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				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A hall in the Duke’s palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Duke, Ae­geon, Gaol­er, Of­ficers, and oth­er At­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Pro­ceed, Solinus, to pro­cure my fall
									

									And by the doom of death end woes and all.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Mer­chant of Syra­cusa, plead no more;
									

									I am not par­tial to in­fringe our laws:
									

									The enmity and dis­cord which of late
									

									Sprung from the rancor­ous out­rage of your duke
									

									To mer­chants, our well-deal­ing coun­try­men,
									

									Who want­ing guild­ers to re­deem their lives
									

									Have seal’d his rig­or­ous stat­utes with their bloods,
									

									Ex­cludes all pity from our threat­en­ing looks.
									

									For, since the mor­tal and in­test­ine jars
									

									’Twixt thy sedi­tious coun­try­men and us,
									

									It hath in sol­emn syn­ods been de­creed,
									

									Both by the Syra­cus­i­ans and ourselves,
									

									To ad­mit no traffic to our ad­verse towns:
									

									Nay, more,
									

									If any born at Eph­esus be seen
									

									At any Syra­cus­i­an marts and fairs;
									

									Again: if any Syra­cus­i­an born
									

									Come to the bay of Eph­esus, he dies,
									

									His goods con­fis­cate to the duke’s dis­pose,
									

									Un­less a thou­sand marks be levied,
									

									To quit the pen­alty and to ransom him.
									

									Thy sub­stance, val­ued at the highest rate,
									

									Can­not amount un­to a hun­dred marks;
									

									There­fore by law thou art con­demn’d to die.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Yet this my com­fort: when your words are done,
									

									My woes end like­wise with the even­ing sun.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Well, Syra­cus­i­an, say in brief the cause
									

									Why thou de­par­ted’st from thy nat­ive home
									

									And for what cause thou camest to Eph­esus.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									A heav­ier task could not have been im­posed
									

									Than I to speak my griefs un­speak­able:
									

									Yet, that the world may wit­ness that my end
									

									Was wrought by nature, not by vile of­fence,
									

									I’ll ut­ter what my sor­row gives me leave.
									

									In Syra­cusa was I born, and wed
									

									Un­to a wo­man, happy but for me,
									

									And by me, had not our hap been bad.
									

									With her I lived in joy; our wealth in­creased
									

									By pros­per­ous voy­ages I of­ten made
									

									To Epi­dam­num; till my factor’s death
									

									And the great care of goods at ran­dom left
									

									Drew me from kind em­brace­ments of my spouse:
									

									From whom my ab­sence was not six months old
									

									Be­fore her­self, al­most at faint­ing un­der
									

									The pleas­ing pun­ish­ment that wo­men bear,
									

									Had made pro­vi­sion for her fol­low­ing me
									

									And soon and safe ar­rived where I was.
									

									There had she not been long but she be­came
									

									A joy­ful moth­er of two goodly sons;
									

									And, which was strange, the one so like the oth­er
									

									As could not be dis­tin­guish’d but by names.
									

									That very hour and in the self-same inn
									

									A mean­er wo­man was de­livered
									

									Of such a bur­den, male twins, both alike:
									

									Those, for their par­ents were ex­ceed­ing poor,
									

									I bought and brought up to at­tend my sons.
									

									My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys,
									

									Made daily mo­tions for our home re­turn:
									

									Un­will­ing I agreed; alas! too soon
									

									We came aboard.
									

									A league from Epi­dam­num had we sail’d,
									

									Be­fore the al­ways wind-obey­ing deep
									

									Gave any tra­gic in­stance of our harm:
									

									But longer did we not re­tain much hope;
									

									For what ob­scured light the heav­ens did grant
									

									Did but con­vey un­to our fear­ful minds
									

									A doubt­ful war­rant of im­me­di­ate death;
									

									Which though my­self would gladly have em­braced,
									

									Yet the in­cess­ant weep­ings of my wife,
									

									Weep­ing be­fore for what she saw must come,
									

									And piteous plain­ings of the pretty babes,
									

									That mourn’d for fash­ion, ig­nor­ant what to fear,
									

									Forced me to seek delays for them and me.
									

									And this it was, for oth­er means was none:
									

									The sail­ors sought for safety by our boat,
									

									And left the ship, then sink­ing-ripe, to us:
									

									My wife, more care­ful for the lat­ter-born,
									

									Had fasten’d him un­to a small spare mast,
									

									Such as sea­far­ing men provide for storms;
									

									To him one of the oth­er twins was bound,
									

									Whilst I had been like heed­ful of the oth­er:
									

									The chil­dren thus dis­posed, my wife and I,
									

									Fix­ing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d,
									

									Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast;
									

									And float­ing straight, obed­i­ent to the stream,
									

									Was car­ried to­wards Cor­inth, as we thought.
									

									At length the sun, gaz­ing upon the earth,
									

									Dis­persed those va­pours that of­fen­ded us;
									

									And, by the be­ne­fit of his wished light,
									

									The seas wax’d calm, and we dis­covered
									

									Two ships from far mak­ing amain to us,
									

									Of Cor­inth that, of Epi­daur­us this:
									

									But ere they came—O, let me say no more!
									

									Gath­er the se­quel by that went be­fore.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Nay, for­ward, old man; do not break off so;
									

									For we may pity, though not par­don thee.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									O, had the gods done so, I had not now
									

									Wor­thily term’d them mer­ci­less to us!
									

									For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues,
									

									We were en­counter’d by a mighty rock;
									

									Which be­ing vi­ol­ently borne upon,
									

									Our help­ful ship was split­ted in the midst;
									

									So that, in this un­just di­vorce of us,
									

									For­tune had left to both of us alike
									

									What to de­light in, what to sor­row for.
									

									Her part, poor soul! seem­ing as burdened
									

									With less­er weight but not with less­er woe,
									

									Was car­ried with more speed be­fore the wind;
									

									And in our sight they three were taken up
									

									By fish­er­men of Cor­inth, as we thought.
									

									At length, an­oth­er ship had seized on us;
									

									And, know­ing whom it was their hap to save,
									

									Gave health­ful wel­come to their ship-wreck’d guests;
									

									And would have reft the fish­ers of their prey,
									

									Had not their bark been very slow of sail;
									

									And there­fore home­ward did they bend their course.
									

									Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss,
									

									That by mis­for­tunes was my life pro­long’d,
									

									To tell sad stor­ies of my own mis­haps.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									And, for the sake of them thou sor­row­est for,
									

									Do me the fa­vour to dilate at full
									

									What hath be­fall’n of them and thee till now.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									My young­est boy, and yet my eld­est care,
									

									At eight­een years be­came in­quis­it­ive
									

									After his broth­er: and im­por­tuned me
									

									That his at­tend­ant—so his case was like,
									

									Reft of his broth­er, but re­tain’d his name—
									

									Might bear him com­pany in the quest of him:
									

									Whom whilst I la­bour’d of a love to see,
									

									I haz­arded the loss of whom I loved.
									

									Five sum­mers have I spent in fur­thest Greece,
									

									Roam­ing clean through the bounds of Asia,
									

									And, coast­ing home­ward, came to Eph­esus;
									

									Hope­less to find, yet loath to leave un­sought
									

									Or that or any place that har­bours men.
									

									But here must end the story of my life;
									

									And happy were I in my timely death,
									

									Could all my travels war­rant me they live.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Hap­less Ae­geon, whom the fates have mark’d
									

									To bear the ex­tremity of dire mis­hap!
									

									Now, trust me, were it not against our laws,
									

									Against my crown, my oath, my dig­nity,
									

									Which princes, would they, may not dis­an­nul,
									

									My soul should sue as ad­voc­ate for thee.
									

									But, though thou art ad­judged to the death
									

									And passed sen­tence may not be re­call’d
									

									But to our hon­our’s great dis­par­age­ment,
									

									Yet I will fa­vour thee in what I can.
									

									There­fore, mer­chant, I’ll lim­it thee this day
									

									To seek thy life by be­ne­fi­cial help:
									

									Try all the friends thou hast in Eph­esus;
									

									Beg thou, or bor­row, to make up the sum,
									

									And live; if no, then thou art doom’d to die.
									

									Gaol­er, take him to thy cus­tody.
								

							
						

						
								Gaol­er
								I will, my lord.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Hope­less and help­less doth Ae­geon wend,
									

									But to pro­cras­tin­ate his life­less end. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The Mart.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse, Dromio of Syra­cuse, and First Mer­chant.
							
						

						
								First Mer­chant
								
								
									There­fore give out you are of Epi­dam­num,
									

									Lest that your goods too soon be con­fis­cate.
									

									This very day a Syra­cus­i­an mer­chant
									

									Is ap­pre­hen­ded for ar­rival here;
									

									And not be­ing able to buy out his life
									

									Ac­cord­ing to the stat­ute of the town
									

									Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.
									

									There is your money that I had to keep.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Go bear it to the Cen­taur, where we host,
									

									And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee.
									

									With­in this hour it will be din­ner­time:
									

									Till that, I’ll view the man­ners of the town,
									

									Per­use the traders, gaze upon the build­ings,
									

									And then re­turn and sleep with­in mine inn,
									

									For with long travel I am stiff and weary.
									

