runner, to make deep impressi en,
By these surprises of aduersity ?

Are these the glorious triumphs of this day ?
Absent, in presence ; banisht, in recalling ;

A throne, a tombe; a prince become a prey.

Ah cruell, false; ambitious thirst of State!
Bloody-like rage ! but more reuengefull still,
Because their ends doe more inflame their will.
My rights and hopes I giue, and doe forguie:
Wrong ! take the world ; let me enioy my selfe.
Scorn'd, blind, I cannot harme. Ah! let me line.

“ Let Power despise . . . . . . . . .
My needlesse, guiltlesse blood. The strength of
feare

The losse of all things, but of life, can beure.
Celiva. What sce I here! More spectacles of wo'?

And are my kinred only made to be

Agents and patients in iniquity ?

Ah forlone wretch ! Ruine’s example right ?

Lost to thy sclfe, not to thy encmie,

Whose hand, cuen while thou fliest, thou fal'st

nto ;

And with thy full, thy father do’st vndoe.

Saue one I may : Nature would saue them both ;

But Chance hath many wheels, Rage many eves.
What shull I then abandon innocents?
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Not helpe a helplesse brother throwne on me ?
Is Nature narrow to aduersity ?
No, no: Our God left duty for a law;
Pittie, at large, Loue, in authority ;
Despaire, in bonds; Feare, of it sclfc in awe:
That rage of Time, and Power’s strange liberty,
Oppressing good men, might resistance finde:
Nor can I to a brother be lesse kinde.
Do’st thou, that can’st not sec, hope to escape?
Disgrace can have no friend; contempt, no guide;
Right, is thy guilt; thy iudge, Iniquity;
Which desolation casts on them that see.
Zophi. Make calme thy rage: pittic a ghost
distrest :
My right, my liberty, I freely give:
Giue him that neuer harm’d thee, leaue to liue.
Celica. Nay; God, the World, thy parents it
denic ;
A brother’s icalous heart, vsurptd might
Growes friendes with all the world, except thy
right.
Zophi. Sccure thy selfe: Exile me from this
coast :
My fault, suspition is; my iudge, is Feare;
Occasion, with my selfe, away I beare.
Celica. Fly voto God : for in humanity
Hope there is none. Reach me thy fearfull hand :

e T
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1 am thy sister; neither ficud, nor spie
Of tyrants’ rage ; but onc thut teeles despuire
Of thy estate, which thou do’st only feare.
Kucele downe ; embrace this holy mystery,
A refuge to the worst for rape and blood ;
And yet, I feare, not hallowed for the good.
Zopli.  Helpe God! defend Thine altar ! since
Thy might,
In Eaith, leaues Innocence no other right.
Celica. Eternull God! that scest Thy selfe in
val-
If vowes be more than sacrifice of lust,
Ruy'sd from the smokes of Hope and Feare in vs;
Protect this innocent ; ealme Alaham’s rage;
By miracles faith goes from age to age.
Affection trembles, Reason is opprest ;
Nature, methinkes, doth her owne entrayles teare:
In resolution ominous is Feare.

Actus quartus : Scena tortia.
ALAMAM. CELICA.

WLAITAM. Sirs! secke the city, examioe,
torture, racke :

Sanctuaries none let there be: make
darknesse knowne :




ALAHAM, 265

Pull dowpe the roofes, digge, burne, put all to
wracke :
And let the guiltlesse for the guilty grone.
Chunge, shame, misfortune in their scaping, lic:
And in their finding our prosperity.
Good fortune welcome! we haue lost our care,
And found our losse : Celica distract I sce
The king is ncere: she is her father’s cyes.
Behold ! the forlorne wreteh, halte of my feare,
Tukes sanctuary at holy altar’s fect:
Lead him apart, examine, force, and try :
These binde the subicet, not the monarchy.
Cclica! awake: that God of whom you craue
Is deafe, and only giues men what they haue.
“lira. Al crucll wretch! guilty of parent’s
bl()(l(l !
Might I, poore innocent, my father free,
My murther yet were lesse impiety.
But on; deuoure : feare only to be good :
Let vs not scape : thy glory then doth rise,
When thou at once thy house do'st sacrifice,
Alakam. Tell me where thy father is.
Celic. O! bloudy scorne!
Must he be kill'd againe that goue thee breath ?
Is duty nothing clse in thee Lut death.
Alalam. Leaue off this maske; deeeipt is nencr

wise ;

N
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Though he be blind, a king hath many cyes
Celica. O twotold scorne! God be reueng'd for
me.
Yet since my father is destroy’d by thee,
Adde still more scorne, 1t sorrow multplics.
Alaham. Passions are learn’d. not borne withiu
the heart,
That method keepe : order is Quict’s art.
Tell where he is: for leoke what Loue conceales,
Paine out of Naturd’s lubyiinth reucules.
Celica. This is reward which thou do’st threaten
me :
If terrour thou wilt threaten, promise joyes.
Alak. Smart, cooles these boy ling stiles of vunity.
“elica. And if my futher I no more shall see,
Helpe me vnto the place where he remaines;
To Heil below, or to the skie aboue :
The way is casie, where the guide is Loue.
Alah, Contesse: where is he hid ?
Celica. Rucke not my woe.
Thy glorious pride of this voglorious' deed
Doth mischeite, ripe ; aud therefore falling, show.
Alah. Bodies haue place, and blindnesce must
be led:
Graues be the thrones of kings, when they be dcad.

! Transition-form of *inglorivus*.  G.
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Celica. e wus—Vnhappy—cause that thou
art now ;
Thou art, ah wicked ! cause that he is not ;
And fear’st thou parricide can be forgot ?
Beare witnesse, Thou Almighty God on high!
And you blacke Powers inhabiting below !
That for his life my sclfe would yeeld to die.
dlah. Well Sirs! Goe secke the darke and
sceret caues,
The Loly temples, sanctified cells,
All parts wherein a liuing corps may dwell.
Celica. Seeke him amongst the dead, you plac’dy
him there: l
Yet lose no paines, good soules, goe not to hell ;
And, but to heauen, you may gue cuerywhere.
Guilty, with you, of his blood let me be,
1f any more I of my father know,
Than that heis where you would haue him goe.
Alak. Teare vp the vaults: behold heragonics!
¢ Sorrow subtracts, and multiplies the spirits ;
¢ (Care and desire doe vnder anguish ceuse!
¢ Doubt curious is, aftecting picty ;
“ Woe, loues it selfe ; Feare from it selfe would
flie.
Doc not these trembling motions witnesse beare,
That all these protestations be of feare.



268 ALATIAM,

Celica. If ought be quicke in me, moue it with
scorne:

Nothing can come amisse to thoughts forlorne.
Alak. Confesse in time : reuenge is mercilesse.
Celica. Reward and Paine, Feare and Desire too

Are vaine, in things impossible to doe.

Alah. Tell yet where thou thy futher last didst
sce.

Celica. Euen where he by his losse of eyes hath
wonne,

That he no more shall sce his monstrous sonne.

First, in perpetuall night thou mad’st him goe;

His flesh the graue, his life the stage, where

Sense

Playes all the tragedies of pain and woe.

And wouldst thou trayterously thy selfe exceed,

By sceking thus to make his ghost to bleed ?
Alah. Beare her away : deuise, adde to the

racke

Torments, that both call death, and turne it backe.
Celica. The flattering glasse of Power is others’

paine.

Perfect thy worke, that hcauen and hell may

know,

To worse I cannot, going from thee, goe.

“ Eternall life, that euer liu’st aboue!

¢ If scnse there be with Thee of hate or loue;
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‘““ Reuenge my king, and futher’s ouerthrow.
0 father! if that name rcach vp so high,

‘“ Apd be more than a proper word of art,
“To teach respects in our humanity;

““ Accept these paines, whercof you feele no smart.

Actus quartus : Scena quarta.

KING. ALAHAM.

3 /NG. What sound is this of Celica’s dis-
tresse ?
Aluham! wrong not a silly sister’s faith.
"Tis plague cuough that she is innocent ;

My child, thy sister; borne—by thee and me—
With shame and sinne, to haue affinity.

53

Breake me; I am the prison of thy thought:
Crownes dcarc enough, with father’s blood, are
bought.
Alak. Now fecle thou shalt, thou ghost vn-
naturall !
Those wounds which thou to my heart then did’st
giue,
When, in despite of God, this State, and me,
Thou did'st from death mine clder brother free.
The smart of king’s oppression doth not die :
Time, rusteth malice; rust, wounds cruclly.

e’
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HAing. Flatter thy wickednesse, adorne thy rage;
To weare a crowne teare vp thy futher’s age.
Kill not thy sister: it is lucke of wit,
To doc anill that brings no good with it.
Alih. Goc, lead themhence. Prepare the funerall:
Hasten the sacrifice, and pompe of woe.
Where she did hide him, thither let them goe.
Aing. ¢ 0 God! who mad’st those lawes which
this wretch breaks,
“ Lot parents’ blood this curse vpon him bring;
 That he, who of a child breakes ull respect,
¢ May, in his children, finde the same negleet.

CHORVS QVARTVS,

Or ProrLe.

s71KE as strong windes doe worke vpon the
sea,
L Stirring and tossing waues to warre each
other:
So princes doe with people’s humors play,
As if Confusion were the scepter’s mother.
But crownes! take heed: when humble things

mount high,
The windes oft calme before the billowes lie.

When we are all wrong'd, had we all onc minde,
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Whom could you punish? wifat could you reserue ?
Againe, a3 Hope and Feare distract mankinde;
Knew kings their strength, our freedome were to
serue.
But Fate doth to her sclfe reserue both these,
With cach to punish other, when it please.

Grant that we be the stnffe for princes’ art,

By and on it, to build their thrones aboue vs :

Yect if kings be the head, we be the heart ;

Aud know we loue no soule that doth not loue vs.
Men's many passions iudize the worst at length,
Aund they that doc so, casily know their strength :

With bruit and rumor, as with hope and feare,
You lay vs low, or lift vs from our carth;
You trie what nature, what our states cun beare }
By law you bind the liberties of Lirth ;
Making the people bellowes vuto Fame,
Which vshers keauy doomes with euill name.

Kings,gouern people, ouer-racke them not :
Fleece vs but doe not clippe vs to the quicke:
Thinke not with good and ill, to write and blot :
The good doth vanish, where the ill doth sticke:
Hope not with trifles to grow popular
Wounds that arc heal’d for cuer leaue a scarre.

L e e e - - -— @ W
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To offer people showes makes vs too great :
Princes descend not, keep your selues aboue.
The sunne drawes not our browes vp, but our sweat:
Your safest racke to winde vs vp is loue.
To maske your vice in pompes is vainly done:
Motes lie not hidden in beames of a sunne.

The stampe of soucraignty makes currant -
Home brasse to buy or scll, as well as gold:

Yet marke ! the people’s standard is the warrant
What man ought not to doe, and what he should.
Of words we are the grammar, and of deds
The haruest both is ours, and eke the sceds.

We are the glasse of Power, and doe reflect

That image backe, which it to vs presents :

It princes flatter, straight we doe negleet ;

If they be fine, we see, yet seeme content.
Nor can the throne, which monarchs dve liue in,
Shaddow kings faults, or sanctyfve their sinne.

Mike not the Church to vs an instrument
Of bondage, to yourselues of libertie:
Obedience there confirmes your goucrnment ;
Our soucraignes, God's subalternes you be:
Else while kings fushion God in humane light,
Men see, and skorne what is not infinite,
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Make not the end of iustice, checquer-gaine,'

It is the liberality of kings:

Oppression and Extortion euer raigne,

When lawes looke more on scepters than on things.
Make crooked that line which you mcasure by,
And marre the fashion straight of monarchie.

Why doe you then prophane your royall line,
Which we hold sacred, and dare not approach ?
Their wounds and wrongs prouc you are not diuine,
And we learne by example to encroch.

Your futher’s losse of cyes foretells his end :

By craft, which lets downe princes, we ascend.

How shall the people hope ? how stay their feare,
When old foundations daily arc made new ?
Vucertaine is a heauy loade to beare ;
What is not constant sure was neuer true.

Excesse in one makes all indefinite :

Where nothiug is our owne, there what delight ?

Kings then take heed ! Men are the bookes of fate,

Wherein your vices deep engrauen lye,

To shew our God the griefe of cuery State.

And though great bodies do not straightwaics die ;
Yet know, your errors haue this proper doome,
Euen in our ruine to prepare your tombe.

! Gaine to the exchequer. G.
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Actus Quintus,  Seena Prima

.\L.\II,\.\[ ﬂl")n(‘.
FET,'%, =reomy [ Al 4], Chance now congratulates.

iyt 3
t} ER This 1s indeed
Byt : . -
< A prineely worke and faskions Naturc new,

To sacrifice the liuing to the dead;

And with reuenge be to a kingdome led.

My father, brother, sister, and my king;

All slaine for me ! Obedience! Duty ! Loue!

Your followers to such height when do you bring?
Now Hala’s present, this triumphant robe
Shewes all estates, things reall, humors, lawes,
Yea wiues themselues owe homage voto Might :
Tustice in kings cannot be definite.

Hala, who stroue, by strength of wit and passion,
To change, inforee, decciue, or vndermine

Me, as a man; yet to a prinee’s place

Humbles her pride, and striucs to purchase grace.
When I ordain’d this maske, and first deereed

A specious death for prinee and parent too,

1 felt once tendernesse—that cuill weed,

Which some call Dutic, others, Nuture’s lawes:

Should I haue lost a crowne for such applause ?

No, no: each state peculiar wisdomes hath,

The way of princes is to hide their mindes:

Tor clse cach slate will suddenly descrie
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Our inward passions, which they traflicke by.
Remisnesse did in me no sooner moue,

And only by a pawse it selfe expresse,

But strightway they diuin’d remorse, or loue.

And instantly drew arguments from both,

As if Distraction to resolue were loth.

