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				Act
				I
			

			
				Enter Gower.

				Be­fore the palace of An­ti­och.

				
					
						
								
								
								
									To sing a song that old was sung,
									

									From ashes an­cient Gower is come;
									

									As­sum­ing man’s in­firm­it­ies,
									

									To glad your ear, and please your eyes.
									

									It hath been sung at fest­ivals,
									

									On em­ber-eves and holy-ales;
									

									And lords and ladies in their lives
									

									Have read it for res­tor­at­ives:
									

									The pur­chase is to make men glor­i­ous;
									

									
										Et bonum quo an­tiquius, eo meli­us.
									
									

									If you, born in these lat­ter times,
									

									When wit’s more ripe, ac­cept my rhymes,
									

									And that to hear an old man sing
									

									May to your wishes pleas­ure bring,
									

									I life would wish, and that I might
									

									Waste it for you, like taper-light.
									

									This An­ti­och, then, An­ti­o­chus the Great
									

									Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat;
									

									The fairest in all Syr­ia,
									

									I tell you what mine au­thors say:
									

									This king un­to him took a fere,
									

									Who died and left a fe­male heir,
									

									So bux­om, blithe, and full of face,
									

									As heav­en had lent her all his grace;
									

									With whom the fath­er lik­ing took,
									

									And her to in­cest did pro­voke:
									

									Bad child; worse fath­er! to en­tice his own
									

									To evil should be done by none:
									

									But cus­tom what they did be­gin
									

									Was with long use ac­count no sin.
									

									The beauty of this sin­ful dame
									

									Made many princes thith­er frame,
									

									To seek her as a bed-fel­low,
									

									In mar­riage-pleas­ures play-fel­low:
									

									Which to pre­vent he made a law,
									

									To keep her still, and men in awe,
									

									That whoso ask’d her for his wife,
									

									His riddle told not, lost his life:
									

									So for her many a wight did die,
									

									As yon grim looks do testi­fy.
									

									What now en­sues, to the judg­ment of your eye
									

									I give, my cause who best can jus­ti­fy. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				An­ti­och. A room in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­o­chus, Prince Pericles, and fol­low­ers.
							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Young prince of Tyre, you have at large re­ceived
									

									The danger of the task you un­der­take.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I have, An­ti­o­chus, and, with a soul
									

									Em­bolden’d with the glory of her praise,
									

									Think death no haz­ard in this en­ter­prise.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Bring in our daugh­ter, clothed like a bride,
									

									For the em­brace­ments even of Jove him­self;
									

									At whose con­cep­tion, till Lu­cina reign’d,
									

									Nature this dowry gave, to glad her pres­ence,
									

									The sen­ate-house of plan­ets all did sit,
									

									To knit in her their best per­fec­tions.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Mu­sic. Enter the Daugh­ter of An­ti­o­chus.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									See where she comes, ap­par­ell’d like the spring,
									

									Graces her sub­jects, and her thoughts the king
									

									Of every vir­tue gives renown to men!
									

									Her face the book of praises, where is read
									

									Noth­ing but curi­ous pleas­ures, as from thence
									

									Sor­row were ever razed, and testy wrath
									

									Could nev­er be her mild com­pan­ion.
									

									You gods that made me man, and sway in love,
									

									That have in­flamed de­sire in my breast
									

									To taste the fruit of yon ce­les­ti­al tree,
									

									Or die in the ad­ven­ture, be my helps,
									

									As I am son and ser­vant to your will,
									

									To com­pass such a bound­less hap­pi­ness!
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								Prince Pericles—
						

						
								Pericles
								That would be son to great An­ti­o­chus.
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Be­fore thee stands this fair Hes­per­ides,
									

									With golden fruit, but dan­ger­ous to be touch’d;
									

									For death-like dragons here af­fright thee hard:
									

									Her face, like heav­en, en­ticeth thee to view
									

									Her count­less glory, which desert must gain;
									

									And which, without desert, be­cause thine eye
									

									Pre­sumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die.
									

									Yon some­times fam­ous princes, like thy­self,
									

									Drawn by re­port, ad­ven­tur­ous by de­sire,
									

									Tell thee, with speech­less tongues and semb­lance pale,
									

									That without cov­er­ing, save yon field of stars,
									

									Here they stand mar­tyrs, slain in Cu­pid’s wars;
									

									And with dead cheeks ad­vise thee to de­sist
									

									For go­ing on death’s net, whom none res­ist.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									An­ti­o­chus, I thank thee, who hath taught
									

									My frail mor­tal­ity to know it­self,
									

									And by those fear­ful ob­jects to pre­pare
									

									This body, like to them, to what I must;
									

									For death re­mem­ber’d should be like a mir­ror,
									

									Who tells us life’s but breath, to trust it er­ror.
									

									I’ll make my will then, and, as sick men do
									

									Who know the world, see heav­en, but, feel­ing woe,
									

									Gripe not at earthly joys as erst they did;
									

									So I be­queath a happy peace to you
									

									And all good men, as every prince should do;
									

									My riches to the earth from whence they came;
									

									But my un­spot­ted fire of love to you. To the Daugh­ter of An­ti­o­chus.
									

									Thus ready for the way of life or death,
									

									I wait the sharpest blow, An­ti­o­chus.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Scorn­ing ad­vice, read the con­clu­sion then:
									

									Which read and not ex­pounded, ’tis de­creed,
									

									As these be­fore thee thou thy­self shalt bleed.
								

							
						

						
								Daugh­ter
								
								
									Of all say’d yet, mayst thou prove pros­per­ous!
									

									Of all say’d yet, I wish thee hap­pi­ness!
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Like a bold cham­pi­on, I as­sume the lists,
									

									Nor ask ad­vice of any oth­er thought
									

									But faith­ful­ness and cour­age.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								He reads the riddle.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									
										I am no vi­per, yet I feed
										

										On moth­er’s flesh which did me breed.
										

										I sought a hus­band, in which la­bour
										

										I found that kind­ness in a fath­er:
										

										He’s fath­er, son, and hus­band mild;
										

										I moth­er, wife, and yet his child.
										

										How they may be, and yet in two,
										

										As you will live, re­solve it you.
									

								

								
									Sharp phys­ic is the last: but, O you powers
									

									That give heav­en count­less eyes to view men’s acts,
									

									Why cloud they not their sights per­petu­ally,
									

									If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?
									

									Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could still, Takes hold of the hand of the Prin­cess.
									

									Were not this glor­i­ous cas­ket stored with ill:
									

									But I must tell you, now my thoughts re­volt;
									

									For he’s no man on whom per­fec­tions wait
									

									That, know­ing sin with­in, will touch the gate.
									

									You are a fair vi­ol, and your sense the strings;
									

									Who, fin­ger’d to make man his law­ful mu­sic,
									

									Would draw heav­en down, and all the gods, to hearken;
									

									But be­ing play’d upon be­fore your time,
									

									Hell only dan­ceth at so harsh a chime.
									

									Good sooth, I care not for you.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life,
									

									For that’s an art­icle with­in our law,
									

									As dan­ger­ous as the rest. Your time’s ex­pired:
									

									Either ex­pound now, or re­ceive your sen­tence.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Great king,
									

									Few love to hear the sins they love to act;
									

									’Twould braid your­self too near for me to tell it.
									

									Who has a book of all that mon­archs do,
									

									He’s more se­cure to keep it shut than shown:
									

									For vice re­peated is like the wan­der­ing wind,
									

									Blows dust in oth­er’s eyes, to spread it­self;
									

									And yet the end of all is bought thus dear,
									

									The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear
									

									To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts
									

									Copp’d hills to­wards heav­en, to tell the earth is throng’d
									

									By man’s op­pres­sion; and the poor worm doth die for’t.
									

									Kings are earth’s gods; in vice their law’s their will;
									

									And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill?
									

									It is enough you know; and it is fit,
									

									What be­ing more known grows worse, to smoth­er it.
									

									All love the womb that their first be­ing bred,
									

									Then give my tongue like leave to love my head.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Aside. Heav­en, that I had thy head! he has found the mean­ing:
									

									But I will gloze with him.—Young prince of Tyre,
									

									Though by the ten­our of our strict edict,
									

									Your ex­pos­i­tion mis­in­ter­pret­ing,
									

									We might pro­ceed to can­cel of your days;
									

									Yet hope, suc­ceed­ing from so fair a tree
									

									As your fair self, doth tune us oth­er­wise:
									

									Forty days longer we do res­pite you;
									

									If by which time our secret be un­done,
									

									This mercy shows we’ll joy in such a son:
									

									And un­til then your en­ter­tain shall be
									

									As doth be­fit our hon­our and your worth. Ex­eunt all but Pericles.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									How cour­tesy would seem to cov­er sin,
									

									When what is done is like an hy­po­crite,
									

									The which is good in noth­ing but in sight!
									

									If it be true that I in­ter­pret false,
									

									Then were it cer­tain you were not so bad
									

									As with foul in­cest to ab­use your soul;
									

									Where now you’re both a fath­er and a son,
									

									By your un­timely clasp­ings with your child,
									

									Which pleas­ure fits an hus­band, not a fath­er;
									

									And she an eat­er of her moth­er’s flesh,
									

									By the de­fil­ing of her par­ent’s bed;
									

									And both like ser­pents are, who though they feed
									

									On sweetest flowers, yet they pois­on breed.
									

									An­ti­och, farewell! for wis­dom sees, those men
									

									Blush not in ac­tions black­er than the night,
									

									Will shun no course to keep them from the light.
									

									One sin, I know, an­oth­er doth pro­voke;
									

									Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke:
									

									Pois­on and treas­on are the hands of sin,
									

									Ay, and the tar­gets, to put off the shame:
									

									Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear,
									

									By flight I’ll shun the danger which I fear. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter An­ti­o­chus.
							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									He hath found the mean­ing, for which we mean
									

									To have his head.
									

									He must not live to trum­pet forth my in­famy,
									

									Nor tell the world An­ti­o­chus doth sin
									

									In such a loathed man­ner;
									

									And there­fore in­stantly this prince must die;
									

									For by his fall my hon­our must keep high.
									

									Who at­tends us there?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Thaliard.
							
						

						
								Thaliard
								Doth your high­ness call?
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Thaliard,
									

									You are of our cham­ber, and our mind par­takes
									

									Her private ac­tions to your secrecy;
									

									And for your faith­ful­ness we will ad­vance you.
									

									Thaliard, be­hold, here’s pois­on, and here’s gold;
									

									We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him:
									

									It fits thee not to ask the reas­on why,
									

									Be­cause we bid it. Say, is it done?
								

							
						

						
								Thaliard
								
								
									My lord,
									

									’Tis done.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								Enough.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								
								Let your breath cool your­self, telling your haste.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								My lord, prince Pericles is fled. Exit.
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									As thou
									

									Wilt live, fly after: and like an ar­row shot
									

									From a well-ex­per­i­enced arch­er hits the mark
									

									His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er re­turn
									

									Un­less thou say “Prince Pericles is dead.”
								

							
						

						
								Thaliard
								
								
									My lord,
									

									If I can get him with­in my pis­tol’s length,
									

									I’ll make him sure enough: so, farewell to your high­ness.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­o­chus
								
								
									Thaliard, adieu! Exit Thaliard. Till Pericles be dead,
									

									My heart can lend no suc­cour to my head. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Tyre. A room in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pericles.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									To Lords without. Let none dis­turb us.—Why should this change of thoughts,
									

									The sad com­pan­ion, dull-eyed mel­an­choly,
									

									Be my so used a guest as not an hour,
									

									In the day’s glor­i­ous walk, or peace­ful night,
									

									The tomb where grief should sleep, can breed me quiet?
									

									Here pleas­ures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them,
									

									And danger, which I fear’d, is at An­ti­och,
									

									Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here:
									

									Yet neither pleas­ure’s art can joy my spir­its,
									

									Nor yet the oth­er’s dis­tance com­fort me.
									

									Then it is thus: the pas­sions of the mind,
									

									That have their first con­cep­tion by mis-dread,
									

									Have after-nour­ish­ment and life by care;
									

									And what was first but fear what might be done,
									

									Grows eld­er now and cares it be not done.
									

									And so with me: the great An­ti­o­chus,
									

									’Gainst whom I am too little to con­tend,
									

									Since he’s so great can make his will his act,
									

									Will think me speak­ing, though I swear to si­lence;
									

									Nor boots it me to say I hon­our him,
									

									If he sus­pect I may dis­hon­our him:
									

									And what may make him blush in be­ing known,
									

									He’ll stop the course by which it might be known;
									

									With hos­tile forces he’ll o’er­spread the land,
									

									And with the os­tent of war will look so huge,
									

									Amazement shall drive cour­age from the state;
									

									Our men be van­quish’d ere they do res­ist,
									

									And sub­jects pun­ish’d that ne’er thought of­fence:
									

									Which care of them, not pity of my­self,
									

									Who am no more but as the tops of trees,
									

									Which fence the roots they grow by and de­fend them,
									

									Makes both my body pine and soul to lan­guish,
									

									And pun­ish that be­fore that he would pun­ish.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hel­ic­anus, with oth­er Lords.
							
						

						
								First Lord
								Joy and all com­fort in your sac­red breast!
						

						
								Second Lord
								
								
									And keep your mind, till you re­turn to us,
									

									Peace­ful and com­fort­able!
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Peace, peace, and give ex­per­i­ence tongue.
									

									They do ab­use the king that flat­ter him:
									

									For flat­tery is the bel­lows blows up sin;
									

									The thing which is flat­ter’d, but a spark,
									

									To which that blast gives heat and stronger glow­ing;
									

									Where­as re­proof, obed­i­ent and in or­der,
									

									Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.
									

									When Signior Sooth here does pro­claim a peace,
									

									He flat­ters you, makes war upon your life.
									

									Prince, par­don me, or strike me, if you please;
									

									I can­not be much lower than my knees.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									All leave us else; but let your cares o’er­look
									

									What ship­ping and what lad­ing’s in our haven,
									

									And then re­turn to us. Ex­eunt Lords. Hel­ic­anus, thou
									

									Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								An angry brow, dread lord.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									If there be such a dart in princes’ frowns,
									

									How durst thy tongue move an­ger to our face?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									How dare the plants look up to heav­en, from whence
									

									They have their nour­ish­ment?
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Thou know’st I have power
									

									To take thy life from thee.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Kneel­ing. I have ground the axe my­self;
									

									Do you but strike the blow.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Rise, prithee, rise.
									

									Sit down: thou art no flat­ter­er:
									

									I thank thee for it; and heav­en for­bid
									

									That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid!
									

									Fit coun­sel­lor and ser­vant for a prince,
									

									Who by thy wis­dom makest a prince thy ser­vant,
									

									What wouldst thou have me do?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									To bear with pa­tience
									

									Such griefs as you your­self do lay upon your­self.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Thou speak’st like a phys­i­cian, Hel­ic­anus,
									

									That min­is­ter’st a po­tion un­to me
									

									That thou wouldst tremble to re­ceive thy­self.
									

									At­tend me, then: I went to An­ti­och,
									

									Where as thou know’st, against the face of death,
									

									I sought the pur­chase of a glor­i­ous beauty,
									

									From whence an is­sue I might propag­ate,
									

									Are arms to princes, and bring joys to sub­jects.
									

									Her face was to mine eye bey­ond all won­der;
									

									The rest—hark in thine ear—as black as in­cest:
									

									Which by my know­ledge found, the sin­ful fath­er
									

									Seem’d not to strike, but smooth: but thou know’st this,
									

									’Tis time to fear when tyr­ants seem to kiss.
									