									Get thee away.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Many a man would take you at your word,
									

									And go in­deed, hav­ing so good a mean. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									A trusty vil­lain, sir, that very oft,
									

									When I am dull with care and mel­an­choly,
									

									Light­ens my hu­mour with his merry jests.
									

									What, will you walk with me about the town,
									

									And then go to my inn and dine with me?
								

							
						

						
								First Mer­chant
								
								
									I am in­vited, sir, to cer­tain mer­chants,
									

									Of whom I hope to make much be­ne­fit;
									

									I crave your par­don. Soon at five o’clock,
									

									Please you, I’ll meet with you upon the mart
									

									And af­ter­ward con­sort you till bed-time:
									

									My present busi­ness calls me from you now.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Farewell till then: I will go lose my­self
									

									And wander up and down to view the city.
								

							
						

						
								First Mer­chant
								Sir, I com­mend you to your own con­tent. Exit.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									He that com­mends me to mine own con­tent
									

									Com­mends me to the thing I can­not get.
									

									I to the world am like a drop of wa­ter
									

									That in the ocean seeks an­oth­er drop,
									

									Who, fall­ing there to find his fel­low forth,
									

									Un­seen, in­quis­it­ive, con­founds him­self:
									

									So I, to find a moth­er and a broth­er,
									

									In quest of them, un­happy, lose my­self.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Eph­esus.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here comes the al­man­ac of my true date.
									

									What now? how chance thou art re­turn’d so soon?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Re­turn’d so soon! rather ap­proach’d too late:
									

									The ca­pon burns, the pig falls from the spit,
									

									The clock hath struck­en twelve upon the bell;
									

									My mis­tress made it one upon my cheek:
									

									She is so hot be­cause the meat is cold;
									

									The meat is cold be­cause you come not home;
									

									You come not home be­cause you have no stom­ach;
									

									You have no stom­ach hav­ing broke your fast;
									

									But we that know what ’tis to fast and pray
									

									Are pen­it­ent for your de­fault today.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Stop in your wind, sir: tell me this, I pray:
									

									Where have you left the money that I gave you?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									O—six­pence that I had o’ Wed­nes­day last
									

									To pay the sad­dler for my mis­tress’ crup­per?
									

									The sad­dler had it, sir; I kept it not.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I am not in a sport­ive hu­mour now:
									

									Tell me, and dally not, where is the money?
									

									We be­ing strangers here, how darest thou trust
									

									So great a charge from thine own cus­tody?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at din­ner:
									

									I from my mis­tress come to you in post;
									

									If I re­turn, I shall be post in­deed,
									

									For she will score your fault upon my pate.
									

									Me­thinks your maw, like mine, should be your clock
									

									And strike you home without a mes­sen­ger.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of sea­son;
									

									Re­serve them till a mer­ri­er hour than this.
									

									Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								To me, sir? why, you gave no gold to me.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Come on, sir knave, have done your fool­ish­ness
									

									And tell me how thou hast dis­posed thy charge.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									My charge was but to fetch you from the mart
									

									Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to din­ner:
									

									My mis­tress and her sis­ter stay for you.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Now, as I am a Chris­ti­an, an­swer me
									

									In what safe place you have be­stow’d my money,
									

									Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours
									

									That stands on tricks when I am un­dis­posed:
									

									Where is the thou­sand marks thou hadst of me?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									I have some marks of yours upon my pate,
									

									Some of my mis­tress’ marks upon my shoulders,
									

									But not a thou­sand marks between you both.
									

									If I should pay your wor­ship those again,
									

									Per­chance you will not bear them pa­tiently.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Thy mis­tress’ marks? what mis­tress, slave, hast thou?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Your wor­ship’s wife, my mis­tress at the Phoenix;
									

									She that doth fast till you come home to din­ner
									

									And prays that you will hie you home to din­ner.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									What, wilt thou flout me thus un­to my face,
									

									Be­ing for­bid? There, take you that, sir knave.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									What mean you, sir? for God’s sake hold your hands!
									

									Nay, an you will not, sir, I’ll take my heels. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Upon my life, by some device or oth­er
									

									The vil­lain is o’er-raught of all my money.
									

									They say this town is full of cozenage,
									

									As, nimble jug­glers that de­ceive the eye,
									

									Dark-work­ing sor­cer­ers that change the mind,
									

									Soul-killing witches that de­form the body,
									

									Dis­guised cheat­ers, prat­ing moun­te­banks,
									

									And many such-like liber­ties of sin:
									

									If it prove so, I will be gone the soon­er.
									

									I’ll to the Cen­taur, to go seek this slave:
									

									I greatly fear my money is not safe. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				The house of An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ad­ri­ana and Lu­ciana.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Neither my hus­band nor the slave re­turn’d,
									

									That in such haste I sent to seek his mas­ter!
									

									Sure, Lu­ciana, it is two o’clock.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Per­haps some mer­chant hath in­vited him
									

									And from the mart he’s some­where gone to din­ner.
									

									Good sis­ter, let us dine and nev­er fret:
									

									A man is mas­ter of his liberty:
									

									Time is their mas­ter, and when they see time
									

									They’ll go or come: if so, be pa­tient, sis­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Why should their liberty than ours be more?
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Be­cause their busi­ness still lies out o’ door.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								O, know he is the bridle of your will.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								There’s none but asses will be bridled so.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Why, head­strong liberty is lash’d with woe.
									

									There’s noth­ing situ­ate un­der heav­en’s eye
									

									But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky:
									

									The beasts, the fishes and the winged fowls
									

									Are their males’ sub­jects and at their con­trols:
									

									Men, more di­vine, the mas­ters of all these,
									

									Lords of the wide world and wild wa­tery seas,
									

									In­dued with in­tel­lec­tu­al sense and souls,
									

									Of more pre-em­in­ence than fish and fowls,
									

									Are mas­ters to their fe­males, and their lords:
									

									Then let your will at­tend on their ac­cords.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								This ser­vitude makes you to keep un­wed.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Not this, but troubles of the mar­riage-bed.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								But, were you wed­ded, you would bear some sway.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Ere I learn love, I’ll prac­tise to obey.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								How if your hus­band start some oth­er where?
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Till he come home again, I would for­bear.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Pa­tience un­moved! no mar­vel though she pause;
									

									They can be meek that have no oth­er cause.
									

									A wretched soul, bruised with ad­versity,
									

									We bid be quiet when we hear it cry;
									

									But were we bur­den’d with like weight of pain,
									

									As much or more we should ourselves com­plain:
									

									So thou, that hast no un­kind mate to grieve thee,
									

									With ur­ging help­less pa­tience would re­lieve me;
									

									But, if thou live to see like right bereft,
									

									This fool-begg’d pa­tience in thee will be left.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Well, I will marry one day, but to try.
									

									Here comes your man; now is your hus­band nigh.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Eph­esus.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Say, is your tardy mas­ter now at hand?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Nay, he’s at two hands with me, and that my two ears can wit­ness.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Say, didst thou speak with him? know’st thou his mind?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear:
									

									Be­shrew his hand, I scarce could un­der­stand it.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Spake he so doubt­fully, thou couldst not feel his mean­ing?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too well feel his blows; and with­al so doubt­fully that I could scarce un­der­stand them.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									But say, I prithee, is he com­ing home?
									

									It seems he hath great care to please his wife.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Why, mis­tress, sure my mas­ter is horn-mad.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Horn-mad, thou vil­lain!
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									I mean not cuck­old-mad;
									

									But, sure, he’s stark mad.
									

									When I de­sired him to come home to din­ner,
									

									He ask’d me for a thou­sand marks in gold:
									

									“ ’Tis din­ner time,” quoth I; “My gold!” quoth he:
									

									“Your meat doth burn,” quoth I; “My gold!” quoth he:
									

									“Will you come home?” quoth I; “My gold!” quoth he,
									

									“Where is the thou­sand marks I gave thee, vil­lain?”
									

									“The pig,” quoth I “is burn’d;” “My gold!” quoth he:
									

									“My mis­tress, sir,” quoth I; “Hang up thy mis­tress!
									

									I know not thy mis­tress; out on thy mis­tress!”
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Quoth who?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Quoth my mas­ter:
									

									“I know,” quoth he, “no house, no wife, no mis­tress.”
									

									So that my er­rand, due un­to my tongue,
									

									I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders;
									

									For, in con­clu­sion, he did beat me there.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Go back again, and be new beaten home?
									

									For God’s sake, send some oth­er mes­sen­ger.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									And he will bless that cross with oth­er beat­ing:
									

									Between you I shall have a holy head.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Hence, prat­ing peas­ant! fetch thy mas­ter home.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Am I so round with you as you with me,
									

									That like a foot­ball you do spurn me thus?
									

									You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hith­er:
									

									If I last in this ser­vice, you must case me in leath­er. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Fie, how im­pa­tience loureth in your face!
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									His com­pany must do his min­ions grace,
									

									Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.
									

									Hath homely age the al­lur­ing beauty took
									

									From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it:
									

									Are my dis­courses dull? bar­ren my wit?
									