But, like a Sultan, mixing power with art;

When I made good my will, and only said

Sirs, doe your charge : This intermittent passion

Is but the print of naturall affection ;

The scat of Tustice is aboue compassion :

Straight, as it turies’ breath had fild these bladders,

With crucll hearts their charge they vodertooke 2

And cuer after made my will their booke.

Who gouerne men, if they will stay aboue,

Must see, and scorne the downfalle of selfe-loue.
Nay, marke againe what glory Orler yecelds,

Where eucry spirit is fitted to his roome.

Did not distresse these weake ghosts well become 2

At which fine playes of Chance and intercession

Did I relent? Or had I any sense,

Yut in the glories of omnipotence ?

These scepter-mysteries kings must obserue,

Or not be kings.  Are priuate vertues such ?

* Want great estates no other strengths but those,

* Which make them, for good words, good fortune

lose ?
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As dogges their kennels, these their graues did
frame :

"Twas crafty power that gaue such lawes to Fame.
Away they went, rich in selfe-pittic’s smoke,
No hope of praise, but by their forme of death :
Nor of reuenge, but in the people’s breath.
While I ascending roame to looke about,
And in the strength of confidence and power,
Behold the vnprosperities of doubt.

But harke! What mournfull harmonie is this?
In dole my triumphs arc : What sounds are these?

Change ! is thy nature both to gricue and please ?

Confustd echo’s I! whither doe you flye ?

Or whence proceed? From grudge? or from
applause ?

Except my will, craues mankinde any lawes ?

Solemnity inferres the worke is ended :

Yet heare I noyse that showes vnqguiet motion;

As from their ashes some new worke intended.

Now shall we know : Behold ! I see one come,

Whose looks bring woe, and horrour from that

tombe.

! Note the apostrophe. G.
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Actus quintus. Scona secunda.
NUNTIUS. ALAHAM.

UNTIUS. Distract, confus'd, areall my
inward spirits :
Giiefe would complaine, yet dares not
speake for feare.

Horrour the place of Wonder disiuherits. v S .
Caine’s next of kinne so willingly to die, * e n oo X
For pompe, and honor to his funerali; ' o
The flesh to couet that which flesh doth fly;
This wonder went I to the pile to sce,
As costly glories of the vanity.

In stead of these; 1 saw the veyles of Power,
Practise and pompe, specious hypocrisie,
Rent from her fuce, euen while she did deuoure.
I saw those glorious stiles of gonernment,
God, Luwes, religion,—wherein tyrants hide
The wrongs they doe, and all the woes we bide—
Wounded, prophan’d, destroy’d. Power is unwise,
That thinkes in pompe to maske her tyrannies.
Looke where he stands ! a monster growne within,
Still thirsty, and yet full with parent’s blood :
Loth man and tyrant dearly vnderstood.

Adlaham. Hath mecke Deuotion finishéd her

i

worke ?
Tell what their manner was, and how they dicd,

Q
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That to the dead would thus be crucified.
Nuntius. The fire, though mercilesse, yet some-
times 1ust,
Hath done his part ; dcuouréd, but refin’d,
Perform’d thy will, and yet deceiu’d thy trust.
Alakam. Speake plaine: What threatning
mysteries be these ?
Nuntius. Echos they be of murmurs, which
possesse
The hearts of men aguinst Power's wickednesse.
The first which burnt, as Caine his next of kinne,
In blood your brother, and your prince in State,
Drew wonder from men’s hearts, brought herror
in.
This innocent, this soule too meeke for sinne,
Yect made for others to dve harme withall,
With his selfe-pitty teares, drew tearcs from vs:
His blood, compassion had; his wrong, stirr'd
hute :
Dceeipt is odious in a king's estate.
Repiningly he goes vato his end :
Strange visivns rise; strange furies huunt the
flume ;
Pcople crie out, Echo repeats his name.
These words he spuke, euen breatliing out his
breath :
“ Vnhappy weuknesse ! neuer innocent !
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“If in a crowne, yet but an instrument.

“People! obserue ; this fact maylmake you see :

“ Excesse hath ruin'd what it selfe did build :

“But ah! the more opprest, the more you yceld.

The next was he, whose age had reuerence ;

His gesture something more than priuatenesse ;

Guided by one whose stately grace did moue

Compassion, euen in hearts that could not loue.

As soone as these approchéd neare the flame,

The winde, the steame, or furies, rays’d their
vayles;

dnd in their lookes this image did appeare :

Each, vnto other; life, to neither deare.

These words he spuke: ‘Bchold one that hath
lost

“Himselfe within; and so the world without ;

‘ A king that brings Authority in doubt:

“This is the fruit of Power's misgoucrnment.

“People! my fall is iust ; yet strange your fate,

* That, vnder worst, will hope for better state.

Griefe roares alowd.  Your sister yet remain’d,

Helping in death to him in whom she died ;

Then going to her owne, as if she gain’d,

These mild words spake with lookes to heauen
bent :

“0 God! ’Tis Thou that suffrest here, not we:

“Wrong doth but like it selfe in working thus:
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¢ At thy will, Lord! Reuenge Thy sclfe, not vs.
The fire straight vpward beures the soules in
breath :
Visions of horror circle in the flame,
With shapes and figures like to that of death;
But lighter-tongu’d and nimbler-wing'd than
Fame:
Some to the Church, some to the People fly:
A voyce cries out, Reuenge and Liberty.
Princes! take heed ; your glory is your care:
And Power’s foundations, strengths, not vices. are.
Alakam. What change is this, that now I fecle
within ?
Is it disease that workes this fall of spirits?
Or workes this fall of spirits my disease ?
Things sceme not as they did ; Horror appeares.
What sinne imbodied, what strange sizht is this?
Doth sense bring backe but what within me is?
Or doe I sec those shapes which haunt the flame?
What summons vp Remorse ? Shall conscience rate
Kings’ deeds, to make them lesse than their es-
tate ?
Ah silly ghost! is't you that swarme about ?
Would'st thou, that art not now, a futher be?
These body lawes doe with the life goe out,
What thoughts be these that doe my entrailes
teare ?

et /]

e
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You wandring spirits frame in me your Hell ;

I fecle my brother, and my sister there.

Where is my wife ? There lacks no more but shee :
Let all my owne together dwell with me.

Actus quintus : Scena tertia.
HALA. ALAHAM.

e ALA Wife! Is that name but stile of thy
H remorse ?
AN Mu

st I goe where thy silly parents be ?

Thou yet but fecl’st thy selfe: thou shalt feele
me.

A king? And in a throne built out of blood :

The ashes of your owne must giue you power.

Glutton Ambition! now thy selfe deuoure.

Looke in thy conscience, that vnflattering glasse ;
See there the wounds of Caine, thy wrongs to me:
Death triumphs now ; and I doe giue it thee.
Caine here begiunes to liue, whilst thou do’st feed
Vpon the poyson that thy wife deuis’d
Thy debter yet, but stay I will exceed.

Now warre thy selfe : a king, with kings must
warre :

We are too base for friends or enemies :

For lust’s vse, not for loue, we women are.
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All paines of death, my selfe in Caine did feele;
And shall my rage aspire but to be just ?
What is but once, be long in doing must.
Alaham. Infernall wombe! recciue thy right:
Of old
This body was thine owne, before T was.
Obey my father, brother, sister, me:
1 gaue their ghosts, they must giue mine to thee.
They call, I come. It was my sinne alone,
That gloried many ways to tyrrannize :
For all the doomes of ill let me suffice,
Hula. My gricfe doth yet but roame it selfe in
sense :
Hala is more : rage multiplies with vse:
These doe but mourne ; I must reuenge abuse.
Euen through thy sense will I send in thine owne:
This child, that by thee liu’d shall in thee die ;
In this will Caine, and I possesse thy throne.
Alakam. Ah powerfull God! why do'st thou
thunders spend
—By chance or without vengeance—on the plants;
Since it is man, not trees, that doth offend ?
Sirs ! teure the roofe, perfect the worke of Power:
I haue no being, while she there doth sit,
Subicet in sexe, but king, in rage of wit.
Hafa. Women ! behold, our sex I now improue:
Malice were vaine, if kings could it subdue:
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This rage reuiues the dead, restores my loue.
Alakam. s this Ormus ? or is Ormus my Hell,
Where only furies, and not men doe dwell ?
The poyson works; 1 feele my spirits faint ;
I must bescech ; my power is but complaint.
Yet wit! thou know'st what euery Power can
doe ;
Be strength to me.  Cun mothers kill their owne?
Sclfe-loue will spare them. Why should I request?
Words doe inflame. But ah! it Hala is:
I must intreat. Her malice keepes no fashion :
Though she haue all, that all is but one passion.
If I intreat; doth scnsc show where to wound ?
I owe it mine; doth that giue malice power ?
Ah God!
‘What shall I doe, that both within and out,
Authority haue lost? Vnused to request,
Yet must, and will: Yet, euen in doing know,
Impossible, addes but more scorne to woe.
Hala! I doe, with nature, begge for thine.
Harme me alone thy husband, and thy king.
Horror hath her degrees : there is excesse
In ull reucnge, that may be done with lesse.
IHala. Beyond the rule of law, but not of loue,
This child was borne ; this not in loue but law.
Before thy wrongs I had my passions free :
And in reuenge shall ought else limit me ?
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Alakam. Innocent, thine owne, too yong for
hate, or feare:
His deuth doth only exccration beare.
Hala. In him thou art: in him I plague my
lust,
‘Where sense and law, were travtors to affection.
Beare children only but to Caine I must.
Alaham. Discase or gricte—I know not which—
or both,
Languish my powers: Hala! some respite giue;
Spare him a while : T haue not long to liue.
Hala. Hala! make haste to multiply this wretch;
I must haue both his sense and iudgement free :
'Tis horror, not discase, that honors me.
¢ All you superiour powers, which from aboue
« Bchold this Earth; and earthly mischiefe’s rod !
¢ Cast henee your eyes: these works are but for
two:
« For him, that suffers, and for me, that doe. -
Hala! then on: that Alaham wmay cnrage,
Enruge theu first.  New martied now am I:
Remorse doth but for men in ambush lie.

S'ie mistaking, kills Caine’s childe.

Alaham. Farth! Stand’st thou fast under this
velinesse ?
And fal’st not downe to that infernal deepe
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Which feares, perchance, worse than it selfe to
keepe?

Exes! close your liddes : there is no more to doe;

Yet know, you haue s2ene that before you die,

Which no age will belecue—one worse than 1.

ITala  Ah curst mortality ! So soone put out ?

And haue I lost the glory of reuenge,

If Fume find greater, as she goes about,

This blood, that bloody throte should haue
dcuour’d:

Rage lack’d in this. Where is the place for
scorne :

Since woes be dead in him, as soone as borne ?

Flesh is too brittle mould for braue excesse.

Yet let these scraps giue nourishment to Fame ;

Since Loue and Rage this modell may expresse,

She findes ker error.

But what is this ? Wake I, or doc I drcame ?

If chang'd, with whom, or into whom am I?

Doth Horror dazell sense, or multiply ?

What world is this? Where's Alaham ? where my
sonnc ?

Caine ! rise, and tell what furics rais¢d be ?

Do'st thou remaine aliue ? and art thou dead ?

‘Who did this deed ? None answers. It was I.

I
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Ferses here dos lengthen.

And am I thus misled to lose child, husband,
fame,

Honor, reuenge, my Caine, my harmes, and fury
too ?

And cannot harme my selfe, that those harmes to
me doe.

Must I forgiue thee, Hala! that none else forgiue?

Scarce trembling doth my heart coucciue this
hatefull deed ?

Doe eyes behold this worke, and neither weepe,
nor bleed ?

Shall 1 complaine of Heauen, where fooles lay
sclfe-despaire ?

Or Hell shall I inuoke, which ill hath euerywhere ?

Shull T remaine aliue, and turn my rage to woe ?

Shall I distinguish guilt, where Chance doth ouer-
throw ?

Is Cuine no more ? Is it no more to loue ?
Hath Hala’s hate made many heart’s to bleed,
Vpon the ruines of her loue to feed ?

Furic! art thou so long in getting vp
Aboue the mists of poore selfe-pittie teares ?
Shall Rage be still a prisoner vnder feares ?

Looke! here is death: return’st thou me

remorse ?
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Heere my belou’d @ Can sighs recall him backe ?

Here him I loath: Can scorne become his wracke ?

Ay selfe yet liue : Must Furie burne without ?

These were in me: May Nuture liue in one ?

What's due to death ? Euen rage that growes to
doubt.

Come infunt ! here is empire: let vs liue.

This worke is mine: Hell thankes, and enuics
me :

And loe ! her spirits, before I come, I sce,

Discord, Scdition, Rage, you Furics all'!

Posscsse againe the State, where you beganne:

The woman you ; ’tis we decciue the man.

Enter vpon this large infernall wombe ;

Repuy your selues; this mould did make you
all.

Why doe you stay ? leade me the way : I come.

Flesh is too weuke, it hath satictic ;

Lust, intermittent here ; and Furie, poore ;

Ruge, hath respects ; Desires, here weary be.

Leaue man this meane : let vs liue in excesse ;

Where power is more, although the ioyes be lesse.

This child is none of mine : I had no part :

Beare him I did with loathing, not desire :

My wombe perchance did yeeld, but not my
heart.
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‘With Alaham his father he must dwell :
I will goe downe, and change this ghost with hell.

! Here is added the license, as follows :
“ This Tragedy, called Alaham, may bee printed,
this 23. day of June, 1632.
Henry Herbert.” G.

Sinis,







{lote.

