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			Dramatis Personae

			
					
					Subtle, the Al­chem­ist

				

					
					Face, the House­keep­er

				

					
					Dol Com­mon, their Col­league

				

					
					Dap­per, a Law­yer’s Clerk

				

					
					Drug­ger, a To­bacco Man

				

					
					Love­wit, Mas­ter of the House

				

					
					Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon, a Knight

				

					
					Per­tin­ax Surly, a Gamester

				

					
					Tribu­la­tion Whole­some, a Pas­tor of Am­s­ter­dam

				

					
					Anani­as, a Dea­con there

				

					
					Kastril, the angry Boy

				

					
					Dame Pli­ant, his Sis­ter, a Wid­ow

				

					
					Neigh­bours

				

					
					Of­ficers, At­tend­ants, etc.

				

			

			Scene: Lon­don.

		
	
		
			The Al­chem­ist to the lady most de­serving her name and blood: Lady Mary Wroth.

			Madam,

			In the age of sac­ri­fices, the truth of re­li­gion was not in the great­ness and fat of the of­fer­ings, but in the de­vo­tion and zeal of the sac­ri­ficers: else what could a handle of gums have done in the sight of a hecatomb? or how might I ap­pear at this al­tar, ex­cept with those af­fec­tions that no less love the light and wit­ness, than they have the con­science of your vir­tue? If what I of­fer bear an ac­cept­able odour, and hold the first strength, it is your value of it, which re­mem­bers where, when, and to whom it was kindled. Oth­er­wise, as the times are, there comes rarely forth that thing so full of au­thor­ity or ex­ample, but by as­siduity and cus­tom grows less, and loses. This, yet, safe in your judg­ment (which is a Sid­ney’s) is for­bid­den to speak more, lest it talk or look like one of the am­bi­tious faces of the time, who, the more they paint, are the less them­selves.

			
				Your lady­ship’s true hon­our­er,

				Ben Jon­son

			
		
	
		
			To the Reader

			If thou beest more, thou art an un­der­stand­er, and then I trust thee. If thou art one that takest up, and but a pre­tend­er, be­ware of what hands thou re­ceivest thy com­mod­ity; for thou wert nev­er more fair in the way to be cozened, than in this age, in po­etry, es­pe­cially in plays: wherein, now the con­cu­pis­cence of dances and of antics so reigneth, as to run away from nature, and be afraid of her, is the only point of art that tickles the spec­tat­ors. But how out of pur­pose, and place, do I name art? When the pro­fess­ors are grown so ob­stin­ate con­tem­ners of it, and pre­sumers on their own nat­ur­als, as they are de­riders of all di­li­gence that way, and, by simple mock­ing at the terms, when they un­der­stand not the things, think to get off wit­tily with their ig­nor­ance. Nay, they are es­teemed the more learned, and suf­fi­cient for this, by the many, through their ex­cel­lent vice of judg­ment. For they com­mend writers, as they do fen­cers or wrest­lers; who if they come in ro­bus­tu­ously, and put for it with a great deal of vi­ol­ence, are re­ceived for the braver fel­lows: when many times their own rude­ness is the cause of their dis­grace, and a little touch of their ad­versary gives all that bois­ter­ous force the foil. I deny not, but that these men, who al­ways seek to do more than enough, may some time hap­pen on some thing that is good, and great; but very sel­dom; and when it comes it doth not re­com­pense the rest of their ill. It sticks out, per­haps, and is more em­in­ent, be­cause all is sor­did and vile about it: as lights are more dis­cerned in a thick dark­ness, than a faint shad­ow. I speak not this, out of a hope to do good to any man against his will; for I know, if it were put to the ques­tion of theirs and mine, the worse would find more suf­frages: be­cause the most fa­vour com­mon er­rors. But I give thee this warn­ing, that there is a great dif­fer­ence between those, that, to gain the opin­ion of copy, ut­ter all they can, how­ever un­fitly; and those that use elec­tion and a mean. For it is only the dis­ease of the un­skil­ful, to think rude things great­er than pol­ished; or scattered more nu­mer­ous than com­posed.

		
	
		
			Argument

			
				The sick­ness hot, a mas­ter quit, for fear,
				

				His house in town, and left one ser­vant there;
				

				Ease him cor­rup­ted, and gave means to know
			

			
				A Cheat­er, and his punk; who now brought low,
				

				Leav­ing their nar­row prac­tice, were be­come
				

				Cozen­ers at large; and only want­ing some
				

				House to set up, with him they here con­tract,
				

				Each for a share, and all be­gin to act.
				

				Much com­pany they draw, and much ab­use,
				

				In cast­ing fig­ures, telling for­tunes, news,
				

				Selling of flies, flat baw­dry with the stone,
				

				Till it, and they, and all in fume are gone.
			

		
	
		
			The Alchemist

		
	
		
			Prologue

			
				For­tune, that fa­vours fools, these two short hours,
				

				We wish away, both for your sakes and ours,
				

				Judging spec­tat­ors; and de­sire, in place,
				

				To the au­thor justice, to ourselves but grace.
				

				Our scene is Lon­don, ’cause we would make known,
				

				No coun­try’s mirth is bet­ter than our own:
				

				No clime breeds bet­ter mat­ter for your whore,
				

				Bawd, squire, im­post­or, many per­sons more,
				

				Whose man­ners, now called hu­mours, feed the stage;
				

				And which have still been sub­ject for the rage
				

				Or spleen of com­ic writers. Though this pen
				

				Did nev­er aim to grieve, but bet­ter men;
				

				Howe’er the age he lives in doth en­dure
				

				The vices that she breeds, above their cure.
				

				But when the whole­some rem­ed­ies are sweet,
				

				And in their work­ing gain and profit meet,
				

				He hopes to find no spir­it so much dis­eased,
				

				But will with such fair cor­rect­ives be pleased:
				

				For here he doth not fear who can ap­ply.
				

				If there be any that will sit so nigh
				

				Un­to the stream, to look what it doth run,
				

				They shall find things, they’d think or wish were done;
				

				They are so nat­ur­al fol­lies, but so shown,
				

				As even the doers may see, and yet not own.
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A room in Love­wit’s house.

				
					
						
								Face
								
								
									Be­liev’t, I will.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Thy worst. I fart at thee.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Have you your wits? Why, gen­tle­men! For love—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir­rah, I’ll strip you—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What to do? Lick figs
									

									Out at my—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Rogue, rogue!—out of all your sleights.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Nay, look ye, sov­er­eign, gen­er­al, are you mad­men?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, let the wild sheep loose. I’ll gum your silks
									

									With good strong wa­ter, an you come.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Will you have
									

									The neigh­bours hear you? Will you be­tray all?
									

									Hark! I hear some­body.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir­rah—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I shall mar
									

									All that the tail­or has made, if you ap­proach.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You most no­tori­ous whelp, you in­solent slave,
									

									Dare you do this?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, faith; yes, faith.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, who
									

									Am I, my mon­grel? Who am I?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I’ll tell you,
									

									Since you know not your­self.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Speak lower, rogue.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, you were once (time’s not long past) the good,
									

									Hon­est, plain, liv­ery-three-pound-thrum, that kept
									

									Your mas­ter’s wor­ship’s house here in the Fri­ars,
									

									For the va­ca­tions—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Will you be so loud?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Since, by my means, trans­lated Sub­urb-Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									By your means, Doc­tor Dog!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in man’s memory,
									

									All this I speak of.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, I pray you, have I
									

									Been coun­ten­anced by you, or you by me?
									

									Do but col­lect, sir, where I met you first.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I do not hear well.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Not of this, I think it.
									

									But I shall put you in mind, sir;—at Pie-corner,
									

									Tak­ing your meal of steam in, from cooks’ stalls,
									

									Where, like the fath­er of hun­ger, you did walk
									

									Piteously cost­ive, with your pinched-horn-nose,
									

									And your com­plex­ion of the Ro­man wash,
									

									Stuck full of black and mel­an­chol­ic worms,
									

									Like powder corns shot at the ar­til­lery-yard.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I wish you could ad­vance your voice a little.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									When you went pinned up in the sev­er­al rags
									

									You had raked and picked from dunghills, be­fore day;
									

									Your feet in mouldy slip­pers, for your kibes;
									

									A felt of rug, and a thin threaden cloak,
									

									That scarce would cov­er your no but­tocks—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									So, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									When all your al­chemy, and your al­gebra,
									

									Your min­er­als, ve­get­als, and an­im­als,
									

									Your con­jur­ing, cozen­ing, and your dozen of trades,
									

									Could not re­lieve your corps with so much lin­en
									

									Would make you tinder, but to see a fire;
									

									I gave you coun­ten­ance, cred­it for your coals,
									

									Your stills, your glasses, your ma­ter­i­als;
									

									Built you a fur­nace, drew you cus­tom­ers,
									

									Ad­vanced all your black arts; lent you, be­side,
									

									A house to prac­tise in—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your mas­ter’s house!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Where you have stud­ied the more thriv­ing skill
									

									Of baw­dry since.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, in your mas­ter’s house.
									

									You and the rats here kept pos­ses­sion.
									

									Make it not strange. I know you were one could keep
									

									The but­tery-hatch still locked, and save the chip­pings,
									

									Sell the dole beer to aqua-vitae men,
									

									The which, to­geth­er with your Christ­mas vails
									

									At post-and-pair, your let­ting out of coun­ters,
									

									Made you a pretty stock, some twenty marks,
									

									And gave you cred­it to con­verse with cob­webs,
									

									Here, since your mis­tress’ death hath broke up house.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You might talk soft­li­er, ras­cal.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, you scarab,
									

									I’ll thun­der you in pieces: I will teach you
									

									How to be­ware to tempt a Fury again,
									

									That car­ries tem­pest in his hand and voice.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The place has made you vali­ant.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, your clothes.—
									

									Thou ver­min, have I ta’en thee out of dung,
									

									So poor, so wretched, when no liv­ing thing
									

									Would keep thee com­pany, but a spider, or worse?
									

									Raised thee from brooms, and dust, and wa­ter­ing-pots,
									

									Sub­limed thee, and ex­al­ted thee, and fixed thee
									

									In the third re­gion, called our state of grace?
									

									Wrought thee to spir­it, to quint­essence, with pains
									

									Would twice have won me the philo­soph­er’s work?
									

									Put thee in words and fash­ion, made thee fit
									

									For more than or­din­ary fel­low­ships?
									

									Giv­en thee thy oaths, thy quar­rel­ling di­men­sions,
									

									Thy rules to cheat at horse-race, cock-pit, cards,
									

									Dice, or whatever gal­lant tinc­ture else?
									

									Made thee a second in mine own great art?
									

									And have I this for thanks! Do you rebel,
									

									Do you fly out in the pro­jec­tion?
									

									Would you be gone now?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Gen­tle­men, what mean you?
									

									Will you mar all?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Slave, thou hadst had no name—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Will you undo yourselves with civil war?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nev­er been known, past equi cliban­um,
									

									The heat of horse-dung, un­der ground, in cel­lars,
									

									Or an ale­house dark­er than deaf John’s; been lost
									

									To all man­kind, but laundresses and tap­sters,
									

									Had not I been.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Do you know who hears you, Sov­er­eign?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir­rah—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Nay, Gen­er­al, I thought you were civil.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I shall turn des­per­ate, if you grow thus loud.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And hang thy­self, I care not.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Hang thee, col­li­er,
									

									And all thy pots, and pans, in pic­ture, I will,
									

									Since thou hast moved me—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O, this will o’er­throw all.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Write thee up bawd in Paul’s, have all thy tricks
									

									Of cozen­ing with a hol­low coal, dust, scrap­ings,
									

									Search­ing for things lost, with a sieve and sheers,
									

									Erect­ing fig­ures in your rows of houses,
									

									And tak­ing in of shad­ows with a glass,
									

									Told in red let­ters; and a face cut for thee,
									

									Worse than Gamaliel Rat­sey’s.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Are you sound?
									

									Have you your senses, mas­ters?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I will have
									

									A book, but barely reck­on­ing thy im­pos­tures,
									

									Shall prove a true philo­soph­er’s stone to print­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Away, you trench­er-ras­cal!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Out, you dog-leech!
									

									The vomit of all pris­ons—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Will you be
									

									Your own de­struc­tions, gen­tle­men?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Still spewed out
									

									For ly­ing too heavy on the bas­ket.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Cheat­er!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Bawd!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Cowherd!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Con­jurer!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Cut­purse!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Witch!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O me!
									

									We are ruined, lost! Have you no more re­gard
									

									To your repu­ta­tions? Where’s your judg­ment? ’Slight,
									

									Have yet some care of me, of your re­pub­lic—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Away, this bra­ch! I’ll bring thee, rogue, with­in
									

									The stat­ute of sor­cery, trices­imo ter­tio
									

									Of Harry the Eighth: ay, and per­haps thy neck
									

									With­in a noose, for laun­der­ing gold and barbing it.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									
										Snatches Face’s sword.
									
									

									You’ll bring your head with­in a cockscomb, will you?
									

									And you, sir, with your men­strue—
									

									
										Dashes Subtle’s vi­al out of his hand.
									
									

									Gath­er it up.—
									

									’Sdeath, you ab­om­in­able pair of stink­ards,
									

									Leave off your bark­ing, and grow one again,
									

									Or, by the light that shines, I’ll cut your throats.
									

									I’ll not be made a prey un­to the mar­shal,
									

									For ne’er a snarling dog-bolt of you both.
									

									Have you to­geth­er cozened all this while,
									

									And all the world, and shall it now be said,
									

									You’ve made most cour­teous shift to cozen yourselves?
									

									
										To Face.
									
									

									You will ac­cuse him! You will “bring him in
									

									With­in the stat­ute!” Who shall take your word?
									

									A whoreson, up­start, apo­cryph­al Cap­tain,
									

									Whom not a Pur­it­an in Black­fri­ars will trust
									

									So much as for a feath­er:
									

									
										To Subtle.
									
									

									and you, too,
									

									Will give the cause, for­sooth! You will in­sult,
									

									And claim a primacy in the di­vi­sions!
									

									You must be chief! As if you only had
									

									The powder to pro­ject with, and the work
									

									Were not be­gun out of equal­ity?
									

									The ven­ture tri­part­ite? All things in com­mon?
									

									Without pri­or­ity? ’Sdeath! You per­petu­al curs,
									

									Fall to your couples again, and cozen kindly,
									

									And heart­ily, and lov­ingly, as you should,
									

									And lose not the be­gin­ning of a term,
									

									Or, by this hand, I shall grow fac­tious too,
									

									And take my part, and quit you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis his fault;
									

									He ever mur­murs, and ob­jects his pains,
									

									And says, the weight of all lies upon him.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, so it does.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									How does it? Do not we
									

									Sus­tain our parts?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, but they are not equal.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Why, if your part ex­ceed today, I hope
									

									Ours may, to­mor­row match it.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, they may.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									May, mur­mur­ing mastiff! Ay, and do. Death on me!
									

									Help me to throttle him.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Seizes Subtle by the throat.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Dorothy! Mis­tress Dorothy!
									

									’Ods pre­cious, I’ll do any­thing. What do you mean?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Be­cause o’ your fer­ment­a­tion and ciba­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Not I, by heav­en—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Your Sol and Luna
									

									
										To Face.
									
									

									—help me.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Would I were hanged then? I’ll con­form my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Will you, sir? Do so then, and quickly: swear.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What should I swear?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									To leave your fac­tion, sir,
									

									And la­bour kindly in the com­mon work.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Let me not breathe if I meant aught be­side.
									

									I only used those speeches as a spur
									

									To him.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									I hope we need no spurs, sir. Do we?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slid, prove today, who shall shark best.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Agreed.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes, and work close and friendly.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Slight, the knot
									

									Shall grow the stronger for this breach, with me.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They shake hands.
							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Why, so, my good ba­boons! Shall we go make
									

									A sort of sober, scurvy, pre­cise neigh­bours,
									

									That scarce have smiled twice since the king came in,
									

									A feast of laughter at our fol­lies? Ras­cals,
									

									Would run them­selves from breath, to see me ride,
									

									Or you t’ have but a hole to thrust your heads in,
									

									For which you should pay ear-rent? No, agree.
									

									And may Don Prov­ost ride a feast­ing long,
									

									In his old vel­vet jer­kin and stained scarfs,
									

									My noble Sov­er­eign, and worthy Gen­er­al,
									

									Ere we con­trib­ute a new crewel garter
									

									To his most worsted wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Roy­al Dol!
									

									Spoken like Clar­idi­ana, and thy­self.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									For which at sup­per, thou shalt sit in tri­umph,
									

									And not be styled Dol Com­mon, but Dol Prop­er,
									

									Dol Sin­gu­lar: the longest cut at night,
									

									Shall draw thee for his Dol Par­tic­u­lar.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Bell rings without.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who’s that? One rings. To the win­dow, Dol:
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—pray heav­en,
									

									The mas­ter do not trouble us this quarter.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, fear not him. While there dies one a week
									

									O’ the plague, he’s safe, from think­ing to­ward Lon­don.
									

									Be­side, he’s busy at his hop-yards now;
									

									I had a let­ter from him. If he do,
									

									He’ll send such word, for air­ing of the house,
									

									As you shall have suf­fi­cient time to quit it:
									

									Though we break up a fort­night, ’tis no mat­ter.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Dol.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who is it, Dol?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									A fine young quod­ling.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O,
									

									My law­yer’s clerk, I lighted on last night,
									

									In Hol­born, at the Dag­ger. He would have
									

									(I told you of him) a fa­mil­i­ar,
									

									To rifle with at horses, and win cups.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O, let him in.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Stay. Who shall do’t?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Get you
									

									Your robes on: I will meet him as go­ing out.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									And what shall I do?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Not be seen; away!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Seem you very re­served.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Enough.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										Aloud and re­tir­ing.
									
									

									God be wi’ you, sir,
									

									I pray you let him know that I was here:
									

									His name is Dap­per. I would gladly have stayed, but—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									With­in. Cap­tain, I am here.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Who’s that?—He’s come, I think, Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dap­per.
							
						

						
								
								Good faith, sir, I was go­ing away.
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									In truth
									

									I am very sorry, Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									But I thought
									

									Sure I should meet you.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Ay, I am very glad.
									

									I had a scurvy writ or two to make,
									

									And I had lent my watch last night to one
									

									That dines today at the sher­iff’s, and so was robbed
									

									Of my past-time.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle in his vel­vet cap and gown.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Is this the cun­ning-man?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									This is his wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Is he a Doc­tor?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And have you broke with him, Cap­tain?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And how?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Faith, he does make the mat­ter, sir, so dainty
									

									I know not what to say.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Not so, good Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Would I were fairly rid of it, be­lieve me.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Nay, now you grieve me, sir. Why should you wish so?
									

									I dare as­sure you, I’ll not be un­grate­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I can­not think you will, sir. But the law
									

									Is such a thing—and then he says, Read’s mat­ter
									

									Fall­ing so lately.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Read! He was an ass,
									

									And dealt, sir, with a fool.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									It was a clerk, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									A clerk!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, hear me, sir. You know the law
									

									Bet­ter, I think—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I should, sir, and the danger:
									

									You know, I showed the stat­ute to you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You did so.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And will I tell then! By this hand of flesh,
									

									Would it might nev­er write good court-hand more,
									

									If I dis­cov­er. What do you think of me,
									

									That I am a chiaus?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									The Turk was here.
									

									As one would say, do you think I am a Turk?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I’ll tell the Doc­tor so.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Do, good sweet Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Come, noble Doc­tor, pray thee let’s pre­vail;
									

									This is the gen­tle­man, and he is no chiaus.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Cap­tain, I have re­turned you all my an­swer.
									

									I would do much, sir, for your love—But this
									

									I neither may, nor can.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Tut, do not say so.
									

									You deal now with a noble fel­low, Doc­tor,
									

									One that will thank you richly; and he is no chiaus:
									

									Let that, sir, move you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Pray you, for­bear—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He has
									

									Four an­gels here.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You do me wrong, good sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Doc­tor, wherein? To tempt you with these spir­its?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									To tempt my art and love, sir, to my per­il.
									

									Fore heav­en, I scarce can think you are my friend,
									

									That so would draw me to ap­par­ent danger.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I draw you! A horse draw you, and a hal­ter,
									

									You, and your flies to­geth­er—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Nay, good Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									That know no dif­fer­ence of men.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Good words, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good deeds, sir, Doc­tor Dogs-meat. ’Slight, I bring you
									

									No cheat­ing Clim o’ the Cloughs or Clari­bels,
									

									That look as big as five-and-fifty, and flush;
									

									And spit out secrets like hot cus­tard—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Cap­tain!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nor any mel­an­chol­ic un­der-scribe,
									

									Shall tell the vicar; but a spe­cial gentle,
									

									That is the heir to forty marks a year,
									

									Con­sorts with the small po­ets of the time,
									

									Is the sole hope of his old grand­moth­er;
									

									That knows the law, and writes you six fair hands,
									

									Is a fine clerk, and has his ci­pher­ing per­fect.
									

									Will take his oath o’ the Greek Test­a­ment,
									

									If need be, in his pock­et; and can court
									

									His mis­tress out of Ovid.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Nay, dear Cap­tain—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Did you not tell me so?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes; but I’d have you
									

									Use mas­ter Doc­tor with some more re­spect.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Hang him, proud stag, with his broad vel­vet head!—
									

									But for your sake, I’d choke, ere I would change
									

									An art­icle of breath with such a puck­fist:
									

									Come, let’s be gone.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Go­ing.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Pray you let me speak with you.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									His wor­ship calls you, Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I am sorry
									

									I e’er em­barked my­self in such a busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Nay, good sir; he did call you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Will he take then?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									First, hear me—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Not a syl­lable, ’less you take.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Pray you, sir—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Upon no terms but an as­sump­sit.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your hu­mour must be law.
									

									
										He takes the four an­gels.
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why now, sir, talk.
									

									Now I dare hear you with mine hon­our. Speak.
									

									So may this gen­tle­man too.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, sir—
									

									
										Of­fer­ing to whis­per Face.
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No whis­per­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Fore heav­en, you do not ap­pre­hend the loss
									

									You do your­self in this.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Wherein? For what?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Marry, to be so im­por­tunate for one,
									

									That, when he has it, will undo you all:
									

									He’ll win up all the money in the town.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, and blow up gamester after gamester,
									

									As they do crack­ers in a pup­pet-play.
									

									If I do give him a fa­mil­i­ar,
									

									Give you him all you play for; nev­er set him:
									

									For he will have it.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You are mis­taken, Doc­tor.
									

									Why he does ask one but for cups and horses,
									

									A rifling fly; none of your great fa­mil­i­ars.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes, Cap­tain, I would have it for all games.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I told you so.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										Tak­ing Dap­per aside.
									
									

									’Slight, that is a new busi­ness!
									

									I un­der­stood you, a tame bird, to fly
									

									Twice in a term, or so, on Fri­day nights,
									

									When you had left the of­fice, for a nag
									

									Of forty or fifty shil­lings.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Ay, ’tis true, sir;
									

									But I do think now I shall leave the law,
									

									And there­fore—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, this changes quite the case.
									

									Do you think that I dare move him?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									If you please, sir;
									

									All’s one to him, I see.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What! For that money?
									