									If vol­uble and sharp dis­course be marr’d,
									

									Un­kind­ness blunts it more than marble hard:
									

									Do their gay vest­ments his af­fec­tions bait?
									

									That’s not my fault: he’s mas­ter of my state:
									

									What ru­ins are in me that can be found,
									

									By him not ru­in’d? then is he the ground
									

									Of my de­fea­tures. My de­cayed fair
									

									A sunny look of his would soon re­pair:
									

									But, too un­ruly deer, he breaks the pale
									

									And feeds from home; poor I am but his stale.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Self-harm­ing jeal­ousy! fie, beat it hence!
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Un­feel­ing fools can with such wrongs dis­pense.
									

									I know his eye doth homage oth­er­where;
									

									Or else what lets it but he would be here?
									

									Sis­ter, you know he prom­ised me a chain;
									

									Would that alone, a love he would de­tain,
									

									So he would keep fair quarter with his bed!
									

									I see the jew­el best enamelled
									

									Will lose his beauty; yet the gold bides still,
									

									That oth­ers touch, yet of­ten touch­ing will
									

									Wear gold: and no man that hath a name,
									

									By false­hood and cor­rup­tion doth it shame.
									

									Since that my beauty can­not please his eye,
									

									I’ll weep what’s left away, and weep­ing die.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								How many fond fools serve mad jeal­ousy! Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A pub­lic place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up
									

									Safe at the Cen­taur; and the heed­ful slave
									

									Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out
									

									By com­pu­ta­tion and mine host’s re­port.
									

									I could not speak with Dromio since at first
									

									I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now, sir! is your merry hu­mour al­ter’d?
									

									As you love strokes, so jest with me again.
									

									You know no Cen­taur? you re­ceived no gold?
									

									Your mis­tress sent to have me home to din­ner?
									

									My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad,
									

									That thus so madly thou didst an­swer me?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								What an­swer, sir? when spake I such a word?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Even now, even here, not half an hour since.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I did not see you since you sent me hence,
									

									Home to the Cen­taur, with the gold you gave me.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Vil­lain, thou didst deny the gold’s re­ceipt
									

									And told’st me of a mis­tress and a din­ner;
									

									For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was dis­pleased.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I am glad to see you in this merry vein:
									

									What means this jest? I pray you, mas­ter, tell me.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the teeth?
									

									Think’st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that, and that. Beat­ing him.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Hold, sir, for God’s sake! now your jest is earn­est:
									

									Upon what bar­gain do you give it me?
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Be­cause that I fa­mil­iarly some­times
									

									Do use you for my fool and chat with you,
									

									Your sau­ci­ness will jest upon my love
									

									And make a com­mon of my ser­i­ous hours.
									

									When the sun shines let fool­ish gnats make sport,
									

									But creep in cran­nies when he hides his beams.
									

									If you will jest with me, know my as­pect
									

									And fash­ion your de­mean­our to my looks,
									

									Or I will beat this meth­od in your sconce.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Sconce call you it? so you would leave bat­ter­ing, I had rather have it a head: an you use these blows long, I must get a sconce for my head and insconce it too; or else I shall seek my wit in my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Dost thou not know?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Noth­ing, sir, but that I am beaten.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Shall I tell you why?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Ay, sir, and where­fore; for they say every why hath a where­fore.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Why, first—for flout­ing me; and then, where­fore—
									

									For ur­ging it the second time to me.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Was there ever any man thus beaten out of sea­son,
									

									When in the why and the where­fore is neither rhyme nor reas­on?
									

									Well, sir, I thank you.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Thank me, sir! for what?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, for this some­thing that you gave me for noth­ing.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I’ll make you amends next, to give you noth­ing for some­thing. But say, sir, is it din­ner­time?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								No, sir: I think the meat wants that I have.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								In good time, sir; what’s that?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Bast­ing.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Well, sir, then ’twill be dry.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								If it be, sir, I pray you, eat none of it.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Your reas­on?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Lest it make you choler­ic and pur­chase me an­oth­er dry bast­ing.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Well, sir, learn to jest in good time: there’s a time for all things.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I durst have denied that, be­fore you were so choler­ic.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								By what rule, sir?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald pate of fath­er Time him­self.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Let’s hear it.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								There’s no time for a man to re­cov­er his hair that grows bald by nature.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								May he not do it by fine and re­cov­ery?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Yes, to pay a fine for a peri­wig and re­cov­er the lost hair of an­oth­er man.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Why is Time such a nig­gard of hair, be­ing, as it is, so plen­ti­ful an ex­cre­ment?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Be­cause it is a bless­ing that he be­stows on beasts; and what he hath scan­ted men in hair he hath giv­en them in wit.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Why, but there’s many a man hath more hair than wit.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Not a man of those but he hath the wit to lose his hair.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Why, thou didst con­clude hairy men plain deal­ers without wit.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								The plain­er deal­er, the soon­er lost: yet he loseth it in a kind of jol­lity.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								For what reas­on?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								For two; and sound ones too.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Nay, not sound, I pray you.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Sure ones then.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Cer­tain ones then.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Name them.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								The one, to save the money that he spends in tir­ing; the oth­er, that at din­ner they should not drop in his por­ridge.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								You would all this time have proved there is no time for all things.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time to re­cov­er hair lost by nature.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								But your reas­on was not sub­stan­tial, why there is no time to re­cov­er.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Thus I mend it: Time him­self is bald and there­fore to the world’s end will have bald fol­low­ers.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I knew ’twould be a bald con­clu­sion: But, soft! who wafts us yon­der?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ad­ri­ana and Lu­ciana.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Ay, ay, An­ti­phol­us, look strange and frown:
									

									Some oth­er mis­tress hath thy sweet as­pects;
									

									I am not Ad­ri­ana nor thy wife.
									

									The time was once when thou un­urged wouldst vow
									

									That nev­er words were mu­sic to thine ear,
									

									That nev­er ob­ject pleas­ing in thine eye,
									

									That nev­er touch well wel­come to thy hand,
									

									That nev­er meat sweet-sa­vour’d in thy taste,
									

									Un­less I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carved to thee.
									

									How comes it now, my hus­band, O, how comes it,
									

									That thou art thus es­tranged from thy­self?
									

									Thy­self I call it, be­ing strange to me,
									

									That, un­di­vid­able, in­cor­por­ate,
									

									Am bet­ter than thy dear self’s bet­ter part.
									

									Ah, do not tear away thy­self from me!
									

									For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall
									

									A drop of wa­ter in the break­ing gulf
									

									And take un­mingled thence that drop again,
									

									Without ad­di­tion or di­min­ish­ing,
									

									As take from me thy­self and not me too.
									

									How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,
									

									Shouldst thou but hear I were li­centious
									

									And that this body, con­sec­rate to thee,
									

									By ruf­fi­an lust should be con­tam­in­ate!
									

									Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me
									

									And hurl the name of hus­band in my face
									

									And tear the stain’d skin off my har­lot-brow
									

									And from my false hand cut the wed­ding-ring
									

									And break it with a deep-di­vor­cing vow?
									

									I know thou canst; and there­fore see thou do it.
									

									I am pos­sess’d with an adul­ter­ate blot;
									

									My blood is mingled with the crime of lust:
									

									For if we two be one and thou play false,
									

									I do di­gest the pois­on of thy flesh,
									

									Be­ing strum­peted by thy con­ta­gion.
									

									Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed;
									

									I live un­stain’d, thou un­dis­hon­oured.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Plead you to me, fair dame? I know you not:
									

									In Eph­esus I am but two hours old,
									

									As strange un­to your town as to your talk;
									

									Who, every word by all my wit be­ing scann’d,
									

									Wants wit in all one word to un­der­stand.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Fie, broth­er! how the world is changed with you!
									

									When were you wont to use my sis­ter thus?
									

									She sent for you by Dromio home to din­ner.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								By Dromio?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								By me?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									By thee; and this thou didst re­turn from him,
									

									That he did buf­fet thee and in his blows
									

									Denied my house for his, me for his wife.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Did you con­verse, sir, with this gen­tle­wo­man?
									

									What is the course and drift of your com­pact?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I, sir? I nev­er saw her till this time.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Vil­lain, thou li­est; for even her very words
									

									Didst thou de­liv­er to me on the mart.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I nev­er spake with her in all my life.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									How can she thus then call us by our names,
									

									Un­less it be by in­spir­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									How ill agrees it with your grav­ity
									

									To coun­ter­feit thus grossly with your slave,
									

									Abet­ting him to thwart me in my mood!
									

									Be it my wrong you are from me ex­empt,
									

									But wrong not that wrong with a more con­tempt.
									

									Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine:
									

									Thou art an elm, my hus­band, I a vine,
									

									Whose weak­ness mar­ried to thy stronger state
									

									Makes me with thy strength to com­mu­nic­ate:
									

									If aught pos­sess thee from me, it is dross,
									

									Usurp­ing ivy, bri­er, or idle moss;
									

									Who, all for want of prun­ing, with in­tru­sion
									

									In­fect thy sap and live on thy con­fu­sion.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									To me she speaks; she moves me for her theme:
									

									What, was I mar­ried to her in my dream?
									