									Such fear so grew in me, I hith­er fled,
									

									Un­der the cov­er­ing of a care­ful night,
									

									Who seem’d my good pro­tect­or; and, be­ing here,
									

									Be­thought me what was past, what might suc­ceed.
									

									I knew him tyr­an­nous; and tyr­ants’ fears
									

									De­crease not, but grow faster than the years:
									

									And should he doubt it, as no doubt he doth,
									

									That I should open to the listen­ing air
									

									How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed,
									

									To keep his bed of black­ness un­laid ope,
									

									To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms,
									

									And make pre­tence of wrong that I have done him;
									

									When all, for mine, if I may call of­fence,
									

									Must feel war’s blow, who spares not in­no­cence:
									

									Which love to all, of which thy­self art one,
									

									Who now re­provest me for it—
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Alas, sir!
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks,
									

									Mus­ings in­to my mind, with thou­sand doubts
									

									How I might stop this tem­pest ere it came;
									

									And find­ing little com­fort to re­lieve them,
									

									I thought it princely char­ity to grieve them.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Well, my lord, since you have giv­en me leave to speak,
									

									Freely will I speak. An­ti­o­chus you fear,
									

									And justly too, I think, you fear the tyr­ant,
									

									Who either by pub­lic war or private treas­on
									

									Will take away your life.
									

									There­fore, my lord, go travel for a while,
									

									Till that his rage and an­ger be for­got,
									

									Or till the Des­tinies do cut his thread of life.
									

									Your rule dir­ect to any; if to me,
									

									Day serves not light more faith­ful than I’ll be.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I do not doubt thy faith;
									

									But should he wrong my liber­ties in my ab­sence?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									We’ll mingle our bloods to­geth­er in the earth,
									

									From whence we had our be­ing and our birth.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to Tarsus
									

									In­tend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee;
									

									And by whose let­ters I’ll dis­pose my­self.
									

									The care I had and have of sub­jects’ good
									

									On thee I lay whose wis­dom’s strength can bear it.
									

									I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath:
									

									Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both:
									

									But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe,
									

									That time of both this truth shall ne’er con­vince,
									

									Thou show’dst a sub­ject’s shine, I a true prince. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Tyre. An ante-cham­ber in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Thaliard.
							
						

						
								Thaliard
								So, this is Tyre, and this the court. Here must I kill King Pericles; and if I do it not, I am sure to be hanged at home: ’tis dan­ger­ous. Well, I per­ceive he was a wise fel­low, and had good dis­cre­tion, that, be­ing bid to ask what he would of the king, de­sired he might know none of his secrets: now do I see he had some reas­on for’t; for if a king bid a man be a vil­lain, he’s bound by the in­den­ture of his oath to be one. Hush! here come the lords of Tyre.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hel­ic­anus and Es­canes, with oth­er Lords of Tyre.
							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									You shall not need, my fel­low peers of Tyre,
									

									Fur­ther to ques­tion me of your king’s de­par­ture:
									

									His seal’d com­mis­sion, left in trust with me,
									

									Doth speak suf­fi­ciently he’s gone to travel.
								

							
						

						
								Thaliard
								Aside. How! the king gone!
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									If fur­ther yet you will be sat­is­fied,
									

									Why, as it were un­li­censed of your loves,
									

									He would de­part, I’ll give some light un­to you.
									

									Be­ing at An­ti­och—
								

							
						

						
								Thaliard
								Aside. What from An­ti­och?
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Roy­al An­ti­o­chus—on what cause I know not—
									

									Took some dis­pleas­ure at him; at least he judged so:
									

									And doubt­ing lest that he had err’d or sinn’d,
									

									To show his sor­row, he’ld cor­rect him­self;
									

									So puts him­self un­to the ship­man’s toil,
									

									With whom each minute threatens life or death.
								

							
						

						
								Thaliard
								
								
									Aside. Well, I per­ceive
									

									I shall not be hang’d now, al­though I would;
									

									But since he’s gone, the king’s seas must please:
									

									He ’scaped the land, to per­ish at the sea.
									

									I’ll present my­self. Peace to the lords of Tyre!
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Lord Thaliard from An­ti­o­chus is wel­come.
						

						
								Thaliard
								
								
									From him I come
									

									With mes­sage un­to princely Pericles;
									

									But since my land­ing I have un­der­stood
									

									Your lord has betook him­self to un­known travels,
									

									My mes­sage must re­turn from whence it came.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									We have no reas­on to de­sire it,
									

									Com­men­ded to our mas­ter, not to us:
									

									Yet, ere you shall de­part, this we de­sire,
									

									As friends to An­ti­och, we may feast in Tyre. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Tarsus. A room in the Gov­ernor’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cle­on, the gov­ernor of Tarsus, with Di­onyza, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									My Di­onyza, shall we rest us here,
									

									And by re­lat­ing tales of oth­ers’ griefs,
									

									See if ’twill teach us to for­get our own?
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it;
									

									For who digs hills be­cause they do as­pire
									

									Throws down one moun­tain to cast up a high­er.
									

									O my dis­tressed lord, even such our griefs are;
									

									Here they’re but felt, and seen with mis­chief’s eyes,
									

									But like to groves, be­ing topp’d, they high­er rise.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									O Di­onyza,
									

									Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it,
									

									Or can con­ceal his hun­ger till he fam­ish?
									

									Our tongues and sor­rows do sound deep
									

									Our woes in­to the air; our eyes do weep,
									

									Till tongues fetch breath that may pro­claim them louder;
									

									That, if heav­en slum­ber while their creatures want,
									

									They may awake their helps to com­fort them.
									

									I’ll then dis­course our woes, felt sev­er­al years,
									

									And want­ing breath to speak help me with tears.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								I’ll do my best, sir.
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									This Tarsus, o’er which I have the gov­ern­ment,
									

									A city on whom plenty held full hand,
									

									For riches strew’d her­self even in the streets:
									

									Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss’d the clouds,
									

									And strangers ne’er be­held but wondered at;
									

									Whose men and dames so jet­ted and ad­orn’d,
									

									Like one an­oth­er’s glass to trim them by:
									

									Their tables were stored full, to glad the sight,
									

									And not so much to feed on as de­light;
									

									All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great,
									

									The name of help grew odi­ous to re­peat.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								O, ’tis too true.
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									But see what heav­en can do! By this our change,
									

									These mouths, who but of late, earth, sea, and air,
									

									Were all too little to con­tent and please,
									

									Al­though they gave their creatures in abund­ance,
									

									As houses are de­filed for want of use,
									

									They are now starved for want of ex­er­cise:
									

									Those pal­ates who, not yet two sum­mers young­er,
									

									Must have in­ven­tions to de­light the taste,
									

									Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it:
									

									Those moth­ers who, to nousle up their babes,
									

									Thought nought too curi­ous, are ready now
									

									To eat those little darlings whom they loved.
									

									So sharp are hun­ger’s teeth, that man and wife
									

									Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life:
									

									Here stands a lord, and there a lady weep­ing;
									

									Here many sink, yet those which see them fall
									

									Have scarce strength left to give them buri­al.
									

									Is not this true?
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								Our cheeks and hol­low eyes do wit­ness it.
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									O, let those cit­ies that of plenty’s cup
									

									And her prosper­it­ies so largely taste,
									

									With their su­per­flu­ous ri­ots, hear these tears!
									

									The misery of Tarsus may be theirs!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Lord.
							
						

						
								Lord
								Where’s the lord gov­ernor?
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Here.
									

									Speak out thy sor­rows which thou bring’st in haste,
									

									For com­fort is too far for us to ex­pect.
								

							
						

						
								Lord
								
								
									We have descried, upon our neigh­bour­ing shore,
									

									A portly sail of ships make hith­er­ward.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									I thought as much.
									

									One sor­row nev­er comes but brings an heir,
									

									That may suc­ceed as his in­her­it­or;
									

									And so in ours: some neigh­bour­ing na­tion,
									

									Tak­ing ad­vant­age of our misery,
									

									Hath stuff’d these hol­low ves­sels with their power,
									

									To beat us down, the which are down already;
									

									And make a con­quest of un­happy me,
									

									Where­as no glory’s got to over­come.
								

							
						

						
								Lord
								
								
									That’s the least fear; for, by the semb­lance
									

									Of their white flags dis­play’d, they bring us peace,
									

									And come to us as fa­vour­ers, not as foes.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Thou speak’st like him’s un­tutor’d to re­peat:
									

									Who makes the fairest show means most de­ceit.
									

									But bring they what they will and what they can,
									

									What need we fear?
									

									The ground’s the low­est, and we are half way there.
									

									Go tell their gen­er­al we at­tend him here,
									

									To know for what he comes, and whence he comes,
									

									And what he craves.
								

							
						

						
								Lord
								I go, my lord. Exit.
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Wel­come is peace, if he on peace con­sist;
									

									If wars, we are un­able to res­ist.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pericles with At­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Lord gov­ernor, for so we hear you are,
									

									Let not our ships and num­ber of our men
									

									Be like a beacon fired to amaze your eyes.
									

									We have heard your miser­ies as far as Tyre,
									

									And seen the des­ol­a­tion of your streets:
									

									Nor come we to add sor­row to your tears,
									

									But to re­lieve them of their heavy load;
									

									And these our ships, you hap­pily may think
									

									Are like the Tro­jan horse was stuff’d with­in
									

									With bloody veins, ex­pect­ing over­throw,
									

									Are stored with corn to make your needy bread,
									

									And give them life whom hun­ger starved half dead.
								

							
						

						
								All
								
								
									The gods of Greece pro­tect you!
									

									And we’ll pray for you.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Arise, I pray you, rise:
									

									We do not look for rev­er­ence, but to love,
									

									And har­bour­age for our­self, our ships, and men.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									The which when any shall not grat­i­fy,
									

									Or pay you with un­thank­ful­ness in thought,
									

									Be it our wives, our chil­dren, or ourselves,
									

									The curse of heav­en and men suc­ceed their evils!
									

									Till when—the which I hope shall ne’er be seen—
									

									Your grace is wel­come to our town and us.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Which wel­come we’ll ac­cept; feast here awhile,
									

									Un­til our stars that frown lend us a smile. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Here have you seen a mighty king
									

									His child, I wis, to in­cest bring;
									

									A bet­ter prince and be­nign lord,
									

									That will prove aw­ful both in deed and word.
									

									Be quiet then as men should be,
									

									Till he hath pass’d ne­ces­sity.
									

									I’ll show you those in troubles reign,
									

									Los­ing a mite, a moun­tain gain.
									

									The good in con­ver­sa­tion,
									

									To whom I give my ben­ison,
									

									Is still at Tarsus, where each man
									

									Thinks all is writ he spek­en can;
									

									And, to re­mem­ber what he does,
									

									Build his statue to make him glor­i­ous:
									

									But tid­ings to the con­trary
									

									Are brought your eyes; what need speak I?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Dumb Show.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter at one door Pericles talk­ing with Cle­on; all the train with them. Enter at an­oth­er door a Gen­tle­man, with a let­ter to Pericles; Pericles shows the let­ter to Cle­on; gives the Mes­sen­ger a re­ward, and knights him. Exit Pericles at one door, and Cle­on at an­oth­er.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Good Hel­icane, that stay’d at home,
									

									Not to eat honey like a drone
									

									From oth­ers’ la­bours; for though he strive
									

									To kil­len bad, keep good alive;
									

									And to ful­fil his prince’ de­sire,
									

									Sends word of all that haps in Tyre:
									

									How Thaliard came full bent with sin
									

									And had in­tent to murder him;
									

									And that in Tarsus was not best
									

									Longer for him to make his rest.
									

									He, do­ing so, put forth to seas,
									

									Where when men been, there’s sel­dom ease;
									

									For now the wind be­gins to blow;
									

									Thun­der above and deeps be­low
									

									Make such un­quiet, that the ship
									

									Should house him safe is wreck’d and split;
									

									And he, good prince, hav­ing all lost,
									

									By waves from coast to coast is tost:
									

									All per­ishen of man, of pelf,
									

									Ne aught es­capen but him­self;
									

									Till for­tune, tired with do­ing bad,
									

									Threw him ashore, to give him glad:
									

									And here he comes. What shall be next,
									

									Par­don old Gower—this longs the text. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Penta­pol­is. An open place by the sea-side.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pericles, wet.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heav­en!
									

									Wind, rain, and thun­der, re­mem­ber, earthly man
									

									Is but a sub­stance that must yield to you;
									

									And I, as fits my nature, do obey you:
									

									Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks,
									

									Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me breath
									

									Noth­ing to think on but en­su­ing death:
									

									Let it suf­fice the great­ness of your powers
									

									To have bereft a prince of all his for­tunes;
									

									And hav­ing thrown him from your wa­tery grave,
									

									Here to have death in peace is all he’ll crave.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter three Fish­er­men.
							
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								What, ho, Pilch!
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Ha, come and bring away the nets!
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								What, Patch-breech, I say!
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								What say you, mas­ter?
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Look how thou stir­rest now! come away, or I’ll fetch thee with a wan­ion.
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								’Faith, mas­ter, I am think­ing of the poor men that were cast away be­fore us even now.
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear what pi­ti­ful cries they made to us to help them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce help ourselves.
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								Nay, mas­ter, said not I as much when I saw the por­pus how he bounced and tumbled? they say they’re half fish, half flesh: a plague on them, they ne’er come but I look to be washed. Mas­ter, I mar­vel how the fishes live in the sea.
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Why, as men do a-land; the great ones eat up the little ones: I can com­pare our rich misers to noth­ing so fitly as to a whale; a’ plays and tumbles, driv­ing the poor fry be­fore him, and at last de­vours them all at a mouth­ful: such whales have I heard on o’ the land, who nev­er leave gap­ing till they’ve swal­lowed the whole par­ish, church, steeple, bells, and all.
						

						
								Pericles
								Aside. A pretty mor­al.
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								But, mas­ter, if I had been the sex­ton, I would have been that day in the bel­fry.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Why, man?
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								Be­cause he should have swal­lowed me too: and when I had been in his belly, I would have kept such a jangling of the bells, that he should nev­er have left, till he cast bells, steeple, church, and par­ish up again. But if the good King Si­monides were of my mind—
						

						
								Pericles
								Aside. Si­monides!
						

						
								Third Fish­er­man
								We would purge the land of these drones, that rob the bee of her honey.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Aside. How from the finny sub­ject of the sea
									

									These fish­ers tell the in­firm­it­ies of men;
									

									And from their wa­tery em­pire re­col­lect
									

									All that may men ap­prove or men de­tect!
									

									Peace be at your la­bour, hon­est fish­er­men.
								

							
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Hon­est! good fel­low, what’s that? If it be a day fits you, search out of the cal­en­dar, and nobody look after it.
						

						
								Pericles
								May see the sea hath cast upon your coast.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								What a drunk­en knave was the sea to cast thee in our way!
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									A man whom both the wa­ters and the wind,
									

									In that vast ten­nis-court, have made the ball
									

									For them to play upon, en­treats you pity him:
									

									He asks of you, that nev­er used to beg.
								

							
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								No, friend, can­not you beg? Here’s them in our coun­try Greece gets more with beg­ging than we can do with work­ing.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Canst thou catch any fishes, then?
						

						
								Pericles
								I nev­er prac­tised it.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure; for here’s noth­ing to be got now-a-days, un­less thou canst fish for’t.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									What I have been I have for­got to know;
									

									But what I am, want teaches me to think on:
									

									A man throng’d up with cold: my veins are chill,
									

									And have no more of life than may suf­fice
									

									To give my tongue that heat to ask your help;
									

									Which if you shall re­fuse, when I am dead,
									

									For that I am a man, pray see me bur­ied.
								