									I can­not with my con­science; nor should you
									

									Make the re­quest, me­thinks.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									No, sir, I mean
									

									To add con­sid­er­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why then, sir,
									

									I’ll try.—
									

									
										Goes to Subtle.
									
									

									Say that it were for all games, Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I say then, not a mouth shall eat for him
									

									At any or­din­ary, but on the score,
									

									That is a gam­ing mouth, con­ceive me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									In­deed!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He’ll draw you all the treas­ure of the realm,
									

									If it be set him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Speak you this from art?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, sir, and reas­on too, the ground of art.
									

									He is of the only best com­plex­ion,
									

									The Queen of Fairy loves.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What! Is he?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Peace.
									

									He’ll over­hear you. Sir, should she but see him—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Do not you tell him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Will he win at cards too?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The spir­its of dead Hol­land, liv­ing Isaac,
									

									You’d swear, were in him; such a vig­or­ous luck
									

									As can­not be res­isted. ’Slight, he’ll put
									

									Six of your gal­lants to a cloak, in­deed.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A strange suc­cess, that some man shall be born to.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He hears you, man—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Sir, I’ll not be in­grate­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Faith, I have con­fid­ence in his good nature:
									

									You hear, he says he will not be in­grate­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, as you please; my ven­ture fol­lows yours.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Troth, do it, Doc­tor; think him trusty, and make him.
									

									He may make us both happy in an hour;
									

									Win some five thou­sand pound, and send us two on’t.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Be­lieve it, and I will, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And you shall, sir.
									

									
										Takes him aside.
									
									

									You have heard all?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									No, what was’t? Noth­ing, I, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Noth­ing!
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									A little, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well, a rare star
									

									Reigned at your birth.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									At mine, sir! No.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The Doc­tor
									

									Swears that you are—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nay, Cap­tain, you’ll tell all now.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Al­lied to the Queen of Fairy.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Who! That I am?
									

									Be­lieve it, no such mat­ter—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, and that
									

									You were born with a cawl on your head.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Who says so?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Come,
									

									You know it well enough, though you dis­semble it.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I’fac, I do not; you are mis­taken.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How!
									

									Swear by your fac, and in a thing so known
									

									Un­to the Doc­tor? How shall we, sir, trust you
									

									In the oth­er mat­ter? Can we ever think,
									

									When you have won five or six thou­sand pound,
									

									You’ll send us shares in’t, by this rate?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									By Jove, sir,
									

									I’ll win ten thou­sand pound, and send you half.
									

									I’fac’s no oath.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, no, he did but jest.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Go to. Go thank the Doc­tor: he’s your friend,
									

									To take it so.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I thank his wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									So!
									

									An­oth­er an­gel.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Must I?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Must you! ’Slight,
									

									What else is thanks? Will you be trivi­al?—Doc­tor,
									

									
										Dap­per gives him the money.
									
									

									When must he come for his fa­mil­i­ar?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Shall I not have it with me?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, good sir!
									

									There must a world of ce­re­mon­ies pass;
									

									You must be bathed and fu­mig­ated first:
									

									Be­sides the Queen of Fairy does not rise
									

									Till it be noon.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Not, if she danced, to­night.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And she must bless it.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Did you nev­er see
									

									Her roy­al Grace yet?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Whom?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Your aunt of Fairy?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Not since she kissed him in the cradle, Cap­tain;
									

									I can re­solve you that.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well, see her Grace,
									

									Whate’er it cost you, for a thing that I know.
									

									It will be some­what hard to com­pass; but
									

									How­ever, see her. You are made, be­lieve it,
									

									If you can see her. Her Grace is a lone wo­man,
									

									And very rich; and if she take a fancy,
									

									She will do strange things. See her, at any hand.
									

									’Slid, she may hap to leave you all she has:
									

									It is the Doc­tor’s fear.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									How will’t be done, then?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you
									

									But say to me, Cap­tain, I’ll see her Grace.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									“Cap­tain, I’ll see her Grace.”
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Enough.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Knock­ing with­in.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who’s there?
									

									Anon.
									

									
										Aside to Face.
									
									

									—Con­duct him forth by the back way.—
									

									Sir, against one o’clock pre­pare your­self;
									

									Till when you must be fast­ing; only take
									

									Three drops of vin­eg­ar in at your nose,
									

									Two at your mouth, and one at either ear;
									

									Then bathe your fin­gers’ ends and wash your eyes,
									

									To sharpen your five senses, and cry “hum”
									

									Thrice, and then “buz” as of­ten; and then come.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Can you re­mem­ber this?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I war­rant you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well then, away. It is but your be­stow­ing
									

									Some twenty nobles ’mong her Grace’s ser­vants,
									

									And put on a clean shirt: you do not know
									

									What grace her Grace may do you in clean lin­en.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Face and Dap­per.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. Come in! Good wives, I pray you for­bear me now;
									

									Troth I can do you no good till af­ter­noon—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enters, fol­lowed by Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									What is your name, say you? Abel Drug­ger?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									A seller of to­bacco?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Umph!
									

									Free of the gro­cers?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Ay, and’t please you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well—
									

									Your busi­ness, Abel?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									This, and’t please your wor­ship;
									

									I am a young be­gin­ner, and am build­ing
									

									Of a new shop, and’t like your wor­ship, just
									

									At corner of a street:—Here is the plot on’t—
									

									And I would know by art, sir, of your wor­ship,
									

									Which way I should make my door, by nec­ro­mancy,
									

									And where my shelves; and which should be for boxes,
									

									And which for pots. I would be glad to thrive, sir:
									

									And I was wished to your wor­ship by a gen­tle­man,
									

									One Cap­tain Face, that says you know men’s plan­ets,
									

									And their good an­gels, and their bad.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I do,
									

									If I do see them—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What! My hon­est Abel?
									

									Though art well met here.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Troth, sir, I was speak­ing,
									

									Just as your wor­ship came here, of your wor­ship:
									

									I pray you speak for me to Mas­ter Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He shall do any­thing.—Doc­tor, do you hear?
									

									This is my friend, Abel, an hon­est fel­low;
									

									He lets me have good to­bacco, and he does not
									

									Soph­ist­ic­ate it with sack-lees or oil,
									

									Nor washes it in mus­cadel and grains,
									

									Nor bur­ies it in gravel, un­der ground,
									

									Wrapped up in greasy leath­er, or pissed clouts:
									

									But keeps it in fine lily pots, that, opened,
									

									Smell like con­serve of roses, or French beans.
									

									He has his maple block, his sil­ver tongs,
									

									Winchester pipes, and fire of Ju­ni­per:
									

									A neat, spruce, hon­est fel­low, and no gold­smith.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He is a for­tu­nate fel­low, that I am sure on.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Already, sir, have you found it? Lo thee, Abel!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And in right way to­ward riches—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This sum­mer
									

									He will be of the cloth­ing of his com­pany,
									

									And next spring called to the scar­let; spend what he can.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What, and so little beard?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Sir, you must think,
									

									He may have a re­ceipt to make hair come:
									

									But he’ll be wise, pre­serve his youth, and fine for’t;
									

									His for­tune looks for him an­oth­er way.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slid, Doc­tor, how canst thou know this so soon?
									

									I am amused at that!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									By a rule, Cap­tain,
									

									In met­opo­scopy, which I do work by;
									

									A cer­tain star in the fore­head, which you see not.
									

									Your chest­nut or your olive-col­oured face
									

									Does nev­er fail: and your long ear doth prom­ise.
									

									I knew’t by cer­tain spots, too, in his teeth,
									

									And on the nail of his mer­cur­i­al fin­ger.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Which fin­ger’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									His little fin­ger. Look.
									

									You were born upon a Wed­nes­day?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, in­deed, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The thumb, in chir­o­mancy, we give Venus;
									

									The fore­finger, to Jove; the midst, to Sat­urn;
									

									The ring, to Sol; the least, to Mer­cury,
									

									Who was the lord, sir, of his horo­scope,
									

									His house of life be­ing Libra; which fore­showed,
									

									He should be a mer­chant, and should trade with bal­ance.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, this is strange! Is it not, hon­est Nab?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									There is a ship now, com­ing from Or­mus,
									

									That shall yield him such a com­mod­ity
									

									Of drugs
									

									
										Point­ing to the plan.
									
									

									—This is the west, and this the south?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And those are your two sides?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Ay, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Make me your door, then, south; your broad side, west:
									

									And on the east side of your shop, aloft,
									

									Write Math­lai, Tarmiel, and Bara­b­or­at;
									

									Upon the north part, Rael, Velel, Thiel.
									

									They are the names of those mer­cur­i­al spir­its,
									

									That do fright flies from boxes.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And
									

									Be­neath your threshold, bury me a load­stone
									

									To draw in gal­lants that wear spurs: the rest,
									

									They’ll seem to fol­low.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									That’s a secret, Nab!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And, on your stall, a pup­pet, with a vice
									

									And a court-fucus to call city-dames:
									

									You shall deal much with min­er­als.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Sir, I have.
									

									At home, already—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, I know you have ar­sen­ic,
									

									Vit­ri­ol, sal-tar­tar, ar­gaile, al­kali,
									

									Cinop­er: I know all.—This fel­low, Cap­tain,
									

									Will come, in time, to be a great dis­til­ler,
									

									And give a say—I will not say dir­ectly,
									

									But very fair—at the philo­soph­er’s stone.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, how now, Abel! Is this true?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									
										Aside to Face.
									
									

									Good Cap­tain,
									

									What must I give?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, I’ll not coun­sel thee.
									

									Thou hear’st what wealth (he says, spend what thou canst,)
									

									Thou’rt like to come to.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									I would gi’ him a crown.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A crown! And to­ward such a for­tune? Heart,
									

									Thou shalt rather gi’ him thy shop. No gold about thee?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, I have a portague, I have kept this half-year.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Out on thee, Nab! ’Slight, there was such an of­fer—
									

									Shalt keep’t no longer, I’ll give’t him for thee. Doc­tor,
									

									Nab prays your wor­ship to drink this, and swears
									

									He will ap­pear more grate­ful, as your skill
									

									Does raise him in the world.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									I would en­treat
									

									An­oth­er fa­vour of his wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What is’t, Nab?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									But to look over, sir, my al­man­ac,
									

									And cross out my ill-days, that I may neither
									

									Bar­gain, nor trust upon them.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									That he shall, Nab:
									

									Leave it, it shall be done, ’gainst af­ter­noon.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And a dir­ec­tion for his shelves.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Now, Nab,
									

									Art thou well pleased, Nab?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									’Thank, sir, both your wor­ships.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Away.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Why, now, you smoaky per­se­cutor of nature!
									

									Now do you see, that some­thing’s to be done,
									

									Be­side your beech-coal, and your cors­ive wa­ters,
									

									Your cross­lets, cru­cibles, and cu­cur­bites?
									

									You must have stuff brought home to you, to work on:
									

									And yet you think, I am at no ex­pense
									

									In search­ing out these veins, then fol­low­ing them,
									

									Then try­ing them out. ’Fore God, my in­tel­li­gence
									

									Costs me more money, than my share oft comes to,
									

									In these rare works.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You are pleas­ant, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—How now!
									

									What says my dainty Dolkin?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yon­der fish­wife
									

									Will not away. And there’s your gi­ant­ess,
									

									The bawd of Lam­beth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Heart, I can­not speak with them.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Not afore night, I have told them in a voice,
									

									Thor­ough the trunk, like one of your fa­mil­i­ars.
									

									But I have spied sir Epi­cure Mam­mon—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Where?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Com­ing along, at far end of the lane,
									

									Slow of his feet, but earn­est of his tongue
									

									To one that’s with him.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Face, go you and shift.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Dol, you must presently make ready, too.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Why, what’s the mat­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, I did look for him
									

									With the sun’s rising: ’mar­vel he could sleep,
									

									This is the day I am to per­fect for him
									

									The ma­gis­teri­um, our great work, the stone;
									

									And yield it, made, in­to his hands: of which
									

									He has, this month, talked as he were pos­sessed.
									

									And now he’s deal­ing pieces on’t away.—
									

									Me­thinks I see him en­ter­ing or­din­ar­ies,
									

									Dis­pens­ing for the pox, and plaguey houses,
									

									Reach­ing his dose, walk­ing Moor­fields for lepers,
									

									And of­fer­ing cit­izens’ wives po­man­der-brace­lets,
									

									As his pre­ser­vat­ive, made of the elixir;
									

									Search­ing the spit­tal, to make old bawds young;
									

									And the high­ways, for beg­gars, to make rich.
									

									I see no end of his la­bours. He will make
									

									Nature ashamed of her long sleep: when art,
									

									Who’s but a step-dame, shall do more than she,
									

									In her best love to man­kind, ever could:
									

									If his dream lasts, he’ll turn the age to gold.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				An out­er room in Love­wit’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon and Surly.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Come on, sir. Now, you set your foot on shore
									

									In Novo Orbe; here’s the rich Peru:
									

									And there with­in, sir, are the golden mines,
									

									Great So­lomon’s Ophir! He was sail­ing to’t,
									

									Three years, but we have reached it in ten months.
									

									This is the day, wherein, to all my friends,
									

									I will pro­nounce the happy word, Be Rich;
									

									This day you shall be spec­t­a­tis­simi.
									

									You shall no more deal with the hol­low dye,
									

									Or the frail card. No more be at charge of keep­ing
									

									The liv­ery-punk for the young heir, that must
									

									Seal, at all hours, in his shirt: no more,
									

									If he deny, have him beaten to’t, as he is
									

									That brings him the com­mod­ity. No more
									

									Shall thirst of sat­in, or the cov­et­ous hun­ger
									

									Of vel­vet en­trails for a rude-spun cloak,
									

									To be dis­played at Madam Au­gusta’s, make
									

									The sons of Sword and Haz­ard fall be­fore
									

									The golden calf, and on their knees, whole nights
									

									Com­mit id­ol­atry with wine and trum­pets:
									

									Or go a feast­ing after drum and en­sign.
									

									No more of this. You shall start up young vice­roys,
									

									And have your punks, and pun­ketees, my Surly.
									

									And un­to thee I speak it first, Be Rich.
									

									Where is my Subtle, there? With­in, ho!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										With­in.
									
									

									Sir,
									

									He’ll come to you by and by.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									That is his fire­drake,
									

									His Lungs, his Zephyr­us, he that puffs his coals,
									

									Till he firk nature up, in her own centre.
									

									You are not faith­ful, sir. This night, I’ll change
									

									All that is met­al, in my house, to gold:
									

									And, early in the morn­ing, will I send
									

									To all the plumb­ers and the pew­ter­ers,
									

									And by their tin and lead up; and to Loth­bury
									

									For all the cop­per.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									What, and turn that too?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Yes, and I’ll pur­chase Devon­shire and Corn­wall,
									

									And make them per­fect In­dies! You ad­mire now?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									No, faith.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									But when you see th’ ef­fects of the Great Medi­cine,
									

									Of which one part pro­jec­ted on a hun­dred
									

									Of Mer­cury, or Venus, or the moon,
									

									Shall turn it to as many of the sun;
									

									Nay, to a thou­sand, so ad in­fin­itum:
									

									You will be­lieve me.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Yes, when I see’t, I will.
									

									But if my eyes do cozen me so, and I
									

									Giv­ing them no oc­ca­sion, sure I’ll have
									

									A whore, shall piss them out next day.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ha! Why?
									

									Do you think I fable with you? I as­sure you,
									

									He that has once the flower of the sun,
									

									The per­fect ruby, which we call elixir,
									

									Not only can do that, but, by its vir­tue,
									

									Can con­fer hon­our, love, re­spect, long life;
									

									Give safety, valour, yea, and vic­tory,
									

									To whom he will. In eight and twenty days,
									

									I’ll make an old man of fourscore, a child.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									No doubt; he’s that already.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, I mean,
									

									Re­store his years, re­new him, like an eagle,
									

									To the fifth age; make him get sons and daugh­ters,
									

									Young gi­ants; as our philo­soph­ers have done,
									

									The an­cient pat­ri­archs, afore the flood,
									

									But tak­ing, once a week, on a knife’s point,
									

									The quant­ity of a grain of mus­tard of it;
									

									Be­come stout Marses, and be­get young Cu­pids.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									The de­cayed Vestals of Pict-hatch would thank you,
									

									That keep the fire alive, there.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Tis the secret
									

									Of nature na­tur­ised ’gainst all in­fec­tions,
									

									Cures all dis­eases com­ing of all causes;
									

									A month’s grief in a day, a year’s in twelve;
									

									And, of what age so­ever, in a month:
									

									Past all the doses of your drug­ging doc­tors.
									

									I’ll un­der­take, with­al, to fright the plague
									

									Out of the king­dom in three months.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And I’ll
									

									Be bound, the play­ers shall sing your praises, then,
									

									Without their po­ets.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Sir, I’ll do’t. Mean­time,
									

									I’ll give away so much un­to my man,
									

									Shall serve the whole city, with pre­ser­vat­ive
									

									Weekly; each house his dose, and at the rate—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									As he that built the wa­ter­work, does with wa­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									You are in­cred­u­lous.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Faith I have a hu­mour,
									

									I would not will­ingly be gulled. Your stone
									

									Can­not trans­mute me.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Per­tin­ax, [my] Surly,
									

									Will you be­lieve an­tiquity? Re­cords?
									

									I’ll show you a book where Moses and his sis­ter,
									

									And So­lomon have writ­ten of the art;
									

									Ay, and a treat­ise penned by Adam—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Of the philo­soph­er’s stone, and in High Dutch.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Did Adam write, sir, in High Dutch?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									He did;
									

									Which proves it was the prim­it­ive tongue.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									What pa­per?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									On ce­dar board.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									O that, in­deed, they say,
									

									Will last ’gainst worms.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Tis like your Ir­ish wood,
									

									’Gainst cob­webs. I have a piece of Jason’s fleece, too,
									

									Which was no oth­er than a book of al­chemy,
									

									Writ in large sheep­skin, a good fat ram-vel­lum.
									

									Such was Py­thagoras’ thigh, Pan­dora’s tub,
									

									And, all that fable of Medea’s charms,
									

									The man­ner of our work; the bulls, our fur­nace,
									

									Still breath­ing fire; our ar­gent-vive, the dragon:
									

									The dragon’s teeth, mer­cury sub­lim­ate,
									

									That keeps the white­ness, hard­ness, and the bit­ing;
									

									And they are gathered in­to Jason’s helm,
									

									The alem­bic, and then sowed in Mars his field,
									

									And thence sub­limed so of­ten, till they’re fixed.
									

									Both this, the Hes­peri­an garden, Cad­mus’ story,
									

									Jove’s shower, the boon of Mi­das, Ar­gus’ eyes,
									

									Boc­cace his Demo­gor­gon, thou­sands more,
									

									All ab­stract riddles of our stone.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, as a ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—How now!
									

									Do we suc­ceed? Is our day come? And holds it?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The even­ing will set red upon you, sir;
									

									You have col­our for it, crim­son: the red fer­ment
									

									Has done his of­fice; three hours hence pre­pare you
									

									To see pro­jec­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Per­tin­ax, my Surly.
									

									Again I say to thee, aloud, Be rich.
									

									This day, thou shalt have in­gots; and to­mor­row,
									

									Give lords th’ af­front.—Is it, my Zephyr­us, right?
									

									Blushes the bolt’s head?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Like a wench with child, sir,
									

									That were but now dis­covered to her mas­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ex­cel­lent witty Lungs!—my only care
									

									Where to get stuff enough now, to pro­ject on;
									

									This town will not half serve me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, sir! Buy
									

									The cov­er­ing off o’ churches.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									That’s true.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes.
									

									Let them stand bare, as do their aud­it­ory;
									

									Or cap them, new, with shingles.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No, good thatch:
									

									Thatch will lie light upon the rafters, Lungs.—
									

									Lungs, I will ma­nu­mit thee from the fur­nace;
									

									I will re­store thee thy com­plex­ion, Puffe,
									

									Lost in the em­bers; and re­pair this brain,
									

									Hurt with the fume o’ the metals.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I have blown, sir,
									

									Hard for your wor­ship; thrown by many a coal,
									

									When ’twas not beech; weighed those I put in, just,
									

									To keep your heat still even; these bleared eyes
									

									Have waked to read your sev­er­al col­ours, sir,
									

									Of the pale cit­ron, the green li­on, the crow,
									

									The pea­cock’s tail, the plumed swan.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									And, lastly,
									

									Thou hast descryed the flower, the san­guis ag­ni?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Where’s mas­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									At his pray­ers, sir, he;
									

									Good man, he’s do­ing his de­vo­tions
									

									For the suc­cess.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Lungs, I will set a peri­od
									

									To all thy la­bours; thou shalt be the mas­ter
									

									Of my seraglio.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									But do you hear?
									

									I’ll geld you, Lungs.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									For I do mean
									

									To have a list of wives and con­cu­bines,
									

									Equal with So­lomon, who had the stone
									

									Alike with me; and I will make me a back
									

									With the elixir, that shall be as tough
									

									As Her­cules, to en­counter fifty a night.—
									

									Thou’rt sure thou saw’st it blood?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Both blood and spir­it, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I will have all my beds blown up, not stuffed;
									

									Down is too hard: and then, mine oval room
									

									Filled with such pic­tures as Tiberi­us took
									

									From Ele­phant­is, and dull Aret­ine
									

									But coldly im­it­ated. Then, my glasses
									

									Cut in more subtle angles, to dis­perse
									

									And mul­tiply the fig­ures, as I walk
									

									Na­ked between my suc­cubae. My mists
									

									I’ll have of per­fume, va­poured ’bout the room,
									

									To lose ourselves in; and my baths, like pits
									

									To fall in­to; from whence we will come forth,
									

									And roll us dry in gos­samer and roses.—
									

									Is it ar­rived at ruby?—Where I spy
									

									A wealthy cit­izen, or [a] rich law­yer,
									

									Have a sub­limed pure wife, un­to that fel­low
									

									I’ll send a thou­sand pound to be my cuck­old.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And I shall carry it?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No. I’ll have no bawds,
									

									But fath­ers and moth­ers: they will do it best,
									

									Best of all oth­ers. And my flat­ter­ers
									

									Shall be the pure and gravest of di­vines,
									

									That I can get for money. My mere fools,
									

									Elo­quent bur­gesses, and then my po­ets
									

									The same that writ so subtly of the fart,
									

									Whom I will en­ter­tain still for that sub­ject.
									

									The few that would give out them­selves to be
									

									Court and town-stal­lions, and, each-where, bely
									

									Ladies who are known most in­no­cent for them;
									

									Those will I beg, to make me eu­nuchs of:
									

									And they shall fan me with ten os­trich tails
									

									Apiece, made in a plume to gath­er wind.
									

									We will be brave, Puffe, now we have the medi­cine.
									

									My meat shall all come in, in In­di­an shells,
									

									Dishes of agate set in gold, and stud­ded
									

									With em­er­alds, sap­phires, hy­acinths, and ru­bies.
									

									The tongues of carps, dormice, and camels’ heels,
									

									Boiled in the spir­it of Sol, and dis­solved pearl,
									

									Api­cius’ diet, ’gainst the epi­lepsy:
									

									And I will eat these broths with spoons of am­ber,
									

									Headed with dia­mond and car­buncle.
									