									Or sleep I now and think I hear all this?
									

									What er­ror drives our eyes and ears amiss?
									

									Un­til I know this sure un­cer­tainty,
									

									I’ll en­ter­tain the of­fer’d fal­lacy.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Dromio, go bid the ser­vants spread for din­ner.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									O, for my beads! I cross me for a sin­ner.
									

									This is the fairy land: O spite of spites!
									

									We talk with gob­lins, owls and sprites:
									

									If we obey them not, this will en­sue,
									

									They’ll suck our breath or pinch us black and blue.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Why pratest thou to thy­self and an­swer’st not?
									

									Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot!
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I am trans­formed, mas­ter, am I not?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I think thou art in mind, and so am I.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Nay, mas­ter, both in mind and in my shape.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Thou hast thine own form.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								No, I am an ape.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								If thou art changed to aught, ’tis to an ass.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									’Tis true; she rides me and I long for grass.
									

									’Tis so, I am an ass; else it could nev­er be
									

									But I should know her as well as she knows me.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Come, come, no longer will I be a fool,
									

									To put the fin­ger in the eye and weep,
									

									Whilst man and mas­ter laugh my woes to scorn.
									

									Come, sir, to din­ner. Dromio, keep the gate.
									

									Hus­band, I’ll dine above with you today
									

									And shrive you of a thou­sand idle pranks.
									

									Sir­rah, if any ask you for your mas­ter,
									

									Say he dines forth and let no creature enter.
									

									Come, sis­ter. Dromio, play the port­er well.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Am I in earth, in heav­en, or in hell?
									

									Sleep­ing or wak­ing? mad or well-ad­vised?
									

									Known un­to these, and to my­self dis­guised!
									

									I’ll say as they say and per­sever so
									

									And in this mist at all ad­ven­tures go.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Mas­ter, shall I be port­er at the gate?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Ay; and let none enter, lest I break your pate.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Come, come, An­ti­phol­us, we dine too late. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore the house of An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus, Dromio of Eph­esus, An­gelo, and Balthaz­ar.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Good Signior An­gelo, you must ex­cuse us all;
									

									My wife is shrew­ish when I keep not hours:
									

									Say that I linger’d with you at your shop
									

									To see the mak­ing of her car­canet
									

									And that to­mor­row you will bring it home.
									

									But here’s a vil­lain that would face me down
									

									He met me on the mart and that I beat him
									

									And charged him with a thou­sand marks in gold
									

									And that I did deny my wife and house.
									

									Thou drunk­ard, thou, what didst thou mean by this?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Say what you will, sir, but I know what I know;
									

									That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to show:
									

									If the skin were parch­ment and the blows you gave were ink,
									

									Your own hand­writ­ing would tell you what I think.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I think thou art an ass.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Marry, so it doth ap­pear
									

									By the wrongs I suf­fer and the blows I bear.
									

									I should kick, be­ing kick’d; and, be­ing at that pass,
									

									You would keep from my heels and be­ware of an ass.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									You’re sad, Signior Balthaz­ar: pray God our cheer
									

									May an­swer my good will and your good wel­come here.
								

							
						

						
								Balthaz­ar
								I hold your dain­ties cheap, sir, and your wel­come dear.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									O, Signior Balthaz­ar, either at flesh or fish,
									

									A table full of wel­come makes scarce one dainty dish.
								

							
						

						
								Balthaz­ar
								Good meat, sir, is com­mon; that every churl af­fords.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								And wel­come more com­mon; for that’s noth­ing but words.
						

						
								Balthaz­ar
								Small cheer and great wel­come makes a merry feast.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Ay to a nig­gardly host and more spar­ing guest:
									

									But though my cates be mean, take them in good part;
									

									Bet­ter cheer may you have, but not with bet­ter heart.
									

									But soft! my door is lock’d. Go bid them let us in.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Maud, Brid­get, Mari­an, Cicely, Gil­lian, Ginn!
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									With­in. Mome, malt-horse, ca­pon, cox­comb, idi­ot, patch!
									

									Either get thee from the door or sit down at the hatch.
									

									Dost thou con­jure for wenches, that thou call’st for such store,
									

									When one is one too many? Go get thee from the door.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								What patch is made our port­er? My mas­ter stays in the street.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. Let him walk from whence he came, lest he catch cold on’s feet.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Who talks with­in there? ho, open the door!
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. Right, sir; I’ll tell you when, and you’ll tell me where­fore.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Where­fore? for my din­ner: I have not dined today.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. Nor today here you must not; come again when you may.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								What art thou that keep­est me out from the house I owe?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. The port­er for this time, sir, and my name is Dromio.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									O vil­lain! thou hast stolen both mine of­fice and my name.
									

									The one ne’er got me cred­it, the oth­er mickle blame.
									

									If thou hadst been Dromio today in my place,
									

									Thou wouldst have changed thy face for a name or thy name for an ass.
								

							
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. What a coil is there, Dromio? who are those at the gate?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Let my mas­ter in, Luce.
						

						
								Luce
								
								
									With­in. Faith, no; he comes too late;
									

									And so tell your mas­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									O Lord, I must laugh!
									

									Have at you with a pro­verb—Shall I set in my staff?
								

							
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. Have at you with an­oth­er; that’s—When? can you tell?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. If thy name be call’d Luce—Luce, thou hast an­swer’d him well.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Do you hear, you min­ion? you’ll let us in, I hope?
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. I thought to have ask’d you.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. And you said no.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								So, come, help: well struck! there was blow for blow.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Thou bag­gage, let me in.
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. Can you tell for whose sake?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Mas­ter, knock the door hard.
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. Let him knock till it ache.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								You’ll cry for this, min­ion, if I beat the door down.
						

						
								Luce
								With­in. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks in the town?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								With­in. Who is that at the door that keeps all this noise?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. By my troth, your town is troubled with un­ruly boys.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Are you there, wife? you might have come be­fore.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								With­in. Your wife, sir knave! go get you from the door.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								If you went in pain, mas­ter, this “knave” would go sore.
						

						
								An­gelo
								Here is neither cheer, sir, nor wel­come: we would fain have either.
						

						
								Balthaz­ar
								In de­bat­ing which was best, we shall part with neither.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								They stand at the door, mas­ter; bid them wel­come hith­er.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								There is some­thing in the wind, that we can­not get in.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									You would say so, mas­ter, if your gar­ments were thin.
									

									Your cake there is warm with­in; you stand here in the cold:
									

									It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought and sold.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Go, fetch me some­thing: I’ll break ope the gate.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. Break any break­ing here, and I’ll break your knave’s pate.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									A man may break a word with you, sir, and words are but wind,
									

									Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not be­hind.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. It seems thou want’st break­ing: out upon thee, hind!
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Here’s too much “out upon thee!” I pray thee, let me in.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								With­in. Ay, when fowls have no feath­ers and fish have no fin.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Well, I’ll break in: go bor­row me a crow.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									A crow without feath­er? Mas­ter, mean you so?
									

									For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a feath­er:
									

									If a crow help us in, sir­rah, we’ll pluck a crow to­geth­er.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Go, get thee gone; fetch me an iron crow.
						

						
								Balthaz­ar
								
								
									Have pa­tience, sir; O, let it not be so!
									

									Herein you war against your repu­ta­tion
									

									And draw with­in the com­pass of sus­pect
									

									The un­vi­ol­ated hon­our of your wife.
									

									Once this—your long ex­per­i­ence of her wis­dom,
									

									Her sober vir­tue, years and mod­esty,
									

									Plead on her part some cause to you un­known;
									

									And doubt not, sir, but she will well ex­cuse
									

									Why at this time the doors are made against you.
									

									Be ruled by me: de­part in pa­tience,
									

									And let us to the Ti­ger all to din­ner,
									

									And about even­ing come your­self alone
									

									To know the reas­on of this strange re­straint.
									

									If by strong hand you of­fer to break in
									

									Now in the stir­ring pas­sage of the day,
									

									A vul­gar com­ment will be made of it,
									

									And that sup­posed by the com­mon rout
									

									Against your yet un­galled es­tim­a­tion
									

									That may with foul in­tru­sion enter in
									

									And dwell upon your grave when you are dead;
									

									For slander lives upon suc­ces­sion,
									

									Forever housed where it gets pos­ses­sion.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									You have pre­vail’d: I will de­part in quiet,
									

									And, in des­pite of mirth, mean to be merry.
									

									I know a wench of ex­cel­lent dis­course,
									

									Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentle:
									

									There will we dine. This wo­man that I mean,
									

									My wife—but, I protest, without desert—
									

									Hath of­ten­times up­braided me with­al:
									

									To her will we to din­ner. To An­gelo. Get you home
									

									And fetch the chain; by this I know ’tis made:
									

									Bring it, I pray you, to the Por­pentine;
									

									For there’s the house: that chain will I be­stow—
									

									Be it for noth­ing but to spite my wife—
									

									Upon mine host­ess there: good sir, make haste.
									