“Wustatha™ occupies pp 81—160 of the folio of 1633,
immedistely after ¢ Alsham ™, having like it no separate
tizl=-raze. but only the running heading of ¢ Mustapha *
acd the names of *the Speakers” given on page 80, on
revense of the last page of * Aluham ” as follows :

The
Speakers
Names.
Soliman. } { Rossa.
Mystapha. Zauger.
Rosten. } {Camona.
Achmat. } { Beglarby Nvotivs

Priest.
Ap ancuymous and  (probably) surreptitious edition was
published in 1609, The title-page follows :
The
TRAGEDY
oF
MVSTAPHA
[Woodcut with initials I. W.]
London
Printed for Nathuniel Butter. 1609.
It is a smull 4to. extending in all to 25 leaves, unpaged.
It has fetched large (compnr'ilive) prices, as at Rhodes
£2 2s. and Thorpe £5 5s. Our copy is from the Library
of the Duke of Sussex and has been carefully read by a
contemporary, as markings shew. Even before this early
edition, JouN Davies of Hereford in his * Scourge of
Folly, consisting of satyricall Epigramms and others in
honour of many noble ard worthy persons of vur Land ”
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(1610), wrote this : “ To the immortall memory and deser-
ued honor of the writer of the Tragedy of Mustapha—as it
is written, not printed—by Sr. Fulk Greuill. Knight —

“Swell prowdly numbers on Words' windy scas

To raise this buskin-poet to the skies; *

And fix himn there among the Pleyades,

To light the Muse in gloomy Truagedies,

Vpon Time's scowling brow he hath indore'd,

A Tragedy that shall that brow out-weare ;

‘Wherein the Muse beyond the minde is forc'd

—In rarest rapturcs—to Art’s highest spheare :

No line but reaches to the firmament

Of highest sense, trom surest ground of wit ;

No word but is like Phorbus luculent !

Then, all yeeld lustre well-nere infinite :

So shine bright Sq{nes, till on the starry stage
The gods re-act you in thoiréu‘jpage.” (194-5.)

These lines preceded—as the title shews—tho issue of
1609. In 1622 Epmuxp BoutoN in his * Hypercritica or
a Rule of Judgement for writing or reading our Historys”
also refers to ** Mustapha “—all the more noticeable that
he is chary of praiso: * The English poems of Sr. Walter
Raleigh, of John Donn, of Hugh Holland, but especially
of Sr. Foulk Grevile in his matchless Mustapha are not
easily to be mended . (p 737).

Our text of *“ Mustapha ™ is (substantially) that of the
folio of 1633: but throughout we have collated it with
the 4to. of 1609 and with a contemporary (anonymous)
Manuscript of it preserved in University Library, Cam-
bridge, (F. f.2. 35). The Quarto blunders and is corrupt
and imperfect in a number of places and in turn gives

‘l



W

291 NOTE.

occasionally better readings than either the folio or the
MS. and in agreement with tie MS. and now and then in-
dependent additions.  The MS. bears the same character
with the 4to in all these respects.  We have carefully wiven
in notes and illustrations at the close the ‘various readings’,
rassing only orthographical differences and patent mis-
prints : and inan Appendix will be found in erteasv larze
additions to the text of the folio from the 4to. and MS.
In the few cases where our text departs from the falio by
insertions or changes, these are marked in relative
notes. The student will find it deeply interesting to
“weigh” the various readings, and to compare the sup-
pressions and additions.  The exhibition of these has cost
usun amount of labour appreciable only by those who
know pructically what collation is. The Notes are so
numerous that in this instance we have preferred to trans-
fer the whole to the end rather than over-crowd the pages
in the several places: the references in the Notes and
Illustrations will readily guide to the particular line or
word annotated or illustrated.

As promised in our Memorial-Tntroduction, I add here
certain other tributes to our Poet.  SaMreL Danies
dedicated his ¢ Musophilus™ to * The rizht worthy and
judicious Favourer of vertue, Mr. Fulke Grevill.” The
lines are of no great value: but they may be given here
as being few :

¢« 1 do not here upon this hum'rous stage

Bring my transformed verse apparelled

With others passions, or with others rage:

With loves, with wounds, with factions furnished.
But here presest thee, only modelled
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In this poore frame, the form of mine own heart :
Where, to revive mysclf, my Muse is led
With motions of her own to act her own part,
Striving to make her owne contemnid art
As fair t' her self a8 possibly she can ;
Lest gsecming of no force, of no desert
She might repent the course that she began
And with these times of dissolution, fall
From goodnesse, vertue, glory, fame, and all.”
[Works: Vol. IT., p. 367 (1718).]
Daster had also corresponded with our Worthy during
the Campion-versification controversy. Later, Ricrarp
FLeckyoe—a muan, spite of Dryden’s satire, of brains—
has an “Ejigram”™ ¢“On the Works of Fulke Grevil,
Lord Brook.” Here it is:
“ Faod for :t ong minds! whilst of your lighter stuff
The weaker find in other books enough ;
Where master-strokes, great wits do look upon
With reverence and admiration,
While novices and those of meaper wit
Arenot grown np to th' admiring of them yot.
Thy works shall stand to posterity,
As relicks of thy worth and excellency :
Just as I've scen some statua’s busto stand,
The relick of some excellent mu :tei’s hand,
Whose worth only a Michael Angelo
Ur a Bernino had the skill to know,
While marble=spoilers, aud the common sort,
Wanted the knowledge to admire them for't.”
(Epigrams: 1671, p. 10.)
Genial Bisnop Conrwser in his Jter Boreale thus describes a

visit to Warwick Castle and its lord :
R
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“ Please you wulke out and see the castle ? come

The owner saith it is a scholler’s home ;

A place of strength and health: in the same fort

You would conceive a Castle and a Court.

The orchards, gardeus, rivers, and the aire

Doe with the trenches, rampires, walls, compare;

1t scemes nor art nor force can intercept it,

As if a louer built, a eouldier kept it.

Up to the tower, though it be steepe and high,

Wee doe not climbe but walke; and though

Seeme to be weary, yet our feet aro still

In the same posture cozen'd up the hill :

And thus the workeman's art deccaves our sence,

Making these rounds of pleasiare a defence.

As we descend, the lord of all this frame,

The honourable Chancellour, towards us came:

Above the hill there blew a gentle breath,

Yet now we sce a gentler gule beneath.

The phrase and wellcome of this knight did maks

The seat more elegant : every word he spake

Was wine and musick, which he did expose

To us if all our art could censure those.” (cdn. 1643.)
See Life of SipNey for Lord Brooke's own account of
his Poem-Plays along with his other Poetry. G.
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THE SPEAKERS' NAMES.

Soliman. Rossa.

Mestapha. Zanger.

Losten. Camena.

Achmat. Beglarby Nvntivs.

Actus primus: Scena prima.
SOLIMAN. ROSSA.

N OLIUAN. Rossa! Th' eternall Wisdome
S doth not couet

Of man his strength, or reason, but his

loue.

And not in vaine; since Loue, of all the powres,
Is it which gouerns euery thought of ours.

I speake by Mustapha : for as a father,

How often deem’d T those light-iudging praises
Of multitudes, whom my loue taught to flatter,
Truth’s oracles ; and Mustapha’s true stories !

So dearely Nature bidds our owne be lou'd:
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So ill a iudge is Loue of things belou’d.

But is contempt the fruit of parents’ care?

Doth kindnesse lessen kings’ authority,

Teaching our children pride, our vassals wit,

To subicct vs, that subiect are to it ?

This frailty in my sclfe I conquer must,

And stay the false vntimely hopes it workes,

Threatening the father’s ruine in the sonne :

Many with trust, with doubt few are vndone,

Sent for he is: nor shall the painted shewes

Of fame or kindnesse longer seele mine eyes ?

For since he striues to vndermine my crowne,

I will as firmely watch to kecpe him downe.

Rossa. Solyman my lord! the knowledze who

was futher

To Mustapha, made me—poore silly woman—

Thinke worth in blood had naturall succession:

But now, I sce, Ambition’s mixtures may

The gold of Nature's elements allay.

His fame vntimely borne: strength strangely
gather’d,

Honor wonne with honoring, greatenesse with
humblenesse :

—A monarch’s heire in courses popular—

Muke me diuine some strange aspiring minde :

Yet doubtfull; for it might be art or kinde.

But looke into him by his outward wayes :
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Persia, our old imbruéd enemy,

Treats of peace with the sonne, without the father :

A course in all Estates to princes mnice,

But here much more; where he that monarch is,

Must—like the sunne—haue no light shine, but
his.

The offers, reall crownes, or hopes of kingdomes :

What suddaine knot hath bound vp our diuisions ?

Made them that ouly fear'd our greater growing,

Offer such proiects for our greater growing ?

*'Tis true, that priuate thoughts may easily
change :

‘But States, whose wayes are time, occasion,
scate,

¢ Haue other ends, then chance, in all they treat.

Yet be it, all the world would vs obey.

And vnder our empire all empire lay :

In monarchies : which surfet, more than pine;

The king should iudge: strength knowes what
strength can weld :

The best foundation, else may ouer-build.

No, no: vpon the pitch of high attemps

I sce him stand, sporting with Wrong and Feare:

For Law and Duty, both are captiues there.

His hopes, the hopes of all ; for all aspire :

His meanes, that proud, rebellious discontent,

‘Which scornes both gouernors and gouernment.
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Solyman ! Feare is broken loose within my spirits;

What will or may, mec-thinkes already happens;

His power thus great, well fixt, oceasion ready,

Shaddowes of ruine to my heart deliucr.

Contus¢d noyse within my cares doth thunder

Of multitudes, that with obeying threaten.

Solyman! while feare, to lose thee wisheth death,

My feare againe, to leaue thee, wisheth breath.
Solyman. Rossa! I scorne there should Le cause

of feares

In onc man’s rage; for hard then were our state,

That reynes of all the world desire to beare:

Yet thy disquiet shall increase my hate.

Thy wishes vaine to thee yet neuer were :

Exempt thou art from lawes of my estate,

For Louec and Empire, both alike take pleasure,

Part of themsclues vpon descrts to measure.

And, but that all my ioyes haue Sorrowe’s image,

I could say, I take pride in thine affection ;

For Power may be fear’d; Empire ador'd ;

Good fortune woocd, and followed for ambition :

Rewards may make knees bow ; and sclfe-loue

humble :

But Loue is onely that which princes couet ;

And for they haue it least, they most doe loue it.

Care therefore for thy selfe; I hold thee deare

And as formee! . . . . . . .
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Though Fortune be of glasse, and apt to breake,
Kings life kept but in flesh, and easily picre’d ;
Kings crownes no higher than priuate armes may
reach ;
Yet these all daring spirits are rarely knowne,
That vpon princes’ gruues dare rayse a throne.
Russa. Sir! few in number are Time present’s
children
Where man eunds, there ends Discontentment’s
empire ;
Nouelty in tlesh hath alwaies had a dwelling ;
Then tell me, lord; what man would choose his
roome,
That must expect in wickednesse a meane,
Or clse be sure to fecle a fatall doome ?
Can that stay in the midst whose center’s lowest ?
Old age is Nutare’s pouerty and scorne;
Desire’s riches liue in princes’ children ;
Their youths are comets, within whose corruption
Men prephesie ncw hopes of better fortunes.
Ah Sir! Corrupt occusion still preferreth
The wisdome, that for sclfe-aduantage erreth.
Sclyman. Wisdome is not vnto it sclfe in debt,
That leaueth nothing, but a God, aboue it.
Will he returne from death voto the liuing ?
Rossa. No Sir! but much may hap before his
death;

—pmmm  mo o
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Though I yet know not he hath done amisse,
I doubt ; and hcauy, princes doubting is.
Though T resolue T will not kill him there,
It mortall is if kings sce cause to feare,
When Mustapha returnes, my icalous care
Will very hardly danger oucrsee :

Order alone holds States in vnity.

Actus Primus : Scena Secunda.

BEGLERBIE NUXTIUS. SOLYMAN. ROSSA.

WEGLERBIE. TFond man! distract with

] diuers theughts on foot,

That rack’st thy sclfe and Nature’s peace
do’st breake ;

Tudge not the gods aboue : it doth not boot,

Nor doe thou see that which thou dar’st not speake.

Power hath great scope; she walkes not in the

wayes

Of private truth : vertues of common men

Are not the same which shine in kings aboue,

And doe make Feare bring forth the workes of Loue,
Admit that Mustapha not guilty bece;

‘Who by Lis prince will rise, his prince must please ;
And they that please iudge with humility.

Youder they are, whose charge must be discharged.
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Tn Rossa’s face behold Desire speaketh ;

He keepes the lawes, that all lawes for me breaketh.
Solyman. 1s Mustapha in health, and coming ?
Beg. My lord! ulready come : for what can stay,

Where Loue and Dutie both teach to obey ?

Sol. In what strange ballance are man’s humors
peised ?

Since each light change within vs or without,

Turnes Feare to Hope, and Hope againe to Doubt.

It thus it worke in man, much more in thrones,

Whose tender heights feele all thinne aires that

moue,

And worke that change below they vse aboue.

For on the axis of our humours turne

Church rites and lawes, subjects’ desire, and wit ;

All which, in all men, come and goe with it.

Rossa ! a king ought therefore to suspect

Feare's fearcfull counsclls, which incline to blood ;

Wherein, but truthe's, no influence is good,

Else will inferior practise euer cast

Such glassy shaddowes vpon all our errors.

As he that sces not ruine, shall see terrors.

Power therefore should affect the people’s stampe,

¢ Whose good or ill thoughts, cuer proue to kings,

¢ Like aire, which either health or sicknesse brings.

Now Rossa; by these straight lines, if we sound

The hollow depths of Rosten’s mysterie !
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He will the canker of this State be found.

Long hath he wau'd betwixt my sonne and me,

Muking suceession sacred, whilst he felt

Practise could not diuide the barke and tree :

His end being not to finde or cherish truth,

But rather vices, where his art works ruth.

Long hath he weigh'd our humors with his ends,

To finde which nature was the fittest mould

For him, to bring to passc in, what he would.

And though his power be on my old age built,

Yet that, as slow to ruine, he dislikes :

Guilt, sceking shiclds for cuery blow it strikes.