									My foot­boy shall eat pheas­ants, cal­vered sal­mons,
									

									Knots, god­wits, lampreys: I my­self will have
									

									The beards of bar­bels served, in­stead of salads;
									

									Oiled mush­rooms; and the swell­ing unc­tu­ous paps
									

									Of a fat preg­nant sow, newly cut off,
									

									Dressed with an ex­quis­ite, and poignant sauce;
									

									For which, I’ll say un­to my cook, “There’s gold,
									

									Go forth, and be a knight.”
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, I’ll go look
									

									A little, how it height­ens.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Do.—My shirts
									

									I’ll have of taf­feta-sar­snet, soft and light
									

									As cob­webs; and for all my oth­er raiment,
									

									It shall be such as might pro­voke the Per­sian,
									

									Were he to teach the world ri­ot anew.
									

									My gloves of fishes’ and birds’ skins, per­fumed
									

									With gums of para­dise, and east­ern air—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And do you think to have the stone with this?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No, I do think t’ have all this with the stone.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Why, I have heard he must be homo frugi,
									

									A pi­ous, holy, and re­li­gious man,
									

									One free from mor­tal sin, a very vir­gin.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									That makes it, sir; he is so: but I buy it;
									

									My ven­ture brings it me. He, hon­est wretch,
									

									A not­able, su­per­sti­tious, good soul,
									

									Has worn his knees bare, and his slip­pers bald,
									

									With pray­er and fast­ing for it: and, sir, let him
									

									Do it alone, for me, still. Here he comes.
									

									Not a pro­fane word afore him: ’tis pois­on.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Good mor­row, Fath­er.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Gentle son, good mor­row,
									

									And to your friend there. What is he, is with you?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									An heretic, that I did bring along,
									

									In hope, sir, to con­vert him.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Son, I doubt
									

									You are cov­et­ous, that thus you meet your time
									

									In the just point: pre­vent your day at morn­ing.
									

									This ar­gues some­thing, worthy of a fear
									

									Of im­por­tune and car­nal ap­pet­ite.
									

									Take heed you do not cause the bless­ing leave you,
									

									With your un­gov­erned haste. I should be sorry
									

									To see my la­bours, now even at per­fec­tion,
									

									Got by long watch­ing and large pa­tience,
									

									Not prosper where my love and zeal hath placed them.
									

									Which (heav­en I call to wit­ness, with your­self,
									

									To whom I have poured my thoughts) in all my ends,
									

									Have looked no way, but un­to pub­lic good,
									

									To pi­ous uses, and dear char­ity
									

									Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein
									

									If you, my son, should now pre­var­ic­ate,
									

									And, to your own par­tic­u­lar lusts em­ploy
									

									So great and cath­ol­ic a bliss, be sure
									

									A curse will fol­low, yea, and over­take
									

									Your subtle and most secret ways.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I know, sir;
									

									You shall not need to fear me; I but come,
									

									To have you con­fute this gen­tle­man.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Who is,
									

									In­deed, sir, some­what cost­ive of be­lief
									

									To­ward your stone; would not be gulled.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well, son,
									

									All that I can con­vince him in, is this,
									

									The work is done, bright Sol is in his robe.
									

									We have a medi­cine of the triple soul,
									

									The glor­i­fied spir­it. Thanks be to heav­en,
									

									And make us worthy of it!—Ulen Spiegel!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Anon, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Look well to the re­gister.
									

									And let your heat still lessen by de­grees,
									

									To the aludels.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Did you look
									

									On the bolt’s head yet?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Which? On D, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay;
									

									What’s the com­plex­ion?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Whit­ish.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									In­fuse vin­eg­ar,
									

									To draw his volat­ile sub­stance and his tinc­ture:
									

									And let the wa­ter in glass E be filtered,
									

									And put in­to the gripe’s egg. Lute him well;
									

									And leave him closed in bal­neo.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. I will, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									What a brave lan­guage here is! Next to cant­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I have an­oth­er work, you nev­er saw, son,
									

									That three days since past the philo­soph­er’s wheel,
									

									In the lent heat of Ath­an­or; and’s be­come
									

									Sul­phur of Nature.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									But ’tis for me?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What need you?
									

									You have enough in that is per­fect.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O but—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, this is cov­et­ise!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No, I as­sure you,
									

									I shall em­ploy it all in pi­ous uses,
									

									Found­ing of col­leges and gram­mar schools,
									

									Mar­ry­ing young vir­gins, build­ing hos­pit­als,
									

									And now and then a church.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How now!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, please you,
									

									Shall I not change the fil­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Marry, yes;
									

									And bring me the com­plex­ion of glass B.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Have you an­oth­er?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, son; were I as­sured—
									

									Your piety were firm, we would not want
									

									The means to glor­i­fy it: but I hope the best.—
									

									I mean to tinct C in sand-heat to­mor­row,
									

									And give him im­bib­i­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Of white oil?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, sir, of red. F is come over the helm too,
									

									I thank my Maker, in St. Mary’s bath,
									

									And shows lac vir­ginis. Blessed be heav­en!
									

									I sent you of his fae­ces there cal­cined:
									

									Out of that calx, I have won the salt of mer­cury.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									By pour­ing on your rec­ti­fied wa­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, and re­ver­ber­at­ing in Ath­an­or.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now! What col­our says it?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The ground black, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									That’s your crow’s head?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Your cockscomb’s, is it not?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, ’tis not per­fect. Would it were the crow!
									

									That work wants some­thing.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Aside. O, I looked for this.
									

									The hay’s a pitch­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Are you sure you loosed them
									

									In their own men­strue?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir, and then mar­ried them,
									

									And put them in a bolt’s head nipped to di­ges­tion,
									

									Ac­cord­ing as you bade me, when I set
									

									The li­quor of Mars to cir­cu­la­tion
									

									In the same heat.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The pro­cess then was right.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, by the token, sir, the re­tort brake,
									

									And what was saved was put in­to the pel­ic­an,
									

									And signed with Her­mes’ seal.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I think ’twas so.
									

									We should have a new am­al­gama.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Aside. O, this fer­ret
									

									Is rank as any pole­cat.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									But I care not:
									

									Let him e’en die; we have enough be­side,
									

									In em­bri­on. H has his white shirt on?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir,
									

									He’s ripe for in­cer­a­tion, he stands warm,
									

									In his ash-fire. I would not you should let
									

									Any die now, if I might coun­sel, sir,
									

									For luck’s sake to the rest: it is not good.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									He says right.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Aside. Ay, are you bolted?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, I know’t, sir,
									

									I have seen the ill for­tune. What is some three ounces
									

									Of fresh ma­ter­i­als?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Is’t no more?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No more, sir.
									

									Of gold, t’am­al­gam with some six of mer­cury.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Away, here’s money. What will serve?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ask him, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									How much?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Give him nine pound:—you may give him ten.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Yes, twenty, and be cozened, do.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									There ’tis.
									

									
										Gives Face the money.
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This needs not; but that you will have it so,
									

									To see con­clu­sions of all: for two
									

									Of our in­feri­or works are at fix­a­tion,
									

									A third is in as­cen­sion. Go your ways.
									

									Have you set the oil of luna in kemia?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And the philo­soph­er’s vin­eg­ar?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									We shall have a salad!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									When do you make pro­jec­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Son, be not hasty, I ex­alt our medi­cine,
									

									By hanging him in bal­neo va­por­oso,
									

									And giv­ing him solu­tion; then con­geal him;
									

									And then dis­solve him; then again con­geal him;
									

									For look, how oft I it­er­ate the work,
									

									So many times I add un­to his vir­tue.
									

									As, if at first one ounce con­vert a hun­dred,
									

									After his second loose, he’ll turn a thou­sand;
									

									His third solu­tion, ten; his fourth, a hun­dred:
									

									After his fifth, a thou­sand thou­sand ounces
									

									Of any im­per­fect met­al, in­to pure
									

									Sil­ver or gold, in all ex­am­in­a­tions,
									

									As good as any of the nat­ur­al mine.
									

									Get you your stuff here against af­ter­noon,
									

									Your brass, your pew­ter, and your and­irons.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Not those of iron?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, you may bring them too:
									

									We’ll change all metals.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									I be­lieve you in that.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Then I may send my spits?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, and your racks.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And drip­ping-pans, and pot-hangers, and hooks?
									

									Shall he not?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									If he please.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									—To be an ass.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									This gen­tle­man you must bear with­al:
									

									I told you he had no faith.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And little hope, sir;
									

									But much less char­ity, should I gull my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, what have you ob­served, sir, in our art,
									

									Seems so im­possible?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									But your whole work, no more.
									

									That you should hatch gold in a fur­nace, sir,
									

									As they do eggs in Egypt!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Sir, do you
									

									Be­lieve that eggs are hatched so?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									If I should?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, I think that the great­er mir­acle.
									

									No egg but dif­fers from a chick­en more
									

									Than metals in them­selves.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									That can­not be.
									

									The egg’s or­dained by nature to that end,
									

									And is a chick­en in po­ten­tia.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The same we say of lead and oth­er metals,
									

									Which would be gold, if they had time.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									And that
									

									Our art doth fur­ther.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, for ’twere ab­surb
									

									To think that nature in the earth bred gold
									

									Per­fect in the in­stant: some­thing went be­fore.
									

									There must be re­mote mat­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Ay, what is that?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Marry, we say—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ay, now it heats: stand, Fath­er,
									

									Pound him to dust.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									It is, of the one part,
									

									A hu­mid ex­hal­a­tion, which we call
									

									Ma­ter­ia li­quida, or the unc­tu­ous wa­ter;
									

									On the oth­er part, a cer­tain crass and vi­cious
									

									Por­tion of earth; both which, con­cor­por­ate,
									

									Do make the ele­ment­ary mat­ter of gold;
									

									Which is not yet pro­pria ma­ter­ia,
									

									But com­mon to all metals and all stones;
									

									For, where it is for­saken of that mois­ture,
									

									And hath more dry­ness, it be­comes a stone:
									

									Where it re­tains more of the hu­mid fat­ness,
									

									It turns to sul­phur, or to quick­sil­ver,
									

									Who are the par­ents of all oth­er metals.
									

									Nor can this re­mote mat­ter sud­denly
									

									Pro­gress so from ex­treme un­to ex­treme,
									

									As to grow gold, and leap o’er all the means.
									

									Nature doth first be­get the im­per­fect, then
									

									Pro­ceeds she to the per­fect. Of that airy
									

									And oily wa­ter, mer­cury is en­gendered;
									

									Sul­phur of the fat and earthy part; the one,
									

									Which is the last, sup­ply­ing the place of male,
									

									The oth­er of the fe­male, in all metals.
									

									Some do be­lieve herm­aph­rodeity,
									

									That both do act and suf­fer. But these two
									

									Make the rest ductile, mal­le­able, ex­tens­ive.
									

									And even in gold they are; for we do find
									

									Seeds of them, by our fire, and gold in them;
									

									And can pro­duce the spe­cies of each met­al
									

									More per­fect thence, than nature doth in earth.
									

									Be­side, who doth not see in daily prac­tice
									

									Art can be­get bees, hor­nets, beetles, wasps,
									

									Out of the car­cases and dung of creatures;
									

									Yea, scor­pi­ons of an herb, be­ing rightly placed?
									

									And these are liv­ing creatures, far more per­fect
									

									And ex­cel­lent than metals.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Well said, Fath­er!
									

									Nay, if he take you in hand, sir, with an ar­gu­ment,
									

									He’ll bray you in a mor­tar.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Pray you, sir, stay.
									

									Rather than I’ll be brayed, sir, I’ll be­lieve
									

									That Al­chemy is a pretty kind of game,
									

									Some­what like tricks o’ the cards, to cheat a man
									

									With charm­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Sir?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									What else are all your terms,
									

									Where­on no one of your writers ’grees with oth­er?
									

									Of your elixir, your lac vir­ginis,
									

									Your stone, your medi­cine, and your chryso­sperm,
									

									Your sal, your sul­phur, and your mer­cury,
									

									Your oil of height, your tree of life, your blood,
									

									Your mar­cas­ite, your tu­tie, your mag­ne­sia,
									

									Your toad, your crow, your dragon, and your pan­ther;
									

									Your sun, your moon, your firm­a­ment, your adrop,
									

									Your lato, azoch, zer­nich, chib­rit, heau­t­ar­it,
									

									And then your red man, and your white wo­man,
									

									With all your broths, your men­strues, and ma­ter­i­als,
									

									Of piss and egg­shells, wo­men’s terms, man’s blood,
									

									Hair o’ the head, burnt clouts, chalk, merds, and clay,
									

									Powder of bones, scal­ings of iron, glass,
									

									And worlds of oth­er strange in­gredi­ents,
									

									Would burst a man to name?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And all these named,
									

									In­tend­ing but one thing; which art our writers
									

									Used to ob­scure their art.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Sir, so I told him—
									

									Be­cause the simple idi­ot should not learn it,
									

									And make it vul­gar.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Was not all the know­ledge
									

									Of the Egyp­tians writ in mys­tic sym­bols?
									

									Speak not the scrip­tures oft in par­ables?
									

									Are not the choicest fables of the po­ets,
									

									That were the foun­tains and first springs of wis­dom,
									

									Wrapped in per­plexed al­leg­or­ies?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I urged that,
									

									And cleared to him, that Sis­yphus was damned
									

									To roll the cease­less stone, only be­cause
									

									He would have made Ours com­mon.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Ap­pears at the door.—
									

									Who is this?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Spre­cious!—What do you mean? Go in, good lady,
									

									Let me en­treat you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Dol re­tires.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—Where’s this var­let?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You very knave! Do you use me thus?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Wherein, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Go in and see, you trait­or. Go!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Who is it, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Noth­ing, sir; noth­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									What’s the mat­ter, good sir?
									

									I have not seen you thus dis­tempered: who is’t?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									All arts have still had, sir, their ad­versar­ies;
									

									But ours the most ig­nor­ant.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									What now?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Twas not my fault, sir; she would speak with you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Would she, sir! Fol­low me.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Stop­ping him. Stay, Lungs.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I dare not, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Stay, man; what is she?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A lord’s sis­ter, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									How! Pray thee, stay.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									She’s mad, sir, and sent hith­er—
									

									He’ll be mad too.—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I war­rant thee.—
									

									Why sent hith­er?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, to be cured.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. Why, ras­cal!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Lo you!—Here, sir!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Fore God, a Bradam­ante, a brave piece.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Heart, this is a bawdy­house! I will be burnt else.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O, by this light, no: do not wrong him. He’s
									

									Too scru­pu­lous that way: it is his vice.
									

									No, he’s a rare phys­i­cian, do him right,
									

									An ex­cel­lent Paracelsi­an, and has done
									

									Strange cures with min­er­al phys­ic. He deals all
									

									With spir­its, he; he will not hear a word
									

									Of Ga­len; or his te­di­ous re­cipes.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now, Lungs!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Softly, sir; speak softly. I meant
									

									To have told your wor­ship all. This must not hear.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No, he will not be “gulled;” let him alone.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You are very right, sir, she is a most rare schol­ar,
									

									And is gone mad with study­ing Broughton’s works.
									

									If you but name a word touch­ing the Hebrew,
									

									She falls in­to her fit, and will dis­course
									

									So learn­edly of gene­a­lo­gies,
									

									As you would run mad too, to hear her, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									How might one do t’ have con­fer­ence with her, Lungs?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O divers have run mad upon the con­fer­ence:
									

									I do not know, sir. I am sent in haste,
									

									To fetch a vi­al.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Be not gulled, Sir Mam­mon.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Wherein? Pray ye, be pa­tient.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Yes, as you are,
									

									And trust con­fed­er­ate knaves and bawds and whores.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									You are too foul, be­lieve it.—Come here, Ulen,
									

									One word.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I dare not, in good faith.
									

									
										Go­ing.
									
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Stay, knave.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He is ex­treme angry that you saw her, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Drink that. Gives him money.
									

									What is she when she’s out of her fit?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, the most af­fablest creature, sir! So merry!
									

									So pleas­ant! She’ll mount you up, like quick­sil­ver,
									

									Over the helm; and cir­cu­late like oil,
									

									A very ve­get­al: dis­course of state,
									

									Of math­em­at­ics, baw­dry, any­thing—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Is she no way ac­cess­ible? No means,
									

									No trick to give a man a taste of her—wit—
									

									Or so?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. Ulen!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I’ll come to you again, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Surly, I did not think one of your breed­ing
									

									Would tra­duce per­son­ages of worth.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Sir Epi­cure,
									

									Your friend to use; yet still loth to be gulled:
									

									I do not like your philo­soph­ic­al bawds.
									

									Their stone is letch­ery enough to pay for,
									

									Without this bait.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Heart, you ab­use your­self.
									

									I know the lady, and her friends, and means,
									

									The ori­gin­al of this dis­aster. Her broth­er
									

									Has told me all.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And yet you nev­er saw her
									

									Till now!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O yes, but I for­got. I have, be­lieve it,
									

									One of the treach­erousest memor­ies, I do think,
									

									Of all man­kind.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									What call you her broth­er?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									My lord—
									

									He will not have his name known, now I think on’t.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									A very treach­er­ous memory!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									On my faith—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Tut, if you have it not about you, pass it,
									

									Till we meet next.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, by this hand, ’tis true.
									

									He’s one I hon­our, and my noble friend;
									

									And I re­spect his house.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Heart! Can it be,
									

									That a grave sir, a rich, that has no need,
									

									A wise sir, too, at oth­er times, should thus,
									

									With his own oaths, and ar­gu­ments, make hard means
									

									To gull him­self? An this be your elixir,
									

									Your lapis min­eral­is, and your lun­ary,
									

									Give me your hon­est trick yet at primero,
									

									Or gleek; and take your lu­tum sapi­entis,
									

									Your men­struum sim­plex! I’ll have gold be­fore you,
									

									And with less danger of the quick­sil­ver,
									

									Or the hot sul­phur.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Here’s one from Cap­tain Face, sir,
									

									
										To Surly.
									
									

									De­sires you meet him in the Temple-church,
									

									Some half-hour hence, and upon earn­est busi­ness.
									

									
										Whis­pers to Mam­mon.
									
									

									Sir, if you please to quit us, now; and come
									

									Again with­in two hours, you shall have
									

									My mas­ter busy ex­amin­ing o’ the works;
									

									And I will steal you in, un­to the party,
									

									That you may see her con­verse.—Sir, shall I say,
									

									You’ll meet the Cap­tain’s wor­ship?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Sir, I will.—
									

									
										Walks aside.
									
									

									But, by at­tor­ney, and to a second pur­pose.
									

									Now, I am sure it is a bawdy­house;
									

									I’ll swear it, were the Mar­shal here to thank me:
									

									The nam­ing this Com­mand­er doth con­firm it.
									

									Don Face! Why, he’s the most au­then­t­ic deal­er
									

									In these com­mod­it­ies, the su­per­in­tend­ant
									

									To all the quaint­er traf­fick­ers in town!
									

									He is the vis­it­or, and does ap­point,
									

									Who lies with whom, and at what hour; what price;
									

									Which gown, and in what smock; what fall; what tire.
									

									Him will I prove, by a third per­son, to find
									

									The sub­tleties of this dark labyrinth:
									

									Which if I do dis­cov­er, dear Sir Mam­mon,
									

									You’ll give your poor friend leave, though no philo­soph­er,
									

									To laugh: for you that are, ’tis thought, shall weep.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, he does pray, you’ll not for­get.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									I will not, sir.
									

									Sir Epi­cure, I shall leave you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I fol­low you, straight.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									But do so, good sir, to avoid sus­pi­cion.
									

									This gen­tle­man has a par­lous head.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									But wilt thou Ulen,
									

									Be con­stant to thy prom­ise?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									As my life, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									And wilt thou in­sinu­ate what I am, and praise me,
									

									And say, I am a noble fel­low?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, what else, sir?
									

									And that you’ll make her roy­al with the stone,
									

									An empress; and your­self, King of Ban­tam.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Wilt thou do this?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Will I, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Lungs, my Lungs!
									

									I love thee.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Send your stuff, sir, that my mas­ter
									

									May busy him­self about pro­jec­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Thou hast witched me, rogue: take, go.
									

									
										Gives him money.
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Your jack, and all, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Thou art a vil­lain—I will send my jack,
									

									And the weights too. Slave, I could bite thine ear.
									

									Away, thou dost not care for me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Not I, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Come, I was born to make thee, my good weasel,
									

									Set thee on a bench, and have thee twirl a chain
									

									With the best lord’s ver­min of ’em all.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Away, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									A count, nay, a count pal­at­ine—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good, sir, go.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Shall not ad­vance thee bet­ter: no, nor faster.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle and Dol.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Has he bit? Has he bit?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And swal­lowed, too, my Subtle.
									

									I have giv­en him line, and now he plays, i’faith.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And shall we twitch him?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Thor­ough both the gills.
									

									A wench is a rare bait, with which a man
									

									No soon­er’s taken, but he straight firks mad.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Dol, my Lord What’ts’hums sis­ter, you must now
									

									Bear your­self state­lich.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O let me alone.
									

									I’ll not for­get my race, I war­rant you.
									

									I’ll keep my dis­tance, laugh and talk aloud;
									

									Have all the tricks of a proud scurvy lady,
									

									And be as rude as her wo­man.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well said, san­guine!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									But will he send his and­irons?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									His jack too,
									

									And’s iron shoe­ing-horn; I have spoke to him. Well,
									

									I must not lose my wary gamester yon­der.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O Mon­sieur Cau­tion, that will not be gulled?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay,
									

									If I can strike a fine hook in­to him, now!
									

									The Temple-church, there I have cast mine angle.
									

									Well, pray for me. I’ll about it.
									

									
										Knock­ing without.
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What, more gudgeons!
									

									Dol, scout, scout!
									

									
										Dol goes to the win­dow.
									
									

									Stay, Face, you must go to the door,
									

									’Pray God it be my Ana­baptist—Who is’t, Dol?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									I know him not: he looks like a gold-end­man.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ods so! ’Tis he, he said he would send what call you him?
									

									The sanc­ti­fied eld­er, that should deal
									

									For Mam­mon’s jack and and­irons. Let him in.
									

									Stay, help me off, first, with my gown.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face with the gown.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Away,
									

									Madam, to your with­draw­ing cham­ber.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now,
									

									In a new tune, new ges­ture, but old lan­guage.—
									

									This fel­low is sent from one ne­go­ti­ates with me
									

									About the stone too, for the holy Brethren
									

									Of Am­s­ter­dam, the ex­iled saints, that hope
									

									To raise their dis­cip­line by it. I must use him
									

									In some strange fash­ion, now, to make him ad­mire me.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Anani­as.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									
										Aloud.
									
									

									Where is my drudge?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Take away the re­cip­i­ent,
									

									And rec­ti­fy your men­strue from the phlegma.
									

									Then pour it on the Sol, in the cu­cur­bite,
									

									And let them ma­cer­ate to­geth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir.
									

									And save the ground?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No: Terra dam­nata
									

									Must not have en­trance in the work.—Who are you?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									A faith­ful broth­er, if it please you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What’s that?
									

									A Lul­lian­ist? A Ripley? Fili­us artis?
									

									Can you sub­lime and dul­ci­fy? Cal­cine?
									