							
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Die quoth-a? Now gods for­bid! I have a gown here; come, put it on; keep thee warm. Now, afore me, a hand­some fel­low! Come, thou shalt go home, and we’ll have flesh for hol­i­days, fish for fast­ing-days, and moreo’er pud­dings and flap-jacks, and thou shalt be wel­come.
						

						
								Pericles
								I thank you, sir.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Hark you, my friend; you said you could not beg.
						

						
								Pericles
								I did but crave.
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								But crave! Then I’ll turn craver too, and so I shall ’scape whip­ping.
						

						
								Pericles
								Why, are all your beg­gars whipped, then?
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								O, not all, my friend, not all; for if all your beg­gars were whipped, I would wish no bet­ter of­fice than to be beadle. But, mas­ter, I’ll go draw up the net. Exit with Third Fish­er­man.
						

						
								Pericles
								Aside. How well this hon­est mirth be­comes their la­bour!
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Hark you, sir, do you know where ye are?
						

						
								Pericles
								Not well.
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Why, I’ll tell you: this is called Penta­pol­is, and our king the good Si­monides.
						

						
								Pericles
								The good King Si­monides, do you call him?
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Ay, sir; and he de­serves so to be called for his peace­able reign and good gov­ern­ment.
						

						
								Pericles
								He is a happy king, since he gains from his sub­jects the name of good by his gov­ern­ment. How far is his court dis­tant from this shore?
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Marry, sir, half a day’s jour­ney: and I’ll tell you, he hath a fair daugh­ter, and to-mor­row is her birth-day; and there are princes and knights come from all parts of the world to just and tour­ney for her love.
						

						
								Pericles
								Were my for­tunes equal to my de­sires, I could wish to make one there.
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								O, sir, things must be as they may; and what a man can­not get, he may law­fully deal for—his wife’s soul.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Second and Third Fish­er­men, draw­ing up a net.
							
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Help, mas­ter, help! here’s a fish hangs in the net, like a poor man’s right in the law; ’twill hardly come out. Ha! bots on’t, ’tis come at last, and ’tis turned to a rusty ar­mour.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									An ar­mour, friends! I pray you, let me see it.
									

									Thanks, for­tune, yet, that, after all my crosses,
									

									Thou givest me some­what to re­pair my­self;
									

									And though it was mine own, part of my her­it­age,
									

									Which my dead fath­er did be­queath to me,
									

									With this strict charge, even as he left his life,
									

									“Keep it, my Pericles; it hath been a shield
									

									Twixt me and death;”—and poin­ted to this brace;—
									

									“For that it saved me, keep it; in like ne­ces­sity—
									

									The which the gods pro­tect thee from!—may de­fend thee.”
									

									It kept where I kept, I so dearly loved it;
									

									Till the rough seas, that spare not any man,
									

									Took it in rage, though calm’d have giv­en’t again:
									

									I thank thee for’t: my ship­wreck now’s no ill,
									

									Since I have here my fath­er’s gift in’s will.
								

							
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								What mean you, sir?
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth,
									

									For it was some­time tar­get to a king;
									

									I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly,
									

									And for his sake I wish the hav­ing of it;
									

									And that you’ld guide me to your sov­er­eign’s court,
									

									Where with it I may ap­pear a gen­tle­man;
									

									And if that ever my low for­tune’s bet­ter,
									

									I’ll pay your boun­ties; till then rest your debt­or.
								

							
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Why, wilt thou tour­ney for the lady?
						

						
								Pericles
								I’ll show the vir­tue I have borne in arms.
						

						
								First Fish­er­man
								Why, do’e take it, and the gods give thee good on’t!
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								Ay, but hark you, my friend; ’twas we that made up this gar­ment through the rough seams of the wa­ters: there are cer­tain con­dole­ments, cer­tain vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive, you’ll re­mem­ber from whence you had it.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Be­lieve’t, I will.
									

									By your fur­ther­ance I am clothed in steel;
									

									And, spite of all the rap­ture of the sea,
									

									This jew­el holds his build­ing on my arm:
									

									Un­to thy value I will mount my­self
									

									Upon a cours­er, whose de­light­ful steps
									

									Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.
									

									Only, my friend, I yet am un­provided
									

									Of a pair of bases.
								

							
						

						
								Second Fish­er­man
								We’ll sure provide: thou shalt have my best gown to make thee a pair; and I’ll bring thee to the court my­self.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Then hon­our be but a goal to my will,
									

									This day I’ll rise, or else add ill to ill. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same. A pub­lic way or plat­form lead­ing to the lists. A pa­vil­ion by the side of it for the re­cep­tion of King, Prin­cess, Lords, etc.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Si­monides, Thaisa, Lords, and At­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Si­monides
								Are the knights ready to be­gin the tri­umph?
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									They are, my liege;
									

									And stay your com­ing to present them­selves.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Re­turn them, we are ready; and our daugh­ter,
									

									In hon­our of whose birth these tri­umphs are,
									

									Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat
									

									For men to see, and see­ing won­der at. Exit a Lord.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									It pleaseth you, my roy­al fath­er, to ex­press
									

									My com­mend­a­tions great, whose mer­it’s less.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									It’s fit it should be so; for princes are
									

									A mod­el, which heav­en makes like to it­self:
									

									As jew­els lose their glory if neg­lected,
									

									So princes their renowns if not re­spec­ted.
									

									’Tis now your hon­our, daugh­ter, to ex­plain
									

									The la­bour of each knight in his device.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								Which, to pre­serve mine hon­our, I’ll per­form.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Knight; he passes over, and his Squire presents his shield to the Prin­cess.
							
						

						
								Si­monides
								Who is the first that doth prefer him­self?
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									A knight of Sparta, my renowned fath­er;
									

									And the device he bears upon his shield
									

									Is a black Ethi­ope reach­ing at the sun:
									

									The word, “Lux tua vita mihi.”
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									He loves you well that holds his life of you. The Second Knight passes over.
									

									Who is the second that presents him­self?
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									A prince of Mace­don, my roy­al fath­er;
									

									And the device he bears upon his shield
									

									Is an arm’d knight that’s con­quer’d by a lady;
									

									The motto thus, in Span­ish, “Piu por dulzura que por fuerza.” The Third Knight passes over.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								And what’s the third?
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									The third of An­ti­och;
									

									And his device, a wreath of chiv­alry;
									

									The word, “Me pom­pae provexit apex.” The Fourth Knight passes over.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								What is the fourth?
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									A burn­ing torch that’s turned up­side down;
									

									The word, “Quod me alit, me ex­tin­guit.”
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Which shows that beauty hath his power and will,
									

									Which can as well in­flame as it can kill. The Fifth Knight passes over.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									The fifth, an hand en­vironed with clouds,
									

									Hold­ing out gold that’s by the touch­stone tried;
									

									The motto thus, “Sic spect­anda fides.” The Sixth Knight, Pericles, passes over.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									And what’s
									

									The sixth and last, the which the knight him­self
									

									With such a grace­ful cour­tesy de­liv­er’d?
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									He seems to be a stranger; but his present is
									

									A with­er’d branch, that’s only green at top;
									

									The motto, “In hac spe vivo.”
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									A pretty mor­al;
									

									From the de­jec­ted state wherein he is,
									

									He hopes by you his for­tunes yet may flour­ish.
								

							
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									He had need mean bet­ter than his out­ward show
									

									Can any way speak in his just com­mend;
									

									For by his rusty out­side he ap­pears
									

									To have prac­tised more the whip­stock than the lance.
								

							
						

						
								Second Lord
								
								
									He well may be a stranger, for he comes
									

									To an hon­our’d tri­umph strangely fur­nished.
								

							
						

						
								Third Lord
								
								
									And on set pur­pose let his ar­mour rust
									

									Un­til this day, to scour it in the dust.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Opin­ion’s but a fool, that makes us scan
									

									The out­ward habit by the in­ward man.
									

									But stay, the knights are com­ing: we will with­draw
									

									In­to the gal­lery. Ex­eunt. Great shouts with­in and all cry “The mean knight!”
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The same. A hall of state: a ban­quet pre­pared.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Si­monides, Thaisa, Lords, At­tend­ants, and Knights, from tilt­ing.
							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Knights,
									

									To say you’re wel­come were su­per­flu­ous.
									

									To place upon the volume of your deeds,
									

									As in a title-page, your worth in arms,
									

									Were more than you ex­pect, or more than’s fit,
									

									Since every worth in show com­mends it­self.
									

									Pre­pare for mirth, for mirth be­comes a feast:
									

									You are princes and my guests.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									But you, my knight and guest;
									

									To whom this wreath of vic­tory I give,
									

									And crown you king of this day’s hap­pi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								’Tis more by for­tune, lady, than by mer­it.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Call it by what you will, the day is yours;
									

									And here, I hope, is none that en­vies it.
									

									In fram­ing an artist, art hath thus de­creed,
									

									To make some good, but oth­ers to ex­ceed;
									

									And you are her la­bour’d schol­ar. Come, queen o’ the feast—
									

									For, daugh­ter, so you are—here take your place:
									

									Mar­shal the rest, as they de­serve their grace.
								

							
						

						
								Knights
								We are hon­our’d much by good Si­monides.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Your pres­ence glads our days: hon­our we love;
									

									For who hates hon­our hates the gods above.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­shal
								Sir, yon­der is your place.
						

						
								Pericles
								Some oth­er is more fit.
						

						
								First Knight
								
								
									Con­tend not, sir; for we are gen­tle­men
									

									That neither in our hearts nor out­ward eyes
									

									Envy the great nor do the low des­pise.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								You are right cour­teous knights.
						

						
								Si­monides
								Sit, sir, sit.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									By Jove, I won­der, that is king of thoughts,
									

									These cates res­ist me, she but thought upon.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									By Juno, that is queen of mar­riage,
									

									All vi­ands that I eat do seem un­sa­voury,
									

									Wish­ing him my meat. Sure, he’s a gal­lant gen­tle­man.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									He’s but a coun­try gen­tle­man;
									

									Has done no more than oth­er knights have done;
									

									Has broken a staff or so; so let it pass.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								To me he seems like dia­mond to glass.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Yon king’s to me like to my fath­er’s pic­ture,
									

									Which tells me in that glory once he was;
									

									Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne,
									

									And he the sun, for them to rev­er­ence;
									

									None that be­held him, but, like less­er lights,
									

									Did vail their crowns to his su­prem­acy:
									

									Where now his son’s like a glow-worm in the night,
									

									The which hath fire in dark­ness, none in light:
									

									Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men,
									

									He’s both their par­ent, and he is their grave,
									

									And gives them what he will, not what they crave.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								What, are you merry, knights?
						

						
								Knights
								Who can be oth­er in this roy­al pres­ence?
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Here, with a cup that’s stored un­to the brim—
									

									As you do love, fill to your mis­tress’ lips—
									

									We drink this health to you.
								

							
						

						
								Knights
								We thank your grace.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Yet pause awhile:
									

									Yon knight doth sit too mel­an­choly,
									

									As if the en­ter­tain­ment in our court
									

									Had not a show might coun­ter­vail his worth.
									

									Note it not you, Thaisa?
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									What is it
									

									To me, my fath­er?
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									O, at­tend, my daugh­ter:
									

									Princes in this should live like gods above,
									

									Who freely give to every one that comes
									

									To hon­our them:
									

									And princes not doin g so are like to gnats,
									

									Which make a sound, but kill’d are won­der’d at.
									

									There­fore to make his en­trance more sweet,
									

									Here, say we drink this stand­ing-bowl of wine to him.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Alas, my fath­er, it be­fits not me
									

									Un­to a stranger knight to be so bold:
									

									He may my prof­fer take for an of­fence,
									

									Since men take wo­men’s gifts for im­pudence.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									How!
									

									Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								Aside. Now, by the gods, he could not please me bet­ter.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									And fur­ther­more tell him, we de­sire to know of him,
									

									Of whence he is, his name and par­ent­age.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								The king my fath­er, sir, has drunk to you.
						

						
								Pericles
								I thank him.
						

						
								Thaisa
								Wish­ing it so much blood un­to your life.
						

						
								Pericles
								I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely.
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									And fur­ther he de­sires to know of you,
									

									Of whence you are, your name and par­ent­age.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									A gen­tle­man of Tyre; my name, Pericles;
									

									My edu­ca­tion been in arts and arms;
									

									Who, look­ing for ad­ven­tures in the world,
									

									Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men,
									

									And after ship­wreck driv­en upon this shore.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									He thanks your grace; names him­self Pericles,
									

									A gen­tle­man of Tyre,
									

									Who only by mis­for­tune of the seas
									

									Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Now, by the gods, I pity his mis­for­tune,
									

									And will awake him from his mel­an­choly.
									

									Come, gen­tle­men, we sit too long on trifles,
									

									And waste the time, which looks for oth­er rev­els.
									

									Even in your ar­mours, as you are ad­dress’d,
									

									Will very well be­come a sol­dier’s dance.
									

									I will not have ex­cuse, with say­ing this
									

									Loud mu­sic is too harsh for ladies’ heads,
									

									Since they love men in arms as well as beds. The Knights dance.
									

									So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well per­form’d.
									

									Come, sir;
									

									Here is a lady that wants breath­ing too:
									

									And I have heard, you knights of Tyre
									

									Are ex­cel­lent in mak­ing ladies trip;
									

									And that their meas­ures are as ex­cel­lent.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								In those that prac­tise them they are, my lord.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									O, that’s as much as you would be denied
									

									Of your fair cour­tesy. The Knights and Ladies dance. Un­clasp, un­clasp:
									

									Thanks, gen­tle­men, to all; all have done well,
									

									To Pericles. But you the best. Pages and lights, to con­duct
									

									These knights un­to their sev­er­al lodgings! To Pericles. Yours, sir,
									

									We have giv­en or­der to be next our own.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								I am at your grace’s pleas­ure.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Princes, it is too late to talk of love;
									

									And that’s the mark I know you level at:
									

									There­fore each one be­take him to his rest;
									

									To-mor­row all for speed­ing do their best. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Tyre. A room in the Gov­ernor’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Hel­ic­anus and Es­canes.
							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									No, Es­canes, know this of me,
									

									An­ti­o­chus from in­cest lived not free:
									

									For which, the most high gods not mind­ing longer
									

									To with­hold the ven­geance that they had in store,
									

									Due to this hein­ous cap­it­al of­fence,
									

									Even in the height and pride of all his glory,
									

									When he was seated in a chari­ot
									

									Of an in­es­tim­able value, and his daugh­ter with him,
									

									A fire from heav­en came and shriv­ell’d up
									

									Their bod­ies, even to loath­ing; for they so stunk,
									

									That all those eyes ad­ored them ere their fall
									

									Scorn now their hand should give them buri­al.
								

							
						

						
								Es­canes
								’Twas very strange.
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									And yet but justice; for though
									

									This king were great, his great­ness was no guard
									

									To bar heav­en’s shaft, but sin had his re­ward.
								

							
						

						
								Es­canes
								’Tis very true.
						

						
								
								
								Enter two or three Lords.
							
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									See, not a man in private con­fer­ence
									

									Or coun­cil has re­spect with him but he.
								

							
						

						
								Second Lord
								It shall no longer grieve without re­proof.
						

						
								Third Lord
								And cursed be he that will not second it.
						