Now in my sonne though actiue powers he finde,

Yet what he cannot gouerne, glues offence ;

From birth or worth, still fearing competence.

He grounds this worke on icalousie of kings,

¢ Where hopefull goodnesses oft in successors

‘Sceme not strengths, as they bee, but strong op-
pressors.

And when this art could not procure his fall,

Nor shape our humors like Procustes’ bed,

Where all that fit him not, arc ruinc¢d:

Straight then he offers vp vnto my sonne

My life, my crowne, and all that I haue wonne:

Such slender props are princes’ fuuorites,

‘Who like Good Fortunc's children, loue their
mother;
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¢ And neuer can be true to any other.
In these nets shall he then catch him and me,
And so this high and soucraigne scepter-power
Sinke into slaues by my infirmity ?
No, no : when princes’ by defect of minde,
A pronesse feele, to sinke into their slaues;
Whercin they make their creatures their graues:
By Nature haue they not a phenix-fire,
From their owne ashes to reuiue againe,
And in their children’s honor, liue and raigne ?
Then Rossa! iudge : My loue hath male vs one;
And who can iudge these humorists, but we;
Since hope and feare below, lacke eves to see ?
Mustapha is through misprision hither come,
Brought to the practise of this crafty slaue,
Carclesse in which he make the other's tombe :
His netts are layd : our thoughts for stales pitch'd
downe,

To catch our sclues in, and in vs, the crowne.
But Nature's lawes haue eonquered princes’ doubts ;
And betweene king and man, what was begonne,
Concludes betwixt a father and a sonne.

Lyussa.  Behold! these sandy hearts haue no

foundation :

Yet hence must T, with hazard, worke my will,
That haue to doe with thought, nor good nor ill.
My lord! your doubts fiom arguments did rise
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Of wanton pride, ambitious-seeking Loue :
¢ And can remissions be in Nature wise,
¢ While States vpon the stecpe of danger moue ?
No: thinke what pregnant grounds of his ambition
Resolu’d you first, his greatnesse was your danger :
And shall a father waue a king’s suspition ?
Since Mischiefe, whilst her head shewes in a clowd,
In Pluto’s kingdome doth her body shrowd.
Solyman. Suspition may enquire but not con-
clude ;
Both Hope and Feare doe with excesse delude.
Tell Beglerbie! how did he welcome thee ?
In your accesse what found you ; pompe or pride ?
Was he reseru’d ; or else did he descend ?
Appear’d 1 as his soucraigne, or his friend ?
Beglerbis. His court was great, and that which
adds to you
Is that all princes had their agents there,
Confessing, in the sonne, the father’s due:
And from them all the honnor done him such,
As if none thought the World for him too much.
Yet I no sooner to his presence came,
But he paid all their homages to me;
The rest look’d on, as when men wonders see.
Solyman. What was his cheere ? Did’st thou
obserue his eyes,
When thou declared’st my will to haue him come?



5006 MVSTAPOA.

Brglerbie.  First, at your name he btow'd in
humble wise;
The rest appear’d to be a ioyfull doome.
Onely the Persian spake—it secmes—with care :
God make these fauors good ; for they be rare.
Rossa. This is the glusse which father lookes
not in;
The workman hides, the instruments discouer :
Sce how it fitts a king to be a louer ?
Sir! marke these words: whence should their
wonder grow ?
His scorne and grudge, he worshipps and obeyes :
In him or for him, what strange works are these?
Solyman. Tell me his manner. MHow did he
dispose
His followers and affayres till his returne ?
The newes of Warre against our Persian foes,
I am sure, made not his vndertakers mourne.
Beylerbie. The Persian agent some distraction
shew'd
All clse their eys to their sunne rising turne.
Solyman. What's the discourse of Court ? and
what the face ?
His carriage is it royally scucre,
Reseru’d, like vs, by attiibutes of place,
Or popular, as power in people were ?
Shapes he his course to rule, or gaine a State?
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Is our course chang’d, or doth he imitate ?
Beglerbie. He windes not spirits vp with Power,
or Feare :
The antient forme he keepes, where it is good :
His proiccts, reformation everywhere :
His care, to haue discases vnderstood :
Reuerend vato your throne ; more to your decds :
It is no imitation which exceeds.
Solyman What doth he in our Church or Law
reproue ?
What error in our discipline of Warre ?
Beglerbie. With zcale he doth adore the Powers
aboue;
With zeale inferior duties paid him are :
And, for his ends on publike centers moue.
His ends are seru’d with cuery bodie’s loue.
His Court, like your's, the image of a campe :
In your’s, your power; in his, himselfe the lampe.
He sees,—men say—but only what he showes,
I mcane examples both of Power and Loue :
You see againe what from within you growes,
Such humble feare, as fearefull Power moucs.
His campe, in rest and action both, content ;
Assiduous order workes this frame in either:
Your discipline now loose, now ouerbent ;
Forc’d to use Feare in both, contents in neither.
This freecdome Sir! makes them you two compare,
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Of whom, both he and they, but shadowes are.
Sulym. What be his troopes? an armie or a
traine ?
Come they to dwell, or to goe backe againe
Reglerb. His will was to depart immediately,
With no traine, but the Basha, Priest, and I.
Your horor only ministred debate;
Princcs—some thought—stood fast by kecping
State :
His pompe gaue lustre to your Power, some said,
For princes should be gloriously obeyed.
At this gappe entred Louc and Intercession,
The multitude all libertics approu’d,
The wise to giue them way held it discretion,
Where it guue honor to vour selfe aboue.
Thus to the coast Number and Order come,
Where Mustapha leaues all to bide your doome.
Solym. Within the port, or where doth he attend?
‘What's the aspect betweene his owne and ours ?
Gaines he or waines he by approching Power ?
Beglerd. His foot on land, straight to the Church
he goes ;
Applause and Wonder follow to that place ;
Greater he, by your influence, still growes,
Your trophies vpon him the pcople place.
Vpon the State, men prophesy progression, !
And sce your age, 'tis true, in your succession.
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Your p,

Forcuep T and Loue both, in his pompe’appeare ;

Hastn’m., the Bassha’s ncxt you I did meet

i ¥ %o honor him, whom you hold deare.
What greater triumph to a glorious father,
Than such a sonne for age to leane vato,

Whenee Declination may more forces gather, (o
v [

And Impotence retaine ability to doc?
Goodnesse exiling iealousie of State,
From him whose dutie sets his power a rate.
Now by the way a paper vp I tooke,
Spread by the Mufti, as it should appeare,
Fore-telling with authority of booke,
What those times wrap’d in clouds and these, make
cleare.
Wherein these prophet-spirits did foreshow
The progress of this Empire to the heighth;
Vnder what princes’ humors it should grow,
Vader whose weakenesse fall againe by weight @
Inferring this; that where declining spirits
To gouern mighty scepters God ordaincs,
Order no basis findes, Honor must full :
Where man is nothing, Place caunot doe all.
Againe where worth and wisdome soucraigne be,
And he that’s king of Place is king of men,
Change, Chance, or Ruine caunot cnter then.
And such a king must sit vpon this throne;
Vaoperfect times—they say—are fully runne,
s
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And this perfection present in your sonne.
Solym. Change hath prepar’d her moulds for

Innouation :

I see inferior wheeles of practice moue,

Yet they preuaile not on the Powers aboue.

His worth rests constant, and yet workes this
motion,

They to him, for him, sacrifice at randome

All which they haue and haue not, in dcuotion.

He is the glasse, in which their light affections

Come to behold what image they shall take:

If Libertie they finde, then Anarchie they make.

On time, place, truth, these spirits neuer rest.

His worth, thus innocent, how can I feare ?

Their thoughts, thus violent, can Power digest ?

Then Gouernment! thy hand must cut betwecne

My fearefull dangers aud his frarelesse praise.

In all States, Power, which oppresseth spirits,

Imprisons Nature, Empire disinherits.

This throue grew not by delicate alliance ;

Combining State with Stute, all States to lawes,

Of idle princes and base subicct’s cause.

We grew by curious improuing all ;

Our sclues to people, people vanto vs;

Worth, through our sclues, in them we planted
thus.

And shall I helpe to make succession lesse,
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Blasting the births of Nature and Example,
In narrow feares of selfe vnworthinesse ?
No, no: The art of monarchie is more :
Princes must strength by such succession gather;
With future hopes all present smarts are cased ;
Age hath a veyle, and maiestie is pleased.
Who makes, can marre : Honor, reward, and feare,
Are reyues of Power : the ends inherent there.
Ross. Behold! I stund amaz'd: Sir! ease my
heart.
A king lesse than a man! more than a god!
I know not where to stay, or how to part.
God hath ordain’d that wickednesse shall dic:
Sir! who is guiltie ? Mustapha or I ?
Solym. He now is in the hands of Power and
Time.
His danger is to come, and our’s is past;
Let's sce into what moulds our owne are cast.
Ross. Who will endure the sentence he may
giuc,
Betweene you two ? He must be king that liues.
Your graue preparéd is among your owne:
Neighbours, Chrrch, People, souldiers, made the
stage,
‘Where Hope and Youth shall ruine Feare and
Age.
Most wretched T, rais’d to be ouerthrowne.
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It vou will die, then am I lost in you ;

And die vou must, if you belcene your owne.

It he shall liue ; then am I prou’d sntrue,

Hated by h'm whom you haue plac'd aboue,

Lost vnto you, and ruin’d by my loue.

¢ Ah Confidence ! thou glotie of the ill !

‘ How fulsely do’st thou blinded Powerassayle,

¢ That hauing all, yet knowes not what it will ?
Solym. Rossa! you moue me ; vet remoue I not.

Man comprehends a man, but not a king.

I fecle my selfe—’tis true—and I feele you;

How to it sclfe can Power then proue votrue ?

Succession on the present ncuer winnes,

But by the death of body or of spirit :

All heires by our mortulity runne in.

Let not misprison wound me in thy loue :

Great inequality of worth you yeeld

To them, you thinke can on my ruiues build.

CHORTS PRINTS.

OF Baisna's or Capbiks.

r':,'m": TKE as mixt humors, drawne vp from the

ALY
SRV ground,
Are vnto many formes and functions
bound ;

Partly out of their natiue propertie,
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Piﬂ'tly \
be © climes, through which their iourneyes

Some iny ;
(MKTS\ licteors, that amaze below ;
0 comets, which fore-threaten woe;
Some futo hailstones, that afflict the Earth;
Otkers to raine, which hastens cuery birth ;
Lightning and thuuder onely made of those,
Which the cold vegion’s double heats inclose :
So is fraile mankind, though in other fushion,
Ruis'd and let fall with Js owne earthly passion; Lo
Formed, transformed, and made instruments
In many shapes to serue Power’s many bents:
Feeding superiours, euen as vapors doe,
Which spending themsclues, scourg: their puarents
too.
Some in mishapéd metceors, terrifving ;
All constant spivits, vader tyrants lying;
Others like windes, which Aolus makes blow,
To breathe themselues out, while they oucrthrow ;
Sume like sweet dewes, that nourish where they
touch;
Like exhalations, some inflame too much
Bondage and ruine, only wronght by those,
That kings with seruile flattery inclose,
Hatching, in double heats of Power and Will,
Thuuder and lightning to amaze and kill,
Thus tyrants deale with people’s liberty,



Digitized by GOOS[C



MVSTAPHOA. 315

Wrapt in which crowne-mists, men cannot dis-
cerne
How dearely they her glittering tinctures earne,
Till thorough glassic Time, these cage-birds sce,
That Honor is the badge of Tyrannie.
Lawes the next pillars be, with which we deule,
As sopbistries of cuery Common-weale ;
Or rather nets, which people doe aske leaue,
That they, to catch their freedomes in, may weaue,
And still adde more voto the Sultan’s power,
By making their owne frames themselues deuoure.
These Lesbian rules, with shew of reall grounds,
Giuing Right, narrow, Will, transcendent bounds.
The Mufti and their spirituall iurisdictions,
By course succced these other guilt-inflictions :
Conscicnee annexing to our crescent-starre
All freedomes, that in man’s fraile nature are;
By muking doctrines lurge, strict, mild, seucre;
4s power intends to stirre up hope or feare :
Which heauenly shaddow, with earth-centers fixt,
Racke men, by truth and vatruths, strangely mixt;
Aud proue to thrones such a supporting cause,
As finely giues law to all other lawes.
Thus like the wood that yeelds helues for the axe,
Vpon it sclte to luy a heauy taxe:
We silly Basshas helpe Power to confound,
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With our owne strength exhausting our owne
ground.

An art of tyrannie, which workes with men,

To make them beasts, and high-rais'd thrones their
denne :

Where they, that mischicfe others, may retire

Safe with their prey, as lifting tyrants higher.

By which enthralling of our sclues, with others,

Proue we not both Confusion’s heires and mothers?

Farre vnlike Adam, putting ciuil names

Vpon those errors, which the whole world blames.

For if Power rauine more than is her owne ;

People, we say, are chequers to a throne.

Againg, if she to rise vp, will pull downe,

Creation, we say, still inheres the crowne.

If good men chance to interrupt this way ;

Too much in vertue oft there is, we say :

Since each inferior limbe must from the head

Receiue his standard and be ballancdd.

If people grudge their freedome, thus made thrall;

Power is their body, they but shaddowes all.