									Since mine own doors re­fuse to en­ter­tain me,
									

									I’ll knock else­where, to see if they’ll dis­dain me.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								I’ll meet you at that place some hour hence.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Do so. This jest shall cost me some ex­pense. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Lu­ciana and An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									And may it be that you have quite for­got
									

									A hus­band’s of­fice? shall, An­ti­phol­us,
									

									Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot?
									

									Shall love, in build­ing, grow so ru­in­ous?
									

									If you did wed my sis­ter for her wealth,
									

									Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more kind­ness:
									

									Or if you like else­where, do it by stealth;
									

									Muffle your false love with some show of blind­ness:
									

									Let not my sis­ter read it in your eye;
									

									Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator;
									

									Look sweet, speak fair, be­come dis­loy­alty;
									

									Ap­par­el vice like vir­tue’s har­binger;
									

									Bear a fair pres­ence, though your heart be tain­ted;
									

									Teach sin the car­riage of a holy saint;
									

									Be secret-false: what need she be ac­quain­ted?
									

									What simple thief brags of his own at­taint?
									

									’Tis double wrong, to tru­ant with your bed
									

									And let her read it in thy looks at board:
									

									Shame hath a bas­tard fame, well man­aged;
									

									Ill deeds is doubled with an evil word.
									

									Alas, poor wo­men! make us but be­lieve,
									

									Be­ing com­pact of cred­it, that you love us;
									

									Though oth­ers have the arm, show us the sleeve;
									

									We in your mo­tion turn and you may move us.
									

									Then, gentle broth­er, get you in again;
									

									Com­fort my sis­ter, cheer her, call her wife:
									

									’Tis holy sport to be a little vain,
									

									When the sweet breath of flat­tery con­quers strife.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Sweet mis­tress—what your name is else, I know not,
									

									Nor by what won­der you do hit of mine—
									

									Less in your know­ledge and your grace you show not
									

									Than our earth’s won­der, more than earth di­vine.
									

									Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak;
									

									Lay open to my earthy-gross con­ceit,
									

									Smoth­er’d in er­rors, feeble, shal­low, weak,
									

									The fol­ded mean­ing of your words’ de­ceit.
									

									Against my soul’s pure truth why la­bour you
									

									To make it wander in an un­known field?
									

									Are you a god? would you cre­ate me new?
									

									Trans­form me then, and to your power I’ll yield.
									

									But if that I am I, then well I know
									

									Your weep­ing sis­ter is no wife of mine,
									

									Nor to her bed no homage do I owe:
									

									Far more, far more to you do I de­cline.
									

									O, train me not, sweet mer­maid, with thy note,
									

									To drown me in thy sis­ter’s flood of tears:
									

									Sing, siren, for thy­self and I will dote:
									

									Spread o’er the sil­ver waves thy golden hairs,
									

									And as a bed I’ll take them and there lie,
									

									And in that glor­i­ous sup­pos­i­tion think
									

									He gains by death that hath such means to die:
									

									Let Love, be­ing light, be drowned if she sink!
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								What, are you mad, that you do reas­on so?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Not mad, but mated; how, I do not know.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								It is a fault that sprin­geth from your eye.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								For gaz­ing on your beams, fair sun, be­ing by.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Gaze where you should, and that will clear your sight.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								As good to wink, sweet love, as look on night.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Why call you me love? call my sis­ter so.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Thy sis­ter’s sis­ter.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								That’s my sis­ter.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									No;
									

									It is thy­self, mine own self’s bet­ter part,
									

									Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dear­er heart,
									

									My food, my for­tune and my sweet hope’s aim,
									

									My sole earth’s heav­en and my heav­en’s claim.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								All this my sis­ter is, or else should be.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Call thy­self sis­ter, sweet, for I aim thee.
									

									Thee will I love and with thee lead my life:
									

									Thou hast no hus­band yet nor I no wife.
									

									Give me thy hand.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									O, soft, sir! hold you still:
									

									I’ll fetch my sis­ter, to get her good will. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Why, how now, Dromio! where runn’st thou so fast?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? am I your man? am I my­self?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art thy­self.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I am an ass, I am a wo­man’s man and be­sides my­self.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What wo­man’s man? and how be­sides thy­self?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, be­sides my­self, I am due to a wo­man; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have me.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What claim lays she to thee?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay to your horse; and she would have me as a beast: not that, I be­ing a beast, she would have me; but that she, be­ing a very beastly creature, lays claim to me.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What is she?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								A very rev­er­ent body; ay, such a one as a man may not speak of without he say “sir-rev­er­ence.” I have but lean luck in the match, and yet is she a won­drous fat mar­riage.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								How dost thou mean a fat mar­riage?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, she’s the kit­chen wench and all grease; and I know not what use to put her to but to make a lamp of her and run from her by her own light. I war­rant, her rags and the tal­low in them will burn a Po­land winter: if she lives till dooms­day, she’ll burn a week longer than the whole world.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What com­plex­ion is she of?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Swart, like my shoe, but her face noth­ing like so clean kept: for why, she sweats; a man may go over shoes in the grime of it.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								That’s a fault that wa­ter will mend.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								No, sir, ’tis in grain; Noah’s flood could not do it.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What’s her name?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Nell, sir; but her name and three quar­ters, that’s an ell and three quar­ters, will not meas­ure her from hip to hip.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Then she bears some breadth?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								No longer from head to foot than from hip to hip: she is spher­ic­al, like a globe; I could find out coun­tries in her.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								In what part of her body stands Ire­land?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, sir, in her but­tocks: I found it out by the bogs.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where Scot­land?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I found it by the bar­ren­ness; hard in the palm of the hand.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where France?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								In her fore­head; armed and re­ver­ted, mak­ing war against her hair.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where Eng­land?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could find no white­ness in them; but I guess it stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran between France and it.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where Spain?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it hot in her breath.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where Amer­ica, the In­dies?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Oh, sir, upon her nose, all o’er em­bel­lished with ru­bies, car­buncles, sap­phires, de­clin­ing their rich as­pect to the hot breath of Spain; who sent whole ar­madoes of ca­ra­cks to be bal­last at her nose.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Where stood Bel­gia, the Neth­er­lands?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Oh, sir, I did not look so low. To con­clude, this drudge, or di­viner, laid claim to me; called me Dromio; swore I was as­sured to her; told me what privy marks I had about me, as, the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I amazed ran from her as a witch: And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith and my heart of steel, she had trans­form’d me to a cur­tal dog and made me turn i’ the wheel.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Go hie thee presently, post to the road:
									

									An if the wind blow any way from shore,
									

									I will not har­bour in this town to­night:
									

									If any bark put forth, come to the mart,
									

									Where I will walk till thou re­turn to me.
									

									If every­one knows us and we know none,
									

									’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									As from a bear a man would run for life,
									

									So fly I from her that would be my wife. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									There’s none but witches do in­hab­it here;
									

									And there­fore ’tis high time that I were hence.
									

									She that doth call me hus­band, even my soul
									

									Doth for a wife ab­hor. But her fair sis­ter,
									

									Pos­sess’d with such a gentle sov­er­eign grace,
									

									Of such en­chant­ing pres­ence and dis­course,
									

									Hath al­most made me trait­or to my­self:
									

									But lest my­self be guilty to self-wrong,
									

									I’ll stop mine ears against the mer­maid’s song.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter An­gelo with the chain.
							
						

						
								An­gelo
								Mas­ter An­ti­phol­us—
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Ay, that’s my name.
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									I know it well, sir: lo, here is the chain.
									

									I thought to have ta’en you at the Por­pentine:
									

									The chain un­fin­ish’d made me stay thus long.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What is your will that I shall do with this?
						

						
								An­gelo
								What please your­self, sir: I have made it for you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Made it for me, sir! I be­spoke it not.
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have.
									

									Go home with it and please your wife with­al;
									

									And soon at sup­per-time I’ll vis­it you
									

									And then re­ceive my money for the chain.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I pray you, sir, re­ceive the money now,
									

									For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								You are a merry man, sir: fare you well. Exit.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									What I should think of this, I can­not tell:
									

									But this I think, there’s no man is so vain
									

									That would re­fuse so fair an of­fer’d chain.
									

									I see a man here needs not live by shifts,
									

									When in the streets he meets such golden gifts.
									

									I’ll to the mart and there for Dromio stay:
									

									If any ship put out, then straight away. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A pub­lic place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Second Mer­chant, An­gelo, and an Of­ficer.
							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									You know since Pente­cost the sum is due,
									

									And since I have not much im­por­tuned you;
									

									Nor now I had not, but that I am bound
									

									To Per­sia and want guild­ers for my voy­age:
									

									There­fore make present sat­is­fac­tion,
									

									Or I’ll at­tach you by this of­ficer.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Even just the sum that I do owe to you
									

									Is grow­ing to me by An­ti­phol­us,
									

									And in the in­stant that I met with you
									

									He had of me a chain: at five o’clock
									

									I shall re­ceive the money for the same.
									

									Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house,
									

									I will dis­charge my bond and thank you too.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus and Dromio of Eph­esus from the cour­tes­an’s.
							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								That la­bour may you save: see where he comes.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									While I go to the gold­smith’s house, go thou
									

									And buy a rope’s end: that will I be­stow
									

									Among my wife and her con­fed­er­ates,
									

									For lock­ing me out of my doors by day.
									