									Know you the sapor pont­ic? Sapor stiptic?
									

									Or what is ho­mo­gene, or het­ero­gene?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I un­der­stand no hea­then lan­guage, truly.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Hea­then! You Knip­per-dol­ing? Is Ars sac­ra,
									

									Or chryso­poeia, or spagyr­ica,
									

									Or the pamphys­ic, or pan­arch­ic know­ledge,
									

									A hea­then lan­guage?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Hea­then Greek, I take it.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How! Hea­then Greek?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									All’s hea­then but the Hebrew.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Sir­rah, my var­let, stand you forth and speak to him,
									

									Like a philo­soph­er: an­swer in the lan­guage.
									

									Name the vex­a­tions, and the mar­tyr­isa­tions
									

									Of metals in the work.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, pu­tre­fac­tion,
									

									Solu­tion, ablu­tion, sub­lim­a­tion,
									

									Co­hoba­tion, cal­cin­a­tion, cer­a­tion, and
									

									Fix­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This is hea­then Greek to you, now!—
									

									And when comes viv­i­fic­a­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									After mor­ti­fic­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What’s co­hoba­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis the pour­ing on
									

									Your aqua re­gis, and then draw­ing him off,
									

									To the trine circle of the sev­en spheres.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What’s the prop­er pas­sion of metals?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Mal­le­ation.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What’s your ul­tim­um sup­pli­ci­um auri?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									An­ti­moni­um.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This is hea­then Greek to you!—And what’s your mer­cury?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A very fu­git­ive, he will be gone, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How know you him?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									By his vis­cos­ity,
									

									His oleosity, and his sus­cit­ab­il­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How do you sub­lime him?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With the calce of egg­shells,
									

									White marble, talc.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your ma­gis­teri­um now,
									

									What’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Shift­ing, sir, your ele­ments,
									

									Dry in­to cold, cold in­to moist, moist in­to hot,
									

									Hot in­to dry.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This is hea­then Greek to you still!
									

									Your lapis philo­sophi­cus?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis a stone,
									

									And not a stone; a spir­it, a soul, and a body:
									

									Which if you do dis­solve, it is dis­solved;
									

									If you co­agu­late, it is co­agu­lated;
									

									If you make it to fly, it fli­eth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Enough.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									This is hea­then Greek to you! What are you, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Please you, a ser­vant of the ex­iled Brethren,
									

									That deal with wid­ows’ and with orphans’ goods,
									

									And make a just ac­count un­to the Saints:
									

									A Dea­con.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, you are sent from mas­ter Whole­some,
									

									Your teach­er?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									From Tribu­la­tion Whole­some,
									

									Our very zeal­ous pas­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Good! I have
									

									Some orphans’ goods to come here.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Of what kind, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Pew­ter and brass, and­irons and kit­ch­en­ware,
									

									Metals, that we must use our medi­cine on:
									

									Wherein the Brethren may have a penny­worth
									

									For ready money.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Were the orphans’ par­ents
									

									Sin­cere pro­fess­ors?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why do you ask?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Be­cause
									

									We then are to deal justly, and give, in truth,
									

									Their ut­most value.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Slid, you’d cozen else,
									

									And if their par­ents were not of the faith­ful!—
									

									I will not trust you, now I think on it,
									

									’Till I have talked with your pas­tor. Have you brought money
									

									To buy more coals?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									No, surely.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No! How so?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									The Brethren bid me say un­to you, sir,
									

									Surely, they will not ven­ture any more,
									

									Till they may see pro­jec­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									You have had,
									

									For the in­stru­ments, as bricks, and loam, and glasses,
									

									Already thirty pound; and for ma­ter­i­als,
									

									They say, some ninety more: and they have heard since,
									

									That one at Heidel­berg, made it of an egg,
									

									And a small pa­per of pin-dust.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What’s your name?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									My name is Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Out, the var­let
									

									That cozened the Apostles! Hence, away!
									

									Flee, mis­chief! Had your holy Con­sist­ory
									

									No name to send me, of an­oth­er sound,
									

									Than wicked Anani­as? Send your eld­ers
									

									Hith­er to make atone­ment for you quickly,
									

									And give me sat­is­fac­tion; or out goes
									

									The fire; and down th’ alem­bics, and the fur­nace,
									

									Pi­ger Henri­cus, or what­not. Thou wretch!
									

									Both sericon and bufo shall be lost,
									

									Tell them. All hope of root­ing out the Bish­ops,
									

									Or the an­ti­chris­ti­an hier­archy, shall per­ish,
									

									If they stay threescore minutes: the aqueity,
									

									Ter­reity, and sul­phureity
									

									Shall run to­geth­er again, and all be an­nulled,
									

									Thou wicked Anani­as!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Anani­as.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									This will fetch ’em,
									

									And make them haste to­wards their gulling more.
									

									A man must deal like a rough nurse, and fright
									

									Those that are froward, to an ap­pet­ite.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face, in his uni­form, fol­lowed by Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He is busy with his spir­its, but we’ll upon him.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How now! What mates, what Bai­ards have we here?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I told you, he would be furi­ous.—Sir, here’s Nab,
									

									Has brought you an­oth­er piece of gold to look on:
									

									—We must ap­pease him. Give it me—and prays you,
									

									You would de­vise—what is it, Nab?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									A sign, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, a good lucky one, a thriv­ing sign, Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I was de­vis­ing now.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slight, do not say so,
									

									He will re­pent he gave you any more—
									

									What say you to his con­stel­la­tion, Doc­tor,
									

									The Bal­ance?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, that way is stale, and com­mon.
									

									A towns­man born in Taur­us, gives the bull,
									

									Or the bull’s-head: in Ar­ies, the ram,
									

									A poor device! No, I will have his name
									

									Formed in some mys­tic char­ac­ter; whose radii,
									

									Strik­ing the senses of the pass­ers by,
									

									Shall, by a vir­tu­al in­flu­ence, breed af­fec­tions,
									

									That may res­ult upon the party owns it:
									

									As thus—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nab!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He shall have “a bell,” that’s “Abel;”
									

									And by it stand­ing one whose name is “Dee,”
									

									In a “rug” gown, there’s “D,” and “Rug,” that’s “drug:”
									

									And right anenst him a dog snarling “er;”
									

									There’s “Drug­ger,” Abel Drug­ger. That’s his sign.
									

									And here’s now mys­tery and hiero­glyph­ic!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Abel, thou art made.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Sir, I do thank his wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Six o’ thy legs more will not do it, Nab.
									

									He has brought you a pipe of to­bacco, Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir;
									

									I have an­oth­er thing I would im­part—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Out with it, Nab.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Sir, there is lodged, hard by me,
									

									A rich young wid­ow—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good! A bona roba?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									But nine­teen, at the most.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Very good, Abel.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Marry, she’s not in fash­ion yet; she wears
									

									A hood, but it stands a cop.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No mat­ter, Abel.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									And I do now and then give her a fucus—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What! Dost thou deal, Nab?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I did tell you, Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									And phys­ic too, some­time, sir; for which she trusts me
									

									With all her mind. She’s come up here of pur­pose
									

									To learn the fash­ion.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good (his match too!)—On, Nab.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									And she does strangely long to know her for­tune.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ods lid, Nab, send her to the Doc­tor, hith­er.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, I have spoke to her of his wor­ship already;
									

									But she’s afraid it will be blown abroad,
									

									And hurt her mar­riage.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Hurt it! ’Tis the way
									

									To heal it, if ’twere hurt; to make it more
									

									Fol­lowed and sought: Nab, thou shalt tell her this.
									

									She’ll be more known, more talked of; and your wid­ows
									

									Are ne’er of any price till they be fam­ous;
									

									Their hon­our is their mul­ti­tude of suit­ors.
									

									Send her, it may be thy good for­tune. What!
									

									Thou dost not know.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									No, sir, she’ll nev­er marry
									

									Un­der a knight: her broth­er has made a vow.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What! And dost thou des­pair, my little Nab,
									

									Know­ing what the Doc­tor has set down for thee,
									

									And see­ing so many of the city dubbed?
									

									One glass o’ thy wa­ter, with a Madam I know,
									

									Will have it done, Nab: what’s her broth­er, a knight?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									No, sir, a gen­tle­man newly warm in his land, sir,
									

									Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that does gov­ern
									

									His sis­ter here; and is a man him­self
									

									Of some three thou­sand a year, and is come up
									

									To learn to quar­rel, and to live by his wits,
									

									And will go down again, and die in the coun­try.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How! To quar­rel?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir, to carry quar­rels,
									

									As gal­lants do; to man­age them by line.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slid, Nab, the Doc­tor is the only man
									

									In Christen­dom for him. He has made a table,
									

									With math­em­at­ic­al demon­stra­tions,
									

									Touch­ing the art of quar­rels: he will give him
									

									An in­stru­ment to quar­rel by. Go, bring them both,
									

									Him and his sis­ter. And, for thee, with her
									

									The Doc­tor haply may per­suade. Go to:
									

									’Shalt give his wor­ship a new dam­ask suit
									

									Upon the premises.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, good Cap­tain!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He shall;
									

									He is the hon­est­est fel­low, Doc­tor.—Stay not,
									

									No of­fers; bring the dam­ask, and the parties.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									I’ll try my power, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And thy will too, Nab.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Tis good to­bacco, this! What is’t an ounce?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He’ll send you a pound, Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O no.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He will do’t.
									

									It is the good­est soul!—Abel, about it.
									

									Thou shalt know more anon. Away, be gone.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									A miser­able rogue, and lives with cheese,
									

									And has the worms. That was the cause, in­deed,
									

									Why he came now: he dealt with me in private,
									

									To get a medi­cine for them.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And shall, sir. This works.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A wife, a wife for one on us, my dear Subtle!
									

									We’ll e’en draw lots, and he that fails, shall have
									

									The more in goods, the oth­er has in tail.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Rather the less: for she may be so light
									

									She may want grains.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, or be such a bur­den,
									

									A man would scarce en­dure her for the whole.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Faith, best let’s see her first, and then de­term­ine.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Con­tent: but Dol must have no breath on’t.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Mum.
									

									Away you, to your Surly yon­der, catch him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Pray God I have not stayed too long.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I fear it.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				The lane be­fore Love­wit’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Tribu­la­tion Whole­some and Anani­as.
							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									These chas­tise­ments are com­mon to the saints,
									

									And such re­bukes, we of the sep­ar­a­tion
									

									Must bear with will­ing shoulders, as the tri­als
									

									Sent forth to tempt our frailties.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									In pure zeal,
									

									I do not like the man; he is a hea­then,
									

									And speaks the lan­guage of Canaan, truly.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									I think him a pro­fane per­son in­deed.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									He bears
									

									The vis­ible mark of the beast in his fore­head.
									

									And for his stone, it is a work of dark­ness,
									

									And with philo­sophy blinds the eyes of man.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Good broth­er, we must bend un­to all means,
									

									That may give fur­ther­ance to the holy cause.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Which his can­not: the sanc­ti­fied cause
									

									Should have a sanc­ti­fied course.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Not al­ways ne­ces­sary:
									

									The chil­dren of per­di­tion are of­t­times
									

									Made in­stru­ments even of the greatest works:
									

									Be­side, we should give some­what to man’s nature,
									

									The place he lives in, still about the fire,
									

									And fume of metals, that in­tox­ic­ate
									

									The brain of man, and make him prone to pas­sion.
									

									Where have you great­er athe­ists than your cooks?
									

									Or more pro­fane, or choler­ic, than your glass-men?
									

									More an­ti­chris­ti­an than your bell-founders?
									

									What makes the Dev­il so dev­il­ish, I would ask you,
									

									Satan, our com­mon en­emy, but his be­ing
									

									Per­petu­ally about the fire, and boil­ing
									

									Brim­stone and ar­sen­ic? We must give, I say,
									

									Un­to the motives, and the stir­rers up
									

									Of hu­mours in the blood. It may be so,
									

									When as the work is done, the stone is made,
									

									This heat of his may turn in­to a zeal,
									

									And stand up for the beau­teous dis­cip­line,
									

									Against the men­stru­ous cloth and rag of Rome.
									

									We must await his call­ing, and the com­ing
									

									Of the good spir­it. You did fault, t’ up­braid him
									

									With the Brethren’s bless­ing of Heidel­berg, weigh­ing
									

									What need we have to hasten on the work,
									

									For the restor­ing of the si­lenced saints,
									

									Which ne’er will be, but by the philo­soph­er’s stone.
									

									And so a learned eld­er, one of Scot­land,
									

									As­sured me; aur­um pot­abile be­ing
									

									The only medi­cine, for the civil ma­gis­trate,
									

									T’ in­cline him to a feel­ing of the cause;
									

									And must be daily used in the dis­ease.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I have not edi­fied more, truly, by man;
									

									Not since the beau­ti­ful light first shone on me:
									

									And I am sad my zeal hath so of­fen­ded.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Let us call on him then.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									The mo­tion’s good,
									

									And of the spir­it; I will knock first.
									

									
										Knocks.
									
									

									Peace be with­in!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								The door is opened, and they enter.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Love­wit’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Subtle, fol­lowed by Tribu­la­tion and Anani­as.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, are you come? ’Twas time. Your threescore minutes
									

									Were at last thread, you see: and down had gone
									

									
										Fur­nus acedi­ae, tur­ris cir­cu­lat­ori­us:
									
									

									Lem­bec, bolt’s head, re­tort and pel­ic­an
									

									Had all been cinders.—Wicked Anani­as!
									

									Art thou re­turned? Nay then, it goes down yet.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Sir, be ap­peased; he is come to humble
									

									Him­self in spir­it, and to ask your pa­tience,
									

									If too much zeal hath car­ried him aside
									

									From the due path.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, this doth qual­i­fy!
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									The Brethren had no pur­pose, ver­ily,
									

									To give you the least griev­ance; but are ready
									

									To lend their will­ing hands to any pro­ject
									

									The spir­it and you dir­ect.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This qual­i­fies more!
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									And for the orphans’ goods, let them be val­ued,
									

									Or what is need­ful else to the holy work,
									

									It shall be numbered; here, by me, the Saints,
									

									Throw down their purse be­fore you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This qual­i­fies most!
									

									Why, thus it should be, now you un­der­stand.
									

									Have I dis­coursed so un­to you of our stone,
									

									And of the good that it shall bring your cause?
									

									Showed you (be­side the main of hir­ing forces
									

									Abroad, draw­ing the Hol­landers, your friends,
									

									From the In­dies, to serve you, with all their fleet)
									

									That even the medi­cin­al use shall make you a fac­tion,
									

									And party in the realm? As, put the case,
									

									That some great man in state, he have the gout,
									

									Why, you but send three drops of your elixir,
									

									You help him straight: there you have made a friend.
									

									An­oth­er has the palsy or the dropsy,
									

									He takes of your in­com­bust­ible stuff,
									

									He’s young again: there you have made a friend,
									

									A lady that is past the feat of body,
									

									Though not of mind, and hath her face de­cayed
									

									Bey­ond all cure of paint­ings, you re­store,
									

									With the oil of talc: there you have made a friend;
									

									And all her friends. A lord that is a leper,
									

									A knight that has the bone-ache, or a squire
									

									That hath both these, you make them smooth and sound,
									

									With a bare fricace of your medi­cine: still
									

									You in­crease your friends.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Ay, it is very preg­nant.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And then the turn­ing of this law­yer’s pew­ter
									

									To plate at Christ­mas.—
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Christ-tide, I pray you.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yet, Anani­as!
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I have done.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Or chan­ging
									

									His par­cel gilt to massy gold. You can­not
									

									But raise you friends. With­al, to be of power
									

									To pay an army in the field, to buy
									

									The King of France out of his realms, or Spain
									

									Out of his In­dies. What can you not do
									

									Against lords spir­itu­al or tem­por­al,
									

									That shall op­pone you?
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Ver­ily, ’tis true.
									

									We may be tem­por­al lords ourselves, I take it.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You may be any­thing, and leave off to make
									

									Long-win­ded ex­er­cises; or suck up
									

									Your “ha!” and “hum!” in a tune. I not deny,
									

									But such as are not graced in a state,
									

									May, for their ends, be ad­verse in re­li­gion,
									

									And get a tune to call the flock to­geth­er:
									

									For, to say sooth, a tune does much with wo­men,
									

									And oth­er phleg­mat­ic people; it is your bell.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Bells are pro­fane; a tune may be re­li­gious.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No warn­ing with you! Then farewell my pa­tience.
									

									’Slight, it shall down: I will not be thus tor­tured.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									I pray you, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									All shall per­ish. I have spoken it.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Let me find grace, sir, in your eyes; the man
									

									He stands cor­rec­ted: neither did his zeal,
									

									But as your­self, al­low a tune some­where.
									

									Which now, be­ing to­ward the stone, we shall not need.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, nor your holy viz­ard, to win wid­ows
									

									To give you legacies; or make zeal­ous wives
									

									To rob their hus­bands for the com­mon cause:
									

									Nor take the start of bonds broke but one day,
									

									And say, they were for­feited by provid­ence.
									

									Nor shall you need o’er night to eat huge meals,
									

									To cel­eb­rate your next day’s fast the bet­ter;
									

									The whilst the Brethren and the Sis­ters humbled,
									

									Abate the stiff­ness of the flesh. Nor cast
									

									Be­fore your hungry hear­ers scru­pu­lous bones;
									

									As wheth­er a Chris­ti­an may hawk or hunt,
									

									Or wheth­er mat­rons of the holy as­sembly
									

									May lay their hair out, or wear doublets,
									

									Or have that idol starch about their lin­en.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									It is in­deed an idol.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Mind him not, sir.
									

									I do com­mand thee, spir­it of zeal, but trouble,
									

									To peace with­in him! Pray you, sir, go on.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nor shall you need to li­bel ’gainst the prel­ates,
									

									And shorten so your ears against the hear­ing
									

									Of the next wire-drawn grace. Nor of ne­ces­sity
									

									Rail against plays, to please the al­der­man
									

									Whose daily cus­tard you de­vour; nor lie
									

									With zeal­ous rage till you are hoarse. Not one
									

									Of these so sin­gu­lar arts. Nor call yourselves
									

									By names of Tribu­la­tion, Per­se­cu­tion,
									

									Re­straint, Long-pa­tience, and such­like, af­fected
									

									By the whole fam­ily or wood of you,
									

									Only for glory, and to catch the ear
									

									Of the dis­ciple.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Truly, sir, they are
									

									Ways that the godly Brethren have in­ven­ted,
									

									For propaga­tion of the glor­i­ous cause,
									

									As very not­able means, and whereby also
									

									Them­selves grow soon, and prof­it­ably, fam­ous.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, but the stone, all’s idle to it! Noth­ing!
									

									The art of an­gels’ nature’s mir­acle,
									

									The di­vine secret that doth fly in clouds
									

									From east to west: and whose tra­di­tion
									

									Is not from men, but spir­its.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I hate tra­di­tions;
									

									I do not trust them—
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Peace!
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									They are pop­ish all.
									

									I will not peace: I will not—
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Anani­as!
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Please the pro­fane, to grieve the godly; I may not.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well, Anani­as, thou shalt over­come.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									It is an ig­nor­ant zeal that haunts him, sir;
									

									But truly, else, a very faith­ful Broth­er,
									

									A botch­er, and a man, by rev­el­a­tion,
									

									That hath a com­pet­ent know­ledge of the truth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Has he a com­pet­ent sum there in the bag
									

									To buy the goods with­in? I am made guard­i­an,
									

									And must, for char­ity, and con­science sake,
									

									Now see the most be made for my poor orphan;
									

									Though I de­sire the Brethren too good gain­ers:
									

									There they are with­in. When you have viewed and bought ’em,
									

									And ta’en the in­vent­ory of what they are,
									

									They are ready for pro­jec­tion; there’s no more
									

									To do: cast on the medi­cine, so much sil­ver
									

									As there is tin there, so much gold as brass,
									

									I’ll give’t you in by weight.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									But how long time,
									

									Sir, must the saints ex­pect yet?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Let me see,
									

									How’s the moon now? Eight, nine, ten days hence,
									

									He will be sil­ver potate; then three days
									

									Be­fore he cit­ron­ise: Some fif­teen days,
									

									The ma­gis­teri­um will be per­fec­ted.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									About the second day of the third week,
									

									In the ninth month?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, my good Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									What will the orphan’s goods arise to, think you?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Some hun­dred marks, as much as filled three cars,
									

									Un­laded now: you’ll make six mil­lions of them.—
									

									But I must have more coals laid in.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									How?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									An­oth­er load,
									

									And then we have fin­ished. We must now in­crease
									

									Our fire to ig­nis ar­dens; we are past
									

									
										Fimus equinus, bal­nei, cin­er­is,
									
									

									And all those lenter heats. If the holy purse
									

									Should with this draught fall low, and that the saints
									

									Do need a present sum, I have a trick
									

									To melt the pew­ter, you shall buy now, in­stantly,
									

									And with a tinc­ture make you as good Dutch dol­lars
									

									As any are in Hol­land.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Can you so?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, and shall ’bide the third ex­am­in­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									It will be joy­ful tid­ings to the Brethren.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									But you must carry it secret.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Ay; but stay,
									

									This act of coin­ing, is it law­ful?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Law­ful!
									

									We know no ma­gis­trate; or, if we did,
									

									This is for­eign coin.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									It is no coin­ing, sir.
									

									It is but cast­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Ha! You dis­tin­guish well:
									

									Cast­ing of money may be law­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									’Tis, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Truly, I take it so.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									There is no scruple,
									

									Sir, to be made of it; be­lieve Anani­as:
									

									This case of con­science he is stud­ied in.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									I’ll make a ques­tion of it to the Brethren.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									The Brethren shall ap­prove it law­ful, doubt not.
									

									Where shall it be done?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Knock­ing without.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									For that we’ll talk anon.
									

									There’s some to speak with me. Go in, I pray you,
									

									And view the par­cels. That’s the in­vent­ory.
									

									I’ll come to you straight.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Tribu­la­tion and Anani­as.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Who is it?—Face! Ap­pear.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face in his uni­form.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now! Good prize?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good pox! Yond’ cost­ive cheat­er
									

									Nev­er came on.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How then?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I have walked the round
									

									Till now, and no such thing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And have you quit him?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Quit him! An hell would quit him too, he were happy.
									

									’Slight! Would you have me stalk like a mill-jade,
									

									All day, for one that will not yield us grains?
									

									I know him of old.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, but to have gulled him,
									

									Had been a mas­tery.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Let him go, black boy!
									

									And turn thee, that some fresh news may pos­sess thee.
									

									A noble count, a don of Spain, my dear
									

									De­li­cious com­peer, and my party-bawd,
									

									Who is come hith­er private for his con­science,
									

									And brought mu­ni­tion with him, six great slops,
									

									Big­ger than three Dutch hoys, be­side round trunks,
									

									Fur­nished with pis­to­lets, and pieces of eight,
									

									Will straight be here, my rogue, to have thy bath,
									

									(That is the col­our,) and to make his bat­tery
									

									Upon our Dol, our castle, our Cinque-Port,
									

									Our Dover pier, our what thou wilt. Where is she?
									

									She must pre­pare per­fumes, del­ic­ate lin­en,
									

									The bath in chief, a ban­quet, and her wit,
									

									For she must milk his epi­di­di­mis.
									