If God Himselfe by law or influence,

Seemes but to limit this omnipotence ;

Eucn as in Chiistian Courts of Chancerie,

Though land or titles cannot setled be;

Yet where the person dares to disobey,

Through him, his title they imprison may :
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So thy,
Yet m.ugh with tyrants God transcendent be,

Alld‘ b«g‘lc they His for too much pictic.
" Uistinetions from the pulpit’s doome,
Y00 stil] for crowne-impicty a roome.
This is our office vnder Tyrannie,
Where Power and Passion only currant be.
But where the better rules the greater part,

And reason onely is the princes art;

There, as in margents of great volum'd bookes,

The little notes, whereon the reader lovkes,

Oft aide his ouerpressed memory,

Vnto the author’s sense where he would be :
So doe true counscllors assist good kings,
And helpe their greatnesse on, with little things.
Honor, in chicfe, our oath is to vphold,
That by no trafficke it be bought or sold.
Else looke what brings that dainty throne-worke

downe,

Addes not, but still takes something from a erowne.
Proftit and her true mine, Frugality,

Incident likewise to our office be :

As husbanding the scepter’s spreading right,

To streteh it selfe, yet not grow infinite;

Or with prerogatiue to tyranuize,

Whose workes proue oft more absolute, than wise.

Not mastering lawces, which Frecdome interrupts ;

Nor moulding pulpits, which is to corrupt,
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And helpe Change in; whose vanity still tends
To worke immortall things to mortall ends.

But our part is to keepe the Iustice free,

As cquall peising liberality ;

Which both contents the people that receiues,
And princely giuer more enabled leaues:

Likewise with forraigne States we keepe respect
By diligence, which scldome findes neglect.

In treaties still concluding mutuall good ;

Since no one byas'd contract euer stood.

In complements we striue to hold such meusure,
That outward forme consume not inward treasure.
For betwixt man and man, 'twixt king and kings,
Our pluce should offer well-digested things.

Else, as those cruditics which doe remaine

Within the body, all complexions staine :

So doth aduantage betweene State and State,
Though finely got, yct proue vnfortunate :

And oft disorder-like in gouernment,

Leaue cuen those that prosper, discontent.

But is our great lord’s character like these ?
Are disproportion’d humors made to please ?
Can parricide, euen vnto Nature treason,

Draw any true live from, man’s zenith, reason ?
Then how can Vice, in this confus’d cstate,
Long scape the doome of neuer-sparing Fate.
Tor, as we see, when sicknesse deeply roots,
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Mcat, drinke, and drugges alike doe little boot ;

Because all what should either nurse or cure,

As master’d by discases, grow impure :

So when Excesse—the maladie of Might—

Hath—dropsy-like—drown’d all the stiles of right,

Then doth Obedicnce—else the food of Power—

Helpe on that dropsie canker to dcuoure.

In which craz’d times, woe worth foreseeing wit,

Which marre it selfe may, cannot helpe with it.

For as those kings that conquer neighbour Nations,

First by the sword make chaos of creations;

Then, spider-like, a curious netting spinne,

Inuisible, to catch inferiors in :

So when the art of powerfull Tyrannie

Hath vndermin’d man’s natiue libertie;

Then like lords absolute of words and deeds,

They soone change weeds to herbs, and herbs to
weeds.

Which ouer-winding while the people feare,

Cun tyrants hope of sanctuarie there ?

Or, when this Feare hath tied men’s mindes
togcther,

Proues this a storme, or constant Winter-weather ?

Aguine, when sclfenesse hath men’s hearts es-
trang’d,

Is not one soucrzigne soone to many chang’d ?

Lastly, where absolute secmes only wise,
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1s not one, enuious there, in many eves?

Discase thus growne, the crisis and the doome,

Shew princes must be our’s, or we their tombe.

For as the Ocean, which is cuer deepe,

Vnder her smooth face, doth in secret keepe

The vast content of death’s deuouring wombe.

Where those desires which venture finde a tombe ;

JLEolus, with sweet breath, making all things fuite,

Till he hath bound Hope prentise to his aire;

Then adding more breath to that breath thew
spend,

Mukes tide with tide, and waue with wauc contenl:

Inforcing men, for taxe, to throw their guods

Iuto his mercilesse, entising floods ;

Where swallowing some in sight of those he
sparcs,

Euen they that prosper best must swarme with
cares :

So doth vast Power, at first, spread out her slizlis

Of erace and honor : smooth bewitching b;lyfs N

Aud when men's lines, their goods, and libertie,

Are left in trust once with her tyrannie;

Then, Occan-like, blowne vp with storwes of

" passion,

Which, but excesse, makes all sceme out of
tashion,

It takes aduan”ta gze to denoure the iust,
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Because to lawes, that limit thrones, they trust:
Ruines the wise, whose eye discernes too much,
And thereby brings Power’s errors to the touch
Discards the learneéd, for the ditference
They make betweene the truth and princes’ sense ;
Statues the religious, as if they withstood
Power’s will, the stampe of all that’s currant good :
Yet suues it some, that they may witnesse beare,
Where Power raignes, there Worth must liue in
feare.

Thus are we soothers, as all shaddowes be,
Sworne to the bodies of Authority.
Thus doc inferiors, cutch’d with their owne cnds,
Pay double vse for all the scepter lends ;
Not seving, while Mun striues to stand by grace,
He offers Nature’s freedome vp to Place
Whose true relation, betweene men and Might,
Assures vs, thrones should not be infinite :
Lastly, thus doe we suffer God to wayne,
Voder the humors of a Sultan’s raigue.
And in the fatall ruine of his sonne,
Cut off our owne liucs, on a lesse threed spunne.
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Actus secundus :  Scena prima.
ACHMAT solus.

HO, standing in the shade of humble
vallies,

Lookes vp, and wonders at the state of
hils;

When he with toyle of weary limbes asceunds,

And feels his spirits melt with Phebus' glories,

Or sinewes starke with Jolus bitter breathing,

Or thunder-blasts, which comming from the skie,

Doc fall most heauy on the places high :

Then knowes—though farther seene, and farther
seeing

From hills aboue, than from the humble vallies—

They multiply in woes, that adde in glories.

Who weary is of Nature's quict plaines,

A meane estate, with poore and chast desires ;

Whose vertue longs for knees, blisse for opinion;

‘Who iudgeth Pleasure’s paradise in purple ;

Let him sce me: No gouernour of Castile,

No petty prinee’s choice, whose weake dominins

Make weake, vonoble counsels to be currant :

But Bassha voto Solyman ; whose seepter,

Nay seruants, have dominion ouer princes :

Vnder whose feete, the foure forgotten Monarches

The footstooles lic of his eternall glorie :
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Euen I thus rais’d, this Solyman’s belou’d,

Thus carried vp by Fortune to be tempted,

Must, for my prince’s sake, destroy Succession,

Or suffer ruine to preserue Succession.

Oh happy men! that know not, or else feare

This second slippery place of Honor's steepe,
Which we with enuy get and danger keepe.
Vohappy state of ours ! wherein we liue,

Where doubts giue lawes, which ncuer can forgiue :
Where rage of kings not only ruines be,

But where their very loue workes miserie.

For Prince’s humors are not like the glasse,

When in it shewes what shapes without remaine,
And with the body goe and come againe :

But like the waxe, which first beares but his owne
Till it the secale in casy mould recciue,

And by th’ impression oncly then is knowne.

In this soft weaknesse Rossa prints her art,

And seckes to tosse the crowne from hand to hand :
Kings are not safe whom any vnderstand.

First, of her sclfe, she durst send Rosten forth

To murther Mustapha, his dearest sonne :

He found him only guarded with his worth,
Suspecting nothing, and yet nothing done.

Rosten is now return’d: for wicked Feare

Dil cuen make him wickednesse forbeare.

A Beglerbie goes since to call him hither,
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I first am Nature's subject, then my prince’s;

I will not serue to Innocencic’s ruine.

Whose heauen is earth, let them beleeue in princes.

My God is not the God of subtill murther :

Solyman shall know the truth: I looke no further,
Bcehold ! he comes like Maiesty confus’d;

Horror, reuenge, rage lighten in his eycs.

All lawes giue place, where Power is ioyn'd with

these ;
And he must goe beyond that will appecse.

Actus secundus. Scena secunda.

SOLYMAN. ACHMAT.

a3 OLYMAN. Mercic and loue! you phrases,
E’D\;@E\I popular,

Which undermine and limit priuces
thrones,
Goe seeke the regions of Equality ;
Greatnesse must kecpe those arts by which it grew
And cuer what it wills or feares make truc.
Achmat. My lord! what moues these vnder-

mining words,
‘Which shewing feare in you, stirre fcare in vs ?
Cruelty and Dissolution enter thus.

T



326 MVS1APIIA.

Solym. Doth king's restraint of wrath appeae

like Feure ?

Shall our remisscnesse suffer more than this?

Can Horror onely, adoration beare ?

Bcehold the world layes homage at my fect,

To them by sworde and fire T am knowne :

Must kings that change this likencsse lose their
owne ?

Two States I beare ; his father and his king ;

These two, being relatiues, have mutuall bonds;

Neglect in either, all in question brings.

My sonne climes vp with wings of sceming merit ;

His course, applause; and mine, the scale of order;

By dissolution, he builds vp content

And I displease, by planting goucrnment.

My age spends on the stocke of honor wonne,

Flesh hath her buds, her lowers, her fruit, her fall;

Worke hath his time, and rest is naturall :

His youth hath hope for right and fame for end ;

Time for a stage ; for riuall Expectation,

Ascending by the ballance we descend.

Let youth affeet goodwill, praise, reputation,

Fashion it selfe to times or times to it,

Grow strong and rich in man’s imagination :

But when her fume reflects scorne vpon kings,

Her glory vndermines or clse confounds

Of place. time, nature, all the rcuerend bounds.
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These crooked shadowes no straight bodics haue ;
Practi-e, ambition, pride, are here disguised.
Aund shall loue be a chaine, tyed to my crowne,
Either to helpe him vp or pull me downe ?
No, no; This futher-language fits not kings
* Whose publike, vniuersall prouidence
¢Of things, not persons, alwayes must haue sense :
With iustice I these misty doubts will cleare,
And he that breuakes diuine and humanc law,
Shall no protection out of either draw.

Achmm.  Sir! where corrupted limbes art doth

diuide, '

It hath no name of torment, but of cure:
Le¢t many perish, so the State be sure :

Solym. Then Achmat! Bid the eunuchs do

their charge.

I wound my sclfe in wounding of my sonne:
A king's estates hath of a father’s wonne.
Aduantagious Ambition! hast thou learn’t
That present gouernment still giues otfenses,
And long life in the best kings discontenteth ?
That Discontentment’s hopes liue in suceession ?
Well ! False desires—which in false glasses shew
¢ That princes’ thrones are like enchanted fires,
¢ Mighty to see, and easie to passe ouer :—
By Mustapha's example, lcarne to know,
No priuate thoughts can sound Authoritic :
Achmat! I meane that Mustapha shall die.
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Achmat. My lord! Good Fortune doth me
witnesse beare,
That my hopes need not stand vpon Succession,
Where life is poore in all but woe and feare :
Then Sir! doubt not my faith, though I withstand
This fearefull counscll, which you haue in hand.
Solym. Resolu’d I am. The forme alone I
doubt :
Enuic and Murmur I desire to shunne,
With which yet great examples must be done.
Ach. The forme of proofe preceedes the forme
of death;
Kings’ bonors and their safcties liue in both ;
Against these to giue counsell I am loth.
Solym. Thought is with God an act: kings
cannot sce
Th’ intents of mischicfe, but with icalousie.
Ach. In what proteetion then liues Innocence ?
Solym. Below the danger of Omnipotence.
Ach.  Are thoughts and deeds confounded any
where ?
Solym. In princes’ liucs, that may not suffer
feare :
Where Tlace vnequall equally is weigh'd,
There Power supreme is ballanc’d, not obey’d.
Alk. This is the way to make accusers proud,
And feed vp starucd Spite with guiltlesse blood.
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Solym. A iust aduantuge vnto kings allow'd,
Whose safeties doe include a common good.

dch. Sir! I confusse, when one man ruleth all,
There Feare and Care are seerct keies of wit ;
Where all may rise, and only only one must fall,
There Pride aspires and Power must master it :
For worlds repine at those, whom birth or chauce,
Aboue all men, and yet but men, aduance.
I know when casie hopes doc nurse desire,
The dead men only of the wise are trusted :
And though crook’d Feure doc scldome rightly

measure,

As thinking all things, but it sclfe, dissembled :
Yet Solyman ! let Feare awuke kings counsells,
But feare not Nature’s lawes, which seldome alter,
Nor rare examples of iniquity,
Which, but with age, of time deliucercéd be:
Feare fulse stepmother’s rage, woman’s ambition,
Whercof cach age to other is a glasse; -
Feare them that feare not, for desire, shame;
Sclling their fuith to bring their ends to pusse.
Establish Rossa's children for your heires ;
Let Mustapha’s hopes fall ; translate his right :
And when her proud ambitions glutted be,
Straight Enuie dies; Feare will appeare no more :
Nature takes on the shape it had before.
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Solym. Shall Error scape by art 7 and shall a
bare
Stepmother’s name, in her that speaketh truth,
Disguise and shadow parricide from blame ?
Intents are seeds, and actions they include.
Princes whose scepters must be fear’d of many,
Are neucr safe that live in feare of any.
Ach. Tyrants they are that punish out of feare;
States wiser than the Truth decline and weare.
Sulym. Thou art but one. The rest in whom I
trust,
Discerne his fault, and vrge me to be iust.
Ach. Though Faction's strength be great, her
sleight is more ;
Her plots and instruments inlay'd with art :
Lesse care hath Truth than hath the euill part.
Solym. Traytor! Must I doubt all to credit

thee ?

Ach. No lesse is Truth where kings deccin'd
will be.

Solym. The greater number holds the safest
parts.