						
								First Lord
								Fol­low me, then. Lord Hel­icane, a word.
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								With me? and wel­come: happy day, my lords.
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									Know that our griefs are ris­en to the top,
									

									And now at length they over­flow their banks.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Your griefs! for what? wrong not your prince you love.
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									Wrong not your­self, then, noble Hel­icane;
									

									But if the prince do live, let us sa­lute him,
									

									Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath.
									

									If in the world he live, we’ll seek him out;
									

									If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there;
									

									And be re­solved he lives to gov­ern us,
									

									Or dead, give’s cause to mourn his fu­ner­al,
									

									And leave us to our free elec­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Second Lord
								
								
									Whose death in­deed’s the strongest in our cen­sure:
									

									And know­ing this king­dom is without a head—
									

									Like goodly build­ings left without a roof
									

									Soon fall to ru­in—your noble self,
									

									That best know how to rule and how to reign,
									

									We thus sub­mit un­to—our sov­er­eign.
								

							
						

						
								All
								Live, noble Hel­icane!
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									For hon­our’s cause, for­bear your suf­frages:
									

									If that you love Prince Pericles, for­bear.
									

									Take I your wish, I leap in­to the seas,
									

									Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease.
									

									A twelve­month longer, let me en­treat you to
									

									For­bear the ab­sence of your king;
									

									If in which time ex­pired, he not re­turn,
									

									I shall with aged pa­tience bear your yoke.
									

									But if I can­not win you to this love,
									

									Go search like nobles, like noble sub­jects,
									

									And in your search spend your ad­ven­tur­ous worth;
									

									Whom if you find, and win un­to re­turn,
									

									You shall like dia­monds sit about his crown.
								

							
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									To wis­dom he’s a fool that will not yield;
									

									And since Lord Hel­icane en­joineth us,
									

									We with our travels will en­deav­our us.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Then you love us, we you, and we’ll clasp hands:
									

									When peers thus knit, a king­dom ever stands. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Penta­pol­is. A room in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Si­monides, read­ing a let­ter, at one door: the Knights meet him.
							
						

						
								First Knight
								Good mor­row to the good Si­monides.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Knights, from my daugh­ter this I let you know,
									

									That for this twelve­month she’ll not un­der­take
									

									A mar­ried life.
									

									Her reas­on to her­self is only known,
									

									Which yet from her by no means can I get.
								

							
						

						
								Second Knight
								May we not get ac­cess to her, my lord?
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									’Faith, by no means; she has so strictly tied
									

									Her to her cham­ber, that ’tis im­possible.
									

									One twelve moons more she’ll wear Di­ana’s liv­ery;
									

									This by the eye of Cyn­thia hath she vow’d
									

									And on her vir­gin hon­our will not break it.
								

							
						

						
								Third Knight
								Loath to bid farewell, we take our leaves. Ex­eunt Knights.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									So,
									

									They are well dis­patch’d; now to my daugh­ter’s let­ter:
									

									She tells me here, she’ll wed the stranger knight,
									

									Or nev­er more to view nor day nor light.
									

									’Tis well, mis­tress; your choice agrees with mine;
									

									I like that well: nay, how ab­so­lute she’s in’t,
									

									Not mind­ing wheth­er I dis­like or no!
									

									Well, I do com­mend her choice;
									

									And will no longer have it be delay’d.
									

									Soft! here he comes: I must dis­semble it.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pericles.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								All for­tune to the good Si­monides!
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									To you as much, sir! I am be­hold­ing to you
									

									For your sweet mu­sic this last night: I do
									

									Protest my ears were nev­er bet­ter fed
									

									With such de­light­ful pleas­ing har­mony.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									It is your grace’s pleas­ure to com­mend;
									

									Not my desert.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								Sir, you are mu­sic’s mas­ter.
						

						
								Pericles
								The worst of all her schol­ars, my good lord.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Let me ask you one thing:
									

									What do you think of my daugh­ter, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								A most vir­tu­ous prin­cess.
						

						
								Si­monides
								And she is fair too, is she not?
						

						
								Pericles
								As a fair day in sum­mer, won­drous fair.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Sir, my daugh­ter thinks very well of you;
									

									Ay, so well, that you must be her mas­ter,
									

									And she will be your schol­ar: there­fore look to it.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								I am un­worthy for her school-mas­ter.
						

						
								Si­monides
								She thinks not so; per­use this writ­ing else.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Aside. What’s here?
									

									A let­ter, that she loves the knight of Tyre!
									

									’Tis the king’s sub­tlety to have my life.
									

									O, seek not to en­trap me, gra­cious lord,
									

									A stranger and dis­tressed gen­tle­man,
									

									That nev­er aim’d so high to love your daugh­ter,
									

									But bent all of­fices to hon­our her.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Thou hast be­witch’d my daugh­ter, and thou art
									

									A vil­lain.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									By the gods, I have not:
									

									Nev­er did thought of mine levy of­fence;
									

									Nor nev­er did my ac­tions yet com­mence
									

									A deed might gain her love or your dis­pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								Trait­or, thou li­est.
						

						
								Pericles
								Trait­or!
						

						
								Si­monides
								Ay, trait­or.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Even in his throat—un­less it be the king—
									

									That calls me trait­or, I re­turn the lie.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								Aside. Now, by the gods, I do ap­plaud his cour­age.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									My ac­tions are as noble as my thoughts,
									

									That nev­er rel­ish’d of a base des­cent.
									

									I came un­to your court for hon­our’s cause,
									

									And not to be a rebel to her state;
									

									And he that oth­er­wise ac­counts of me,
									

									This sword shall prove he’s hon­our’s en­emy.
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									No?
									

									Here comes my daugh­ter, she can wit­ness it.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Thaisa.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Then, as you are as vir­tu­ous as fair,
									

									Re­solve your angry fath­er, if my tongue
									

									Did e’er so­li­cit, or my hand sub­scribe
									

									To any syl­lable that made love to you.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Why, sir, say if you had,
									

									Who takes of­fence at that would make me glad?
								

							
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									Yea, mis­tress, are you so per­emp­tory?
									

									Aside. I am glad on’t with all my heart.—
									

									I’ll tame you; I’ll bring you in sub­jec­tion.
									

									Will you, not hav­ing my con­sent,
									

									Be­stow your love and your af­fec­tions
									

									Upon a stranger? Aside. who, for aught I know,
									

									May be, nor can I think the con­trary,
									

									As great in blood as I my­self.—
									

									There­fore hear you, mis­tress; either frame
									

									Your will to mine—and you, sir, hear you,
									

									Either be ruled by me, or I will make you—
									

									Man and wife:
									

									Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it too:
									

									And be­ing join’d, I’ll thus your hopes des­troy;
									

									And for a fur­ther grief—God give you joy!—
									

									What, are you both pleased?
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								Yes, if you love me, sir.
						

						
								Pericles
								Even as my life, or blood that fosters it.
						

						
								Si­monides
								What, are you both agreed?
						

						
								Both
								Yes, if it please your majesty.
						

						
								Si­monides
								
								
									It pleaseth me so well, that I will see you wed;
									

									And then with what haste you can get you to bed. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Now sleep yslaked hath the rout;
									

									No din but snores the house about,
									

									Made louder by the o’er-fed breast
									

									Of this most pom­pous mar­riage-feast.
									

									The cat, with eyne of burn­ing coal,
									

									Now crouches fore the mouse’s hole;
									

									And crick­ets sing at the oven’s mouth,
									

									E’er the blith­er for their drouth.
									

									Hy­men hath brought the bride to bed,
									

									Where, by the loss of maid­en­head,
									

									A babe is moul­ded. Be at­tent,
									

									And time that is so briefly spent
									

									With your fine fan­cies quaintly eche:
									

									What’s dumb in show I’ll plain with speech.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Dumb Show.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, Pericles and Si­monides at one door, with At­tend­ants; a Mes­sen­ger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a let­ter: Pericles shows it Si­monides; the Lords kneel to him. Then enter Thaisa with child, with Ly­chor­ida a nurse. The King shows her the let­ter; she re­joices: she and Pericles takes leave of her fath­er, and de­part with Ly­chor­ida and their At­tend­ants. Then ex­eunt Si­monides and the rest.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									By many a dern and pain­ful perch
									

									Of Pericles the care­ful search,
									

									By the four op­pos­ing coigns
									

									Which the world to­geth­er joins,
									

									Is made with all due di­li­gence
									

									That horse and sail and high ex­pense
									

									Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre,
									

									Fame an­swer­ing the most strange in­quire,
									

									To the court of King Si­monides
									

									Are let­ters brought, the ten­our these:
									

									An­ti­o­chus and his daugh­ter dead;
									

									The men of Tyr­us on the head
									

									Of Hel­ic­anus would set on
									

									The crown of Tyre, but he will none:
									

									The mutiny he there hastes t’ op­press;
									

									Says to ’em, if King Pericles
									

									Come not home in twice six moons,
									

									He, obed­i­ent to their dooms,
									

									Will take the crown. The sum of this,
									

									Brought hith­er to Penta­pol­is,
									

									Y-rav­ished the re­gions round,
									

									And every one with claps can sound,
									

									“Our heir-ap­par­ent is a king!
									

									Who dream’d, who thought of such a thing?”
									

									Brief, he must hence de­part to Tyre:
									

									His queen with child makes her de­sire—
									

									Which who shall cross?—along to go:
									

									Omit we all their dole and woe:
									

									Ly­chor­ida, her nurse, she takes,
									

									And so to sea. Their ves­sel shakes
									

									On Nep­tune’s bil­low; half the flood
									

									Hath their keel cut: but for­tune’s mood
									

									Var­ies again; the grisly north
									

									Dis­gorges such a tem­pest forth,
									

									That, as a duck for life that dives,
									

									So up and down the poor ship drives:
									

									The lady shrieks, and well-a-near
									

									Does fall in trav­ail with her fear:
									

									And what en­sues in this fell storm
									

									Shall for it­self it­self per­form.
									

									I nill re­late, ac­tion may
									

									Con­veni­ently the rest con­vey;
									

									Which might not what by me is told.
									

									In your ima­gin­a­tion hold
									

									This stage the ship, upon whose deck
									

									The sea-tost Pericles ap­pears to speak. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pericles, on ship­board.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Thou god of this great vast, re­buke these surges,
									

									Which wash both heav­en and hell; and thou, that hast
									

									Upon the winds com­mand, bind them in brass,
									

									Hav­ing call’d them from the deep! O, still
									

									Thy deaf­en­ing, dread­ful thun­ders; gently quench
									

									Thy nimble, sul­phur­ous flashes! O, how, Ly­chor­ida,
									

									How does my queen? Thou stormest venom­ously;
									

									Wilt thou spit all thy­self? The sea­man’s whistle
									

									Is as a whis­per in the ears of death,
									

									Un­heard. Ly­chor­ida!—Lu­cina, O
									

									Di­vinest pat­ron­ess, and mid­wife gentle
									

									To those that cry by night, con­vey thy deity
									

									Aboard our dan­cing boat; make swift the pangs
									

									Of my queen’s trav­ails!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ly­chor­ida, with an In­fant.
							
						

						
								
								Now, Ly­chor­ida!
						

						
								Ly­chor­ida
								
								
									Here is a thing too young for such a place,
									

									Who, if it had con­ceit, would die, as I
									

									Am like to do: take in your arms this piece
									

									Of your dead queen.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								How, how, Ly­chor­ida!
						

						
								Ly­chor­ida
								
								
									Pa­tience, good sir; do not as­sist the storm.
									

									Here’s all that is left liv­ing of your queen,
									

									A little daugh­ter: for the sake of it,
									

									Be manly, and take com­fort.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									O you gods!
									

									Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,
									

									And snatch them straight away? We here be­low
									

									Re­call not what we give, and therein may
									

									Use hon­our with you.
								

							
						

						
								Ly­chor­ida
								
								
									Pa­tience, good sir,
									

									Even for this charge.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Now, mild may be thy life!
									

									For a more blus­trous birth had nev­er babe:
									

									Quiet and gentle thy con­di­tions! for
									

									Thou art the rude­liest wel­come to this world
									

									That ever was prince’s child. Happy what fol­lows!
									

									Thou hast as chid­ing a nativ­ity
									

									As fire, air, wa­ter, earth, and heav­en can make,
									

									To her­ald thee from the womb: even at the first
									

									Thy loss is more than can thy port­age quit,
									

									With all thou canst find here. Now, the good gods
									

									Throw their best eyes upon’t!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter two Sail­ors.
							
						

						
								First Sail­or
								What cour­age, sir? God save you!
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Cour­age enough: I do not fear the flaw;
									

									It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love
									

									Of this poor in­fant, this fresh-new sea-farer,
									

									I would it would be quiet.
								

							
						

						
								First Sail­or
								Slack the bol­ins there! Thou wilt not, wilt thou? Blow, and split thy­self.
						

						
								Second Sail­or
								But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy bil­low kiss the moon, I care not.
						

						
								First Sail­or
								Sir, your queen must over­board: the sea works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the ship be cleared of the dead.
						

						
								Pericles
								That’s your su­per­sti­tion.
						

						
								First Sail­or
								Par­don us, sir; with us at sea it hath been still ob­served: and we are strong in cus­tom. There­fore briefly yield her; for she must over­board straight.
						

						
								Pericles
								As you think meet. Most wretched queen!
						

						
								Ly­chor­ida
								Here she lies, sir.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									A ter­rible child­bed hast thou had, my dear;
									

									No light, no fire: the un­friendly ele­ments
									

									For­got thee ut­terly: nor have I time
									

									To give thee hal­low’d to thy grave, but straight
									

									Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze;
									

									Where, for a monu­ment upon thy bones,
									

									And e’er-re­main­ing lamps, the belch­ing whale
									

									And hum­ming wa­ter must o’er­whelm thy corpse,
									

									Ly­ing with simple shells. O Ly­chor­ida,
									

									Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and pa­per,
									

									My cas­ket and my jew­els; and bid Nic­ander
									

									Bring me the sat­in cof­fer: lay the babe
									

									Upon the pil­low: hie thee, whiles I say
									

									A priestly farewell to her: sud­denly, wo­man. Exit Ly­chor­ida.
								

							
						

						
								Second Sail­or
								Sir, we have a chest be­neath the hatches, caulked and bitumed ready.
						

						
								Pericles
								I thank thee. Mar­iner, say what coast is this?
						

						
								Second Sail­or
								We are near Tarsus.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Thith­er, gentle mar­iner.
									

									Al­ter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it?
								

							
						

						
								Second Sail­or
								By break of day, if the wind cease.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									O, make for Tarsus!
									

									There will I vis­it Cle­on, for the babe
									

									Can­not hold out to Tyr­us: there I’ll leave it
									

									At care­ful nurs­ing. Go thy ways, good mar­iner:
									

									I’ll bring the body presently. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Eph­esus. A room in Ceri­mon’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ceri­mon, with a Ser­vant, and some Per­sons who have been ship­wrecked.
							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								Philem­on, ho!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Philem­on.
							
						

						
								Philem­on
								Doth my lord call?
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Get fire and meat for these poor men:
									

									’T has been a tur­bu­lent and stormy night.
								