									But, soft! I see the gold­smith. Get thee gone;
									

									Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								I buy a thou­sand pound a year: I buy a rope. Exit.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									A man is well holp up that trusts to you:
									

									I prom­ised your pres­ence and the chain;
									

									But neither chain nor gold­smith came to me.
									

									Be­like you thought our love would last too long,
									

									If it were chain’d to­geth­er, and there­fore came not.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Sav­ing your merry hu­mour, here’s the note
									

									How much your chain weighs to the ut­most car­at,
									

									The fine­ness of the gold and chargeful fash­ion,
									

									Which doth amount to three odd ducats more
									

									Than I stand debted to this gen­tle­man:
									

									I pray you, see him presently dis­charged,
									

									For he is bound to sea and stays but for it.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									I am not fur­nish’d with the present money;
									

									Be­sides, I have some busi­ness in the town.
									

									Good signior, take the stranger to my house
									

									And with you take the chain and bid my wife
									

									Dis­burse the sum on the re­ceipt there­of:
									

									Per­chance I will be there as soon as you.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								Then you will bring the chain to her your­self?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								No; bear it with you, lest I come not time enough.
						

						
								An­gelo
								Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain about you?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									An if I have not, sir, I hope you have;
									

									Or else you may re­turn without your money.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain:
									

									Both wind and tide stays for this gen­tle­man,
									

									And I, to blame, have held him here too long.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Good Lord! you use this dal­li­ance to ex­cuse
									

									Your breach of prom­ise to the Por­pentine.
									

									I should have chid you for not bring­ing it,
									

									But, like a shrew, you first be­gin to brawl.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								The hour steals on; I pray you, sir, dis­patch.
						

						
								An­gelo
								You hear how he im­por­tunes me;—the chain!
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Why, give it to my wife and fetch your money.
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Come, come, you know I gave it you even now.
									

									Either send the chain or send by me some token.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Fie, now you run this hu­mour out of breath,
									

									Come, where’s the chain? I pray you, let me see it.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									My busi­ness can­not brook this dal­li­ance.
									

									Good sir, say wheth­er you’ll an­swer me or no:
									

									If not, I’ll leave him to the of­ficer.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I an­swer you! what should I an­swer you?
						

						
								An­gelo
								The money that you owe me for the chain.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I owe you none till I re­ceive the chain.
						

						
								An­gelo
								You know I gave it you half an hour since.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								You gave me none: you wrong me much to say so.
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									You wrong me more, sir, in deny­ing it:
									

									Con­sider how it stands upon my cred­it.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								Well, of­ficer, ar­rest him at my suit.
						

						
								Of­ficer
								I do; and charge you in the duke’s name to obey me.
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									This touches me in repu­ta­tion.
									

									Either con­sent to pay this sum for me
									

									Or I at­tach you by this of­ficer.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Con­sent to pay thee that I nev­er had!
									

									Ar­rest me, fool­ish fel­low, if thou darest.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Here is thy fee; ar­rest him, of­ficer.
									

									I would not spare my broth­er in this case,
									

									If he should scorn me so ap­par­ently.
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								I do ar­rest you, sir: you hear the suit.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									I do obey thee till I give thee bail.
									

									But, sir­rah, you shall buy this sport as dear
									

									As all the met­al in your shop will an­swer.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Sir, sir, I shall have law in Eph­esus,
									

									To your no­tori­ous shame; I doubt it not.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Syra­cuse, from the bay.
							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Mas­ter, there’s a bark of Epi­dam­num
									

									That stays but till her own­er comes aboard
									

									And then, sir, she bears away. Our fraught­age, sir,
									

									I have con­vey’d aboard and I have bought
									

									The oil, the bal­samum and aqua-vitae.
									

									The ship is in her trim; the merry wind
									

									Blows fair from land: they stay for nought at all
									

									But for their own­er, mas­ter, and your­self.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									How now! a mad­man! Why, thou peev­ish sheep,
									

									What ship of Epi­dam­num stays for me?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								A ship you sent me to, to hire waf­tage.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Thou drunk­en slave, I sent thee for a rope
									

									And told thee to what pur­pose and what end.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									You sent me for a rope’s end as soon:
									

									You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									I will de­bate this mat­ter at more leis­ure
									

									And teach your ears to list me with more heed.
									

									To Ad­ri­ana, vil­lain, hie thee straight:
									

									Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
									

									That’s cov­er’d o’er with Turk­ish tapestry
									

									There is a purse of ducats; let her send it:
									

									Tell her I am ar­res­ted in the street
									

									And that shall bail me: hie thee, slave, be gone!
									

									On, of­ficer, to pris­on till it come. Ex­eunt Second Mer­chant, An­gelo, Of­ficer, and An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									To Ad­ri­ana! that is where we dined,
									

									Where Dowsa­bel did claim me for her hus­band:
									

									She is too big, I hope, for me to com­pass.
									

									Thith­er I must, al­though against my will,
									

									For ser­vants must their mas­ters’ minds ful­fil. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The house of An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ad­ri­ana and Lu­ciana.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Ah, Lu­ciana, did he tempt thee so?
									

									Mightst thou per­ceive aus­terely in his eye
									

									That he did plead in earn­est? yea or no?
									

									Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or mer­rily?
									

									What ob­ser­va­tion mad­est thou in this case
									

									Of his heart’s met­eors tilt­ing in his face?
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								First he denied you had in him no right.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								He meant he did me none; the more my spite.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Then swore he that he was a stranger here.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Then pleaded I for you.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								And what said he?
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								That love I begg’d for you he begg’d of me.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								With what per­sua­sion did he tempt thy love?
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									With words that in an hon­est suit might move.
									

									First he did praise my beauty, then my speech.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Didst speak him fair?
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Have pa­tience, I be­seech.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									I can­not, nor I will not, hold me still;
									

									My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will.
									

									He is de­formed, crooked, old and sere,
									

									Ill-faced, worse bod­ied, shape­less every­where;
									

									Vi­cious, un­gentle, fool­ish, blunt, un­kind,
									

									Stig­mat­ic­al in mak­ing, worse in mind.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Who would be jeal­ous then of such a one?
									

									No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Ah, but I think him bet­ter than I say,
									

									And yet would herein oth­ers’ eyes were worse.
									

									Far from her nest the lap­wing cries away:
									

									My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Here! go; the desk, the purse! sweet, now, make haste.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								How hast thou lost thy breath?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								By run­ning fast.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Where is thy mas­ter, Dromio? is he well?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									No, he’s in Tar­tar limbo, worse than hell.
									

									A dev­il in an ever­last­ing gar­ment hath him;
									

									One whose hard heart is but­ton’d up with steel;
									

									A fiend, a fury, piti­less and rough;
									

									A wolf, nay, worse, a fel­low all in buff;
									

									A back-friend, a shoulder-clap­per, one that coun­ter­mands
									

									The pas­sages of al­leys, creeks and nar­row lands;
									

									A hound that runs counter and yet draws dry-foot well;
									

									One that be­fore the judg­ment car­ries poor souls to hell.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Why, man, what is the mat­ter?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I do not know the mat­ter: he is ’res­ted on the case.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								What, is he ar­res­ted? Tell me at whose suit.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I know not at whose suit he is ar­res­ted well;
									

									But he’s in a suit of buff which ’res­ted him, that can I tell.
									

									Will you send him, mis­tress, re­demp­tion, the money in his desk?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Go fetch it, sis­ter. Exit Lu­ciana. This I won­der at,
									

									That he, un­known to me, should be in debt.
									

									Tell me, was he ar­res­ted on a band?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Not on a band, but on a stronger thing;
									

									A chain, a chain! Do you not hear it ring?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								What, the chain?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									No, no, the bell: ’tis time that I were gone:
									

									It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								The hours come back! that did I nev­er hear.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								O, yes; if any hour meet a ser­geant, a’ turns back for very fear.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								As if Time were in debt! how fondly dost thou reas­on!
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Time is a very bank­rupt and owes more than he’s worth to sea­son.
									

									Nay, he’s a thief too: have you not heard men say,
									

									That Time comes steal­ing on by night and day?
									

									If Time be in debt and theft, and a ser­geant in the way,
									

									Hath he not reas­on to turn back an hour in a day?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Lu­ciana with a purse.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear it straight,
									

									And bring thy mas­ter home im­me­di­ately.
									

									Come, sis­ter: I am press’d down with con­ceit—
									

									Con­ceit, my com­fort and my in­jury. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A pub­lic place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									There’s not a man I meet but doth sa­lute me
									

									As if I were their well-ac­quain­ted friend;
									

									And every­one doth call me by my name.
									

									Some tender money to me; some in­vite me;
									

									Some oth­er give me thanks for kind­nesses;
									

									Some of­fer me com­mod­it­ies to buy:
									

									Even now a tail­or call’d me in his shop
									

									And show’d me silks that he had bought for me
									

									And there­with­al took meas­ure of my body.
									