									Where is the doxy?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I’ll send her to thee:
									

									And but des­patch my brace of little John Ley­dens,
									

									And come again my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Are they with­in then?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Num­ber­ing the sum.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How much?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									A hun­dred marks, boy.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, this is a lucky day. Ten pounds of Mam­mon!
									

									Three of my clerk! A portague of my gro­cer!
									

									This of the Brethren! Be­side re­ver­sions,
									

									And states to come in the wid­ow, and my count!
									

									My share today will not be bought for forty—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dol.
							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									What?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Pounds, dainty Dorothy! Art thou so near?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes; say, lord Gen­er­al, how fares our camp?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									As with the few that had en­trenched them­selves
									

									Safe, by their dis­cip­line, against a world, Dol,
									

									And laughed with­in those trenches, and grew fat
									

									With think­ing on the booties, Dol, brought in
									

									Daily by their small parties. This dear hour,
									

									A doughty don is taken with my Dol;
									

									And thou mayst make his ransom what thou wilt,
									

									My Dousa­bel; he shall be brought here fettered
									

									With thy fair looks, be­fore he sees thee; and thrown
									

									In a down-bed, as dark as any dun­geon;
									

									Where thou shalt keep him wak­ing with thy drum;
									

									Thy drum, my Dol, thy drum; till he be tame
									

									As the poor black­birds were in the great frost,
									

									Or bees are with a bason; and so hive him
									

									In the swanskin cov­er­lid, and cam­bric sheets,
									

									Till he work honey and wax, my little God’s-gift.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									What is he, Gen­er­al?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									An adalantado,
									

									A grandee, girl. Was not my Dap­per here yet?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									No.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nor my Drug­ger?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Neither.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A pox on ’em,
									

									They are so long a fur­nish­ing! Such stink­ards
									

									Would not be seen upon these fest­iv­al days.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now! Have you done?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Done. They are gone: the sum
									

									Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew
									

									An­oth­er chap­man now would buy ’em out­right.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slid, Nab shall do’t against he have the wid­ow,
									

									To fur­nish house­hold.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ex­cel­lent, well thought on:
									

									Pray God he come!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I pray he keep away
									

									Till our new busi­ness be o’er­past.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									But, Face,
									

									How cam’st thou by this secret don?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A spir­it
									

									Brought me th’ in­tel­li­gence in a pa­per here,
									

									As I was con­jur­ing yon­der in my circle
									

									For Surly; I have my flies abroad. Your bath
									

									Is fam­ous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol,
									

									You must go tune your vir­gin­al, no los­ing
									

									O’ the least time: and, do you hear? Good ac­tion.
									

									Firk, like a flounder; kiss, like a scal­lop, close;
									

									And tickle him with thy moth­er tongue. His great
									

									Ver­dugo­ship has not a jot of lan­guage;
									

									So much the easi­er to be cozened, my Dolly.
									

									He will come here in a hired coach, ob­scure,
									

									And our own coach­man, whom I have sent as guide,
									

									No creature else.
									

									
										Knock­ing without.
									
									

									Who’s that?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									It is not he?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O no, not yet this hour.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Dol.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who is’t?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Dap­per,
									

									Your clerk.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									God’s will then, Queen of Fairy,
									

									On with your tire; and, Doc­tor, with your robes.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Let’s dis­patch him for God’s sake.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Twill be long.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I war­rant you, take but the cues I give you,
									

									It shall be brief enough.
									

									
										Goes to the win­dow.
									
									

									’Slight, here are more!
									

									Abel, and I think the angry boy, the heir,
									

									That fain would quar­rel.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And the wid­ow?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No,
									

									Not that I see. Away!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dap­per.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									O sir, you are wel­come.
									

									The Doc­tor is with­in a mov­ing for you;
									

									I have had the most ado to win him to it!—
									

									He swears you’ll be the darling of the dice:
									

									He nev­er heard her High­ness dote till now.
									

									Your aunt has giv­en you the most gra­cious words
									

									That can be thought on.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Shall I see her Grace?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									See her, and kiss her too.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Drug­ger, fol­lowed by Kastril.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									What, hon­est Nab!
									

									Hast brought the dam­ask?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									No, sir; here’s to­bacco.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis well done, Nab; thou’lt bring the dam­ask too?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes: here’s the gen­tle­man, Cap­tain, mas­ter Kastril,
									

									I have brought to see the Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Where’s the wid­ow?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Sir, as he likes, his sis­ter, he says, shall come.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, is it so? Good time. Is your name Kastril, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, and the best of the Kastrils, I’d be sorry else,
									

									By fif­teen hun­dred a year. Where is the Doc­tor?
									

									My mad to­bacco-boy, here, tells me of one
									

									That can do things: has he any skill?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Wherein, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									To carry a busi­ness, man­age a quar­rel fairly,
									

									Upon fit terms.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									It seems, sir, you are but young
									

									About the town, that can make that a ques­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Sir, not so young, but I have heard some speech
									

									Of the angry boys, and seen them take to­bacco;
									

									And in his shop; and I can take it too.
									

									And I would fain be one of ’em, and go down
									

									And prac­tise in the coun­try.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, for the du­ello,
									

									The Doc­tor, I as­sure you, shall in­form you,
									

									To the least shad­ow of a hair; and show you
									

									An in­stru­ment he has of his own mak­ing,
									

									Where­with no soon­er shall you make re­port
									

									Of any quar­rel, but he will take the height on’t
									

									Most in­stantly, and tell in what de­gree
									

									Of safety it lies in, or mor­tal­ity.
									

									And how it may be borne, wheth­er in a right line,
									

									Or a half circle; or may else be cast
									

									In­to an angle blunt, if not acute:
									

									And this he will demon­strate. And then, rules
									

									To give and take the lie by.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									How! To take it?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, in ob­lique he’ll show you, or in circle;
									

									But nev­er in dia­met­er. The whole town
									

									Study his the­or­ems, and dis­pute them or­din­ar­ily
									

									At the eat­ing academies.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									But does he teach
									

									Liv­ing by the wits too?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Any­thing whatever.
									

									You can­not think that sub­tlety, but he reads it.
									

									He made me a Cap­tain. I was a stark pimp,
									

									Just of your stand­ing, ’fore I met with him;
									

									It is not two months since. I’ll tell you his meth­od:
									

									First, he will enter you at some or­din­ary.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									No, I’ll not come there: you shall par­don me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									For why, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									There’s gam­ing there, and tricks.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, would you be
									

									A gal­lant, and not game?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, ’twill spend a man.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Spend you! It will re­pair you when you are spent:
									

									How do they live by their wits there, that have ven­ted
									

									Six times your for­tunes?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									What, three thou­sand a-year!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, forty thou­sand.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Are there such?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, sir,
									

									And gal­lants yet. Here’s a young gen­tle­man
									

									
										Points to Dap­per.
									
									

									Is born to noth­ing—forty marks a year,
									

									Which I count noth­ing:—he is to be ini­ti­ated,
									

									And have a fly of the Doc­tor. He will win you,
									

									By un­res­ist­ible luck, with­in this fort­night,
									

									Enough to buy a bar­ony. They will set him
									

									Up­most, at the Groom port­er’s, all the Christ­mas:
									

									And for the whole year through, at every place,
									

									Where there is play, present him with the chair;
									

									The best at­tend­ance, the best drink; some­times
									

									Two glasses of Ca­nary, and pay noth­ing;
									

									The purest lin­en, and the sharpest knife,
									

									The part­ridge next his trench­er: and some­where
									

									The dainty bed, in private, with the dainty.
									

									You shall have your or­din­ar­ies bid for him,
									

									As play­houses for a poet; and the mas­ter
									

									Pray him aloud to name what dish he af­fects,
									

									Which must be buttered shrimps: and those that drink
									

									To no mouth else, will drink to his, as be­ing
									

									The goodly pres­id­ent mouth of all the board.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Do you not gull one?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Ods my life! Do you think it?
									

									You shall have a cast com­mand­er, (can but get
									

									In cred­it with a glover, or a spur­ri­er,
									

									For some two pair of either’s ware afore­hand,)
									

									Will, by most swift posts, deal­ing with him,
									

									Ar­rive at com­pet­ent means to keep him­self,
									

									His punk and na­ked boy, in ex­cel­lent fash­ion,
									

									And be ad­mired for’t.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Will the Doc­tor teach this?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He will do more, sir: when your land is gone,
									

									As men of spir­it hate to keep earth long,
									

									In a va­ca­tion, when small money is stir­ring,
									

									And or­din­ar­ies sus­pen­ded till the term,
									

									He’ll show a per­spect­ive, where on one side
									

									You shall be­hold the faces and the per­sons
									

									Of all suf­fi­cient young heirs in town,
									

									Whose bonds are cur­rent for com­mod­ity;
									

									On th’ oth­er side, the mer­chants’ forms, and oth­ers,
									

									That without help of any second broker,
									

									Who would ex­pect a share, will trust such par­cels:
									

									In the third square, the very street and sign
									

									Where the com­mod­ity dwells, and does but wait
									

									To be de­livered, be it pep­per, soap,
									

									Hops, or to­bacco, oat­meal, woad, or cheeses.
									

									All which you may so handle, to en­joy
									

									To your own use, and nev­er stand ob­liged.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I’faith! Is he such a fel­low?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, Nab here knows him.
									

									And then for mak­ing matches for rich wid­ows,
									

									Young gen­tle­wo­men, heirs, the for­tu­nat’st man!
									

									He’s sent to, far and near, all over Eng­land,
									

									To have his coun­sel, and to know their for­tunes.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									God’s will, my sis­ter shall see him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I’ll tell you, sir,
									

									What he did tell me of Nab. It’s a strange thing:—
									

									By the way, you must eat no cheese, Nab, it breeds mel­an­choly,
									

									And that same mel­an­choly breeds worms; but pass it:—
									

									He told me, hon­est Nab here was ne’er at tav­ern
									

									But once in’s life!
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Truth, and no more I was not.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And then he was so sick—
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Could he tell you that too?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How should I know it?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									In troth we had been a-shoot­ing,
									

									And had a piece of fat ram-mut­ton to sup­per,
									

									That lay so heavy o’ my stom­ach—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And he has no head
									

									To bear any wine; for what with the noise of the fid­dlers,
									

									And care of his shop, for he dares keep no ser­vants—
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									My head did so ache—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And he was fain to be brought home,
									

									The Doc­tor told me: and then a good old wo­man—
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, faith, she dwells in Sea-coal Lane—did cure me,
									

									With sod­den ale, and pel­lit­ory of the wall;
									

									Cost me but two­pence. I had an­oth­er sick­ness
									

									Was worse than that.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, that was with the grief
									

									Thou took’st for be­ing ’sessed at eight­een-pence,
									

									For the wa­ter-work.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									In truth, and it was like
									

									T’ have cost me al­most my life.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Thy hair went off?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir; ’twas done for spite.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, so says the Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Pray thee, to­bacco-boy, go fetch my sis­ter;
									

									I’ll see this learned boy be­fore I go;
									

									And so shall she.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, he is busy now:
									

									But if you have a sis­ter to fetch hith­er,
									

									Per­haps your own pains may com­mand her soon­er;
									

									And he by that time will be free.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I go.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Drug­ger, she’s thine: the dam­ask!—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Subtle and I
									

									Must wrestle for her.
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									—Come on, mas­ter Dap­per,
									

									You see how I turn cli­ents here away,
									

									To give your cause dis­patch; have you per­formed
									

									The ce­re­mon­ies were en­joined you?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes, of the vin­eg­ar,
									

									And the clean shirt.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis well: that shirt may do you
									

									More wor­ship than you think. Your aunt’s afire,
									

									But that she will not show it, t’ have a sight of you.
									

									Have you provided for her Grace’s ser­vants?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes, here are six score Ed­ward shil­lings.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good!
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And an old Harry’s sov­er­eign.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Very good!
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And three James shil­lings, and an Eliza­beth groat,
									

									Just twenty nobles.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, you are too just.
									

									I would you had had the oth­er noble in Marys.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I have some Philip and Marys.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, those same
									

									Are best of all: where are they? Hark, the Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle, dis­guised like a priest of Fairy, with a stripe of cloth.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									In a feigned voice. Is yet her grace’s cous­in come?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He is come.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And is he fast­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And hath cried hum?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Thrice, you must an­swer.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Thrice.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And as oft buz?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									If you have, say.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I have.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Then, to her cuz,
									

									Hop­ing that he hath vin­egared his senses,
									

									As he was bid, the Fairy Queen dis­penses,
									

									By me, this robe, the pet­ti­coat of for­tune;
									

									Which that he straight put on, she doth im­por­tune.
									

									And though to for­tune near be her pet­ti­coat,
									

									Yet near­er is her smock, the Queen doth note:
									

									And there­fore, ev’n of that a piece she hath sent
									

									Which, be­ing a child, to wrap him in was rent;
									

									And prays him for a scarf he now will wear it,
									

									With as much love as then her Grace did tear it,
									

									About his eyes, to show he is for­tu­nate.
									

									
										They blind him with the rag.
									
									

									And, trust­ing un­to her to make his state,
									

									He’ll throw away all worldly pelf about him;
									

									Which that he will per­form, she doth not doubt him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									She need not doubt him, sir. Alas, he has noth­ing,
									

									But what he will part with­al as will­ingly,
									

									Upon her Grace’s word—throw away your purse—
									

									As she would ask it;—handker­chiefs and all—
									

									
										He throws away, as they bid him.
									
									

									She can­not bid that thing, but he’ll obey.—
									

									If you have a ring about you, cast it off,
									

									Or a sil­ver seal at your wrist; her Grace will send
									

									Her fair­ies here to search you, there­fore deal
									

									Dir­ectly with her high­ness: if they find
									

									That you con­ceal a mite, you are un­done.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Truly, there’s all.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									All what?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									My money; truly.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Keep noth­ing that is trans­it­ory about you.
									

									
										Aside to Subtle.
									
									

									Bid Dol play mu­sic.—
									

									
										Dol plays on the cit­tern with­in.
									
									

									Look, the elves are come.
									

									To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Ad­vise you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They pinch him.
							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									O! I have a pa­per with a spur-ri­al in’t.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ti, ti.
									

									They knew’t, they say.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ti, ti, ti, ti. He has more yet.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ti, ti-ti-ti.
									

									
										Aside to Subtle.
									
									

									In the oth­er pock­et.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Titi, titi, titi, titi, titi.
									

									They must pinch him or he will nev­er con­fess, they say.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They pinch him again.
							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									O, O!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, pray you, hold: he is her Grace’s neph­ew,
									

									Ti, ti, ti? What care you? Good faith, you shall care.—
									

									Deal plainly, sir, and shame the fair­ies. Show
									

									You are in­no­cent.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									By this good light, I have noth­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, ta. He does equi­voc­ate she says:
									

									Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do, ti da;
									

									and swears by the Light when he is blinded.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									By this good Dark, I have noth­ing but a half-crown
									

									Of gold about my wrist, that my love gave me;
									

									And a leaden heart I wore since she for­sook me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I thought ’twas some­thing. And would you in­cur
									

									Your aunt’s dis­pleas­ure for these trifles? Come,
									

									I had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns.
									

									
										Takes it off.
									
									

									You may wear your leaden heart still.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dol hast­ily.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What news, Dol?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yon­der’s your knight, Sir Mam­mon.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Ods lid, we nev­er thought of him till now!
									

									Where is he?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Here hard by: he is at the door.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And you are not ready now! Dol, get his suit.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Dol.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									He must not be sent back.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, by no means.
									

									What shall we do with this same puffin here,
									

									Now he’s on the spit?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, lay him back awhile,
									

									With some device.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Dol, with Face’s clothes.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—Ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, Would her Grace speak with me?
									

									I come.—Help, Dol!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Knock­ing without.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										Speaks through the key­hole.
									
									

									Who’s there? Sir Epi­cure,
									

									My mas­ter’s in the way. Please you to walk
									

									Three or four turns, but till his back be turned,
									

									And I am for you.—Quickly, Dol!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Her Grace
									

									Com­mends her kindly to you, mas­ter Dap­per.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I long to see her Grace.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									She now is set
									

									At din­ner in her bed, and she has sent you
									

									From her own private trench­er, a dead mouse,
									

									And a piece of ginger­bread, to be merry with­al,
									

									And stay your stom­ach, lest you faint with fast­ing:
									

									Yet if you could hold out till she saw you, she says,
									

									It would be bet­ter for you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, he shall
									

									Hold out, an ’twere this two hours, for her high­ness;
									

									I can as­sure you that. We will not lose
									

									All we have done.—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He must not see, nor speak
									

									To any­body, till then.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									For that we’ll put, sir,
									

									A stay in’s mouth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Of what?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Of ginger­bread.
									

									Make you it fit. He that hath pleased her Grace
									

									Thus far, shall not now crinkle for a little.—
									

									Gape, sir, and let him fit you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They thrust a gag of ginger­bread in his mouth.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Where shall we now
									

									Be­stow him?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									In the privy.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Come along, sir,
									

									I now must show you For­tune’s privy lodgings.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Are they per­fumed, and his bath ready?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									All:
									

									Only the fu­mig­a­tion’s some­what strong.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										Speak­ing through the key­hole.
									
									

									Sir Epi­cure, I am yours, sir, by and by.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt with Dap­per.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A room in Love­wit’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Face and Mam­mon.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O sir, you’re come in the only finest time.—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Where’s mas­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Now pre­par­ing for pro­jec­tion, sir.
									

									Your stuff will be all changed shortly.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									In­to gold?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									To gold and sil­ver, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Sil­ver I care not for.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir, a little to give beg­gars.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Where’s the lady?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									At hand here. I have told her such brave things of you,
									

									Touch­ing your bounty, and your noble spir­it—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Hast thou?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									As she is al­most in her fit to see you.
									

									But, good sir, no di­vin­ity in your con­fer­ence,
									

									For fear of put­ting her in rage.—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I war­rant thee.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Six men [sir] will not hold her down: and then,
									

									If the old man should hear or see you—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Fear not.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The very house, sir, would run mad. You know it,
									

									How scru­pu­lous he is, and vi­ol­ent,
									

									’Gainst the least act of sin. Phys­ic, or math­em­at­ics,
									

									Po­etry, state, or baw­dry, as I told you,
									

									She will en­dure, and nev­er startle; but
									

									No word of con­tro­versy.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I am schooled, good Ulen.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And you must praise her house, re­mem­ber that,
									

									And her no­bil­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Let me alone:
									

									No her­ald, no, nor an­ti­quary, Lungs,
									

									Shall do it bet­ter. Go.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. Why, this is yet
									

									A kind of mod­ern hap­pi­ness, to have
									

									Dol Com­mon for a great lady.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Now, Epi­cure,
									

									Height­en thy­self, talk to her all in gold;
									

									Rain her as many showers as Jove did drops
									

									Un­to his Dan­ae; show the god a miser,
									

									Com­pared with Mam­mon. What! The stone will do’t.
									

									She shall feel gold, taste gold, hear gold, sleep gold;
									

									Nay, we will con­cumbere gold: I will be puis­sant,
									

									And mighty in my talk to her.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face, with Dol richly dressed.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here she comes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									To him, Dol, suckle him.—This is the noble knight,
									

									I told your lady­ship—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Madam, with your par­don,
									

									I kiss your ves­ture.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Sir, I were un­civil
									

									If I would suf­fer that; my lip to you, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I hope my lord your broth­er be in health, lady.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									My lord, my broth­er is, though I no lady, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. Well said, my Guinea bird.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Right noble madam—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. O, we shall have most fierce id­ol­atry.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Tis your prerog­at­ive.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Rather your cour­tesy.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Were there nought else to en­large your vir­tues to me,
									

									These an­swers speak your breed­ing and your blood.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Blood we boast none, sir, a poor bar­on’s daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Poor! And gat you? Pro­fane not. Had your fath­er
									

									Slept all the happy rem­nant of his life
									

									After that act, li­en but there still, and panted,
									

									He had done enough to make him­self, his is­sue,
									

									And his pos­ter­ity noble.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Sir, al­though
									

									We may be said to want the gilt and trap­pings,
									

									The dress of hon­our, yet we strive to keep
									

									The seeds and the ma­ter­i­als.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I do see
									

									The old in­gredi­ent, vir­tue, was not lost,
									

									Nor the drug money used to make your com­pound.
									

									There is a strange no­bil­ity in your eye,
									

									This lip, that chin! Me­thinks you do re­semble
									

									One of the Aus­tri­ac princes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Very like!
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									Her fath­er was an Ir­ish cost­er­mon­ger.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									The house of Valois just had such a nose,
									

									And such a fore­head yet the Medici
									

									Of Florence boast.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Troth, and I have been likened
									

									To all these princes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. I’ll be sworn, I heard it.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I know not how! It is not any­one,
									

									But e’en the very choice of all their fea­tures.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. I’ll in, and laugh.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									A cer­tain touch, or air,
									

									That sparkles a di­vin­ity, bey­ond
									

									An earthly beauty!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O, you play the courtier.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Good lady, give me leave—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									In faith, I may not,
									

									To mock me, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									To burn in this sweet flame;
									

									The phoenix nev­er knew a no­bler death.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Nay, now you court the courtier, and des­troy
									

									What you would build. This art, sir, in your words,
									

									Calls your whole faith in ques­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									By my soul—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Nay, oaths are made of the same air, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nature
									

									Nev­er be­stowed upon mor­tal­ity
									

									A more un­blamed, a more har­mo­ni­ous fea­ture;
									

									She played the step­dame in all faces else:
									

									Sweet Madam, let me be par­tic­u­lar—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Par­tic­u­lar, sir! I pray you know your dis­tance.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									In no ill sense, sweet lady; but to ask
									

									How your fair graces pass the hours? I see
									

									You are lodged here, in the house of a rare man,
									

									An ex­cel­lent artist; but what’s that to you?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes, sir; I study here the math­em­at­ics,
									

									And dis­til­la­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O, I cry your par­don.
									

									He’s a di­vine in­struct­or! Can ex­tract
									

									The souls of all things by his art; call all
									

									The vir­tues, and the mir­acles of the sun,
									

									In­to a tem­per­ate fur­nace; teach dull nature
									

									What her own forces are. A man, the em­per­or
									

									Has cour­ted above Kelly; sent his medals
									

									And chains, to in­vite him.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Ay, and for his phys­ic, sir—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Above the art of Aes­cu­lapius,
									

									That drew the envy of the thun­der­er!
									

									I know all this, and more.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Troth, I am taken, sir,
									

									Whole with these stud­ies, that con­tem­plate nature.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									It is a noble hu­mour; but this form
									

									Was not in­ten­ded to so dark a use.
									

									Had you been crooked, foul, of some coarse mould
									

									A cloister had done well; but such a fea­ture
									

									That might stand up the glory of a king­dom,
									

									To live re­cluse! Is a mere so­loe­cism,
									

									Though in a nun­nery. It must not be.
									

									I muse, my lord your broth­er will per­mit it:
									

									You should spend half my land first, were I he.
									

									Does not this dia­mond bet­ter on my fin­ger,
									

									Than in the quarry?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Why, you are like it.
									

									You were cre­ated, lady, for the light.
									