							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								
								
									I have been in many; but such a night as this,
									

									Till now, I ne’er en­dured.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Your mas­ter will be dead ere you re­turn;
									

									There’s noth­ing can be min­is­ter’d to nature
									

									That can re­cov­er him. To Philem­on. Give this to the ’pothecary,
									

									And tell me how it works. Ex­eunt all but Ceri­mon.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter two Gen­tle­men.
							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Good mor­row.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Good mor­row to your lord­ship.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Gen­tle­men,
									

									Why do you stir so early?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Sir,
									

									Our lodgings, stand­ing bleak upon the sea,
									

									Shook as the earth did quake;
									

									The very prin­cipals did seem to rend,
									

									And all-to topple: pure sur­prise and fear
									

									Made me to quit the house.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									That is the cause we trouble you so early;
									

									’Tis not our hus­bandry.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								O, you say well.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									But I much mar­vel that your lord­ship, hav­ing
									

									Rich tire about you, should at these early hours
									

									Shake off the golden slum­ber of re­pose.
									

									’Tis most strange,
									

									Nature should be so con­vers­ant with pain,
									

									Be­ing thereto not com­pell’d.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									I hold it ever,
									

									Vir­tue and cun­ning were en­dow­ments great­er
									

									Than noble­ness and riches: care­less heirs
									

									May the two lat­ter darken and ex­pend;
									

									But im­mor­tal­ity at­tends the former,
									

									Mak­ing a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever
									

									Have stud­ied phys­ic, through which secret art,
									

									By turn­ing o’er au­thor­it­ies, I have,
									

									To­geth­er with my prac­tise, made fa­mil­i­ar
									

									To me and to my aid the blest in­fu­sions
									

									That dwell in ve­get­ives, in metals, stones;
									

									And I can speak of the dis­turb­ances
									

									That nature works, and of her cures; which doth give me
									

									A more con­tent in course of true de­light
									

									Than to be thirsty after tot­ter­ing hon­our,
									

									Or tie my treas­ure up in silken bags,
									

									To please the fool and death.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Your hon­our has through Eph­esus pour’d forth
									

									Your char­ity, and hun­dreds call them­selves
									

									Your creatures, who by you have been re­stored:
									

									And not your know­ledge, your per­son­al pain, but even
									

									Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Ceri­mon
									

									Such strong renown as time shall ne’er de­cay.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter two or three Ser­vants with a chest.
							
						

						
								First Ser­vant
								So; lift there.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								What is that?
						

						
								First Ser­vant
								
								
									Sir, even now
									

									Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest:
									

									’Tis of some wreck.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								Set’t down, let’s look upon’t.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								’Tis like a coffin, sir.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Whate’er it be,
									

									’Tis won­drous heavy. Wrench it open straight:
									

									If the sea’s stom­ach be o’er­charged with gold,
									

									’Tis a good con­straint of for­tune it belches upon us.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								’Tis so, my lord.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									How close ’tis caulk’d and bitumed!
									

									Did the sea cast it up?
								

							
						

						
								First Ser­vant
								
								
									I nev­er saw so huge a bil­low, sir,
									

									As toss’d it upon shore.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Wrench it open;
									

									Soft! it smells most sweetly in my sense.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								A del­ic­ate odour.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									As ever hit my nos­tril. So, up with it.
									

									O you most po­tent gods! what’s here? a corse!
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Most strange!
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Shrouded in cloth of state; balm’d and en­treas­ured
									

									With full bags of spices! A pass­port too!
									

									Apollo, per­fect me in the char­ac­ters! Reads from a scroll.
								

								
									
										“Here I give to un­der­stand,
										

										If e’er this coffin drive a-land,
										

										I, King Pericles, have lost
										

										This queen, worth all our mundane cost.
										

										Who finds her, give her bury­ing;
										

										She was the daugh­ter of a king:
										

										Be­sides this treas­ure for a fee,
										

										The gods re­quite his char­ity!”
									

								

								
									If thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart
									

									That even cracks for woe! This chanced to-night.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Most likely, sir.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Nay, cer­tainly to-night;
									

									For look how fresh she looks! They were too rough
									

									That threw her in the sea. Make a fire with­in:
									

									Fetch hith­er all my boxes in my closet. Exit a Ser­vant.
									

									Death may usurp on nature many hours,
									

									And yet the fire of life kindle again
									

									The o’er­press’d spir­its. I heard of an Egyp­tian
									

									That had nine hours li­en dead,
									

									Who was by good ap­pli­ance re­covered.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter a Ser­vant, with boxes, nap­kins, and fire.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Well said, well said; the fire and cloths.
									

									The rough and woe­ful mu­sic that we have,
									

									Cause it to sound, be­seech you.
									

									The vi­ol once more: how thou stirr’st, thou block!
									

									The mu­sic there!—I pray you, give her air.
									

									Gen­tle­men.
									

									This queen will live: nature awakes; a warmth
									

									Breathes out of her: she hath not been en­tranced
									

									Above five hours: see how she gins to blow
									

									In­to life’s flower again!
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									The heav­ens,
									

									Through you, in­crease our won­der and set up
									

									Your fame for ever.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									She is alive; be­hold,
									

									Her eye­lids, cases to those heav­enly jew­els
									

									Which Pericles hath lost,
									

									Be­gin to part their fringes of bright gold;
									

									The dia­monds of a most praised wa­ter
									

									Do ap­pear, to make the world twice rich. Live,
									

									And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature,
									

									Rare as you seem to be. She moves.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									O dear Di­ana,
									

									Where am I? Where’s my lord? What world is this?
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Is not this strange?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Most rare.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Hush, my gentle neigh­bours!
									

									Lend me your hands; to the next cham­ber bear her.
									

									Get lin­en: now this mat­ter must be look’d to,
									

									For her re­lapse is mor­tal. Come, come;
									

									And Aes­cu­lapius guide us! Ex­eunt, car­ry­ing her away.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Tarsus. A room in Cle­on’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pericles, Cle­on, Di­onyza, and Ly­chor­ida with Mar­ina in her arms.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Most hon­our’d Cle­on, I must needs be gone;
									

									My twelve months are ex­pired, and Tyr­us stands
									

									In a li­ti­gi­ous peace. You, and your lady,
									

									Take from my heart all thank­ful­ness! The gods
									

									Make up the rest upon you!
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Your shafts of for­tune, though they hurt you mor­tally,
									

									Yet glance full wan­der­ingly on us.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									O your sweet queen!
									

									That the strict fates had pleased you had brought her hith­er,
									

									To have bless’d mine eyes with her!
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									We can­not but obey
									

									The powers above us. Could I rage and roar
									

									As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end
									

									Must be as ’tis. My gentle babe Mar­ina, whom,
									

									For she was born at sea, I have named so, here
									

									I charge your char­ity with­al, leav­ing her
									

									The in­fant of your care; be­seech­ing you
									

									To give her princely train­ing, that she may be
									

									Man­ner’d as she is born.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Fear not, my lord, but think
									

									Your grace, that fed my coun­try with your corn,
									

									For which the people’s pray­ers still fall upon you,
									

									Must in your child be thought on. If neg­lec­tion
									

									Should therein make me vile, the com­mon body,
									

									By you re­lieved, would force me to my duty:
									

									But if to that my nature need a spur,
									

									The gods re­venge it upon me and mine,
									

									To the end of gen­er­a­tion!
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I be­lieve you;
									

									Your hon­our and your good­ness teach me to’t,
									

									Without your vows. Till she be mar­ried, madam,
									

									By bright Di­ana, whom we hon­our, all
									

									Un­scis­sor’d shall this hair of mine re­main,
									

									Though I show ill in’t. So I take my leave.
									

									Good madam, make me blessed in your care
									

									In bring­ing up my child.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									I have one my­self,
									

									Who shall not be more dear to my re­spect
									

									Than yours, my lord.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								Madam, my thanks and pray­ers.
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									We’ll bring your grace e’en to the edge o’ the shore,
									

									Then give you up to the mask’d Nep­tune and
									

									The gentlest winds of heav­en.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I will em­brace
									

									Your of­fer. Come, dearest madam. O, no tears,
									

									Ly­chor­ida, no tears:
									

									Look to your little mis­tress, on whose grace
									

									You may de­pend here­after. Come, my lord. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Eph­esus. A room in Ceri­mon’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ceri­mon and Thaisa.
							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Madam, this let­ter, and some cer­tain jew­els,
									

									Lay with you in your cof­fer: which are now
									

									At your com­mand. Know you the char­ac­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									It is my lord’s.
									

									That I was shipp’d at sea, I well re­mem­ber,
									

									Even on my ean­ing time; but wheth­er there
									

									De­liv­er’d, by the holy gods,
									

									I can­not rightly say. But since King Pericles,
									

									My wed­ded lord, I ne’er shall see again,
									

									A vestal liv­ery will I take me to,
									

									And nev­er more have joy.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Madam, if this you pur­pose as ye speak,
									

									Di­ana’s temple is not dis­tant far,
									

									Where you may abide till your date ex­pire.
									

									Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
									

									Shall there at­tend you.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									My re­com­pense is thanks, that’s all;
									

									Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Ima­gine Pericles ar­rived at Tyre,
									

									Wel­comed and settled to his own de­sire.
									

									His woe­ful queen we leave at Eph­esus,
									

									Un­to Di­ana there a vo­taress.
									

									Now to Mar­ina bend your mind,
									

									Whom our fast-grow­ing scene must find
									

									At Tarsus, and by Cle­on train’d
									

									In mu­sic, let­ters; who hath gain’d
									

									Of edu­ca­tion all the grace,
									

									Which makes her both the heart and place
									

									Of gen­er­al won­der. But, alack,
									

									That mon­ster envy, oft the wrack
									

									Of earned praise, Mar­ina’s life
									

									Seeks to take off by treas­on’s knife.
									

									And in this kind hath our Cle­on
									

									One daugh­ter, and a wench full grown,
									

									Even ripe for mar­riage-rite; this maid
									

									Hight Philoten: and it is said
									

									For cer­tain in our story, she
									

									Would ever with Mar­ina be:
									

									Be’t when she weaved the sleided silk
									

									With fin­gers long, small, white as milk;
									

									Or when she would with sharp needle wound
									

									The cam­bric, which she made more sound
									

									By hurt­ing it; or when to the lute
									

									She sung, and made the night-bird mute,
									

									That still re­cords with moan; or when
									

									She would with rich and con­stant pen
									

									Vail to her mis­tress Di­an; still
									

									This Philoten con­tends in skill
									

									With ab­so­lute Mar­ina: so
									

									With the dove of Pa­phos might the crow
									

									Vie feath­ers white. Mar­ina gets
									

									All praises, which are paid as debts,
									

									And not as giv­en. This so darks
									

									In Philoten all grace­ful marks,
									

									That Cle­on’s wife, with envy rare,
									

									A present mur­der­er does pre­pare
									

									For good Mar­ina, that her daugh­ter
									

									Might stand peer­less by this slaughter.
									

									The soon­er her vile thoughts to stead,
									

									Ly­chor­ida, our nurse, is dead:
									

									And cursed Di­onyza hath
									

									The preg­nant in­stru­ment of wrath
									

									Prest for this blow. The un­born event
									

									I do com­mend to your con­tent:
									

									Only I carry winged time
									

									Post on the lame feet of my rhyme;
									

									Which nev­er could I so con­vey,
									

									Un­less your thoughts went on my way.
									

									Di­onyza does ap­pear,
									

									With Le­on­ine, a mur­der­er. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Tarsus. An open place near the sea-shore.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Di­onyza and Le­on­ine.
							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									Thy oath re­mem­ber; thou hast sworn to do’t:
									

									’Tis but a blow, which nev­er shall be known.
									

									Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon,
									

									To yield thee so much profit. Let not con­science,
									

									Which is but cold, in­flam­ing love i’ thy bos­om,
									

									In­flame too nicely; nor let pity, which
									

									Even wo­men have cast off, melt thee, but be
									

									A sol­dier to thy pur­pose.
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								I will do’t; but yet she is a goodly creature.
						

						
								Di­onyza
								The fit­ter, then, the gods should have her. Here she comes weep­ing for her only mis­tress’ death. Thou art re­solved?
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								I am re­solved.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mar­ina, with a bas­ket of flowers.
							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									No, I will rob Tel­lus of her weed,
									

									To strew thy green with flowers: the yel­lows, blues,
									

									The purple vi­ol­ets, and marigolds,
									

									Shall as a car­pet hang upon thy grave,
									

									While sum­mer-days do last. Ay me! poor maid,
									

									Born in a tem­pest, when my moth­er died,
									

									This world to me is like a last­ing storm,
									

									Whirr­ing me from my friends.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									How now, Mar­ina! why do you keep alone?
									

									How chance my daugh­ter is not with you? Do not
									

									Con­sume your blood with sor­row­ing: you have
									

									A nurse of me. Lord, how your fa­vour’s changed
									

									With this un­prof­it­able woe!
									

									Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it.
									

									Walk with Le­on­ine; the air is quick there,
									

									And it pierces and sharpens the stom­ach. Come,
									

									Le­on­ine, take her by the arm, walk with her.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									No, I pray you;
									

									I’ll not be­reave you of your ser­vant.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									Come, come;
									

									I love the king your fath­er, and your­self,
									

									With more than for­eign heart. We every day
									

									Ex­pect him here: when he shall come and find
									

									Our par­agon to all re­ports thus blas­ted,
									

									He will re­pent the breadth of his great voy­age;
									

									Blame both my lord and me, that we have taken
									

									No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you,
									

									Walk, and be cheer­ful once again; re­serve
									

									That ex­cel­lent com­plex­ion, which did steal
									

									The eyes of young and old. Care not for me;
									

									I can go home alone.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Well, I will go;
									

									But yet I have no de­sire to it.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									Come, come, I know ’tis good for you.
									

									Walk half an hour, Le­on­ine, at the least:
									

									Re­mem­ber what I have said.
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								I war­rant you, madam.
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while:
									

									Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood:
									

									What! I must have a care of you.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									My thanks, sweet madam. Exit Di­onyza.
									

									Is this wind west­erly that blows?
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								South-west.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								When I was born, the wind was north.
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								Was’t so?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									My fath­er, as nurse said, did nev­er fear,
									

									But cried “Good sea­man!” to the sail­ors, galling
									

									His kingly hands, hal­ing ropes;
									

									And, clasp­ing to the mast, en­dured a sea
									

									That al­most burst the deck.
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								When was this?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									When I was born:
									

									Nev­er was waves nor wind more vi­ol­ent;
									

									And from the lad­der-tackle washes off
									

									A can­vas-climber. “Ha!” says one, “wilt out?”
									

									And with a drop­ping in­dustry they skip
									

									From stem to stern: the boat­swain whistles, and
									

									The mas­ter calls, and trebles their con­fu­sion.
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								Come, say your pray­ers.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								What mean you?
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								
								
									If you re­quire a little space for pray­er,
									

									I grant it: pray; but be not te­di­ous,
									

									For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn
									

									To do my work with haste.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Why will you kill me?
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								To sat­is­fy my lady.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Why would she have me kill’d?
									

									Now, as I can re­mem­ber, by my troth,
									

									I nev­er did her hurt in all my life:
									

									I nev­er spake bad word, nor did ill turn
									

									To any liv­ing creature: be­lieve me, la,
									

									I nev­er kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly:
									

									I trod upon a worm against my will,
									

									But I wept for it. How have I of­fen­ded,
									

									Wherein my death might yield her any profit,
									

									Or my life im­ply her any danger?
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								
								
									My com­mis­sion
									

									Is not to reas­on of the deed, but do it.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									You will not do’t for all the world, I hope.
									

									You are well fa­vour’d, and your looks fore­show
									

									You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately,
									

									When you caught hurt in part­ing two that fought:
									

									Good sooth, it show’d well in you: do so now:
									

									Your lady seeks my life; come you between,
									

									And save poor me, the weak­er.
								

							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								
								
									I am sworn,
									

									And will dis­patch. He seizes her.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pir­ates.
							