«lch. That oneis but the least of Faction’s arts.
Solym. Thy counscll hazards all: their course
but onc.
ek, That painted hazard is but made the gate,
For ruine of your sonne to euter at.
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Truth must the measure be to slaue and king.
Solym. Shall Power then lose her oddes in any
thing ?
Ack. God, cuen to Himselfe, hath made a law.
Svlym. He doth for fame, what kings doe but
for awe.
What but desert makes thosc that praisec ac-
cuse ?
Ach. The vertue they admire, and cannot vse.
Solym. Dare ought, but Truth, assaile a prince’s
childe ?
Ach. On princes’ frailties Factions eucr build.
Solym. Speake plaine, and frce my soul from
this disease,
That with the ruine of mine owne would please.
‘Ach. That which you will not feele, how can
you see ?
For in your loue these workes were all inweau’d ;
With which most worthy men are most decein’d.
Solym. What king or mun, loucs feare, wrong,
treacherie ?
These be the things that now in question be.
Ach. Sir! where kings doubt, Wisdome and
lawes prouide
Due triall and restraint of libertie;
And vnto caution their cstate is tied :
But where kings rage becomes superlatiue,
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Actus secundus. Scena tertia.
CAMENA. SOLYMAN. ACHMAT.

AMENA. They that from youth doe
' sucke at Fortune’s brest,
Y And nurse their empty hearts with secking
higher,

¢ Like dropsie-fedde, their thirst doth neuer rest ;

‘ For still, by getting, they beget desire :

¢ Till thoughts, like wood, while they maintaine
the flame

“Of high desires, grow ashes in the same.

¢ But Vertue! Those that can behold thy beautics,

‘Those that sucke, from their youth, thy milke of
goodnesse,

¢ Their minds grow strong against the stormes of
Fortune,

¢ And stand, like rockes, in Winter gusts vnshaken :

¢ Not with the blindnesse of Desire mistaken.

O Vertue therfore ! whose thrall I thinke Fortune,

Thou who despisest not the scx of women,

Helpe me out of these riddles of my Fortune,

Wherein —meethinks—you with your selfe doe
pose me :

Let fates goe on : sweet Vertue ! doe not lose me.

My mother and my husband haue conspired,

For brother’s good, the ruine of my brother :
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My futher by my mother is iuspired,

For one childe to seeke ruine of another.

I that to helpe by Nuature am required,

While I doe helpe, must needs still hurt a brother.

While I see who conspire, I secme conspired

Against a husband, father, and a mother:

Truth bids me runne, by Truth I am retired ;

Shame leades me both the one way, and the other.

With danger and dishonour I am hired

To doe against a husband and a mother :

In what a Labyrinth is Honor cast,

Drawne diuerse wayes with sex, with time, with
State ?

In all which, Error's course is infinite,

By hope, by feare, by spite, by loue, by hate;

And but one only way vnto the right :

A thorny way : where Paine must be thy guide;

Danger the light ; offince of Power the praise :

Such are the golden hopes of iron dayes.

Yet Vertue, I am thine, for thy sake grieued
—Since basest thoughts, for their ill-plac’d desires,
In shame, in danger, death, and torment glory—
That I cannot with more paines write thy story.
Chance therfore ! if thou scornest those that scorne

thee
Fame ! it theu hatest those that force thy trum-
et
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To sound aloud, and yet despise thy sounding;

Lawes! if you loue not these that be examples

Of Nature’s lawes, whence you are fall'n corrupted ;

Conspire that I, against you all conspired.

Toinéd with tyrant Vertue, as you call her,

That I, by your rcuenges may be named

For Vertue, to be ruin’d and defamed ;

My mother oft and diuersly I warned,

What fortunes were vpon such courses builded :

That Fortune still must be with ill maintained,

Which at the first with any ill is gained.

I Rosten warn’d, that man’s selfe-louing thought

Still creepeth to the rude embracing might

Of princes’ grace: a lcase of glories let,

Which shining burnes; breeds, serens when ’tis
sct.

And by this creature of my mother’s making,

This messenger, I Mustapha haue warn’d,

That innocence is not enough to saue,

Where Good and Greatnesse, feare and enuie haue.

Till now, in rcuercnce I haue forborne

To aske, or to presume to ghesse, or know

My father’s thoughts ; whercof he might thinke
scorne :

For dreadtull is that Power that all may doc;

Yet they, that all men feare, are fearctull too.

Loe where he sits! Vertuc! worke thou in me,
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That what thou seckest may accomplisht be.
Solym. Ah Death! is not thy seclfe sufficient
anguish,
But thou must borrow Feare, that threatning
glasse,
Which, while it goodnesse hides and mischiefe
showes,
Doth lighten wit to Honor's ouerthrowes ?
But husht : Meethinkes away Camena steales :
Murther, belike, in me her sclfe reucales.
Camena! Whither now? Why huaste you from
me ?
Is it so strange a thing to be a father ?
Or is it I that am so strange a father ?
Camena. My lord! Meethought, nay, sure I saw
you busie: !
Your childe presumes, vncalled that comes vnto
you.
Solym. Who may presume with fathers but
their own, )
Whom Nature's law huth euer in protection,
And guides in good beleefe of deare atfection ?
To make it greater, and the better known.
Cam. XNay, reuercnce, Sir! so children’s worth
doth hide,
As of the fathers it is lcast espide.
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Solym. T thinke it’s true: who know their
children least,
Haue greatest reason to esteeme them best.
Cam. How so my lord ? since loue in knowledge
liues,
Which vnto strangers therefore no man giues.
Sulym. The life we gaue them soone they doe
forget,
While they thinke our liues doe their fortunes let.
Cam. The tendernesse of life it is so great,
As any signe of death we hate too much
Aud vnto parents, sonnes perchance, are such.
Yet Nature meant her strongest vnity,
Twixt sonnes and fathers; making parents cause
Vnto the sonnes of their humanity,
And children pledge of their eternitie ;
Fathers should loue this image in their sonnes.
Solym. But streames backe to their springs doe
ncuer runne.
Cam. Pardon my lord! Doubt is Succession’s
foe : )
Let not her spites poore children ouerthrow.
Though strcames from springs doe sccme to runne
away,
'Tis Nature leadcs them to their mother sea.
Solym. Doth Nature teach them, in Ambition’s

strife,
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To sccke his death, by whom they haue their Lfe?
Cam. Things easiec to desire impossible doe

seeme :

Why should Feare make impossible secme casie ?
Sulym. Monsters vet be ; and being are belceued.
Cam. Incredible hath some inordinate progres-

sion ;

Blood, doctrine, age, corrupting libertie,

Doe all concurre, when men such monsters be.

Pardon me Sir! if Dutie doe seeme angry :

Affection must breathe out atflicted breath,

Where imputation hath such easie faith.

Sulym. Mustapha is he that hath defil'd his
nest ;

The wrong the greater, for I lou’d him best.

He hath devised that all at once should die,

Rosten and Rossa, Zanger, thou and I.

Cam. Full none but angels suddainely to hell ?

Are kinde and order growne precipitate ?

Did cuer any other man but he,

In instant losc the vse of doing well ?

Sir! these be mists of greatnesse.  Looke againe ;

For kings that in their fearcfull icie state,

Behold their children as their winding sheet,

Doe easily doubt; and what they doubt, they hate.
Selym. Camena ! thy sweet youth, that knowes

no i1l
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Cunnot belecue thine elders, when they say,
That good beleefe is great Estates’ decay.
Let it sufiice, that I, and Rossa too,
Are prinuy what your brother meanes to doe,

Cam. Sir! pardon me: and nobly asa father,
What shall I say, and say of holy mother,
Know I shall say it, but to right a brother.
My mother is your wife : dutic in her
Is louc: she loues; which not well gouerned,

beares
The evill angell of misgiuing feares;
Whose many cyes, whilst but it sclfe they sec,
Still make the worst of possibility :
Vnto this feare, perchance, she ioynes the loue,
Which doth in mothers for their children moue.
Perchance, when Feare hath shew’d her your’s
must fall,

In loue she sees that her’s must rise withall.
8ir! Feare a Fruiltie is, and may hauc grace,
And ouer-care of you cannot be blamed ;
Care of our owne in Nature hath a place;
Passions are oft mistaken and misnamed ;
Things simply good grow euill with misplacing.
Though lawes cut off, and do not care to fashion,
Humanity of error hath compassion.
Yet God forbid, that either Feare or Cure,
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But adds, substracts. keepes downe awbitious
spirits )
With hard examples : noe with truth and care ; <
So must Power forme, not ruine instruments :
For flesh and blood, the meanes twixt heauen and
hell,
Vnto extremes extremely rackad be;
Which kings in art of goucrnment should sce.
El¢ they, which circle in themselues with death,
Poison the aire, wherein they draw their breath.
Pardon my lord ! Pittic becomes my sex :
Grace with delay growes weake, and Furic wise.
Remember Theseus” wish, and Neptune’s haste,
Kild Innocence, and left Succession waste.
Solym. If what were best for them that doe
offend )
Lawes did inquire, the answer must be, grace:
If Mercic be so large, where’s Iustice place ?
Cam. Where Loue despaires. and where God’s
promise ends:
For mercic is the highest reach of wit,
A safety voto them that saue with it:
Borne out of God, and vnto humane eyes,
Like God not scene till fleshly passion dies.
Solym. God may forgiue, Whose being and
Whose harmes
Are farre remou'd from reach of flushly armes :

U
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But if God equalls, or successors had ;
Fuen God, of sate reuenges would be glad.
Cam.  While he is yet aliue, he may be sline.
But from the dcad no flesh comes backe azuine.
Solym While he remaines alive, Iliue in teae.
Cam. Thouzh he were deud, that doubt stiil
Liuing were.
Solym.  None huth the power to end what be
begunne.
Cam. The same occasion fullowes cuery sonne.
Solym.  Their greatnesse or their worth is not
so much.
Cam. And shall the best be slaine, for being
such ?
Solym.  Thy mother or thy brother are amisse:
I am betray'd; and one of them it is.
Cam. My mother, if she erres, erres vertuously.
And let her erre, ere Mustapha should die.
Kings, for their safctie, must not blame mistrust :
Nor for surmises, sacritice the ust.
Sslym. Well : deare Camena ! keepe this secret-
Iy :
I will be well aduis'd before he die.
Come Achmat! to the Church: we will g
pray
God, to vutold this probability,
Where Power and Wit so much otfend Him may.
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T this discasc of «¢pirits the true appeale,

Is to that Tudge that eucry spirit knowes;
For we by Error else may homnor lose.

His lawes, the life, the innocence, the state
Of sonne and father now in ballanee stand.
Kings that haue cause to feare, take leane to hate
Sonnes, thuat aspire, as easily lift their hands.
If T full now, I giuc that scope: to fate,

Our cquall gage being onely Nuture’s bands.
Helpe comes alike to each of vs too late,

It ought betweene vs and aduantage stand.
Yot she and you, a strife within me moue,
And rest I will with counsell from aboue.

CIHORUS SECTVNDUS.
Or MinoMerax Priesrs,

o ;F among Christiuans, eucn the best diuines
Ew ﬁ Conclude, their Church—though thrall to

: «;5_} humane might—

Yet to be such a fuire mould, as refines

And guides kings’ power, else indelinite,
That it no tyrant, or prophaner Le:
Horrors too frequent in Authorty :

May not our conquering true Church then assume,
By grace and dutie, to linke God to kings,
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So that ere her grosse sects could danger see,
Their thrones schooles, miters, idols were resign’d
To vy, new trophies of our monarchie :
Thus are the Muses still by Mars refin’d :
And thus our Church, by pulling others’ downe,
I feare or’cbuilt itsclfe, perchanee the erowne.

For, till of late, our Church and prince were one,

No latitude left either to diuide :

The Word and Sword endeuouréd not alone,

But were, like mutuall voice and eccho, tide
With onc desire iointly to moue, speake, doc;
As if Fate’s oracles and actors too.

Now while the crowne and priesthoold foyncd thus
In equall ends, though dignitics distinct,
As man’s soule to his body linkéd is:
Crownes, by this tincture of diuine instinet,
So aboue Nature rais’d the luwes of Might,
As made all errors of the world our right.

Vices, I grant, our martiall course then had :
For spoile, blood, lust, were therein left too free,
As raising strong idea’s in the bad,
Braue instruments of soucraignty.

Like theeues, at hone our iustice was seuere ;

S

In other princes’ realmes our freedomes were.
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We scorne those arts of peace, that cinile tether,
Which, in one bond, tye Cruft and Force to-
gether.

Of cell-bred scicuces we chew no culdde
Our food and garments oucrloade vs not ;
When one act withers, straight another buddes s
Our rest is doing; good successe our lot
Our beasts are no more delicate than we :
This odds haue Turkes of Christianitie.

Yet by your traffike with this dreaming Nation,
Their conquer’d Viee hath stain’d our conqueriug
State,
And bronght thinne cobwebs into reputation
Of tender subtilitie ; whose stepmother Fate
So inlayes courage with ill shaddowing Feure,
As makes it much more hard to doe than beure,

And as in cireles, who breakes any part,
That perteet forme deth vtterly confound :
Or as amongst the feigned lines of Art,
One onely right is. all else crovked found:
So from our Prophet’s sawes when Sultans
stray,
In humane wit, Power findes perplexéd way.

Hence, though we make no idols, yet we fushion
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Yet if by parts we trauaile to compare,

What differences "twixt these two empires are :

We build no citadells, our strengths are men,

And hold retreit to be the loser’s denne ¢

They, by their forts, mowe their owne people
downe;

A way perchance to keepe, not spread a erowne.

Of bondage we lcauc our Succession free;

Office and action, are our libertie.

They may inherit land, we hope for place :

They giue the wealthy, we the actiue grace.

We heare the fault, and so demand that head,

Which hath in martiall duties beene mislead :

Their processe is to answere and appeare ;

But vnder lawes, which hold the scepter deare.

Our law is martiall, suddaine and scucre;

For fact can rarcly intricatenesse beare :

Their lawes take life from Soucraigntie,

Thanklesse to which, Power will not let them be.

So that the Mussel-man sends home his head ;

The Christian keepes his owne till he be dead.

Our trade is taxe, comprising men and things :

And draw not they mankinde’s wealth vader kings ?