									Here, you shall wear it; take it, the first pledge
									

									Of what I speak, to bind you to be­lieve me.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									In chains of adam­ant?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Yes, the strongest bands.
									

									And take a secret too—here, by your side,
									

									Doth stand this hour, the hap­pi­est man in Europe.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									You are con­ten­ded, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, in true be­ing,
									

									The envy of princes and the fear of states.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Say you so, Sir Epi­cure?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Yes, and thou shalt prove it,
									

									Daugh­ter of hon­our. I have cast mine eye
									

									Upon thy form, and I will rear this beauty
									

									Above all styles.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									You mean no treas­on, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No, I will take away that jeal­ousy.
									

									I am the lord of the philo­soph­er’s stone,
									

									And thou the lady.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									How, sir! Have you that?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I am the mas­ter of the mys­tery.
									

									This day the good old wretch here o’ the house
									

									Has made it for us: now he’s at pro­jec­tion.
									

									Think there­fore thy first wish now, let me hear it;
									

									And it shall rain in­to thy lap, no shower,
									

									But floods of gold, whole catar­acts, a de­luge,
									

									To get a na­tion on thee.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									You are pleased, sir,
									

									To work on the am­bi­tion of our sex.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I am pleased the glory of her sex should know,
									

									This nook, here, of the Fri­ars is no cli­mate
									

									For her to live ob­scurely in, to learn
									

									Phys­ic and sur­gery, for the con­stable’s wife
									

									Of some odd hun­dred in Es­sex; but come forth,
									

									And taste the air of palaces; eat, drink
									

									The toils of em­pir­ics, and their boas­ted prac­tice;
									

									Tinc­ture of pearl, and cor­al, gold, and am­ber;
									

									Be seen at feasts and tri­umphs; have it asked,
									

									What mir­acle she is; set all the eyes
									

									Of court afire, like a burn­ing glass,
									

									And work them in­to cinders, when the jew­els
									

									Of twenty states ad­orn thee, and the light
									

									Strikes out the stars! That when thy name is men­tioned,
									

									Queens may look pale; and we but show­ing our love,
									

									Nero’s Pop­paea may be lost in story!
									

									Thus will we have it.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									I could well con­sent, sir.
									

									But, in a mon­archy, how will this be?
									

									The prince will soon take no­tice, and both seize
									

									You and your stone, it be­ing a wealth un­fit
									

									For any private sub­ject.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									If he knew it.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Your­self do boast it, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									To thee, my life.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									O, but be­ware, sir! You may come to end
									

									The rem­nants of your days in a loathed pris­on,
									

									By speak­ing of it.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									’Tis no idle fear.
									

									We’ll there­fore go with­al, my girl, and live
									

									In a free state, where we will eat our mul­lets,
									

									Soused in high-coun­try wines, sup pheas­ants’ eggs,
									

									And have our cockles boiled in sil­ver shells;
									

									Our shrimps to swim again, as when they lived,
									

									In a rare but­ter made of dol­phins’ milk,
									

									Whose cream does look like opals; and with these
									

									Del­ic­ate meats set ourselves high for pleas­ure,
									

									And take us down again, and then re­new
									

									Our youth and strength with drink­ing the elixir,
									

									And so en­joy a per­petu­ity
									

									Of life and lust! And thou shalt have thy ward­robe
									

									Rich­er than nature’s, still to change thy­self,
									

									And vary of­ten­er, for thy pride, than she,
									

									Or art, her wise and al­most-equal ser­vant.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, you are too loud. I hear you every word
									

									In­to the labor­at­ory. Some fit­ter place;
									

									The garden, or great cham­ber above. How like you her?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ex­cel­lent! Lungs. There’s for thee.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Gives him money.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									But do you hear?
									

									Good sir, be­ware, no men­tion of the Rab­bins.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									We think not on ’em.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mam­mon and Dol.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, it is well, sir.—Subtle!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Dost thou not laugh?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes; are they gone?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									All’s clear.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The wid­ow is come.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And your quar­rel­ling dis­ciple?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I must to my cap­tain­ship again then.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Stay, bring them in first.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									So I meant. What is she?
									

									A bon­ni­bel?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I know not.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									We’ll draw lots:
									

									You’ll stand to that?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What else?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, for a suit,
									

									To fall now like a cur­tain, flap!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									To the door, man.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You’ll have the first kiss, ’cause I am not ready.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, and per­haps hit you through both the nos­trils.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Who would you speak with?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									With­in. Where’s the Cap­tain?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Gone, sir,
									

									About some busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									With­in. Gone!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. He’ll re­turn straight.
									

									But Mas­ter Doc­tor, his lieu­ten­ant, is here.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Kastril, fol­lowed by Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Come near, my wor­ship­ful boy, my ter­rae fili,
									

									That is, my boy of land; make thy ap­proaches:
									

									Wel­come; I know thy lusts, and thy de­sires,
									

									And I will serve and sat­is­fy them. Be­gin,
									

									Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this line;
									

									Here is my centre: ground thy quar­rel.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									You lie.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How, child of wrath and an­ger! The loud lie?
									

									For what, my sud­den boy?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Nay, that look you to,
									

									I am afore­hand.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, this is no true gram­mar,
									

									And as ill lo­gic! You must render causes, child,
									

									Your first and second in­ten­tions, know your can­ons
									

									And your di­vi­sions, moods, de­grees, and dif­fer­ences,
									

									Your pre­dic­a­ments, sub­stance, and ac­ci­dent,
									

									Series, ex­tern and in­tern, with their causes,
									

									Ef­fi­cient, ma­ter­i­al, form­al, fi­nal,
									

									And have your ele­ments per­fect.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Aside. What is this?
									

									The angry tongue he talks in?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									That false pre­cept,
									

									Of be­ing afore­hand, has de­ceived a num­ber,
									

									And made them enter quar­rels, of­ten­times,
									

									Be­fore they were aware; and af­ter­ward,
									

									Against their wills.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									How must I do then, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I cry this lady mercy: she should first
									

									Have been sa­luted.
									

									
										Kisses her.
									
									

									I do call you lady,
									

									Be­cause you are to be one, ere’t be long,
									

									My soft and bux­om wid­ow.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Is she, i’faith?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, or my art is an egre­gious li­ar.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									How know you?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									By in­spec­tion on her fore­head,
									

									And sub­tlety of her lip, which must be tasted
									

									Of­ten to make a judg­ment.
									

									
										Kisses her again.
									
									

									’Slight, she melts
									

									Like a myro­bolane:—here is yet a line,
									

									In rivo frontis, tells me he is no knight.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									What is he then, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Let me see your hand.
									

									O, your lin­ea for­tu­nae makes it plain;
									

									And stella here in monte Ven­er­is.
									

									But, most of all, junc­tura an­nu­lar­is.
									

									He is a sol­dier, or a man of art, lady,
									

									But shall have some great hon­our shortly.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Broth­er,
									

									He’s a rare man, be­lieve me!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face, in his uni­form.
							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Hold your peace.
									

									Here comes the t’oth­er rare man.—’Save you, Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good mas­ter Kastril! Is this your sis­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, sir.
									

									Please you to kiss her, and be proud to know her.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I shall be proud to know you, lady.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Kisses her.
							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Broth­er,
									

									He calls me lady too.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, peace: I heard it.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Takes her aside.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The count is come.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Where is he?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									At the door.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, you must en­ter­tain him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What will you do
									

									With these the while?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, have them up, and show them
									

									Some fus­ti­an book, or the dark glass.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Fore God,
									

									She is a del­ic­ate dabchick! I must have her.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Must you! Ay, if your for­tune will, you must.—
									

									Come, sir, the Cap­tain will come to us presently:
									

									I’ll have you to my cham­ber of demon­stra­tions,
									

									Where I will show you both the gram­mar and lo­gic,
									

									And rhet­or­ic of quar­rel­ling; my whole meth­od
									

									Drawn out in tables; and my in­stru­ment,
									

									That hath the sev­er­al scales upon’t, shall make you
									

									Able to quar­rel at a straw’s-breadth by moon­light.
									

									And, lady, I’ll have you look in a glass,
									

									Some half an hour, but to clear your eye­sight,
									

									Against you see your for­tune; which is great­er,
									

									Than I may judge upon the sud­den, trust me.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit, fol­lowed by Kastril and Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Where are you, Doc­tor?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. I’ll come to you presently.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I will have this same wid­ow, now I have seen her,
									

									On any com­pos­i­tion.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What do you say?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Have you dis­posed of them?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I have sent them up.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Subtle, in troth, I needs must have this wid­ow.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Is that the mat­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, but hear me.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Go to.
									

									If you rebel once, Dol shall know it all:
									

									There­fore be quiet, and obey your chance.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, thou art so vi­ol­ent now—Do but con­ceive,
									

									Thou art old, and canst not serve—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who can­not? I?
									

									’Slight, I will serve her with thee, for a—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay,
									

									But un­der­stand: I’ll give you com­pos­i­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I will not treat with thee; what! Sell my for­tune?
									

									’Tis bet­ter than my birth­right. Do not mur­mur:
									

									Win her, and carry her. If you grumble, Dol
									

									Knows it dir­ectly.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well, sir, I am si­lent.
									

									Will you go help to fetch in Don in state?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I fol­low you, sir. We must keep Face in awe,
									

									Or he will over­look us like a tyr­ant.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face, in­tro­du­cing Surly dis­guised as a Span­iard.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Brain of a tail­or! Who comes here? Don John!
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Señores, beso las manos a vuestras mer­cedes.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Would you had stooped a little, and kissed our anos!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Peace, Subtle.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Stab me; I shall nev­er hold, man.
									

									He looks in that deep ruff like a head in a plat­ter,
									

									Served in by a short cloak upon two trestles.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Or, what do you say to a col­lar of brawn, cut down
									

									Be­neath the souse, and wriggled with a knife?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Slud, he does look too fat to be a Span­iard.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Per­haps some Flem­ing or some Hol­lander got him
									

									In d’Alva’s time; Count Egmont’s bas­tard.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Don,
									

									Your scurvy, yel­low, Mad­rid face is wel­come.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Gra­tia.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He speaks out of a for­ti­fic­a­tion.
									

									Pray God he have no squibs in those deep sets.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Por di­os, señores, muy linda casa!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What says he?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Praises the house, I think;
									

									I know no more but’s ac­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, the casa,
									

									My pre­cious Diego, will prove fair enough
									

									To cozen you in. Do you mark? You shall
									

									Be cozened, Diego.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Cozened, do you see,
									

									My worthy Donzel, cozened.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										En­tiendo.
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Do you in­tend it? So do we, dear Don.
									

									Have you brought pis­to­lets, or portagues,
									

									My sol­emn Don?—Dost thou feel any?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Feels his pock­ets. Full.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You shall be emp­tied, Don, pumped and drawn
									

									Dry, as they say.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Milked, in troth, sweet Don.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									See all the mon­sters; the great li­on of all, Don.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Con li­cen­cia, se puede ver a es­ta señora?
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What talks he now?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Of the Señora.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									O, Don,
									

									This is the li­on­ess, which you shall see
									

									Also, my Don.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Slid, Subtle, how shall we do?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									For what?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why Dol’s em­ployed, you know.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									That’s true.
									

									’Fore heav­en, I know not: he must stay, that’s all.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Stay! That he must not by no means.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No! Why?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Un­less you’ll mar all. ’Slight, he will sus­pect it:
									

									And then he will not pay, not half so well.
									

									This is a trav­elled punk-mas­ter, and does know
									

									All the delays; a not­able hot ras­cal,
									

									And looks already rampant.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Sdeath, and Mam­mon
									

									Must not be troubled.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Mam­mon! In no case.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									What shall we do then?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Think: you must be sud­den.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										En­tiendo que la señora es tan her­mosa, que co­di­cio tan
									
									

									verla, como la bi­en aven­tur­anza de mi vida.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Mi vida! ’Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind of the wid­ow.
									

									What dost thou say to draw her to it, ha!
									

									And tell her ’tis her for­tune? All our ven­ture
									

									Now lies upon’t. It is but one man more,
									

									Which of us chance to have her: and be­side,
									

									There is no maid­en­head to be feared or lost.
									

									What dost thou think on’t, Subtle?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Who? I? Why—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The cred­it of our house too is en­gaged.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You made me an of­fer for my share ere­while.
									

									What wilt thou give me, i’faith?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, by that light
									

									I’ll not buy now: You know your doom to me.
									

									E’en take your lot, obey your chance, sir; win her,
									

									And wear her out, for me.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Slight, I’ll not work her then.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									It is the com­mon cause; there­fore be­think you.
									

									Dol else must know it, as you said.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I care not.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Señores, porque se tarda tanto?
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Faith, I am not fit, I am old.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									That’s now no reas­on, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Puede ser de hazer burla de mi amor?
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You hear the Don too? By this air, I call,
									

									And loose the hinges: Dol!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									A plague of hell—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Will you then do?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You are a ter­rible rogue!
									

									I’ll think of this: will you, sir, call the wid­ow?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, and I’ll take her too with all her faults,
									

									Now I do think on’t bet­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With all my heart, sir;
									

									Am I dis­charged o’ the lot?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									As you please.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Hands.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They take hands.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Re­mem­ber now, that upon any change,
									

									You nev­er claim her.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Much good joy, and health to you, sir,
									

									Marry a whore! Fate, let me wed a witch first.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Por es­tas hon­ra­das bar­bas—
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He swears by his beard.
									

									Dis­patch, and call the broth­er too.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Tengo duda, señores,
									
									

									
										que no me hagan al­guna tray­cion.
									
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How, is­sue on? Yes, praes­to, sen­nor. Please you
									

									En­thratha the cham­brata, worthy Don:
									

									Where if you please the fates, in your bathada,
									

									You shall be soaked, and stroked, and tubbed and rubbed,
									

									And scrubbed, and fubbed, dear Don, be­fore you go.
									

									You shall in faith, my scurvy ba­boon Don,
									

									Be cur­ried, clawed, and flawed, and tawed, in­deed.
									

									I will the heart­li­er go about it now,
									

									And make the wid­ow a punk so much the soon­er,
									

									To be re­venged on this im­petu­ous Face:
									

									The quickly do­ing of it is the grace.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Subtle and Surly.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				An­oth­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Face, Kastril, and Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Come, lady: I knew the Doc­tor would not leave,
									

									Till he had found the very nick of her for­tune.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									To be a count­ess, say you, a Span­ish count­ess, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Why, is that bet­ter than an Eng­lish count­ess?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Bet­ter! ’Slight, make you that a ques­tion, lady?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Nay, she is a fool, Cap­tain, you must par­don her.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ask from your courtier, to your inns-of-court-man,
									

									To your mere mil­liner; they will tell you all,
									

									Your Span­ish jen­net is the best horse; your Span­ish
									

									Stoop is the best garb; your Span­ish beard
									

									Is the best cut; your Span­ish ruffs are the best
									

									Wear; your Span­ish pavan the best dance;
									

									Your Span­ish tit­il­la­tion in a glove
									

									The best per­fume: and for your Span­ish pike,
									

									And Span­ish blade, let your poor Cap­tain speak—
									

									Here comes the Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle, with a pa­per.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									My most hon­oured lady,
									

									For so I am now to style you, hav­ing found
									

									By this my scheme, you are to un­der­go
									

									An hon­our­able for­tune, very shortly.
									

									What will you say now, if some—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I have told her all, sir,
									

									And her right wor­ship­ful broth­er here, that she shall be
									

									A count­ess; do not delay them, sir; a Span­ish count­ess.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Still, my scarce-wor­ship­ful Cap­tain, you can keep
									

									No secret! Well, since he has told you, madam,
									

									Do you for­give him, and I do.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									She shall do that, sir;
									

									I’ll look to it, ’tis my charge.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well then: nought rests
									

									But that she fit her love now to her for­tune.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Truly I shall nev­er brook a Span­iard.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No!
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Nev­er since eighty-eight could I abide them,
									

									And that was some three year afore I was born, in truth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Come, you must love him, or be miser­able,
									

									Choose which you will.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									By this good rush, per­suade her,
									

									She will cry straw­ber­ries else with­in this twelve­month.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nay, shads and mack­er­el, which is worse.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									In­deed, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Od’s lid, you shall love him, or I’ll kick you.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									Why,
									

									I’ll do as you will have me, broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Do,
									

									Or by this hand I’ll maul you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, good sir,
									

									Be not so fierce.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, my en­raged child;
									

									She will be ruled. What, when she comes to taste
									

									The pleas­ures of a count­ess! To be cour­ted—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And kissed, and ruffled!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, be­hind the hangings.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And then come forth in pomp!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And know her state!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Of keep­ing all the id­olat­ers of the cham­ber
									

									Barer to her, than at their pray­ers!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Is served
									

									Upon the knee!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And has her pages, ush­ers,
									

									Foot­men, and coaches—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Her six mares—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, eight!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									To hurry her through Lon­don, to the Ex­change,
									

									Bed­lam, the china-houses—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, and have
									

									The cit­izens gape at her, and praise her tires,
									

									And my lord’s goose-turd bands, that ride with her!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Most brave! By this hand, you are not my sis­ter,
									

									If you re­fuse.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									I will not re­fuse, broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Surly.
							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Que es es­to, señores, que no venga?
									
									

									
										Es­ta tard­anza me mata!
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									It is the Count come:
									

									The Doc­tor knew he would be here, by his art.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									
										En gal­lanta madama, Don! Gal­lan­tis­sima!
									
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Por to­dos los di­oses, la mas acabada
									
									

									
										her­mosura, que he visto en mi vida!
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Is’t not a gal­lant lan­guage that they speak?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									An ad­mir­able lan­guage! Is’t not French?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, Span­ish, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									It goes like law-French,
									

									And that, they say, is the court­li­est lan­guage.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									List, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										El sol ha per­dido su lumbre, con el
									
									

									
										Esplandor que trae es­ta dama! Vál­game Di­os!
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He ad­mires your sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Must not she make curt­sey?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Ods will, she must go to him, man, and kiss him!
									

									It is the Span­ish fash­ion, for the wo­men
									

									To make first court.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis true he tells you, sir:
									

									His art knows all.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Por­qué no se acude?
									
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									He speaks to her, I think.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									That he does, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Por el amor de Di­os, qué es es­to que se tarda?
									
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Nay, see: she will not un­der­stand him! Gull,
									

									Noddy.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									What say you, broth­er?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ass, my sis­ter.
									

									Go kiss him, as the cun­ning man would have you;
									

									I’ll thrust a pin in your but­tocks else.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O no, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Señora mía, mi per­sona es­ta muy in­digna de
									
									

									
										Al­leg­ara tanta her­mosura.
									
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Does he not use her bravely?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Bravely, i’faith!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, he will use her bet­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Do you think so?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									
										Señora, si sera ser­vida, en­tremonos.
									
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit with Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Where does he carry her?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									In­to the garden, sir;
									

									Take you no thought: I must in­ter­pret for her.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Give Dol the word.
									

									
										Aside to Face, who goes out.
									
									

									—Come, my fierce child, ad­vance,
									

									We’ll to our quar­rel­ling les­son again.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Agreed.
									

									I love a Span­ish boy with all my heart.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nay, and by this means, sir, you shall be broth­er
									

									To a great count.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, I knew that at first,
									

									This match will ad­vance the house of the Kastrils.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Pray God your sis­ter prove but pli­ant!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Why,
									

									Her name is so, by her oth­er hus­band.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									The wid­ow Pli­ant. Knew you not that?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No, faith, sir;
									

									Yet, by erec­tion of her fig­ure, I guessed it.
									

									Come, let’s go prac­tise.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Yes, but do you think, Doc­tor,
									

									I e’er shall quar­rel well?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I war­rant you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An­oth­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Dol in her fit of rav­ing, fol­lowed by Mam­mon.
							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“For after Al­ex­an­der’s death”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Good lady—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“That Per­dic­cas and An­ti­go­nus, were slain,
									

									The two that stood, Seleuc’, and Pto­lomee”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Madam—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“Made up the two legs, and the fourth beast,
									

									That was Gog-north, and Egypt-south: which after
									

									Was called Gog-iron-leg and South-iron-leg”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Lady—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“And then Gog-horned. So was Egypt, too:
									

									Then Egypt-clay-leg, and Gog-clay-leg”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Sweet madam—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“And last Gog-dust, and Egypt-dust, which fall
									

									In the last link of the fourth chain. And these
									

									Be stars in story, which none see, or look at”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									What shall I do?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“For,” as he says, “ex­cept
									

									We call the Rab­bins, and the hea­then Greeks”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Dear lady—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“To come from Salem, and from Athens,
									

									And teach the people of Great Bri­tain”—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, hast­ily, in his ser­vant’s dress.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What’s the mat­ter, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“To speak the tongue of Eber, and Javan”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O,
									

									She’s in her fit.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“We shall know noth­ing”—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Death, sir,
									

									We are un­done!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“Where then a learned lin­guist
									

									Shall see the an­cient used com­mu­nion
									

									Of vow­els and con­son­ants”—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									My mas­ter will hear!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“A wis­dom, which Py­thagoras held most high”—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Sweet hon­our­able lady!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“To com­prise
									

									All sounds of voices, in few marks of let­ters”—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, you must nev­er hope to lay her now.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They all speak to­geth­er.
							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									“And so we may ar­rive by Talmud skill,
									

									And pro­fane Greek, to raise the build­ing up
									

									Of Helen’s house against the Is­mael­ite,
									

									King of Thog­ar­ma, and his haber­gions
									

									Brim­stony, blue, and fiery; and the force
									

									Of king Abad­don, and the beast of Cit­tim:
									

									Which rabbi Dav­id Kim­chi, Onkelos,
									

									And Aben Ezra do in­ter­pret Rome.”
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How did you put her in­to’t?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Alas, I talked
									

									Of a fifth mon­archy I would erect,
									

									With the philo­soph­er’s stone, by chance, and she
									

									Falls on the oth­er four straight.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Out of Broughton!
									

									I told you so. ’Slid, stop her mouth.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Is’t best?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									She’ll nev­er leave else. If the old man hear her,
									

									We are but fae­ces, ashes.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. What’s to do there?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, we are lost! Now she hears him, she is quiet.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle, they run dif­fer­ent ways.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Where shall I hide me!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How! What sight is here?
									

									Close deeds of dark­ness, and that shun the light!
									

									Bring him again. Who is he? What, my son!
									

									O, I have lived too long.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, good, dear Fath­er,
									

									There was no un­chaste pur­pose.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Not? And flee me
									

									When I come in?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									That was my er­ror.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Er­ror?
									

									Guilt, guilt, my son: give it the right name. No mar­vel,
									

									If I found check in our great work with­in,
									

									When such af­fairs as these were man­aging!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Why, have you so?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									It has stood still this half hour:
									

									And all the rest of our less works gone back.
									

									Where is the in­stru­ment of wicked­ness,
									

									My lewd false drudge?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, good sir, blame not him;
									

									Be­lieve me, ’twas against his will or know­ledge:
									

									I saw her by chance.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Will you com­mit more sin,
									

									To ex­cuse a var­let?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									By my hope, ’tis true, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Nay, then I won­der less, if you, for whom
									

									The bless­ing was pre­pared, would so tempt heav­en,
									

									And lose your for­tunes.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Why, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									This will re­tard
									

									The work a month at least.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Why, if it do,
									

									What rem­edy? But think it not, good Fath­er:
									

									Our pur­poses were hon­est.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									As they were,
									

									So the re­ward will prove.
									