						

						
								First Pir­ate
								Hold, vil­lain! Le­on­ine runs away.
						

						
								Second Pir­ate
								A prize! a prize!
						

						
								Third Pir­ate
								
								
									Half-part, mates, half-part.
									

									Come, let’s have her aboard sud­denly. Ex­eunt Pir­ates with Mar­ina.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Le­on­ine.
							
						

						
								Le­on­ine
								
								
									These roguing thieves serve the great pir­ate Valdes;
									

									And they have seized Mar­ina. Let her go:
									

									There’s no hope she will re­turn. I’ll swear she’s dead,
									

									And thrown in­to the sea. But I’ll see fur­ther:
									

									Per­haps they will but please them­selves upon her,
									

									Not carry her aboard. If she re­main,
									

									Whom they have rav­ish’d must by me be slain. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Myti­lene. A room in a brothel.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Boult.
							
						

						
								Pandar
								Boult!
						

						
								Boult
								Sir?
						

						
								Pandar
								Search the mar­ket nar­rowly; Myti­lene is full of gal­lants. We lost too much money this mart by be­ing too wench­less.
						

						
								Bawd
								We were nev­er so much out of creatures. We have but poor three, and they can do no more than they can do; and they with con­tinu­al ac­tion are even as good as rot­ten.
						

						
								Pandar
								There­fore let’s have fresh ones, whate’er we pay for them. If there be not a con­science to be used in every trade, we shall nev­er prosper.
						

						
								Bawd
								Thou say­est true: ’tis not our bring­ing up of poor bas­tards—as, I think, I have brought up some el­ev­en—
						

						
								Boult
								Ay, to el­ev­en; and brought them down again. But shall I search the mar­ket?
						

						
								Bawd
								What else, man? The stuff we have, a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pi­ti­fully sod­den.
						

						
								Pandar
								Thou say­est true; they’re too un­whole­some, o’ con­science. The poor Transylvani­an is dead, that lay with the little bag­gage.
						

						
								Boult
								Ay, she quickly pooped him; she made him roast-meat for worms. But I’ll go search the mar­ket. Exit.
						

						
								Pandar
								Three or four thou­sand chequins were as pretty a pro­por­tion to live quietly, and so give over.
						

						
								Bawd
								Why to give over, I pray you? is it a shame to get when we are old?
						

						
								Pandar
								O, our cred­it comes not in like the com­mod­ity, nor the com­mod­ity wages not with the danger: there­fore, if in our youths we could pick up some pretty es­tate, ’twere not amiss to keep our door hatched. Be­sides, the sore terms we stand upon with the gods will be strong with us for giv­ing over.
						

						
								Bawd
								Come, oth­er sorts of­fend as well as we.
						

						
								Pandar
								As well as we! ay, and bet­ter too; we of­fend worse. Neither is our pro­fes­sion any trade; it’s no call­ing. But here comes Boult.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Boult, with the Pir­ates and Mar­ina.
							
						

						
								Boult
								To Mar­ina. Come your ways. My mas­ters, you say she’s a vir­gin?
						

						
								First Pir­ate
								O, sir, we doubt it not.
						

						
								Boult
								Mas­ter, I have gone through for this piece, you see: if you like her, so; if not, I have lost my earn­est.
						

						
								Bawd
								Boult, has she any qual­it­ies?
						

						
								Boult
								She has a good face, speaks well, and has ex­cel­lent good clothes: there’s no fur­ther ne­ces­sity of qual­it­ies can make her be re­fused.
						

						
								Bawd
								What’s her price, Boult?
						

						
								Boult
								I can­not be bated one doit of a thou­sand pieces.
						

						
								Pandar
								Well, fol­low me, my mas­ters, you shall have your money presently. Wife, take her in; in­struct her what she has to do, that she may not be raw in her en­ter­tain­ment. Ex­eunt Pandar and Pir­ates.
						

						
								Bawd
								Boult, take you the marks of her, the col­our of her hair, com­plex­ion, height, age, with war­rant of her vir­gin­ity; and cry “He that will give most shall have her first.” Such a maid­en­head were no cheap thing, if men were as they have been. Get this done as I com­mand you.
						

						
								Boult
								Per­form­ance shall fol­low. Exit.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Alack that Le­on­ine was so slack, so slow!
									

									He should have struck, not spoke; or that these pir­ates,
									

									Not enough bar­bar­ous, had not o’er­board thrown me
									

									For to seek my moth­er!
								

							
						

						
								Bawd
								Why lament you, pretty one?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								That I am pretty.
						

						
								Bawd
								Come, the gods have done their part in you.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								I ac­cuse them not.
						

						
								Bawd
								You are light in­to my hands, where you are like to live.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									The more my fault
									

									To scape his hands where I was like to die.
								

							
						

						
								Bawd
								Ay, and you shall live in pleas­ure.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								No.
						

						
								Bawd
								Yes, in­deed shall you, and taste gen­tle­men of all fash­ions: you shall fare well; you shall have the dif­fer­ence of all com­plex­ions. What! do you stop your ears?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Are you a wo­man?
						

						
								Bawd
								What would you have me be, an I be not a wo­man?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								An hon­est wo­man, or not a wo­man.
						

						
								Bawd
								Marry, whip thee, gos­ling: I think I shall have some­thing to do with you. Come, you’re a young fool­ish sap­ling, and must be bowed as I would have you.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								The gods de­fend me!
						

						
								Bawd
								If it please the gods to de­fend you by men, then men must com­fort you, men must feed you, men must stir you up. Boult’s re­turned.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Boult.
							
						

						
								
								Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the mar­ket?
						

						
								Boult
								I have cried her al­most to the num­ber of her hairs; I have drawn her pic­ture with my voice.
						

						
								Bawd
								And I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the in­clin­a­tion of the people, es­pe­cially of the young­er sort?
						

						
								Boult
								’Faith, they listened to me as they would have hearkened to their fath­er’s test­a­ment. There was a Span­iard’s mouth so watered, that he went to bed to her very de­scrip­tion.
						

						
								Bawd
								We shall have him here to-mor­row with his best ruff on.
						

						
								Boult
								To-night, to-night. But, mis­tress, do you know the French knight that cowers i’ the hams?
						

						
								Bawd
								Who, Mon­sieur Ver­oles?
						

						
								Boult
								Ay, he: he offered to cut a caper at the pro­clam­a­tion; but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see her to-mor­row.
						

						
								Bawd
								Well, well; as for him, he brought his dis­ease hith­er: here he does but re­pair it. I know he will come in our shad­ow, to scat­ter his crowns in the sun.
						

						
								Boult
								Well, if we had of every na­tion a trav­el­ler, we should lodge them with this sign.
						

						
								Bawd
								To Mar­ina. Pray you, come hith­er awhile. You have for­tunes com­ing upon you. Mark me: you must seem to do that fear­fully which you com­mit will­ingly, des­pise profit where you have most gain. To weep that you live as ye do makes pity in your lov­ers: sel­dom but that pity be­gets you a good opin­ion, and that opin­ion a mere profit.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								I un­der­stand you not.
						

						
								Boult
								O, take her home, mis­tress, take her home: these blushes of hers must be quenched with some present prac­tise.
						

						
								Bawd
								Thou say­est true, i’ faith, so they must; for your bride goes to that with shame which is her way to go with war­rant.
						

						
								Boult
								’Faith, some do, and some do not. But, mis­tress, if I have bar­gained for the joint—
						

						
								Bawd
								Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit.
						

						
								Boult
								I may so.
						

						
								Bawd
								Who should deny it? Come, young one, I like the man­ner of your gar­ments well.
						

						
								Boult
								Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet.
						

						
								Bawd
								Boult, spend thou that in the town: re­port what a so­journ­er we have; you’ll lose noth­ing by cus­tom. When nature flamed this piece, she meant thee a good turn; there­fore say what a par­agon she is, and thou hast the har­vest out of thine own re­port.
						

						
								Boult
								I war­rant you, mis­tress, thun­der shall not so awake the beds of eels as my giv­ing out her beauty stir up the lewdly-in­clined. I’ll bring home some to-night.
						

						
								Bawd
								Come your ways; fol­low me.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									If fires be hot, knives sharp, or wa­ters deep,
									

									Un­tied I still my vir­gin knot will keep.
									

									Di­ana, aid my pur­pose!
								

							
						

						
								Bawd
								What have we to do with Di­ana? Pray you, will you go with us? Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Tarsus. A room in Cle­on’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cle­on and Di­onyza.
							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								Why, are you fool­ish? Can it be un­done?
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									O Di­onyza, such a piece of slaughter
									

									The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon!
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									I think
									

									You’ll turn a child again.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Were I chief lord of all this spa­cious world,
									

									I’ld give it to undo the deed. O lady,
									

									Much less in blood than vir­tue, yet a prin­cess
									

									To equal any single crown o’ the earth
									

									I’ the justice of com­pare! O vil­lain Le­on­ine!
									

									Whom thou hast pois­on’d too:
									

									If thou hadst drunk to him, ’t had been a kind­ness
									

									Be­com­ing well thy fact: what canst thou say
									

									When noble Pericles shall de­mand his child?
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates,
									

									To foster it, nor ever to pre­serve.
									

									She died at night; I’ll say so. Who can cross it?
									

									Un­less you play the pi­ous in­no­cent,
									

									And for an hon­est at­trib­ute cry out
									

									“She died by foul play.”
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									O, go to. Well, well,
									

									Of all the faults be­neath the heav­ens, the gods
									

									Do like this worst.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									Be one of those that think
									

									The petty wrens of Tarsus will fly hence,
									

									And open this to Pericles. I do shame
									

									To think of what a noble strain you are,
									

									And of how cow­ard a spir­it.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									To such pro­ceed­ing
									

									Who ever but his ap­prob­a­tion ad­ded,
									

									Though not his prime con­sent, he did not flow
									

									From hon­our­able sources.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									Be it so, then:
									

									Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead,
									

									Nor none can know, Le­on­ine be­ing gone.
									

									She did dis­dain my child, and stood between
									

									Her and her for­tunes: none would look on her,
									

									But cast their gazes on Mar­ina’s face;
									

									Whilst ours was blur­ted at and held a malkin
									

									Not worth the time of day. It pierced me through;
									

									And though you call my course un­nat­ur­al,
									

									You not your child well lov­ing, yet I find
									

									It greets me as an en­ter­prise of kind­ness
									

									Per­form’d to your sole daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								Heav­ens for­give it!
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									And as for Pericles,
									

									What should he say? We wept after her hearse,
									

									And yet we mourn: her monu­ment
									

									Is al­most fin­ish’d, and her epi­taphs
									

									In glit­ter­ing golden char­ac­ters ex­press
									

									A gen­er­al praise to her, and care in us
									

									At whose ex­pense ’tis done.
								

							
						

						
								Cle­on
								
								
									Thou art like the harpy,
									

									Which, to be­tray, dost, with thine an­gel’s face,
									

									Seize with thine eagle’s talons.
								

							
						

						
								Di­onyza
								
								
									You are like one that su­per­sti­tiously
									

									Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the flies:
									

									But yet I know you’ll do as I ad­vise. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower, be­fore the monu­ment of Mar­ina at Tarsus.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Thus time we waste, and longest leagues make short;
									

									Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for’t;
									

									Mak­ing, to take your ima­gin­a­tion,
									

									From bourn to bourn, re­gion to re­gion.
									

									By you be­ing par­don’d, we com­mit no crime
									

									To use one lan­guage in each sev­er­al clime
									

									Where our scenes seem to live. I do be­seech you
									

									To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach you,
									

									The stages of our story. Pericles
									

									Is now again thwart­ing the way­ward seas,
									

									At­ten­ded on by many a lord and knight,
									

									To see his daugh­ter, all his life’s de­light.
									

									Old Es­canes, whom Hel­ic­anus late
									

									Ad­vanced in time to great and high es­tate,
									

									Is left to gov­ern. Bear you it in mind,
									

									Old Hel­ic­anus goes along be­hind.
									

									Well-sail­ing ships and bounteous winds have brought
									

									This king to Tarsus—think his pi­lot thought;
									

									So with his steer­age shall your thoughts grow on—
									

									To fetch his daugh­ter home, who first is gone.
									

									Like motes and shad­ows see them move awhile;
									

									Your ears un­to your eyes I’ll re­con­cile.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Dumb Show.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pericles, at one door, with all his train; Cle­on and Di­onyza, at the oth­er. Cle­on shows Pericles the tomb; where­at Pericles makes lam­ent­a­tion, puts on sack­cloth, and in a mighty pas­sion de­parts. Then ex­eunt Cle­on and Di­onyza.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									See how be­lief may suf­fer by foul show!
									

									This bor­row’d pas­sion stands for true old woe;
									

									And Pericles, in sor­row all de­vour’d,
									

									With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o’er­shower’d,
									

									Leaves Tarsus and again em­barks. He swears
									

									Nev­er to wash his face, nor cut his hairs:
									

									He puts on sack­cloth, and to sea. He bears
									

									A tem­pest, which his mor­tal ves­sel tears,
									

									And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit.
									

									The epi­taph is for Mar­ina writ
									

									By wicked Di­onyza. Reads the in­scrip­tion on Mar­ina’s monu­ment.
								

								
									
										“The fairest, sweet’st, and best lies here,
										

										Who with­er’d in her spring of year.
										

										She was of Tyr­us the king’s daugh­ter,
										

										On whom foul death hath made this slaughter;
										

										Mar­ina was she call’d; and at her birth,
										

										Thet­is, be­ing proud, swal­low’d some part o’ the earth:
										

										There­fore the earth, fear­ing to be o’er­flow’d,
										

										Hath Thet­is’ birth-child on the heav­ens be­stow’d:
										

										Where­fore she does, and swears she’ll nev­er stint,
										

										Make ra­ging bat­tery upon shores of flint.”
									

								

								
									No vi­sor does be­come black vil­lany
									

									So well as soft and tender flat­tery.
									

									Let Pericles be­lieve his daugh­ter’s dead,
									

									And bear his courses to be ordered
									

									By Lady For­tune; while our scene must play
									

									His daugh­ter’s woe and heavy well-a-day
									

									In her un­holy ser­vice. Pa­tience, then,
									

									And think you now are all in Myti­lene. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Myti­lene. A street be­fore the brothel.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter, from the brothel, two Gen­tle­men.
							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Did you ever hear the like?
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								No, nor nev­er shall do in such a place as this, she be­ing once gone.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								But to have di­vin­ity preached there! did you ever dream of such a thing?
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy-houses: shall’s go hear the vestals sing?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								I’ll do any thing now that is vir­tu­ous; but I am out of the road of rut­ting for ever. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					VI
				

				The same. A room in the brothel.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Boult.
							
						

						
								Pandar
								Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her she had ne’er come here.
						

						
								Bawd
								Fie, fie upon her! she’s able to freeze the god Pri­apus, and undo a whole gen­er­a­tion. We must either get her rav­ished, or be rid of her. When she should do for cli­ents her fit­ment, and do me the kind­ness of our pro­fes­sion, she has me her quirks, her reas­ons, her mas­ter reas­ons, her pray­ers, her knees; that she would make a pur­it­an of the dev­il, if he should cheapen a kiss of her.
						

						
								Boult
								’Faith, I must rav­ish her, or she’ll dis­fur­nish us of all our cava­liers, and make our swear­ers priests.
						

						
								Pandar
								Now, the pox upon her green-sick­ness for me!
						

						
								Bawd
								’Faith, there’s no way to be rid on’t but by the way to the pox. Here comes the Lord Lysimachus dis­guised.
						