									Sure, these are but ima­gin­ary wiles
									

									And Lap­land sor­cer­ers in­hab­it here.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Mas­ter, here’s the gold you sent me for. What, have you got the pic­ture of old Adam new-ap­par­elled?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What gold is this? what Adam dost thou mean?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Not that Adam that kept the Para­dise, but that Adam that keeps the pris­on: he that goes in the calf’s skin that was killed for the Prod­ig­al; he that came be­hind you, sir, like an evil an­gel, and bid you for­sake your liberty.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I un­der­stand thee not.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								No? why, ’tis a plain case: he that went, like a bass-vi­ol, in a case of leath­er; the man, sir, that, when gen­tle­men are tired, gives them a sob and ’rests them; he, sir, that takes pity on de­cayed men and gives them suits of dur­ance; he that sets up his rest to do more ex­ploits with his mace than a mor­ris-pike.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								What, thou mean­est an of­ficer?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Ay, sir, the ser­geant of the band; he that brings any man to an­swer it that breaks his band; one that thinks a man al­ways go­ing to bed and says “God give you good rest!”
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Well, sir, there rest in your fool­ery. Is there any ship puts forth to­night? may we be gone?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Why, sir, I brought you word an hour since that the bark Ex­ped­i­tion put forth to­night; and then were you hindered by the ser­geant, to tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the an­gels that you sent for to de­liv­er you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									The fel­low is dis­tract, and so am I;
									

									And here we wander in il­lu­sions:
									

									Some blessed power de­liv­er us from hence!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Cour­tes­an.
							
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									Well met, well met, Mas­ter An­ti­phol­us.
									

									I see, sir, you have found the gold­smith now:
									

									Is that the chain you prom­ised me today?
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Satan, avoid! I charge thee, tempt me not.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Mas­ter, is this Mis­tress Satan?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								It is the dev­il.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Nay, she is worse, she is the dev­il’s dam; and here she comes in the habit of a light wench: and there­of comes that the wenches say “God damn me;” that’s as much to say, “God make me a light wench.” It is writ­ten they ap­pear to men like an­gels of light: light is an ef­fect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light wenches will burn. Come not near her.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									Your man and you are mar­vel­lous merry, sir.
									

									Will you go with me? We’ll mend our din­ner here?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Mas­ter, if you do, ex­pect spoon-meat; or be­speak a long spoon.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Why, Dromio?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Marry, he must have a long spoon that must eat with the dev­il.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st thou me of sup­ping?
									

									Thou art, as you are all, a sor­ceress:
									

									I con­jure thee to leave me and be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									Give me the ring of mine you had at din­ner,
									

									Or, for my dia­mond, the chain you prom­ised,
									

									And I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Some dev­ils ask but the par­ings of one’s nail,
									

									A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,
									

									A nut, a cherry-stone;
									

									But she, more cov­et­ous, would have a chain.
									

									Mas­ter, be wise: an if you give it her,
									

									The dev­il will shake her chain and fright us with it.
								

							
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain:
									

									I hope you do not mean to cheat me so.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio, let us go.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								“Fly pride,” says the pea­cock: mis­tress, that you know. Ex­eunt An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and Dromio of Syra­cuse.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									Now, out of doubt An­ti­phol­us is mad,
									

									Else would he nev­er so de­mean him­self.
									

									A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats,
									

									And for the same he prom­ised me a chain:
									

									Both one and oth­er he denies me now.
									

									The reas­on that I gath­er he is mad,
									

									Be­sides this present in­stance of his rage,
									

									Is a mad tale he told today at din­ner,
									

									Of his own doors be­ing shut against his en­trance.
									

									Be­like his wife, ac­quain­ted with his fits,
									

									On pur­pose shut the doors against his way.
									

									My way is now to hie home to his house,
									

									And tell his wife that, be­ing lun­at­ic,
									

									He rush’d in­to my house and took per­force
									

									My ring away. This course I fit­test choose;
									

									For forty ducats is too much to lose. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus and the Of­ficer.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Fear me not, man; I will not break away:
									

									I’ll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money,
									

									To war­rant thee, as I am ’res­ted for.
									

									My wife is in a way­ward mood today,
									

									And will not lightly trust the mes­sen­ger.
									

									That I should be at­tach’d in Eph­esus,
									

									I tell you ’twill sound harshly in her ears.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dromio of Eph­esus with a rope’s-end.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here comes my man; I think he brings the money.
									

									How now, sir! have you that I sent you for?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Here’s that, I war­rant you, will pay them all.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								But where’s the money?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Five hun­dred ducats, vil­lain, for a rope?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								I’ll serve you, sir, five hun­dred at the rate.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								To what end did I bid thee hie thee home?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								To a rope’s-end, sir; and to that end am I re­turned.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								And to that end, sir, I will wel­come you. Beat­ing him.
						

						
								Of­ficer
								Good sir, be pa­tient.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Nay, ’tis for me to be pa­tient; I am in ad­versity.
						

						
								Of­ficer
								Good now, hold thy tongue.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Nay, rather per­suade him to hold his hands.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Thou whoreson, sense­less vil­lain!
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								I would I were sense­less, sir, that I might not feel your blows.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Thou art sens­ible in noth­ing but blows, and so is an ass.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								I am an ass, in­deed; you may prove it by my long ears. I have served him from the hour of my nativ­ity to this in­stant, and have noth­ing at his hands for my ser­vice but blows. When I am cold, he heats me with beat­ing; when I am warm, he cools me with beat­ing: I am waked with it when I sleep; raised with it when I sit; driv­en out of doors with it when I go from home; wel­comed home with it when I re­turn: nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a beg­gar wont her brat; and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall beg with it from door to door.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Come, go along; my wife is com­ing yon­der.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ad­ri­ana, Lu­ciana, the Cour­tes­an, and Pinch.
							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Mis­tress, “respice finem,” re­spect your end; or rather, the proph­ecy like the par­rot, “be­ware the rope’s-end.”
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Wilt thou still talk? Beat­ing him.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								How say you now? is not your hus­band mad?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									His in­ci­vil­ity con­firms no less.
									

									Good Doc­tor Pinch, you are a con­jurer;
									

									Es­tab­lish him in his true sense again,
									

									And I will please you what you will de­mand.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks!
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								Mark how he trembles in his ec­stasy!
						

						
								Pinch
								Give me your hand and let me feel your pulse.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								There is my hand, and let it feel your ear.Strik­ing him.
						

						
								Pinch
								
								
									I charge thee, Satan, housed with­in this man,
									

									To yield pos­ses­sion to my holy pray­ers
									

									And to thy state of dark­ness hie thee straight:
									

									I con­jure thee by all the saints in heav­en!
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Peace, dot­ing wiz­ard, peace! I am not mad.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								O, that thou wert not, poor dis­tressed soul!
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									You min­ion, you, are these your cus­tom­ers?
									

									Did this com­pan­ion with the saf­fron face
									

									Rev­el and feast it at my house today,
									

									Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut
									

									And I denied to enter in my house?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									O hus­band, God doth know you dined at home;
									

									Where would you had re­main’d un­til this time,
									

									Free from these slanders and this open shame!
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Dined at home! Thou vil­lain, what say­est thou?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Were not my doors lock’d up and I shut out?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Perdie, your doors were lock’d and you shut out.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								And did not she her­self re­vile me there?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Sans fable, she her­self re­viled you there.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Did not her kit­chen-maid rail, taunt and scorn me?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Certes, she did; the kit­chen-vestal scorn’d you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								And did not I in rage de­part from thence?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									In ver­ity you did; my bones bear wit­ness,
									

									That since have felt the vigour of his rage.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Is’t good to soothe him in these con­trar­ies?
						

						
								Pinch
								
								
									It is no shame: the fel­low finds his vein
									

									And yield­ing to him hu­mours well his frenzy.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Thou hast sub­orn’d the gold­smith to ar­rest me.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Alas, I sent you money to re­deem you,
									

									By Dromio here, who came in haste for it.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Money by me! heart and good-will you might;
									

									But surely, mas­ter, not a rag of money.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Went’st not thou to her for a purse of ducats?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								He came to me and I de­liv­er’d it.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								And I am wit­ness with her that she did.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									God and the rope-maker bear me wit­ness
									

									That I was sent for noth­ing but a rope!
								

							
						

						
								Pinch
								
								
									Mis­tress, both man and mas­ter is pos­sess’d;
									

									I know it by their pale and deadly looks:
									

									They must be bound and laid in some dark room.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Say, where­fore didst thou lock me forth today?
									

									And why dost thou deny the bag of gold?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								I did not, gentle hus­band, lock thee forth.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									And, gentle mas­ter, I re­ceived no gold;
									

									But I con­fess, sir, that we were lock’d out.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Dis­sem­bling vil­lain, thou speak’st false in both.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Dis­sem­bling har­lot, thou art false in all
									

									And art con­fed­er­ate with a damned pack
									

									To make a loath­some ab­ject scorn of me:
									

									But with these nails I’ll pluck out these false eyes
									

									That would be­hold in me this shame­ful sport.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter three or four, and of­fer to bind him. He strives.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								O, bind him, bind him! let him not come near me.
						