									
										A loud ex­plo­sion with­in.
									
									

									—How now! Ah me!
									

									God, and all saints be good to us.—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									What’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, sir, we are de­feated! All the works
									

									Are flown in fumo, every glass is burst;
									

									Fur­nace, and all rent down, as if a bolt
									

									Of thun­der had been driv­en through the house.
									

									Re­torts, re­ceiv­ers, pel­ic­ans, bolt-heads,
									

									All struck in shivers!
									

									
										Subtle falls down as in a swoon.
									
									

									Help, good sir! Alas,
									

									Cold­ness and death in­vades him. Nay, Sir Mam­mon,
									

									Do the fair of­fices of a man! You stand,
									

									As you were read­i­er to de­part than he.
									

									
										Knock­ing with­in.
									
									

									Who’s there? My lord her broth­er is come.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ha, Lungs!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									His coach is at the door. Avoid his sight,
									

									For he’s as furi­ous as his sis­ter’s mad.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Alas!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									My brain is quite un­done with the fume, sir,
									

									I ne’er must hope to be mine own man again.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Is all lost, Lungs? Will noth­ing be pre­served
									

									Of all our cost?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Faith, very little, sir;
									

									A peck of coals or so, which is cold com­fort, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									O, my vo­lup­tu­ous mind! I am justly pun­ished.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And so am I, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Cast from all my hopes—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, cer­tain­ties, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									By mine own base af­fec­tions.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									
										Seem­ing to come to him­self.
									
									

									O, the curst fruits of vice and lust!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Good Fath­er,
									

									It was my sin. For­give it.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Hangs my roof
									

									Over us still, and will not fall, O justice,
									

									Upon us, for this wicked man!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, look, sir,
									

									You grieve him now with stay­ing in his sight:
									

									Good sir, the no­ble­man will come too, and take you,
									

									And that may breed a tragedy.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I’ll go.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, and re­pent at home, sir. It may be,
									

									For some good pen­ance you may have it yet;
									

									A hun­dred pound to the box at Bed­lam—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									For the restor­ing such as—have their wits.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I’ll do’t.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I’ll send one to you to re­ceive it.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Do.
									

									Is no pro­jec­tion left?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									All flown, or stinks, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Will nought be saved that’s good for medi­cine, think’st thou?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I can­not tell, sir. There will be per­haps,
									

									Some­thing about the scrap­ing of the shards,
									

									Will cure the itch—though not your itch of mind, sir.
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									It shall be saved for you, and sent home. Good sir,
									

									This way, for fear the lord should meet you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mam­mon.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Rais­ing his head. Face!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Is he gone?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, and as heav­ily
									

									As all the gold he hoped for were in’s blood.
									

									Let us be light though.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Leap­ing up. Ay, as balls, and bound
									

									And hit our heads against the roof for joy:
									

									There’s so much of our care now cast away.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Now to our Don.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, your young wid­ow by this time
									

									Is made a count­ess, Face; she has been in trav­ail
									

									Of a young heir for you.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Off with your case,
									

									And greet her kindly, as a bride­groom should,
									

									After these com­mon haz­ards.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Very well, sir.
									

									Will you go fetch Don Diego off, the while?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And fetch him over too, if you’ll be pleased, sir:
									

									Would Dol were in her place, to pick his pock­ets now!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, you can do’t as well, if you would set to’t.
									

									I pray you prove your vir­tue.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									For your sake sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				An­oth­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Surly and Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Lady, you see in­to what hands you are fallen;
									

									’Mongst what a nest of vil­lains! And how near
									

									Your hon­our was t’ have catched a cer­tain clap,
									

									Through your credu­lity, had I but been
									

									So punc­tu­ally for­ward, as place, time,
									

									And oth­er cir­cum­stances would have made a man;
									

									For you’re a hand­some wo­man: would you were wise too!
									

									I am a gen­tle­man come here dis­guised,
									

									Only to find the knav­er­ies of this cit­adel;
									

									And where I might have wronged your hon­our, and have not,
									

									I claim some in­terest in your love. You are,
									

									They say, a wid­ow, rich: and I’m a bach­el­or,
									

									Worth nought: your for­tunes may make me a man,
									

									As mine have pre­served you a wo­man. Think upon it,
									

									And wheth­er I have de­served you or no.
								

							
						

						
								Dame Pli­ant
								
								
									I will, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And for these house­hold-rogues, let me alone
									

									To treat with them.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How doth my noble Diego,
									

									And my dear madam Count­ess? Hath the Count
									

									Been cour­teous, lady? Lib­er­al, and open?
									

									Donzel, me­thinks you look mel­an­chol­ic,
									

									After your co­itum, and scurvy: truly,
									

									I do not like the dull­ness of your eye;
									

									It hath a heavy cast, ’tis up­see Dutch,
									

									And says you are a lump­ish whore­mas­ter.
									

									Be light­er, and I will make your pock­ets so.
									

									
										At­tempts to pick them.
									
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Throws open his cloak. Will you, don bawd and pick­purse?
									

									
										Strikes him down.
									
									

									How now! Reel you?
									

									Stand up, sir, you shall find, since I am so heavy,
									

									I’ll give you equal weight.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Help! Murder!
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									No, sir,
									

									There’s no such thing in­ten­ded: a good cart,
									

									And a clean whip shall ease you of that fear.
									

									I am the Span­ish Don “that should be cozened,
									

									Do you see, cozened?” Where’s your Cap­tain Face,
									

									That par­cel broker, and whole-bawd, all ras­cal!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, in his uni­form.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How, Surly!
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									O, make your ap­proach, good Cap­tain.
									

									I have found from whence your cop­per rings and spoons
									

									Come, now, where­with you cheat abroad in tav­erns.
									

									’Twas here you learned t’ anoint your boot with brim­stone,
									

									Then rub men’s gold on’t for a kind of touch,
									

									And say ’twas naught, when you had changed the col­our,
									

									That you might have’t for noth­ing. And this Doc­tor,
									

									Your sooty, smoky-bearded com­peer, he
									

									Will close you so much gold, in a bolt’s head,
									

									And, on a turn, con­vey in the stead an­oth­er
									

									With sub­limed mer­cury, that shall burst in the heat,
									

									And fly out all in fumo! Then weeps Mam­mon;
									

									Then swoons his wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Face slips out.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Or, he is the Faus­tus,
									

									That casteth fig­ures and can con­jure, cures
									

									Plagues, piles, and pox, by the eph­emerides,
									

									And holds in­tel­li­gence with all the bawds
									

									And mid­wives of three shires: while you send in—
									

									Cap­tain!—what! Is he gone?—dam­sels with child,
									

									Wives that are bar­ren, or the wait­ing-maid
									

									With the green sick­ness.
									

									
										Seizes Subtle as he is re­tir­ing.
									
									

									—Nay, sir, you must tarry,
									

									Though he be ’scaped; and an­swer by the ears, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face, with Kastril.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Why, now’s the time, if ever you will quar­rel
									

									Well, as they say, and be a true-born child:
									

									The Doc­tor and your sis­ter both are ab­used.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Where is he? Which is he? He is a slave,
									

									Whate’er he is, and the son of a whore.—Are you
									

									The man, sir, I would know?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									I should be loath, sir,
									

									To con­fess so much.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Then you lie in your throat.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									To Kastril. A very er­rant rogue, sir, and a cheat­er,
									

									Em­ployed here by an­oth­er con­jurer
									

									That does not love the Doc­tor, and would cross him,
									

									If he knew how.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Sir, you are ab­used.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									You lie:
									

									And ’tis no mat­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Well said, sir! He is
									

									The im­pudent’st ras­cal—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									You are in­deed: Will you hear me, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									By no means: bid him be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Be­gone, sir, quickly.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									This ’s strange!—Lady, do you in­form your broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									There is not such a foist in all the town,
									

									The Doc­tor had him presently; and finds yet,
									

									The Span­ish Count will come here.
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									—Bear up, Subtle.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, sir, he must ap­pear with­in this hour.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And yet this rogue would come in a dis­guise,
									

									By the tempta­tion of an­oth­er spir­it,
									

									To trouble our art, though he could not hurt it!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay,
									

									I know—
									

									
										To his sis­ter.
									
									

									Away, you talk like a fool­ish mau­th­er.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Sir, all is truth she says.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Do not be­lieve him, sir.
									

									He is the ly­ing’st swab­ber! Come your ways, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									You are vali­ant out of com­pany!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Yes, how then, sir?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Drug­ger, with a piece of dam­ask.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, here’s an hon­est fel­low, too, that knows him,
									

									And all his tricks. Make good what I say, Abel,
									

									
										Aside to Drug­ger.
									
									

									This cheat­er would have cozened thee o’ the wid­ow.—
									

									He owes this hon­est Drug­ger here, sev­en pound,
									

									He has had on him, in two­penny ’orths of to­bacco.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir. And he has damned him­self three terms to pay me.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And what does he owe for lo­ti­um?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Thirty shil­lings, sir;
									

									And for six syr­inges.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Hy­dra of vil­lainy!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Nay, sir, you must quar­rel him out o’ the house.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I will:
									

									—Sir, if you get not out of doors, you lie;
									

									And you are a pimp.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Why, this is mad­ness, sir,
									

									Not valour in you; I must laugh at this.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									It is my hu­mour: you are a pimp and a trig,
									

									And an Amadis de Gaul, or a Don Quix­ote.
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Or a knight o’ the curi­ous cox­comb, do you see?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Anani­as.
							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Peace to the house­hold!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I’ll keep peace for no man.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Cast­ing of dol­lars is con­cluded law­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Is he the con­stable?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Peace, Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Then you are an ot­ter, and a shad, a whit,
									

									A very tim.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									You’ll hear me, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I will not.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									What is the motive?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Zeal in the young gen­tle­man,
									

									Against his Span­ish slops.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									They are pro­fane,
									

									Lewd, su­per­sti­tious, and id­ol­at­rous breeches.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									New ras­cals!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Will you be­gone, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Avoid, Satan!
									

									Thou art not of the light: That ruff of pride
									

									About thy neck, be­trays thee; and is the same
									

									With that which the un­clean birds, in sev­enty-sev­en,
									

									Were seen to prank it with on divers coasts:
									

									Thou look’st like An­ti­christ, in that lewd hat.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									I must give way.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Be gone, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									But I’ll take
									

									A course with you—
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									De­part, proud Span­ish fiend!
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Cap­tain and Doc­tor.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Child of per­di­tion!
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Hence, sir!—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Surly.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Did I not quar­rel bravely?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, in­deed, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Nay, an I give my mind to’t, I shall do’t.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									O, you must fol­low, sir, and threaten him tame:
									

									He’ll turn again else.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I’ll re­turn him then.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Subtle takes Anani­as aside.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Drug­ger, this rogue pre­ven­ted us for thee:
									

									We had de­term­ined that thou should’st have come
									

									In a Span­ish suit, and have car­ried her so; and he,
									

									A brokerly slave! Goes, puts it on him­self.
									

									Hast brought the dam­ask?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Thou must bor­row
									

									A Span­ish suit. Hast thou no cred­it with the play­ers?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Yes, sir; did you nev­er see me play the Fool?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I know not, Nab: Aside.—Thou shalt, if I can help it.—
									

									Hieron­imo’s old cloak, ruff, and hat will serve;
									

									I’ll tell thee more when thou bring’st ’em.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Sir, I know
									

									The Span­iard hates the Brethren, and hath spies
									

									Upon their ac­tions: and that this was one
									

									I make no scruple.—But the holy Syn­od
									

									Have been in pray­er and med­it­a­tion for it;
									

									And ’tis re­vealed no less to them than me,
									

									That cast­ing of money is most law­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									True.
									

									But here I can­not do it: if the house
									

									Should chance to be sus­pec­ted, all would out,
									

									And we be locked up in the Tower forever,
									

									To make gold there for the state, nev­er come out;
									

									And then are you de­feated.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I will tell
									

									This to the Eld­ers and the weak­er Brethren,
									

									That the whole com­pany of the sep­ar­a­tion
									

									May join in humble pray­er again.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And fast­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Yea, for some fit­ter place. The peace of mind
									

									Rest with these walls!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Thanks, cour­teous Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What did he come for?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									About cast­ing dol­lars,
									

									Presently out of hand. And so I told him,
									

									A Span­ish min­is­ter came here to spy,
									

									Against the faith­ful—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I con­ceive. Come, Subtle,
									

									Thou art so down upon the least dis­aster!
									

									How wouldst thou ha’ done, if I had not help’t thee out?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I thank thee, Face, for the angry boy, i’faith.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Who would have looked it should have been that ras­cal,
									

									Surly? He had dyed his beard and all. Well, sir.
									

									Here’s dam­ask come to make you a suit.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Where’s Drug­ger?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									He is gone to bor­row me a Span­ish habit;
									

									I’ll be the count, now.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									But where’s the wid­ow?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in, with my lord’s sis­ter; Madam Dol
									

									Is en­ter­tain­ing her.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									By your fa­vour, Face,
									

									Now she is hon­est, I will stand again.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You will not of­fer it.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Stand to your word,
									

									Or—here comes Dol, she knows—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You are tyr­an­nous still.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dol, hast­ily.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Strict for my right.—How now, Dol!
									

									Hast [thou] told her,
									

									The Span­ish count will come?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes; but an­oth­er is come,
									

									You little looked for!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Who’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Your mas­ter;
									

									The mas­ter of the house.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How, Dol!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									She lies,
									

									This is some trick. Come, leave your quib­lins, Dorothy.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Look out, and see.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Face goes to the win­dow.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Art thou in earn­est?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									’Slight,
									

									Forty of the neigh­bours are about him, talk­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis he, by this good day.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									’Twill prove ill day
									

									For some on us.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									We are un­done, and taken.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Lost, I’m afraid.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You said he would not come,
									

									While there died one a week with­in the liber­ties.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No: ’twas with­in the walls.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Was’t so! Cry you mercy.
									

									I thought the liber­ties. What shall we do now, Face?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Be si­lent: not a word, if he call or knock.
									

									I’ll in­to mine old shape again and meet him,
									

									Of Jeremy, the but­ler. In the mean­time,
									

									Do you two pack up all the goods and pur­chase,
									

									That we can carry in the two trunks. I’ll keep him
									

									Off for today, if I can­not longer: and then
									

									At night, I’ll ship you both away to Ratcliff,
									

									Where we will meet to­mor­row, and there we’ll share.
									

									Let Mam­mon’s brass and pew­ter keep the cel­lar;
									

									We’ll have an­oth­er time for that. But, Dol,
									

									Prithee go heat a little wa­ter quickly;
									

									Subtle must shave me: all my Cap­tain’s beard
									

									Must off, to make me ap­pear smooth Jeremy.
									

									You’ll do it?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, I’ll shave you, as well as I can.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And not cut my throat, but trim me?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You shall see, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore Love­wit’s door.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Love­wit, with sev­er­al of the Neigh­bours.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Has there been such re­sort, say you?
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Daily, sir.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									And nightly, too.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Ay, some as brave as lords.
								

							
						

						
								4 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Ladies and gen­tle­wo­men.
								

							
						

						
								5 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Cit­izens’ wives.
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									And knights.
								

							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									In coaches.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Yes, and oyster wo­men.
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Be­side oth­er gal­lants.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Sail­ors’ wives.
								

							
						

						
								4 Neigh­bour
								
								
									To­bacco men.
								

							
						

						
								5 Neigh­bour
								
								
									An­oth­er Pimlico!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What should my knave ad­vance,
									

									To draw this com­pany? He hung out no ban­ners
									

									Of a strange calf with five legs to be seen,
									

									Or a huge lob­ster with six claws?
								

							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									No, sir.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									We had gone in then, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									He has no gift
									

									Of teach­ing in the nose that e’er I knew of.
									

									You saw no bills set up that prom­ised cure
									

									Of agues, or the toothache?
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									No such thing, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Nor heard a drum struck for ba­boons or pup­pets?
								

							
						

						
								5 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Neither, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What device should he bring forth now?
									

									I love a teem­ing wit as I love my nour­ish­ment:
									

									’Pray God he have not kept such open house,
									

									That he hath sold my hangings, and my bed­ding!
									

									I left him noth­ing else. If he have eat them,
									

									A plague o’ the moth, say I! Sure he has got
									

									Some bawdy pic­tures to call all this ging!
									

									The fri­ar and the nun; or the new mo­tion
									

									Of the knight’s cours­er cov­er­ing the par­son’s mare;
									

									Or ’t may be, he has the fleas that run at tilt
									

									Upon a table, or some dog to dance.
									

									When saw you him?
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Who, sir, Jeremy?
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Jeremy but­ler?
									

									We saw him not this month.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								4 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Not these five weeks, sir.
								

							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									These six weeks at the least.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									You amaze me, neigh­bours!
								

							
						

						
								5 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Sure, if your wor­ship know not where he is,
									

									He’s slipt away.
								

							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Pray God, he be not made away.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Ha! It’s no time to ques­tion, then.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Knocks at the door.
							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									About
									

									Some three weeks since, I heard a dole­ful cry,
									

									As I sat up a mend­ing my wife’s stock­ings.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									’Tis strange that none will an­swer! Didst thou hear
									

									A cry, sayst thou?
								

							
						

						
								6 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Yes, sir, like un­to a man
									

									That had been strangled an hour, and could not speak.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									I heard it too, just this day three weeks, at two o’clock
									

									Next morn­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									These be mir­acles, or you make them so!
									

									A man an hour strangled, and could not speak,
									

									And both you heard him cry?
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Yes, down­ward, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Thou art a wise fel­low. Give me thy hand, I pray thee.
									

									What trade art thou on?
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									A smith, and’t please your wor­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									A smith! Then lend me thy help to get this door open.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									That I will presently, sir, but fetch my tools—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Sir, best to knock again, afore you break it.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									I will. Knocks again.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, in his but­ler’s liv­ery.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What mean you, sir?
								

							
						

						
								1, 2, 4 Neigh­bour
								
								
									O, here’s Jeremy!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Good sir, come from the door.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Why, what’s the mat­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yet farther, you are too near yet.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									In the name of won­der,
									

									What means the fel­low!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The house, sir, has been vis­ited.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What, with the plague? Stand thou then farther.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, sir,
									

									I had it not.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Who had it then? I left
									

									None else but thee in the house.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir, my fel­low,
									

									The cat that kept the but­tery, had it on her
									

									A week be­fore I spied it; but I got her
									

									Con­veyed away in the night: and so I shut
									

									The house up for a month—
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									How!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Pur­pos­ing then, sir,
									

									To have burnt rose-vin­eg­ar, treacle, and tar,
									

									And have made it sweet, that you should ne’er have known it;
									

									Be­cause I knew the news would but af­flict you, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Breathe less, and farther off! Why this is stranger:
									

									The neigh­bours tell me all here that the doors
									

									Have still been open—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How, sir!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Gal­lants, men and wo­men,
									

									And of all sorts, tag-rag, been seen to flock here
									

									In threaves, these ten weeks, as to a second Hogs­den,
									

									In days of Pimlico and Eye-bright.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir,
									

									Their wis­doms will not say so.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Today they speak
									

									Of coaches and gal­lants; one in a French hood
									

									Went in, they tell me; and an­oth­er was seen
									

									In a vel­vet gown at the win­dow: divers more
									

									Pass in and out.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									They did pass through the doors then,
									

									Or walls, I as­sure their eye­sights, and their spec­tacles;
									

									For here, sir, are the keys, and here have been,
									

									In this my pock­et, now above twenty days:
									

									And for be­fore, I kept the fort alone there.
									

									But that ’tis yet not deep in the af­ter­noon,
									

									I should be­lieve my neigh­bours had seen double
									

									Through the black pot, and made these ap­par­i­tions!
									

									For, on my faith to your wor­ship, for these three weeks
									

									And up­wards the door has not been opened.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Strange!
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Good faith, I think I saw a coach.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									And I too,
									

									I’d have been sworn.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Do you but think it now?
									

									And but one coach?
								

							
						

						
								4 Neigh­bour
								
								
									We can­not tell, sir: Jeremy
									

									Is a very hon­est fel­low.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Did you see me at all?
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									No; that we are sure on.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									I’ll be sworn o’ that.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Fine rogues to have your testi­mon­ies built on!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter 3 Neigh­bour, with his tools.
							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Is Jeremy come!
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									O yes; you may leave your tools;
									

									We were de­ceived, he says.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									He has had the keys;
									

									And the door has been shut these three weeks.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Like enough.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Peace, and get hence, you changelings.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Surly and Mam­mon.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. Surly come!
									

									And Mam­mon made ac­quain­ted! They’ll tell all.
									

									How shall I beat them off? What shall I do?
									

									Noth­ing’s more wretched than a guilty con­science.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									No, sir, he was a great phys­i­cian. This,
									

									It was no bawdy­house, but a mere chancel!
									

									You knew the lord and his sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Nay, good Surly.—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									The happy word, Be Rich—
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Play not the tyr­ant.—
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									“Should be today pro­nounced to all your friends.”
									

									And where be your and­irons now? And your brass pots,
									

									That should have been golden flagons, and great wedges?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Let me but breathe. What, they have shut their doors,
									

									Me­thinks!
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Ay, now ’tis hol­i­day with them.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Rogues,
									

									
										He and Surly knock.
									
									

									Cozen­ers, im­posters, bawds!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What mean you, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									To enter if we can.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									An­oth­er man’s house!
									

									Here is the own­er, sir: turn you to him,
									

									And speak your busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Are you, sir, the own­er?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									And are those knaves with­in your cheat­ers!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What knaves, what cheat­ers?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Subtle and his Lungs.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									The gen­tle­man is dis­trac­ted, sir! No lungs,
									

									Nor lights have been seen here these three weeks, sir,
									

									With­in these doors, upon my word.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Your word,
									

									Groom ar­rog­ant!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes, sir, I am the house­keep­er,
									

									And know the keys have not been out of my hands.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									This is a new Face.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									You do mis­take the house, sir:
									

									What sign was’t at?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									You ras­cal! This is one
									

									Of the con­fed­er­acy. Come, let’s get of­ficers,
									

									And force the door.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									’Pray you stay, gen­tle­men.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									No, sir, we’ll come with war­rant.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ay, and then
									

									We shall have your doors open.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mam­mon and Surly.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What means this?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I can­not tell, sir.
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									These are two of the gal­lants
									

									That we do think we saw.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Two of the fools!
									

									Your talk as idly as they. Good faith, sir,
									

									I think the moon has crazed ’em all.—
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									O me,
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Kastril.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									The angry boy come too! He’ll make a noise,
									

									And ne’er away till he have be­trayed us all.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									
										Knock­ing.
									
									

									What rogues, bawds, slaves, you’ll open the door, anon!
									

									Punk, cocka­trice, my sis­ter! By this light
									

									I’ll fetch the mar­shal to you. You are a whore
									

									To keep your castle—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Who would you speak with, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									The bawdy Doc­tor, and the cozen­ing Cap­tain,
									

									And puss my sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									This is some­thing, sure.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Upon my trust, the doors were nev­er open, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I have heard all their tricks told me twice over,
									

									By the fat knight and the lean gen­tle­man.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Here comes an­oth­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Anani­as and Tribu­la­tion.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Anani­as too!
									