						
								Boult
								We should have both lord and lown, if the peev­ish bag­gage would but give way to cus­tom­ers.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lysimachus.
							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								How now! How a dozen of vir­gin­it­ies?
						

						
								Bawd
								Now, the gods to bless your hon­our!
						

						
								Boult
								I am glad to see your hon­our in good health.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								You may so; ’tis the bet­ter for you that your re­sort­ers stand upon sound legs. How now! whole­some iniquity have you that a man may deal with­al, and defy the sur­geon?
						

						
								Bawd
								We have here one, sir, if she would—but there nev­er came her like in Myti­lene.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								If she’ld do the deed of dark­ness, thou wouldst say.
						

						
								Bawd
								Your hon­our knows what ’tis to say well enough.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Well, call forth, call forth.
						

						
								Boult
								For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall see a rose; and she were a rose in­deed, if she had but—
						

						
								Lysimachus
								What, prithee?
						

						
								Boult
								O, sir, I can be mod­est.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								That dig­ni­fies the renown of a bawd, no less than it gives a good re­port to a num­ber to be chaste. Exit Boult.
						

						
								Bawd
								Here comes that which grows to the stalk; nev­er plucked yet, I can as­sure you.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Boult with Mar­ina.
							
						

						
								
								Is she not a fair creature?
						

						
								Lysimachus
								’Faith, she would serve after a long voy­age at sea. Well, there’s for you: leave us.
						

						
								Bawd
								I be­seech your hon­our, give me leave: a word, and I’ll have done presently.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								I be­seech you, do.
						

						
								Bawd
								To Mar­ina. First, I would have you note, this is an hon­our­able man.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								I de­sire to find him so, that I may wor­thily note him.
						

						
								Bawd
								Next, he’s the gov­ernor of this coun­try, and a man whom I am bound to.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								If he gov­ern the coun­try, you are bound to him in­deed; but how hon­our­able he is in that, I know not.
						

						
								Bawd
								Pray you, without any more vir­gin­al fen­cing, will you use him kindly? He will line your ap­ron with gold.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								What he will do gra­ciously, I will thank­fully re­ceive.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Ha’ you done?
						

						
								Bawd
								My lord, she’s not paced yet: you must take some pains to work her to your man­age. Come, we will leave his hon­our and her to­geth­er. Go thy ways. Ex­eunt Bawd, Pandar, and Boult.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this trade?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								What trade, sir?
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Why, I can­not name’t but I shall of­fend.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								I can­not be of­fen­ded with my trade. Please you to name it.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								How long have you been of this pro­fes­sion?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								E’er since I can re­mem­ber.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Did you go to’t so young? Were you a gamester at five or at sev­en?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Earli­er too, sir, if now I be one.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Why, the house you dwell in pro­claims you to be a creature of sale.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Do you know this house to be a place of such re­sort, and will come in­to’t? I hear say you are of hon­our­able parts, and are the gov­ernor of this place.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Why, hath your prin­cip­al made known un­to you who I am?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Who is my prin­cip­al?
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Why, your herb-wo­man; she that sets seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard some­thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more ser­i­ous woo­ing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my au­thor­ity shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place: come, come.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									If you were born to hon­our, show it now;
									

									If put upon you, make the judg­ment good
									

									That thought you worthy of it.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								How’s this? how’s this? Some more; be sage.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									For me,
									

									That am a maid, though most un­gentle for­tune
									

									Have placed me in this sty, where, since I came,
									

									Dis­eases have been sold dear­er than phys­ic,
									

									O, that the gods
									

									Would set me free from this un­hal­low’d place,
									

									Though they did change me to the mean­est bird
									

									That flies i’ the purer air!
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									I did not think
									

									Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d thou couldst.
									

									Had I brought hith­er a cor­rup­ted mind,
									

									Thy speech had al­ter’d it. Hold, here’s gold for thee:
									

									Per­sever in that clear way thou goest,
									

									And the gods strengthen thee!
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								The good gods pre­serve you!
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									For me, be you thought­en
									

									That I came with no ill in­tent; for to me
									

									The very doors and win­dows sa­vour vilely.
									

									Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of vir­tue, and
									

									I doubt not but thy train­ing hath been noble.
									

									Hold, here’s more gold for thee.
									

									A curse upon him, die he like a thief,
									

									That robs thee of thy good­ness! If thou dost
									

									Hear from me, it shall be for thy good.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Boult.
							
						

						
								Boult
								I be­seech your hon­our, one piece for me.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									Avaunt, thou damned door-keep­er!
									

									Your house, but for this vir­gin that doth prop it,
									

									Would sink and over­whelm you. Away! Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Boult
								How’s this? We must take an­oth­er course with you. If your peev­ish chastity, which is not worth a break­fast in the cheapest coun­try un­der the cope, shall undo a whole house­hold, let me be gel­ded like a span­iel. Come your ways.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Whith­er would you have me?
						

						
								Boult
								I must have your maid­en­head taken off, or the com­mon hang­man shall ex­ecute it. Come your ways. We’ll have no more gen­tle­men driv­en away. Come your ways, I say.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bawd.
							
						

						
								Bawd
								How now! what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Boult
								Worse and worse, mis­tress; she has here spoken holy words to the Lord Lysimachus.
						

						
								Bawd
								O ab­om­in­able!
						

						
								Boult
								She makes our pro­fes­sion as it were to stink afore the face of the gods.
						

						
								Bawd
								Marry, hang her up for ever!
						

						
								Boult
								The no­ble­man would have dealt with her like a no­ble­man, and she sent him away as cold as a snow­ball; say­ing his pray­ers too.
						

						
								Bawd
								Boult, take her away; use her at thy pleas­ure: crack the glass of her vir­gin­ity, and make the rest mal­le­able.
						

						
								Boult
								An if she were a thorn­i­er piece of ground than she is, she shall be ploughed.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Hark, hark, you gods!
						

						
								Bawd
								She con­jures: away with her! Would she had nev­er come with­in my doors! Marry, hang you! She’s born to undo us. Will you not go the way of wo­men-kind? Marry, come up, my dish of chastity with rose­mary and bays! Exit.
						

						
								Boult
								Come, mis­tress; come your ways with me.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Whith­er wilt thou have me?
						

						
								Boult
								To take from you the jew­el you hold so dear.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Prithee, tell me one thing first.
						

						
								Boult
								Come now, your one thing.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								What canst thou wish thine en­emy to be?
						

						
								Boult
								Why, I could wish him to be my mas­ter, or rather, my mis­tress.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Neither of these are so bad as thou art,
									

									Since they do bet­ter thee in their com­mand.
									

									Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’st fiend
									

									Of hell would not in repu­ta­tion change:
									

									Thou art the damned door-keep­er to every
									

									Cois­trel that comes in­quir­ing for his Tib;
									

									To the choler­ic fist­ing of every rogue
									

									Thy ear is li­able; thy food is such
									

									As hath been belch’d on by in­fec­ted lungs.
								

							
						

						
								Boult
								What would you have me do? go to the wars, would you? where a man may serve sev­en years for the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to buy him a wooden one?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty
									

									Old re­cept­acles, or com­mon shores, of filth;
									

									Serve by in­den­ture to the com­mon hang­man:
									

									Any of these ways are yet bet­ter than this;
									

									For what thou pro­fessest, a ba­boon, could he speak,
									

									Would own a name too dear. O, that the gods
									

									Would safely de­liv­er me from this place!
									

									Here, here’s gold for thee.
									

									If that thy mas­ter would gain by me,
									

									Pro­claim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance,
									

									With oth­er vir­tues, which I’ll keep from boast;
									

									And I will un­der­take all these to teach.
									

									I doubt not but this pop­u­lous city will
									

									Yield many schol­ars.
								

							
						

						
								Boult
								But can you teach all this you speak of?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Prove that I can­not, take me home again,
									

									And pros­ti­tute me to the basest groom
									

									That doth fre­quent your house.
								

							
						

						
								Boult
								Well, I will see what I can do for thee: if I can place thee, I will.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								But amongst hon­est wo­men.
						

						
								Boult
								’Faith, my ac­quaint­ance lies little amongst them. But since my mas­ter and mis­tress have bought you, there’s no go­ing but by their con­sent: there­fore I will make them ac­quain­ted with your pur­pose, and I doubt not but I shall find them tract­able enough. Come, I’ll do for thee what I can; come your ways. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Mar­ina thus the brothel ’scapes, and chances
									

									In­to an hon­est house, our story says.
									

									She sings like one im­mor­tal, and she dances
									

									As god­dess-like to her ad­mired lays;
									

									Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her needle com­poses
									

									Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry,
									

									That even her art sis­ters the nat­ur­al roses;
									

									Her inkle, silk, twin with the ru­bied cherry:
									

									That pu­pils lacks she none of noble race,
									

									Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain
									

									She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place;
									

									And to her fath­er turn our thoughts again,
									

									Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost;
									

									Whence, driv­en be­fore the winds, he is ar­rived
									

									Here where his daugh­ter dwells; and on this coast
									

									Sup­pose him now at an­chor. The city strived
									

									God Nep­tune’s an­nu­al feast to keep: from whence
									

									Lysimachus our Tyri­an ship es­pies,
									

									His ban­ners sable, trimm’d with rich ex­pense;
									

									And to him in his barge with fer­vour hies.
									

									In your sup­pos­ing once more put your sight
									

									Of heavy Pericles; think this his bark:
									

									Where what is done in ac­tion, more, if might,
									

									Shall be dis­cov­er’d; please you, sit and hark. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				On board Pericles’ ship, off Myti­lene. A close pa­vil­ion on deck, with a cur­tain be­fore it; Pericles with­in it, re­clined on a couch. A barge ly­ing be­side the Tyri­an ves­sel.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Sail­ors, one be­long­ing to the Tyri­an ves­sel, the oth­er to the barge; to them Hel­ic­anus.
							
						

						
								Tyri­an Sail­or
								
								
									To the Sail­or of Myti­lene. Where is lord Hel­ic­anus? he can re­solve you.
									

									O, here he is.
									

									Sir, there’s a barge put off from Myti­lene,
									

									And in it is Lysimachus the gov­ernor,
									

									Who craves to come aboard. What is your will?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								That he have his. Call up some gen­tle­men.
						

						
								Tyri­an Sail­or
								Ho, gen­tle­men! my lord calls.
						

						
								
								
								Enter two or three Gen­tle­men.
							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Doth your lord­ship call?
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Gen­tle­men, there’s some of worth would come aboard;
									

									I pray ye, greet them fairly. The Gen­tle­men and the two Sail­ors des­cend, and go on board the barge.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords; with the Gen­tle­men and the two Sail­ors.
							
						

						
								Tyri­an Sail­or
								
								
									Sir,
									

									This is the man that can, in aught you would,
									

									Re­solve you.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Hail, rev­er­end sir! the gods pre­serve you!
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									And you, sir, to out­live the age I am,
									

									And die as I would do.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									You wish me well.
									

									Be­ing on shore, hon­our­ing of Nep­tune’s tri­umphs,
									

									See­ing this goodly ves­sel ride be­fore us,
									

									I made to it, to know of whence you are.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								First, what is your place?
						

						
								Lysimachus
								I am the gov­ernor of this place you lie be­fore.
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Sir,
									

									Our ves­sel is of Tyre, in it the king;
									

									A man who for this three months hath not spoken
									

									To any one, nor taken susten­ance
									

									But to pro­rogue his grief.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Upon what ground is his dis­tem­per­at­ure?
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									’Twould be too te­di­ous to re­peat;
									

									But the main grief springs from the loss
									

									Of a be­loved daugh­ter and a wife.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								May we not see him?
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									You may;
									

									But boot­less is your sight: he will not speak
									

									To any.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Yet let me ob­tain my wish.
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Be­hold him. Pericles dis­covered. This was a goodly per­son,
									

									Till the dis­aster that, one mor­tal night,
									

									Drove him to this.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									Sir king, all hail! the gods pre­serve you!
									

									Hail, roy­al sir!
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								It is in vain; he will not speak to you.
						

						
								First Lord
								
								
									Sir,
									

									We have a maid in Myti­lene, I durst wager,
									

									Would win some words of him.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									’Tis well be­thought.
									

									She ques­tion­less with her sweet har­mony
									

									And oth­er chosen at­trac­tions, would al­lure,
									

									And make a bat­tery through his deafen’d parts,
									

									Which now are mid­way stopp’d:
									

									She is all happy as the fairest of all,
									

									And, with her fel­low maids, is now upon
									

									The leafy shel­ter that abuts against
									

									The is­land’s side. Whis­pers a Lord, who goes off in the barge of Lysimachus.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Sure, all’s ef­fect­less; yet noth­ing we’ll omit
									

									That bears re­cov­ery’s name. But, since your kind­ness
									

									We have stretch’d thus far, let us be­seech you
									

									That for our gold we may pro­vi­sion have,
									

									Wherein we are not des­ti­tute for want,
									

									But weary for the stale­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									O, sir, a cour­tesy
									

									Which if we should deny, the most just gods
									

									For every graff would send a cater­pil­lar,
									

									And so af­flict our province. Yet once more
									

									Let me en­treat to know at large the cause
									

									Of your king’s sor­row.
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Sit, sir, I will re­count it to you:
									

									But, see, I am pre­ven­ted.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter, from the barge, Lord, with Mar­ina, and a young Lady.
							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									O, here is
									

									The lady that I sent for. Wel­come, fair one!
									

									Is’t not a goodly pres­ence?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								She’s a gal­lant lady.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									She’s such a one, that, were I well as­sured
									

									Came of a gentle kind and noble stock,
									

									I’ld wish no bet­ter choice, and think me rarely wed.
									

									Fair one, all good­ness that con­sists in bounty
									

									Ex­pect even here, where is a kingly pa­tient:
									

									If that thy pros­per­ous and ar­ti­fi­cial feat
									

									Can draw him but to an­swer thee in aught,
									

									Thy sac­red phys­ic shall re­ceive such pay
									

									As thy de­sires can wish.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Sir, I will use
									

									My ut­most skill in his re­cov­ery,
									

									Provided
									

									That none but I and my com­pan­ion maid
									

									Be suf­fer’d to come near him.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									Come, let us leave her;
									

									And the gods make her pros­per­ous! Mar­ina sings.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Mark’d he your mu­sic?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								No, nor look’d on us.
						

						
								Lysimachus
								See, she will speak to him.
						

						
								Mar­ina
								Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear.
						

						
								Pericles
								Hum, ha!
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									I am a maid,
									

									My lord, that ne’er be­fore in­vited eyes,
									

									But have been gazed on like a comet: she speaks,
									

									My lord, that, may be, hath en­dured a grief
									

									Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d.
									

									Though way­ward for­tune did ma­lign my state,
									

									My de­riv­a­tion was from an­cest­ors
									

									Who stood equi­val­ent with mighty kings:
									

									But time hath rooted out my par­ent­age,
									

									And to the world and awk­ward cas­u­al­ties
									

									Bound me in ser­vitude. Aside. I will de­sist;
									

									But there is some­thing glows upon my cheek,
									

									And whis­pers in mine ear, “Go not till he speak.”
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									My for­tunes—par­ent­age—good par­ent­age—
									

									To equal mine!—was it not thus? what say you?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									I said, my lord, if you did know my par­ent­age,
									

									You would not do me vi­ol­ence.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I do think so. Pray you, turn your eyes upon me.
									

									You are like some­thing that—What coun­try­wo­man?
									