Soothing the tyrant, till by his excesse,

Want mukes the maicstie of thrones grow lesse,

By taxing people’s vice at such a rate,

As to fill vp a siuc, exhausts a State :
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And shunne all what they feele, for feare of death :

Yet in strong States, those stormes they feele giue
health,

And by their purgings spoyle Infection’s stealth;

A play of sunne-motes from man’s small world
come, .

Vpon the great world to worke heauy doome.

For proofe : Bcehold in Solyman that fcare,

Which torrid zones of Tyrannic must beare.

For who hath lost man’s nature i his pussion,

Can neuer sce the world in better fashion :

But credit giues to limitlesse suspition,

Which vnto all vice giueth one coundition,

Confusion’s orbe; where men may hate their owne,

Nature and Reason there being ouerthrowne.

Hence goe out mandates of conspiracie

"Gainst Mustapha, who must not guiltlesse be

In such a father und a monarch’s eycs,

As will sce nothing, but destruction, wise.

Hence Mustapha, from like dreames of the heart,

Sees his destruction wrought by tyrants’ art,

And yet yeelds things to names, his right to pas-
sion ;

Which misplac’d dutics helpe Power to disfashion.

Nay, henee mankinde, by crafty Power opprest,

Where it hath giuen part, still giues the rest;

And thinking thrones in all their practise true,
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As ought against me to my lord dare speake ?
¢ Sands shall be numbred first and Motion fixt,
¢ The sea exchange her channcll with the fire,
¢Before my will, or rcason, stand in awe
*Of God or Nature, common people’s law.
Rost. Rossa! whence growes this strange vn-
quict motion ?
Gouerne your thoughts.  What want you to con-
tent you,
That hane the king of kings at your deuotion ?
Ross. Content? O poore estate of woman’s wit!
The latitude of princes is desire,
Which all it hath enioy’d, stills carries higher.
Say you the world is left to my dcuotion
Who question’d am both in my state and fame,
Must lose my will, and cannot lose my shame ?
For Mustapha, long since condem’d to die,
Now liues againe . . . ..
To boast of marriage then w h'lt ground haue I ?
Rost. Conclude not now : For thoughts that
be offended.
Are scldome with their present visions mended.
Rage sces too much, Sccuritie too little ;
Affections are, like glassy metall brittle.
JRoss. Ah seruile sex! must yokes our honor
be,
To make our owne loues our captiuity ?
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No Rossa, no: looke not in languisht wit,

For none can stand on Fortune’s stecpe with it.

¢ Thinke Innocencie harme; Vertue dishonor;

‘Wound Truth; and ouerweigh the scale of
Right;

Sexes haue wayes apart ; States haue their fashions:

The vertues of Authoritie are passions.

Rost. Rossa! Take heede . . . . . .
Your honors, like kings’ humors, brittle are,
‘Which broken once, repayr’d can hardly be;
And these once stain’d, what is humanity ?

Rossa ! first iudge your ends, and then your meanes.

You sceke to vndermine a prince’s State,

Deepe rooted in by time, power, reucrence ;

Establish’d on succession fortunate

Of many Turks : from men that seruile be,

Vse hauing lost the vse of libertie.

I vnderstand a monarch’s state too well,

To bid you purchase people’s idle breath,

That haue no power of honor, life or death :

These wayes are wrong, vncertaine, fearefull too;

In absolutes, which all themselues will doe.

But turne your eyes vp to the will of one,

Know you must worke a father from his sonne.
Rossa. This parent’s dotage, as it weaknesse

is,
So workes it with the vigor of disease,
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S:ill vodermining with the things that please.
Vpon this quick-sand what can be begunne ?
Ruxt.  Sonnes loue with sclfe-loue must be ouer-
throwne :
By force of Nature's law there's nothing wonne.
Strifes in the futher’s minde you must beget,
And him aboue his sweet affections beare,
To take impressions both of hope and feare.
Ross.  Those silly natures apt to louingnesse,
Which cuer must in others’ power liue,
With donbt become more fond, with wrong more
thral:
Feare here wants eyes, Hate hath no sting at all.
Rost.  All these false strengths of natiue con-
fidence, )
With their excesse, haue their inconstancie :
The lawes of kinde, with tyrants, nothing be.
Besides, deare Rossa ! Ils haue such alliance,
As in what subicct any one is growne,
The sccds of all, cucn in that one are sowne.
Ross. This masse of passions who can deale
withall ?
Too nice and subtile is Inconstancy :
Shall Wrong faire-written still in patience be ?
Must my desire so many cautions haue, *
And waite on those thoughts that haue worshipt
me?
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¢ Where Fraud it sclfe hath Power’s authority ?
“Who shall correct errors, made for the king,
‘But kings themsclues ; who actors in their feares,
 Most honor those that most suspition bring.
“Who there sces right, or dare vs¢ Honor’s name,
“ Where both are sure of death and doubtfull fume ?
Then Rossa ! plant you herce; accuse the sonne;
_Although you faile his death, you nced not doubt :
In tyrant’s state neuer was man vndone

By miscompluints. Besides, what comes about
In Earth, but it hath lets, and findes delayes ?
Yeeld not : but multiply malice in patience :
Honor is only forme, forme tyrants’ wayes.
Accuze his friendes, speake doubtfull, charge and

praise.

Put Truth to silence : People dare not see

The pride of Power in formall tyrannic.

I know my time; the Basshas how they bend;
Fuction still wakes, and Competenee hath spite ;
"Tis fuult enough that Achmat is his friend

His lightnesse and his power well vaderstood.
Things may so passe as Mustapha may die,

Ere counscll or remorse put furie by.

But if extremitic chance to require

A more audacious figure ; then vse Rage:

It giuc[s] somctimes an honor to desire;

1t shewes a plainenesse, credible to age :

v

O e .- ———
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To vs are still that Mustapha, or worse,

Then downe he must, and shall. My chicfest end
Is first to fix this world on my succession ;

Next so to alter, plunt,‘ remoue, create,

That I, not he, may fashion this estate.

Actus Tertius. Scena Secunda.

BEGLERBIE. ROSSA. ROSTEN.

Sy EGLERBIE. Rossa and Rosten ! while
you stand debating
Al The ioyes or sorrowes of your priuate

fortunes,

T g~

Some euill angel doth traduce you both.
Achmat is call’d for: wit, art, spite, he hath;
And while for sonnes with fathers men intreat,
Affection makes cach good apparance great.
Ross. Rosten! make haste: go hence, and carry
with thee :
My life, fame, malice, fortune, and desire :
For which, set all establish’d things on fire.
You vgly angells of th' infernall kingdomes !
You who most braucly haue maintain’d your beings
In equall power, like riualls to the heaucns !
Lect me raigne, while I liue, in my desires ;
Or dead, liue with you in eternall fives.

- e wer e lm— e ———

[
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Leg. Rossa!l Not words but deeds please hell
or heauen @
I feare to tell ¢ I tremble to conccale;
Fortune, vuto the death, is then displeas’d,
When remedies doe ruine the diseas'd.

Ross. Vse not these parables of coward Feare:
Feare hurts lesse when it strikes than when it

threatens.

Beg. If Mustapha shall die, his death miscarries
Part of thy cnd, thy fame, thy fricnds, thy ioy:
‘Who will, to hurt his foes, himsclfe destroy ?

Ross. My sclfe ? what is it else but my desire ?
My brother, father, mother, and my God,

Are but those steps which helpe me to aspire.
Mustapba had neuer truer friend than I,

That would not with him liue but with him die.
Yet tell : what is the worst.

Beg. Camena must, with him, a traytor be ;
Or Mustapha, for her sake, must be free.

Rossa. O crucll futes! that doe in loue plant woe,
And in ddlights make our disasters grow.

But speake : what hath she done?
Deglerb.  Vudone thy doing :
Discouer'd vnto Mustapha his danger :
And from these relikes Idoe more than doubt,
Her confidauce brings Solyman about.
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Rossa. Nay, blacke, Auernus! so I” doe adore
thee,
As I lament my wombe, hath beene so barren,
To yecld but one to offer vp betfore thee.
Who thinks the daughter’s death lcan mother’s stay
From ends whereon a woman’stheart is fixt,
Weighes harmelesse nature, without passion mixt.
Brg. Is mother by the woman oucrthrowne ?
Roussa. Rage knowes nokinne : Power is aboue
the Luw,
And must not curious be of base respect,
Which onely they command that doe neglect.
Beg. Your child’s death angers him whom you
must please.
Ross. My ends are great: small things are
wrought with ease.
Jseg. This plants confusion in the Powers aboue.
Ross. My end is not to quict but to moue.
Leg. God plagues iniustice in so great excesse.
Toss. The doing minds fecle not that idlenesse.
Beg. What if this worke prouc not conspiracie,
But care, that with all duties may agrec?
Luss. 'Tis priuate fortune that is built on Truth:
Tustice is but of great Estates the youth.
Beg. Yet by the loue of mothers to their chil-
dren,
By all the paines of trauaile, so well knowne,
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Punish, but yet spare life : it is your owne.
Ross. I doe protest no terrors, no desires,

Glories of fame, of Rumor’s iniurics,

Could in a mother’s heart, haue quench’d the fire

Of louing-kindncsse, to her children borne :

It conquer’'d is with nothing, but with scorne.

I am resolu’d to moue the wheeles of Fate :

Her triumph shall be paine ; her glorie shame :

Horror is of excesse a iust reward :

The giuers of example haue regard.

CHORVS TERTIVS.
OF TIME: ETERNITIE.
Time,

AHAT mecane these ortall children of
mine owne,
abad| Vngratefully against me to complaine,

That all I build is by me ouerthrowne ?
Vices put voder to rise vp againe ?

That on my wheeles both Good and Ill doe

moue ;
The onec beneath, while th’ other is aboue ?

Day, night, houres, arts, all, God or men create,
The world doth charge me that 1 restlesse change,
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Suffer no being in a constant state:

Alas! Why are my reuolutions strange
Vnto these natures, made to fall or clime,
With that sweet genius, cuer-mouing Time ?

What wearinesse ; what lothsome desolations
Would plague these life and death-begetting erca-
tures ?
Nay what absurdity in my creations
Were it, if Time-borne had eternall features
This nether orbe, which is Corruption’s sphere,
Not being able long one shape to beare.

Could Pleasure liue ? Could Worth haue reuerence ?
Lawes, Arts, and Scets—meere probubilities—
Keepe vp their reputation in man’s sense,
It Noueltie did not renew his eyes ?
Or Time take mildly from him what he knevw,
Muking both me and mine, to each still new ?

Daughter of heauen am I, but God, none greater ;

Pure like my parents; life and death of action ;

Author of ill successe to cuery creature ;

Whose pride against my periods makes a faction
With me who goe along, rise while they be;
Nothing of mine 1espects Eternitie.

Kings! why do you then blame me whom [
choose,
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As my annointed, from the potter’s oare ;
Aud to aduance you made thv‘pToplc lose,
While you to me acknowledgid your power ?
Be confident all thrones subsist in me :
I am the measure of felicitie.

Mahomet in vaine—one trophee of my mizht,

Rais'd by my chang’d aspect to other Nutions—

Stiiues to muke his succession infinite,

And 1ohbe my whedes of growth, state, declination.
But he and all ¢ls¢, that would master Time,
In mortall spheres, shall fiude my power sublime.

I bring the truth to light, dctect the ill;
My native greatnesse scorneth bounded wayes;
Vutimely Power a few dayes ruive will ;
Yea, Worth it selfe fulls, till T list to raise.
The Earth ismine : of carthly things the care
I leaue to men, that like them, carthly are.

Ripe I yet um not to destroy Succession;
The Vice of other kingdomes giue him time.
The Tates, without me, can make no prozression;;
By me alone, euen Truth doth full or clime :
The instunt pettie webs, without me spunne,
Vatimely ended be, as they begunne.

Not kinzs, but I, can Nemesis send forth,
The iudgments of Reuenge and Wrong, are mine :
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My stampes alone doe warrant reall worth ;
How doe vntimely vertues else decline ?
For sonne or father, to destroy cach other,
Are bastard dceds, where Time is not the mother.

Such is the worke this State hath vndertaken,
And keepes in clouds ; with purpose to aduance
False counsells; in their selfe-eraft iustly shaken,
As grounded on my slaue and shaddow, Chance.
Nuay more ; my childe Occasion is not free
To bring forth good or cuill, without me.

And shall T for rcucaling this misdeed,
By tying future to the present ill,
Which keepes Disorder’s wayes from happie speed;
Be guiltic made of man’s still-crring will ?
Shall I, that in my sclfe still golden am,
By thar grossc metall, beare an iron name ?

No; l¢t mun draw, by his owne cursed square,
Such crooked lines, as his fruile thoughts affect :
And, like things that of nothing frumdd are,
Decline vnto that centre of defect :
I will disclaime his downfull, and stand free,
As natiue riuall to Eternitie.

Otrruitis,

What meanes this new-borne childe of planets’
motion ?
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This finite clfe of man’s vaine acts and errors ?
Whose changing wheeles in all thoughts stirre
commotion ?
And in her owne face onely, beares the mirror.
A mirror in which, since Time tooke her fall,
Mankinde sees ill increase, no good at all.

Because in your vast mouth you hold your tayle,
As coupling ages past with times to come ;
Doe you presume your trophees shall not fuyle,
As both Creation's cradle and her tombe ?

Or for beyond vour selfe you caunnot sce,

By dayes and houres ; would you eternall be ?

Time is the weakest worke of my creation,
And, if not still repayr’d, must straight deeay :
The mortall take not my true constellation,
And so are daz’led, by her nimble swar,
To thinke her course long, which if measur'd
right,
Is but a minute of my Infinite.

A minute which doth her subsistence tye :
Subsistencies_which, in not being, be:
Shall is to come ; and was is pass¢d by ;
Time present cements this daplicitie :
And if one must, of foree, be like the other,
Of nothing is not Nothing made the mother?
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Why striues Time then to parallell with me ?
What be her types of longest lasting glory ?
Arts, miters, lawes, moments, supremacie,
Of Nature’s erring alchymie the storie:
From nothing sprang this point, and must, by
course,
To that confusion turne againe, or worse.