									And his pas­tor!
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									
										Beat­ing at the door.
									
									

									The doors are shut against us.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Come forth, you seed of sul­phur, sons of fire!
									

									Your stench it is broke forth; ab­om­in­a­tion
									

									Is in the house.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, my sis­ter’s there.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									The place,
									

									It is be­come a cage of un­clean birds.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Yes, I will fetch the scav­enger, and the con­stable.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									You shall do well.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									We’ll join to weed them out.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									You will not come then, punk de­vise, my sis­ter!
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Call her not sis­ter; she’s a har­lot ver­ily.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									I’ll raise the street.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Good gen­tle­men, a word.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Satan avoid, and hinder not our zeal!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Anani­as, Tribu­la­tion, and Kastril.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									The world’s turned Bed­lam.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									These are all broke loose,
									

									Out of St. Kath­er­ine’s, where they use to keep
									

									The bet­ter sort of mad-folks.
								

							
						

						
								1 Neigh­bour
								
								
									All these per­sons
									

									We saw go in and out here.
								

							
						

						
								2 Neigh­bour
								
								
									Yes, in­deed, sir.
								

							
						

						
								3 Neigh­bour
								
								
									These were the parties.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Peace, you drunk­ards! Sir,
									

									I won­der at it: please you to give me leave
									

									To touch the door, I’ll try an the lock be changed.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									It mazes me!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Goes to the door. Good faith, sir, I be­lieve
									

									There’s no such thing: ’tis all de­cep­tio visus.—
									

									
										Aside.
									
									

									Would I could get him away.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									With­in. Mas­ter Cap­tain! Mas­ter Doc­tor!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Who’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. Our clerk with­in, that I for­got!
									

									I know not, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									With­in. For God’s sake, when will her Grace be at leis­ure?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ha!
									

									Il­lu­sions, some spir­it o’ the air—
									

									Aside. His gag is melted,
									

									And now he sets out the throat.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									With­in. I am al­most stifled—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Aside. Would you were al­to­geth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									’Tis in the house.
									

									Ha! List.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Be­lieve it, sir, in the air.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Peace, you.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									With­in. Mine aunt’s Grace does not use me well.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									With­in. You fool,
									

									Peace, you’ll mar all.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									
										Speaks through the key­hole, while Love­wit ad­vances to the door un­ob­served.
									
									

									Or you will else, you rogue.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									O, is it so? Then you con­verse with spir­its!—
									

									Come, sir. No more of your tricks, good Jeremy.
									

									The truth, the shortest way.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Dis­miss this rabble, sir.—
									

									Aside. What shall I do? I am catched.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Good neigh­bours,
									

									I thank you all. You may de­part.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Neigh­bours.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									—Come, sir,
									

									You know that I am an in­dul­gent mas­ter;
									

									And there­fore con­ceal noth­ing. What’s your medi­cine,
									

									To draw so many sev­er­al sorts of wild fowl?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, you were wont to af­fect mirth and wit—
									

									But here’s no place to talk on’t in the street.
									

									Give me but leave to make the best of my for­tune,
									

									And only par­don me the ab­use of your house:
									

									It’s all I beg. I’ll help you to a wid­ow,
									

									In re­com­pence, that you shall give me thanks for,
									

									Will make you sev­en years young­er, and a rich one.
									

									’Tis but your put­ting on a Span­ish cloak:
									

									I have her with­in. You need not fear the house;
									

									It was not vis­ited.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									But by me, who came
									

									Soon­er than you ex­pec­ted.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									It is true, sir.
									

									’Pray you for­give me.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Well: let’s see your wid­ow.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Subtle, lead­ing in Dap­per, with his eyes bound as be­fore.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									How! You have eaten your gag?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes faith, it crumbled
									

									Away in my mouth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You have spoiled all then.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									No!
									

									I hope my aunt of Fairy will for­give me.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your aunt’s a gra­cious lady; but in troth
									

									You were to blame.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									The fume did over­come me,
									

									And I did do’t to stay my stom­ach. ’Pray you
									

									So sat­is­fy her Grace.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, in his uni­form.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here comes the Cap­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									How now! Is his mouth down?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Ay, he has spoken!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A pox, I heard him, and you too.—He’s un­done then.—
									

									I have been fain to say, the house is haunted
									

									With spir­its, to keep churl back.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And hast thou done it?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sure, for this night.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Why, then tri­umph and sing
									

									Of Face so fam­ous, the pre­cious king
									

									Of present wits.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Did you not hear the coil
									

									About the door?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, and I dwindled with it.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Show him his aunt, and let him be dis­patched:
									

									I’ll send her to you.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Face.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well, sir, your aunt her Grace
									

									Will give you audi­ence presently, on my suit,
									

									And the Cap­tain’s word that you did not eat your gag
									

									In any con­tempt of her High­ness.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Un­binds his eyes.
							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Not I, in troth, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dol, like the Queen of Fairy.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here she is come. Down o’ your knees and wriggle:
									

									She has a stately pres­ence.
									

									
										Dap­per kneels, and shuffles to­wards her.
									
									

									Good! Yet near­er,
									

									And bid, God save you!
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Madam!
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And your aunt.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									And my most gra­cious aunt, God save your Grace.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Neph­ew, we thought to have been angry with you;
									

									But that sweet face of yours hath turned the tide,
									

									And made it flow with joy, that ebbed of love.
									

									Arise, and touch our vel­vet gown.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The skirts,
									

									And kiss ’em. So!
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Let me now stroke that head.
									

									“Much, neph­ew, shalt thou win, much shalt thou spend,
									

									Much shalt thou give away, much shalt thou lend.”
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Aside. Ay, much! In­deed.—Why do you not thank her Grace?
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I can­not speak for joy.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									See, the kind wretch!
									

									Your Grace’s kins­man right.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Give me the bird.
									

									Here is your fly in a purse, about your neck, cous­in;
									

									Wear it, and feed it about this day sev’n-night,
									

									On your right wrist—
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Open a vein with a pin,
									

									And let it suck but once a week; till then,
									

									You must not look on’t.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									No: and kins­man,
									

									Bear your­self worthy of the blood you come on.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Her Grace would have you eat no more Wool­sack pies,
									

									Nor Dag­ger fru­mety.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Nor break his fast
									

									In Heav­en and Hell.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									She’s with you every­where!
									

									Nor play with cost­er­mon­gers, at mum-chance, tray-trip,
									

									God make you rich; (when as your aunt has done it);
									

									But keep
									

									The gal­lantest com­pany, and the best games—
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Yes, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Gleek and primero; and what you get, be true to us.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									By this hand, I will.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You may bring’s a thou­sand pound
									

									Be­fore to­mor­row night, if but three thou­sand
									

									Be stir­ring, an you will.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I swear I will then.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your fly will learn you all games.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									With­in. Have you done there?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Your Grace will com­mand him no more du­ties?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									No:
									

									But come, and see me of­ten. I may chance
									

									To leave him three or four hun­dred chests of treas­ure,
									

									And some twelve thou­sand acres of Fairy­land,
									

									If he game well and comely with good gamesters.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									There’s a kind aunt! Kiss her de­part­ing part.—
									

									But you must sell your forty mark a year, now.
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									Ay, sir, I mean.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Or, give’t away; pox on’t!
								

							
						

						
								Dap­per
								
								
									I’ll give’t mine aunt. I’ll go and fetch the writ­ings.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									’Tis well—away!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Where’s Subtle?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here: what news?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Drug­ger is at the door, go take his suit,
									

									And bid him fetch a par­son, presently;
									

									Say, he shall marry the wid­ow. Thou shalt spend
									

									A hun­dred pound by the ser­vice!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now, queen Dol,
									

									Have you packed up all?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									And how do you like
									

									The lady Pli­ant?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									A good dull in­no­cent.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here’s your Hieron­imo’s cloak and hat.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Give me them.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									And the ruff too?
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes; I’ll come to you presently.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Now he is gone about his pro­ject, Dol,
									

									I told you of, for the wid­ow.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									’Tis dir­ect
									

									Against our art­icles.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Well, we will fit him, wench.
									

									Hast thou gulled her of her jew­els or her brace­lets?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									No; but I will do’t.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Soon at night, my Dolly,
									

									When we are shipped, and all our goods aboard,
									

									East­ward for Ratcliff, we will turn our course
									

									To Brain­ford, west­ward, if thou sayst the word,
									

									And take our leaves of this o’er-ween­ing ras­cal,
									

									This per­emp­tory Face.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Con­tent, I’m weary of him.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Thou’st cause, when the slave will run a wiv­ing, Dol,
									

									Against the in­stru­ment that was drawn between us.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									I’ll pluck his bird as bare as I can.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, tell her,
									

									She must by any means ad­dress some present
									

									To the cun­ning man, make him amends for wrong­ing
									

									His art with her sus­pi­cion; send a ring,
									

									Or chain of pearl; she will be tor­tured else
									

									Ex­tremely in her sleep, say, and have strange things
									

									Come to her. Wilt thou?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									My fine flit­ter-mouse,
									

									My bird o’ the night! We’ll tickle it at the Pi­geons,
									

									When we have all, and may un­lock the trunks,
									

									And say, this’s mine, and thine; and thine, and mine.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They kiss.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What now! A billing?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes, a little ex­al­ted
									

									In the good pas­sage of our stock-af­fairs.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Drug­ger has brought his par­son; take him in, Subtle,
									

									And send Nab back again to wash his face.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									I will: and shave him­self?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									If you can get him.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									You are hot upon it, Face, whate’er it is!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									A trick that Dol shall spend ten pound a month by.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Subtle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Is he gone?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The chap­lain waits you in the hall, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									I’ll go be­stow him.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									He’ll now marry her, in­stantly.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									He can­not yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol,
									

									Cozen her of all thou canst. To de­ceive him
									

									Is no de­ceit, but justice, that would break
									

									Such an in­ex­tric­able tie as ours was.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Let me alone to fit him.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Face.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Come, my ven­tur­ers,
									

									You have packed up all? Where be the trunks? Bring forth.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Let us see them. Where’s the money?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here,
									

									In this.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Mam­mon’s ten pound; eight score be­fore:
									

									The Brethren’s money, this. Drug­ger’s and Dap­per’s.
									

									What pa­per’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									The jew­el of the wait­ing maid’s,
									

									That stole it from her lady, to know cer­tain—
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									If she should have pre­ced­ence of her mis­tress?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									What box is that?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									The fish­wives’ rings, I think,
									

									And the alewives’ single money. Is’t not, Dol?
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Yes; and the whistle that the sail­or’s wife
									

									Brought you to know an her hus­band were with Ward.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									We’ll wet it to­mor­row; and our sil­ver-beak­ers
									

									And tav­ern cups. Where be the French pet­ti­coats,
									

									And girdles and hangers?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Here, in the trunk,
									

									And the bolts of lawn.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Is Drug­ger’s dam­ask there,
									

									And the to­bacco?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Yes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Give me the keys.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Why you the keys?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									No mat­ter, Dol; be­cause
									

									We shall not open them be­fore he comes.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									’Tis true, you shall not open them, in­deed;
									

									Nor have them forth, do you see? Not forth, Dol.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									No!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, my smock rampant. The right is, my mas­ter
									

									Knows all, has pardoned me, and he will keep them;
									

									Doc­tor, ’tis true—you look—for all your fig­ures:
									

									I sent for him, in­deed. Where­fore, good part­ners,
									

									Both he and she be sat­is­fied; for here
									

									De­term­ines the in­den­ture tri­part­ite
									

									’Twixt Subtle, Dol, and Face. All I can do
									

									Is to help you over the wall, o’ the back­side,
									

									Or lend you a sheet to save your vel­vet gown, Dol.
									

									Here will be of­ficers presently, be­think you
									

									Of some course sud­denly to ’scape the dock:
									

									For thith­er you will come else.
									

									
										Loud knock­ing.
									
									

									Hark you, thun­der.
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									You are a pre­cious fiend!
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									Without. Open the door.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Dol, I am sorry for thee i’faith; but hear’st thou?
									

									It shall go hard but I will place thee some­where:
									

									Thou shalt have my let­ter to mis­tress Amo—
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Hang you!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Or madam Caesarean.
								

							
						

						
								Dol Com­mon
								
								
									Pox upon you, rogue,
									

									Would I had but time to beat thee!
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Subtle,
									

									Let’s know where you set up next; I will send you
									

									A cus­tom­er now and then, for old ac­quaint­ance:
									

									What new course have you?
								

							
						

						
								Subtle
								
								
									Rogue, I’ll hang my­self;
									

									That I may walk a great­er dev­il than thou,
									

									And haunt thee in the flock-bed and the but­tery.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An out­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Love­wit in the Span­ish dress, with the Par­son. Loud knock­ing at the door.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What do you mean, my mas­ters?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Without. Open your door,
									

									Cheat­ers, bawds, con­jur­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									Without. Or we will break it open.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What war­rant have you?
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									Without. War­rant enough, sir, doubt not,
									

									If you’ll not open it.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Is there an of­ficer, there?
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									Without. Yes, two or three for fail­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Have but pa­tience,
									

									And I will open it straight.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Face, as but­ler.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Sir, have you done?
									

									Is it a mar­riage? Per­fect?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Yes, my brain.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Off with your ruff and cloak then; be your­self, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Without. Down with the door.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Without. ’Slight, ding it open.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Open­ing the door. Hold,
									

									Hold, gen­tle­men, what means this vi­ol­ence?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Mam­mon, Surly, Kastril, Anani­as, Tribu­la­tion, and Of­ficers, rush in.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Where is this col­li­er?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And my Cap­tain Face?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									These day owls.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									That are bird­ing in men’s purses.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Madam Sup­pos­it­ory.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Doxy, my sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Lo­custs
									

									Of the foul pit.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Pro­fane as Bel and the dragon.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Worse than the grasshop­pers, or the lice of Egypt.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Good gen­tle­men, hear me. Are you of­ficers,
									

									And can­not stay this vi­ol­ence?
								

							
						

						
								1 Of­ficer
								
								
									Keep the peace.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Gen­tle­men, what is the mat­ter? Whom do you seek?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									The chem­ic­al cozen­er.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									And the Cap­tain pander.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									The nun my sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Madam Rabbi.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Scor­pi­ons,
									

									And cater­pil­lars.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Few­er at once, I pray you.
								

							
						

						
								2 Of­ficer
								
								
									One after an­oth­er, gen­tle­men, I charge you,
									

									By vir­tue of my staff.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									They are the ves­sels
									

									Of pride, lust, and the cart.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Good zeal, lie still
									

									A little while.
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Peace, dea­con Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									The house is mine here, and the doors are open;
									

									If there be any such per­sons as you seek for,
									

									Use your au­thor­ity, search on o’ God’s name.
									

									I am but newly come to town, and find­ing
									

									This tu­mult ’bout my door, to tell you true,
									

									It some­what mazed me; till my man, here, fear­ing
									

									My more dis­pleas­ure, told me he had done
									

									Some­what an in­solent part, let out my house
									

									(Be­like, pre­sum­ing on my known aver­sion
									

									From any air o’ the town while there was sick­ness,)
									

									To a Doc­tor and a Cap­tain: who, what they are
									

									Or where they be, he knows not.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Are they gone?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									You may go in and search, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Mam­mon, Anani­as, and Tribu­la­tion go in.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here, I find
									

									The empty walls worse than I left them, smoked,
									

									A few cracked pots, and glasses, and a fur­nace:
									

									The ceil­ing filled with poes­ies of the candle,
									

									And madam with a dildo writ o’ the walls:
									

									Only one gen­tle­wo­man, I met here,
									

									That is with­in, that said she was a wid­ow—
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Ay, that’s my sis­ter; I’ll go thump her. Where is she?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Goes in.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									And should have mar­ried a Span­ish Count, but he,
									

									When he came to’t, neg­lected her so grossly,
									

									That I, a wid­ower, am gone through with her.
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									How! Have I lost her then?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Were you the Don, sir?
									

									Good faith, now, she does blame you ex­tremely, and says
									

									You swore, and told her you had taken the pains
									

									To dye your beard, and um­ber o’er your face,
									

									Bor­rowed a suit, and ruff, all for her love;
									

									And then did noth­ing. What an over­sight,
									

									And want of put­ting for­ward, sir, was this!
									

									Well fare an old har­que­buzi­er, yet,
									

									Could prime his powder, and give fire, and hit,
									

									All in a twink­ling!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Mam­mon.
							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									The whole nest are fled!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What sort of birds were they?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									A kind of choughs,
									

									Or thiev­ish daws, sir, that have picked my purse
									

									Of eight score and ten pounds with­in these five weeks,
									

									Be­side my first ma­ter­i­als; and my goods,
									

									That lie in the cel­lar, which I am glad they have left,
									

									I may have home yet.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Think you so, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Ay.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									By or­der of law, sir, but not oth­er­wise.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Not mine own stuff!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Sir, I can take no know­ledge
									

									That they are yours, but by pub­lic means.
									

									If you can bring cer­ti­fic­ate that you were gulled of them,
									

									Or any form­al writ out of a court,
									

									That you did cozen your­self, I will not hold them.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I’ll rather lose them.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									That you shall not, sir,
									

									By me, in troth: upon these terms, they are yours.
									

									What! Should they have been, sir, turned in­to gold, all?
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									No,
									

									I can­not tell—It may be they should.—What then?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What a great loss in hope have you sus­tained!
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									Not I, the Com­mon­wealth has.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Ay, he would have built
									

									The city new; and made a ditch about it
									

									Of sil­ver, should have run with cream from Hogs­den;
									

									That every Sunday, in Moor­fields, the younkers,
									

									And tits and tom­boys should have fed on, gratis.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Epi­cure Mam­mon
								
								
									I will go mount a turnip-cart, and preach
									

									The end of the world, with­in these two months. Surly,
									

									What! In a dream?
								

							
						

						
								Per­tin­ax Surly
								
								
									Must I needs cheat my­self,
									

									With that same fool­ish vice of hon­esty!
									

									Come, let us go and hearken out the rogues:
									

									That Face I’ll mark for mine, if e’er I meet him.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									If I can hear of him, sir, I’ll bring you word,
									

									Un­to your lodging; for in troth, they were strangers
									

									To me, I thought them hon­est as my­self, sir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mam­mon and Surly.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Anani­as and Tribu­la­tion.
							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									’Tis well, the saints shall not lose all yet. Go,
									

									And get some carts—
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									For what, my zeal­ous friends?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									To bear away the por­tion of the right­eous
									

									Out of this den of thieves.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What is that por­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									The goods some­times the orphan’s, that the Brethren
									

									Bought with their sil­ver pence.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What, those in the cel­lar,
									

									The knight Sir Mam­mon claims?
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I do defy
									

									The wicked Mam­mon, so do all the Brethren,
									

									Thou pro­fane man! I ask thee with what con­science
									

									Thou canst ad­vance that idol against us,
									

									That have the seal? Were not the shil­lings numbered,
									

									That made the pounds; were not the pounds told out,
									

									Upon the second day of the fourth week,
									

									In the eighth month, upon the table dormant,
									

									The year of the last pa­tience of the saints,
									

									Six hun­dred and ten?
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Mine earn­est vehe­ment botch­er,
									

									And dea­con also, I can­not dis­pute with you:
									

									But if you get you not away the soon­er,
									

									I shall con­fute you with a cudgel.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									Sir!
								

							
						

						
								Tribu­la­tion Whole­some
								
								
									Be pa­tient, Anani­as.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I am strong,
									

									And will stand up, well girt, against an host
									

									That threaten Gad in ex­ile.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									I shall send you
									

									To Am­s­ter­dam, to your cel­lar.
								

							
						

						
								Anani­as
								
								
									I will pray there,
									

									Against thy house: may dogs de­file thy walls,
									

									And wasps and hor­nets breed be­neath thy roof,
									

									This seat of false­hood, and this cave of cozenage!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Anani­as and Tribu­la­tion.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									An­oth­er too?
								

							
						

						
								Drug­ger
								
								
									Not I, sir, I am no Broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Beats him. Away, you Harry Nich­olas! Do you talk?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Drug­ger.
							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									No, this was Abel Drug­ger. Good sir, go,
								

							
						

						
								
								
								To the Par­son.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									And sat­is­fy him; tell him all is done:
									

									He stayed too long a wash­ing of his face.
									

									The Doc­tor, he shall hear of him at Westchester;
									

									And of the Cap­tain, tell him, at Yar­mouth, or
									

									Some good port town else, ly­ing for a wind.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Par­son.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									If you can get off the angry child, now, sir—
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Kastril, drag­ging in his sis­ter.
							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Come on, you ewe, you have matched most sweetly,
									

									have you not?
									

									Did not I say, I would nev­er have you tupped
									

									But by a dubbed boy, to make you a lady tom?
									

									’Slight, you are a mam­met! O, I could touse you, now.
									

									Death, mun’ you marry, with a pox!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									You lie, boy;
									

									As sound as you; and I’m afore­hand with you.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Anon!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Come, will you quar­rel? I will feize you, sir­rah;
									

									Why do you not buckle to your tools?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Od’s light,
									

									This is a fine old boy as e’er I saw!
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									What, do you change your copy now? Pro­ceed;
									

									Here stands my dove: stoop at her, if you dare.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									’Slight, I must love him! I can­not choose, i’faith,
									

									An I should be hanged for’t! Sis­ter, I protest,
									

									I hon­our thee for this match.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									O, do you so, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									Yes, an thou canst take to­bacco and drink, old boy,
									

									I’ll give her five hun­dred pound more to her mar­riage,
									

									Than her own state.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Fill a pipe full, Jeremy.
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									Yes; but go in and take it, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									We will—
									

									I will be ruled by thee in any­thing, Jeremy.
								

							
						

						
								Kastril
								
								
									’Slight, thou art not hide­bound, thou art a jovy boy!
									

									Come, let us in, I pray thee, and take our whiffs.
								

							
						

						
								Love­wit
								
								
									Whiff in with your sis­ter, broth­er boy.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Kastril and Dame Pli­ant.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									That mas­ter
									

									That had re­ceived such hap­pi­ness by a ser­vant,
									

									In such a wid­ow, and with so much wealth,
									

									Were very un­grate­ful, if he would not be
									

									A little in­dul­gent to that ser­vant’s wit,
									

									And help his for­tune, though with some small strain
									

									Of his own cand­our.
									

									
										Ad­van­cing.
									
									

									—“There­fore, gen­tle­men,
									

									And kind spec­tat­ors, if I have out­stript
									

									An old man’s grav­ity, or strict can­on, think
									

									What a young wife and a good brain may do;
									

									Stretch age’s truth some­times, and crack it too.
									

									Speak for thy­self, knave.”
								

							
						

						
								Face
								
								
									“So I will, sir.”
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ad­van­cing to the front of the stage.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									“Gen­tle­men,
									

									My part a little fell in this last scene,
									

									Yet ’twas de­cor­um. And though I am clean
									

									Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mam­mon, Dol,
									

									Hot Anani­as, Dap­per, Drug­ger, all
									

									With whom I traded: yet I put my­self
									

									On you, that are my coun­try: and this pelf
									

									Which I have got, if you do quit me, rests
									

									To feast you of­ten, and in­vite new guests.”
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