									Here of these shores?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									No, nor of any shores:
									

									Yet I was mor­tally brought forth, and am
									

									No oth­er than I ap­pear.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I am great with woe, and shall de­liv­er weep­ing.
									

									My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one
									

									My daugh­ter might have been: my queen’s square brows;
									

									Her stature to an inch; as wand-like straight;
									

									As sil­ver-voiced; her eyes as jew­el-like
									

									And cased as richly; in pace an­oth­er Juno;
									

									Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry,
									

									The more she gives them speech. Where do you live?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Where I am but a stranger: from the deck
									

									You may dis­cern the place.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Where were you bred?
									

									And how achieved you these en­dow­ments, which
									

									You make more rich to owe?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									If I should tell my his­tory, it would seem
									

									Like lies dis­dain’d in the re­port­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Prithee, speak:
									

									False­ness can­not come from thee; for thou look’st
									

									Mod­est as Justice, and thou seem’st a palace
									

									For the crown’d Truth to dwell in: I will be­lieve thee,
									

									And make my senses cred­it thy re­la­tion
									

									To points that seem im­possible; for thou look’st
									

									Like one I loved in­deed. What were thy friends?
									

									Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back—
									

									Which was when I per­ceived thee—that thou camest
									

									From good des­cend­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								So in­deed I did.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Re­port thy par­ent­age. I think thou said’st
									

									Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to in­jury,
									

									And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal mine,
									

									If both were open’d.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Some such thing
									

									I said, and said no more but what my thoughts
									

									Did war­rant me was likely.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Tell thy story;
									

									If thine con­sider’d prove the thou­sandth part
									

									Of my en­dur­ance, thou art a man, and I
									

									Have suf­fer’d like a girl: yet thou dost look
									

									Like Pa­tience gaz­ing on kings’ graves, and smil­ing
									

									Ex­tremity out of act. What were thy friends?
									

									How lost thou them? Thy name, my most kind vir­gin?
									

									Re­count, I do be­seech thee: come, sit by me.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								My name is Mar­ina.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									O, I am mock’d,
									

									And thou by some in­censed god sent hith­er
									

									To make the world to laugh at me.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Pa­tience, good sir,
									

									Or here I’ll cease.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Nay, I’ll be pa­tient.
									

									Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me,
									

									To call thy­self Mar­ina.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									The name
									

									Was giv­en me by one that had some power,
									

									My fath­er, and a king.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									How! a king’s daugh­ter?
									

									And call’d Mar­ina?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									You said you would be­lieve me;
									

									But, not to be a trou­bler of your peace,
									

									I will end here.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									But are you flesh and blood?
									

									Have you a work­ing pulse? and are no fairy?
									

									Mo­tion! Well; speak on. Where were you born?
									

									And where­fore call’d Mar­ina?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Call’d Mar­ina
									

									For I was born at sea.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								At sea! what moth­er?
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									My moth­er was the daugh­ter of a king;
									

									Who died the minute I was born,
									

									As my good nurse Ly­chor­ida hath oft
									

									De­liv­er’d weep­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									O, stop there a little!
									

									Aside. This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep
									

									Did mock sad fools with­al: this can­not be:
									

									My daugh­ter’s bur­ied. Well: where were you bred?
									

									I’ll hear you more, to the bot­tom of your story,
									

									And nev­er in­ter­rupt you.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								You scorn: be­lieve me, ’twere best I did give o’er.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I will be­lieve you by the syl­lable
									

									Of what you shall de­liv­er. Yet, give me leave:
									

									How came you in these parts? where were you bred?
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									The king my fath­er did in Tarsus leave me;
									

									Till cruel Cle­on, with his wicked wife,
									

									Did seek to murder me: and hav­ing woo’d
									

									A vil­lain to at­tempt it, who hav­ing drawn to do’t,
									

									A crew of pir­ates came and res­cued me;
									

									Brought me to Myti­lene. But, good sir,
									

									Whith­er will you have me? Why do you weep? It may be,
									

									You think me an im­post­or: no, good faith;
									

									I am the daugh­ter to King Pericles,
									

									If good King Pericles be.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								Ho, Hel­ic­anus!
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Calls my lord?
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Thou art a grave and noble coun­sel­lor,
									

									Most wise in gen­er­al: tell me, if thou canst,
									

									What this maid is, or what is like to be,
									

									That thus hath made me weep?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									I know not; but
									

									Here is the re­gent, sir, of Myti­lene
									

									Speaks nobly of her.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									She would nev­er tell
									

									Her par­ent­age; be­ing de­man­ded that,
									

									She would sit still and weep.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									O Hel­ic­anus, strike me, hon­our’d sir;
									

									Give me a gash, put me to present pain;
									

									Lest this great sea of joys rush­ing upon me
									

									O’er­bear the shores of my mor­tal­ity,
									

									And drown me with their sweet­ness. O, come hith­er,
									

									Thou that be­get’st him that did thee be­get;
									

									Thou that wast born at sea, bur­ied at Tarsus,
									

									And found at sea again! O Hel­ic­anus,
									

									Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud
									

									As thun­der threatens us: this is Mar­ina.
									

									What was thy moth­er’s name? tell me but that,
									

									For truth can nev­er be con­firm’d enough,
									

									Though doubts did ever sleep.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									First, sir, I pray,
									

									What is your title?
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I am Pericles of Tyre: but tell me now
									

									My drown’d queen’s name, as in the rest you said
									

									Thou hast been god­like per­fect,
									

									The heir of king­doms and an­oth­er like
									

									To Pericles thy fath­er.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									Is it no more to be your daugh­ter than
									

									To say my moth­er’s name was Thaisa?
									

									Thaisa was my moth­er, who did end
									

									The minute I began.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Now, bless­ing on thee! rise; thou art my child.
									

									Give me fresh gar­ments. Mine own, Hel­ic­anus;
									

									She is not dead at Tarsus, as she should have been,
									

									By sav­age Cle­on: she shall tell thee all;
									

									When thou shalt kneel, and jus­ti­fy in know­ledge
									

									She is thy very prin­cess. Who is this?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								
								
									Sir, ’tis the gov­ernor of Myti­lene,
									

									Who, hear­ing of your mel­an­choly state,
									

									Did come to see you.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									I em­brace you.
									

									Give me my robes. I am wild in my be­hold­ing.
									

									O heav­ens bless my girl! But, hark, what mu­sic?
									

									Tell Hel­ic­anus, my Mar­ina, tell him
									

									O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt,
									

									How sure you are my daugh­ter. But, what mu­sic?
								

							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								My lord, I hear none.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									None!
									

									The mu­sic of the spheres! List, my Mar­ina.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								It is not good to cross him; give him way.
						

						
								Pericles
								Rarest sounds! Do ye not hear?
						

						
								Lysimachus
								My lord, I hear. Mu­sic.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Most heav­enly mu­sic!
									

									It nips me un­to listen­ing, and thick slum­ber
									

									Hangs upon mine eyes: let me rest. Sleeps.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									A pil­low for his head:
									

									So, leave him all. Well, my com­pan­ion friends,
									

									If this but an­swer to my just be­lief,
									

									I’ll well re­mem­ber you. Ex­eunt all but Pericles.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Di­ana ap­pears to Pericles as in a vis­ion.
							
						

						
								Di­ana
								
								
									My temple stands in Eph­esus: hie thee thith­er,
									

									And do upon mine al­tar sac­ri­fice.
									

									There, when my maid­en priests are met to­geth­er,
									

									Be­fore the people all,
									

									Re­veal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife:
									

									To mourn thy crosses, with thy daugh­ter’s, call
									

									And give them re­pe­ti­tion to the life.
									

									Or per­form my bid­ding, or thou livest in woe;
									

									Do it, and happy; by my sil­ver bow!
									

									Awake, and tell thy dream. Dis­ap­pears.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Ce­les­ti­al Di­an, god­dess ar­gen­tine,
									

									I will obey thee. Hel­ic­anus!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Hel­ic­anus, Lysimachus, and Mar­ina.
							
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Sir?
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									My pur­pose was for Tarsus, there to strike
									

									The in­hos­pit­able Cle­on; but I am
									

									For oth­er ser­vice first: to­ward Eph­esus
									

									Turn our blown sails; eft­soons I’ll tell thee why.
									

									To Lysimachus. Shall we re­fresh us, sir, upon your shore,
									

									And give you gold for such pro­vi­sion
									

									As our in­tents will need?
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								
								
									Sir,
									

									With all my heart; and, when you come ashore,
									

									I have an­oth­er suit.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									You shall pre­vail,
									

									Were it to woo my daugh­ter; for it seems
									

									You have been noble to­wards her.
								

							
						

						
								Lysimachus
								Sir, lend me your arm.
						

						
								Pericles
								Come, my Mar­ina. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gower, be­fore the temple of Di­ana at Eph­esus.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									Now our sands are al­most run;
									

									More a little, and then dumb.
									

									This, my last boon, give me,
									

									For such kind­ness must re­lieve me,
									

									That you aptly will sup­pose
									

									What pa­geantry, what feats, what shows,
									

									What min­strelsy, and pretty din,
									

									The re­gent made in Myti­lene
									

									To greet the king. So he thrived,
									

									That he is prom­ised to be wived
									

									To fair Mar­ina; but in no wise
									

									Till he had done his sac­ri­fice,
									

									As Di­an bade: whereto be­ing bound,
									

									The in­ter­im, pray you, all con­found.
									

									In feath­er’d brief­ness sails are fill’d,
									

									And wishes fall out as they’re will’d.
									

									At Eph­esus, the temple see,
									

									Our king and all his com­pany.
									

									That he can hith­er come so soon,
									

									Is by your fancy’s thank­ful doom. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The temple of Di­ana at Eph­esus; Thaisa stand­ing near the al­tar, as high priest­ess; a num­ber of Vir­gins on each side; Ceri­mon and oth­er In­hab­it­ants of Eph­esus at­tend­ing.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Pericles, with his train; Lysimachus, Hel­ic­anus, Mar­ina, and a Lady.
							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Hail, Di­an! to per­form thy just com­mand,
									

									I here con­fess my­self the king of Tyre;
									

									Who, frighted from my coun­try, did wed
									

									At Penta­pol­is the fair Thaisa.
									

									At sea in child­bed died she, but brought forth
									

									A maid-child call’d Mar­ina; who, O god­dess,
									

									Wears yet thy sil­ver liv­ery. She at Tarsus
									

									Was nursed with Cle­on; who at four­teen years
									

									He sought to murder: but her bet­ter stars
									

									Brought her to Myti­lene; ’gainst whose shore
									

									Rid­ing, her for­tunes brought the maid aboard us,
									

									Where, by her own most clear re­mem­brance, she
									

									Made known her­self my daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Voice and fa­vour!
									

									You are, you are—O roy­al Pericles! Faints.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								What means the nun? she dies! help, gen­tle­men!
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Noble sir,
									

									If you have told Di­ana’s al­tar true,
									

									This is your wife.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Rev­er­end ap­pear­er, no;
									

									I threw her over­board with these very arms.
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								Upon this coast, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Pericles
								’Tis most cer­tain.
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Look to the lady; O, she’s but o’er­joy’d.
									

									Early in blus­ter­ing morn this lady was
									

									Thrown upon this shore. I oped the coffin,
									

									Found there rich jew­els; re­cov­er’d her, and placed her
									

									Here in Di­ana’s temple.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								May we see them?
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house,
									

									Whith­er I in­vite you. Look, Thaisa is
									

									Re­covered.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									O, let me look!
									

									If he be none of mine, my sanc­tity
									

									Will to my sense bend no li­centious ear,
									

									But curb it, spite of see­ing. O, my lord,
									

									Are you not Pericles? Like him you spake,
									

									Like him you are: did you not name a tem­pest,
									

									A birth, and death?
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								The voice of dead Thaisa!
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									That Thaisa am I, sup­posed dead
									

									And drown’d.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								Im­mor­tal Di­an!
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Now I know you bet­ter.
									

									When we with tears par­ted Penta­pol­is,
									

									The king my fath­er gave you such a ring. Shows a ring.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									This, this: no more, you gods! your present kind­ness
									

									Makes my past miser­ies sports: you shall do well,
									

									That on the touch­ing of her lips I may
									

									Melt and no more be seen. O, come, be bur­ied
									

									A second time with­in these arms.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­ina
								
								
									My heart
									

									Leaps to be gone in­to my moth­er’s bos­om. Kneels to Thaisa.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa;
									

									Thy bur­den at the sea, and call’d Mar­ina
									

									For she was yiel­ded there.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								Blest, and mine own!
						

						
								Hel­ic­anus
								Hail, madam, and my queen!
						

						
								Thaisa
								I know you not.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre,
									

									I left be­hind an an­cient sub­sti­tute:
									

									Can you re­mem­ber what I call’d the man?
									

									I have named him oft.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								’Twas Hel­ic­anus then.
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Still con­firm­a­tion:
									

									Em­brace him, dear Thaisa; this is he.
									

									Now do I long to hear how you were found;
									

									How pos­sibly pre­served; and who to thank,
									

									Be­sides the gods, for this great mir­acle.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Lord Ceri­mon, my lord; this man,
									

									Through whom the gods have shown their power; that can
									

									From first to last re­solve you.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Rev­er­end sir,
									

									The gods can have no mor­tal of­ficer
									

									More like a god than you. Will you de­liv­er
									

									How this dead queen re-lives?
								

							
						

						
								Ceri­mon
								
								
									I will, my lord.
									

									Be­seech you, first go with me to my house,
									

									Where shall be shown you all was found with her;
									

									How she came placed here in the temple;
									

									No need­ful thing omit­ted.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Pure Di­an, bless thee for thy vis­ion! I
									

									Will of­fer night-ob­la­tions to thee. Thaisa,
									

									This prince, the fair-be­trothed of your daugh­ter,
									

									Shall marry her at Penta­pol­is. And now,
									

									This or­na­ment
									

									Makes me look dis­mal will I clip to form;
									

									And what this four­teen years no razor touch’d,
									

									To grace thy mar­riage-day, I’ll beau­ti­fy.
								

							
						

						
								Thaisa
								
								
									Lord Ceri­mon hath let­ters of good cred­it, sir,
									

									My fath­er’s dead.
								

							
						

						
								Pericles
								
								
									Heav­ens make a star of him! Yet there, my queen,
									

									We’ll cel­eb­rate their nup­tials, and ourselves
									

									Will in that king­dom spend our fol­low­ing days:
									

									Our son and daugh­ter shall in Tyr­us reign.
									

									Lord Ceri­mon, we do our long­ing stay
									

									To hear the rest un­told: sir, lead’s the way. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									In An­ti­o­chus and his daugh­ter you have heard
									

									Of mon­strous lust the due and just re­ward:
									

									In Pericles, his queen and daugh­ter, seen,
									

									Al­though as­sail’d with for­tune fierce and keen,
									

									Vir­tue pre­served from fell de­struc­tion’s blast,
									

									Led on by heav­en, and crown’d with joy at last:
									

									In Hel­ic­anus may you well descry
									

									A fig­ure of truth, of faith, of loy­alty:
									

									In rev­er­end Ceri­mon there well ap­pears
									

									The worth that learned char­ity aye wears:
									

									For wicked Cle­on and his wife, when fame
									

									Had spread their cursed deed, and hon­our’d name
									

									Of Pericles, to rage the city turn,
									

									That him and his they in his palace burn;
									

									The gods for murder seemed so con­tent
									

									To pun­ish them; al­though not done, but meant.
									

									So, on your pa­tience ever­more at­tend­ing,
									

									New joy wait on you! Here our play has end­ing. Exit.
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