For she, and all her mortall off-springs, build
Vpon the mouing base of selfe-conceipt ;
Which constant forme can neither take, nor yeeld ;
But still change shapes, to multiply deceipt :
Like playing atomi, in vaine contending,
Though they beginniug had, to haue uo ending.

I, that at once see Time's distinet progression ;

I, in whose bosome was and skall, still be ;

I, that in causes worke th’cffects succession,

Gining both good and ill, their destinie ;
Though I bind all, yet can recciue no bound;
But see the finite still it sclfe confound.

Time ! therfore know thy limits, and striue not

To muke thy selfe or thy works infinite,

Whose essence only is to write and blot :

Thy changes prouc thou hast no stablish’t right.
Gouerne thy mortall sphere, deule not with mine:
Time but the seruant is of Power diuine.
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Blame thou this present state, that will blame thee,

Brick-wall vour errors fiom one to another;

Both faile alike vato Eternitie,

Gooldnesse of no mixt course can be the mother.
Both you and your's doe couet states Eternall ;
Whenee, though prile end, your pains vet be

Internall.

Ruine this masse ; worke change in all estates,
Which, when they serue not m, are im your
power:
Giue vnto their corruption doomes of Fate :
Let your vast wombe vour Cadmns-m u deuoure.
The vice yeelds scope enouzh for you and h.ll,
To compasse ill ends by not doing well.

Lt Mustapha by vour course be destroy'd,
Let your wheeles, made to winde 'vp and vntwine,
Leaue nothing constantly to be enioy’d,
For your scithe mortall must to harme ineline,
Which, as this world, your maker, doth grow
o,
Doomes her, for yvour toves, to be bought and

sold.

Crosse your owne steps ; hasten to make and marre;
With your vicissitudes please, displea-e your owne:



MVSTAPHA, 369

Your three light wheeles of sundry fashions are,
And cach, by other’s motion, oucrthrowne,
Doe what you can: minc shall subsist by me :
Iam the measure of fclicitie.

Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
SOLYMAN. ACIIMAT.

g OLYMNAN. Achmat! Goe, charge the
\ Bassha’s to assemble :

God onely is aboue me and consulted.
Take freedome; not, as oft kings’ seruants doe,
To binde Church, State, and all power vnder you.
Visions are these, or bodies which appeared ?
Rays’d from within or from aboue descending ?
Did vowes lift ¥vp my soule, or bring downe these ?
God's not pleas’d with vs till our hearts finde case.
What horror’s this?  Safctie, right, and a crowne,
Thrones must neglect that will adore God's light.
His will, our good : Suppose it plucke vs downe ;
Reuenge is his?  Agaiust the ill what right ?
‘What meanes that glasse, borne on those glorious
wings,
Whose piereing shaddowes on my sclfe refleet
Staines, which my vowes against my children bring?
My wrongs and doubts, sceme there despayres of
Vice;
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My power a turret built aguinst my Maker;

My danger but Disorder’s preiudice.

This glasse, true mirror of the Infinite,

Shews all ; vet can I nothing comprehend.

This empire, ‘'nay the world, scemes shaddowes
there ;

Which mysteries dissolue me into feare.

1 that without feele no superior power,

And feele within but what I will concciue,

Distract ; know ncither what to take, nor leaue.

I, that was free before, am now captiu’d ;

This sacrifice hath rais’d me from my Earth,

By that I should from that I am depriu’d.

In my aftections mun, in knowledge more,

P'rotected no where, farre more disunited ;

Still king of men, but of myselfe no more.

In my sonne's death, it shewes this empire’s fall ;

Aud in his life, my dunger still included :

To die or kill, alike vonaturall..

No powers and spirits, with prayer thus confused,

Nor iudge, nor rest, nor yecld, nor raigne I can :

No God, no diuell, no constant king, nor man ;

The Earth drawes one way, and the skic another.

If God worke thus, kings must looke upwards
still,

And from these powers they know not, choose a
will.
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Or else beleeue themsclues, theirstrength, occasion ;

Mike wisdome conscicnee; and the world their
skie :

So baue all tyrants done ; and so must I.

Actus quartus : Scena secunda.

BEGLERBIE. SOLYMAN.

l".—;"EGLE]?BIE Solyman ! If Rossa you
E %§ will sce aliue,

You must make haste : for her despaire i3
such,
As she thinks all things but her rage, too much.

Solym. TFortune! hast thou not moulds enough

of sorrow,
Butthou must those of Loue and Kindnesse borrow ?
Tell me: out of what ground growes Rossa’s pas-
sion ?

Beg. When hither I from Mustapha return’d,
And had made you accompt of my commission ;
Rossa, whose heart in care for your health burn'd,
Curiously after Mustapha inquiring,

A token spics, which I from henee did beare,

For Mustapha by sweet Camena wrought ;

Yet gauc it not; for I beganne to feare,

And something in it more than kindnesse thought.
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No sooner she espi’d this pretious gift,

But, as corag’'d, hands on her sclfe she layes;
From me, as onc that from her selfe would shift,
She runacs ; nor till she found Camena stayes.
I follow, and finde both their voices hizh,

The one as doing, th’ other suffiing paine:
But whether your Camena live or die,

Or dead, if she by rage or guilt be sluine:

If she made Rossa mad, or Rossa mad

To hurt things dearest to her selfe be glad,

I know not. But O Solymun! make haste;
For Man’s despayre is but occasion past.

Actus Quartus. Scena Tertia.
ROSSA. SOLYMAN. BEGLERBIE.

SN 0SS4. What! Am I not mine owne?

ig 3 {:u Who dare vsurpe
%4 To take this kingdome of my sclfe from
me ?

Natwie hath lied. She saith, Life vnto many
May be denied, but not death vnto any.

O Solyman! I haue at once transgress'd

The lawes of Nature, and thy lawes of State:
I wretched am, and you vnfortunate.
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Solym. Declare what storme is this? What
accident ?
Thy sclfe-accusing doth excuse intent.

Rossa.  Sir, odious is the fuct on cuery side :
The remedie is more then you can beare ;

And more must fall vpon you than you feare.

Solym. What threatning’s this ? what horror?

what despite ?
Kings thoughts to icalonsie are oucr-tender.

Rossa.  And any weaknesse many doth engender.

Sulym. TRossa! what meanes this venome of

thy death ?

Rossa.  Reuenge and Tustice both require my

breath.

Solym. Then tell.

Rossa.  And lose the priuiledge of death.

Solym. Then tcll and die.

Rossa. Nay tell, and liue a worthy death.
Rippe not my wounds, dear lord! silence is fit:
Ny life hath shame, and death must couer it.

Solym. What should be secret vnto thoughts

that loue ?

Rossa.  All imperfections that offence do moue.

Sulym. What guiltinesse cannot Goodwill for-

aue ?

Rossa. These horrors which in stainéd soules

doe liue.
w
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Solym. Are thy faults to thy selfe, or vnto me ?
Rossa. To both alike, remedilesse they be.
Solym. Yet shew me trust; it proues your
heart is pure
To me, and all crimes else kings can endure.
Rossa.  Imagine all the depths of wickednesse :
My wombe as hell, my soule the world of sinne;
Confusion in my thoughts, feare mercilesse ;
Without me shame, impenitence within,
Solym. These words are not of charge, but
intercession,
As arguing not your guilt but your oppression :
Yet least I faile, and error multiply,
Deelare what’s done ? what moues this agonie ?
Russ.  Thy childe is slaine. These hands im-
brued are.
Euen in her bowells, whom I nurs'd with care.
Solym. So strange a death includes some
odious crime.
Loss. She did conspire: Silence deuoures the
rest.
Solym. Horror I apprchend, danger, despaire :
All these lie hidden, in this word, ¢ Conspire.’
Ross.  This wreteh conspir’d the ruine of this
State.
Sir ! aske no more : for ills goe in a blood ;
You heare already more than doth you good.
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Solym. But tell: what made Camena thinke
this thought ?

Or by whom could she thinke to haue it wrought ?
Ross. Mischiefe it selfe is cause of mischiefe done.

What should she feare ; since with her is combin’d

Mustapha, this State’s successor, and your sonne ?
Solym. Can this be true? Is humane nature

such,

As in the worst part none can thinke too much ?

Ross. The ruines of my owne may show my
faith :

For I can sce no comforts after you ;

Yet to your Basshas know I not what's true.
Solym. Discouer how these treasons came to light.
Ross. Call Achmat first : for Truth is but a blast,

Till it his censure’s oracle hath past.

Solym. What scornes be these ? how am I thus
possest ?

Hath Achmat other greatnesse than by me ?

Ross. If greater by you than your selfe he be.

Solym. In kings the secrets of creation rest.

Ross. Sir! you created him: he all the rest.

Solym. 1 gaue that to his worth, faith, industrie. »
Ross. And so these gifts tyed to your children be.

Solym. What can his age expect by innouation ?

Ross. Ambition gets by doing, estimation.

Solgm. His power hath no true basis, but my

grace.
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Loss. Sir! Strength, like number, multiplies
by place.
Solym. Decrepit slaue, vile creature of mine ;
Lics it in his base thoughts and shuking hands,
To moue the props whercon my Empire stands ?
Ross. The name of Power is your’s, the being
his,
By whom creation, hope, reward, and feare
Spread, and disposcd still are, cuerywhere.
Besides, there is no age in man’s desire,
Which still is actiue, yong, and cannot rest ;
For Achmat knowes you will not what you can :
Since crownes do change a State, but not the man.
Solym. His life and fortune stand vpon my
breath,
Roys. Contempt deposeth kings, as well as death.
Solym. But tell: how doth their treacherie
appeare ?
Hath she confest ? or who doth them accuse?
Loss. This Guidon, with her owne hand wrought
and sent, -
Beares perfeet record what was their intent.
Solym. Expound: what is the meaning of this
worke,
Vnder whose art the arts of Mischiefe lurke ?
Loss. These clouds, they be the house of
Icalousie,
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Which fire and water both, within them beare,
Where good shewes lesse, ills greater than they be:
Saturne here feeds on children that be his,
His word :
¢ A fatall inding sheet surcession is,’
This pretious hill, where dayntynesse secemes wast,
By Nature’s art, that all art will exceed,
In carclesse finesse shewes the sweet estate,
Of strength and prouidence togcether plac’d :
Two intercessors reconciling Hate,
And giuing Feure cuen of it selfe a taste.
Those wanes, which beate vpon the cliffes, doe
show,
The cruell stormes, which Enuie hath below.
The border round about in characts hath
Toe minde of all ; which in it selfe is this:
’Tis hard to know, as hard and harder too,
When men doe know, to bring their hearts to doe.
Solym. What suid she, when you shewed her
this worke ?
Ross. Like them that are descried, and faine
would lurke;
For while she would haue made her selfe sceme
cleare,
She made her fault still more and more appeare.
Solym. How brook’d she that, the wicked only

feare ?
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Her decath—I meane—with what heart did she

beare ?
Ross. She neither stubburne was, nor ouer-

throwne ;

And, but for Mustspha, made no request :

As if his harmes had only beene her owne,

Solyman! Take heed :

¢ Malice, like clockes woond vp to watch the sunne,

‘Hasting a headlong course on mauny wheeles,

¢ Haue neuer done, vntill they be vndone.

Islew my childe, my childe would haue slaine
thee :

All bloody Fates in my blood written be.

Solgm. I sweare by Mahomet, my sonne shall
il

Rcucn(«;:zei.s iustice, and no crueltie.

Beglerbie! attend. This glorious Phaéton here,

That would at once subuert this State and me,

Safe to the eunuchs carried let him be.

These spirits of practise, that contend with fate,

Must, by their deaths, doe honor to a State.
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Actus Quartus; Scena Quarta.

BEGLERBIE. PRIEST. MUSTAPHA.

‘ \ are you tossed, like waues
3 With breaths, that from the Earth be-
neath you moue;

¢ Obserueéd and betray’d, knowne and vndone,
‘ By being nothing, vato all things wonne.
¢ Frayle man ! that mould’st misfortune in thy wit,
¢ By giuing thy made idoll leaue to fashion
¢ Thy ends to his. For marke; what comes of it ?
¢ Nature is lost, our being onely chance,
¢ Where grace alone, not merit, must aduance.
The one my image : Solyman’s the other :
He, with himsclfe, is wrought to spoyle his owne :
I, with my sclfe, am made the instrument,
That Courts should haue no great hearts innocent :
But stay : why wander I thus from my ends?
New counsclls must be had when plaunets fall :
Change hath her periods, and is naturall.
The suint we worship is Authoritic ;
Which liues in kings, and cannot with them die.
True faith makes martyrs voto God alone :
Misfortune hath no such oddes in a throne.

But sce! this foot-ball to the starres is come :

P'EGLERBIE. Ah humorous kings ? how

Fom

Mustapha I meane, in innocence secure,
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Which, for it will not giue fate, must endure.
IIchi distract, fixt, and agast, I sce,
And will goe nearer to obscrue the rest,
That wit may take occasion at the best.
For if they fecle their state, and know their
strength,
How prone this masse is for another head;
Did cucr hazard finde Occasion dead ?
Whether he get the crowne, or lose his blood,
The ore is ill to him ; to me both good.
Pricst, Fualse Mahomet ! thy lawes monarchall
are,
Vuiust, ambitious; full of spoyle, and blood,
Hauing not of the best, but greatest, care,
To whom still thou dost sacrifice the good.
Must life yeeld vp it sclte to be put out,
Before this frame of Nature be decaied ?
Alust blood the tribute be of tyrants’ doubt ?
O wretched flesh ! in which must be obeyed
God's law, that wills iinposstbilitie ;
And princes wills, tlic gul<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>