						
								Pinch
								More com­pany! The fiend is strong with­in him.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks!
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									What, will you murder me? Thou gaol­er, thou,
									

									I am thy pris­on­er: wilt thou suf­fer them
									

									To make a res­cue?
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									Mas­ters, let him go:
									

									He is my pris­on­er, and you shall not have him.
								

							
						

						
								Pinch
								Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. They of­fer to bind Dromio of Eph­esus.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									What wilt thou do, thou peev­ish of­ficer?
									

									Hast thou de­light to see a wretched man
									

									Do out­rage and dis­pleas­ure to him­self?
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								
								
									He is my pris­on­er: if I let him go,
									

									The debt he owes will be re­quired of me.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									I will dis­charge thee ere I go from thee:
									

									Bear me forth­with un­to his cred­it­or
									

									And, know­ing how the debt grows, I will pay it.
									

									Good mas­ter doc­tor, see him safe con­vey’d
									

									Home to my house. O most un­happy day!
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								O most un­happy strum­pet!
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Mas­ter, I am here entered in bond for you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Out on thee, vil­lain! where­fore dost thou mad me?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Will you be bound for noth­ing? be mad, good mas­ter: cry, “The dev­il!”
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk!
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Go bear him hence. Sis­ter, go you with me. Ex­eunt all but Ad­ri­ana, Lu­ciana, Of­ficer, and Cour­tes­an.
									

									Say now, whose suit is he ar­res­ted at?
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								One An­gelo, a gold­smith: do you know him?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								I know the man. What is the sum he owes?
						

						
								Of­ficer
								Two hun­dred ducats.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Say, how grows it due?
						

						
								Of­ficer
								Due for a chain your hus­band had of him.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								He did be­speak a chain for me, but had it not.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								
								
									When as your hus­band all in rage today
									

									Came to my house and took away my ring—
									

									The ring I saw upon his fin­ger now—
									

									Straight after did I meet him with a chain.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									It may be so, but I did nev­er see it.
									

									Come, gaol­er, bring me where the gold­smith is:
									

									I long to know the truth here­of at large.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse with his rapi­er drawn, and Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								God! for thy mercy! they are loose again.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									And come with na­ked swords.
									

									Let’s call more help to have them bound again.
								

							
						

						
								Of­ficer
								Away! they’ll kill us. Ex­eunt all but An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and Dromio of Syra­cuse.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I see these witches are afraid of swords.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								She that would be your wife now ran from you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Come to the Cen­taur; fetch our stuff from thence:
									

									I long that we were safe and sound aboard.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Faith, stay here this night; they will surely do us no harm: you saw they speak us fair, give us gold: me­thinks they are such a gentle na­tion that, but for the moun­tain of mad flesh that claims mar­riage of me, I could find in my heart to stay here still and turn witch.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									I will not stay to­night for all the town;
									

									There­fore away, to get our stuff aboard. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A street be­fore a Pri­ory.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Second Mer­chant and An­gelo.
							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you;
									

									But, I protest, he had the chain of me,
									

									Though most dis­hon­estly he doth deny it.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								How is the man es­teem’d here in the city?
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									Of very rev­er­end repu­ta­tion, sir,
									

									Of cred­it in­fin­ite, highly be­loved,
									

									Second to none that lives here in the city:
									

									His word might bear my wealth at any time.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								Speak softly: yon­der, as I think, he walks.
						

						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									’Tis so; and that self chain about his neck
									

									Which he forswore most mon­strously to have.
									

									Good sir, draw near to me, I’ll speak to him.
									

									Signior An­ti­phol­us, I won­der much
									

									That you would put me to this shame and trouble;
									

									And, not without some scan­dal to your­self,
									

									With cir­cum­stance and oaths so to deny
									

									This chain which now you wear so openly:
									

									Be­side the charge, the shame, im­pris­on­ment,
									

									You have done wrong to this my hon­est friend,
									

									Who, but for stay­ing on our con­tro­versy,
									

									Had hois­ted sail and put to sea today:
									

									This chain you had of me; can you deny it?
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I think I had; I nev­er did deny it.
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Who heard me to deny it or for­swear it?
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									These ears of mine, thou know’st, did hear thee.
									

									Fie on thee, wretch! ’tis pity that thou livest
									

									To walk where any hon­est men re­sort.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Thou art a vil­lain to im­peach me thus:
									

									I’ll prove mine hon­our and mine hon­esty
									

									Against thee presently, if thou darest stand.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								I dare, and do defy thee for a vil­lain. They draw.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ad­ri­ana, Lu­ciana, the Cour­tes­an, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake! he is mad.
									

									Some get with­in him, take his sword away:
									

									Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									Run, mas­ter, run; for God’s sake, take a house!
									

									This is some pri­ory. In, or we are spoil’d! Ex­eunt An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and Dromio of Syra­cuse to the Pri­ory.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lady Ab­bess.
							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Be quiet, people. Where­fore throng you hith­er?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									To fetch my poor dis­trac­ted hus­band hence.
									

									Let us come in, that we may bind him fast
									

									And bear him home for his re­cov­ery.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								I knew he was not in his per­fect wits.
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								I am sorry now that I did draw on him.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								How long hath this pos­ses­sion held the man?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad,
									

									And much dif­fer­ent from the man he was;
									

									But till this af­ter­noon his pas­sion
									

									Ne’er brake in­to ex­tremity of rage.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck of sea?
									

									Bur­ied some dear friend? Hath not else his eye
									

									Stray’d his af­fec­tion in un­law­ful love?
									

									A sin pre­vail­ing much in youth­ful men,
									

									Who give their eyes the liberty of gaz­ing.
									

									Which of these sor­rows is he sub­ject to?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									To none of these, ex­cept it be the last;
									

									Namely, some love that drew him oft from home.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								You should for that have rep­re­hen­ded him.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Why, so I did.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Ay, but not rough enough.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								As roughly as my mod­esty would let me.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Haply, in private.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								And in as­sem­blies too.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Ay, but not enough.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									It was the copy of our con­fer­ence:
									

									In bed he slept not for my ur­ging it;
									

									At board he fed not for my ur­ging it;
									

									Alone, it was the sub­ject of my theme;
									

									In com­pany I of­ten glanced it;
									

									Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									And there­of came it that the man was mad:
									

									The venom clam­ours of a jeal­ous wo­man
									

									Pois­ons more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth.
									

									It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy rail­ing,
									

									And there­of comes it that his head is light.
									

									Thou say’st his meat was sauced with thy up­braid­ings:
									

									Un­quiet meals make ill di­ges­tions;
									

									There­of the ra­ging fire of fever bred;
									

									And what’s a fever but a fit of mad­ness?
									

									Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls:
									

									Sweet re­cre­ation barr’d, what doth en­sue
									

									But moody and dull mel­an­choly,
									

									Kins­man to grim and com­fort­less des­pair,
									

									And at her heels a huge in­fec­tious troop
									

									Of pale dis­tem­per­at­ures and foes to life?
									

									In food, in sport and life-pre­serving rest
									

									To be dis­turb’d, would mad or man or beast:
									

									The con­sequence is then thy jeal­ous fits
									

									Hath scared thy hus­band from the use of wits.
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									She nev­er rep­re­hen­ded him but mildly,
									

									When he de­mean’d him­self rough, rude and wildly.
									

									Why bear you these re­bukes and an­swer not?
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									She did be­tray me to my own re­proof.
									

									Good people, enter and lay hold on him.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								No, not a creature enters in my house.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Then let your ser­vants bring my hus­band forth.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									Neither: he took this place for sanc­tu­ary,
									

									And it shall priv­ilege him from your hands
									

									Till I have brought him to his wits again,
									

									Or lose my la­bour in as­say­ing it.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									I will at­tend my hus­band, be his nurse,
									

									Diet his sick­ness, for it is my of­fice,
									

									And will have no at­tor­ney but my­self;
									

									And there­fore let me have him home with me.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									Be pa­tient; for I will not let him stir
									

									Till I have used the ap­proved means I have,
									

									With whole­some syr­ups, drugs and holy pray­ers,
									

									To make of him a form­al man again:
									

									It is a branch and par­cel of mine oath,
									

									A char­it­able duty of my or­der.
									

									There­fore de­part and leave him here with me.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									I will not hence and leave my hus­band here:
									

									And ill it doth be­seem your holi­ness
									

									To sep­ar­ate the hus­band and the wife.
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Be quiet and de­part: thou shalt not have him. Exit.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Com­plain un­to the duke of this in­dig­nity.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Come, go: I will fall pros­trate at his feet
									

									And nev­er rise un­til my tears and pray­ers
									

									Have won his grace to come in per­son hith­er
									

									And take per­force my hus­band from the ab­bess.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									By this, I think, the dial points at five:
									

									Anon, I’m sure, the duke him­self in per­son
									

									Comes this way to the mel­an­choly vale,
									

									The place of death and sorry ex­e­cu­tion,
									

									Be­hind the ditches of the ab­bey here.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								Upon what cause?
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									To see a rev­er­end Syra­cus­i­an mer­chant,
									

									Who put un­luck­ily in­to this bay
									

									Against the laws and stat­utes of this town,
									

									Be­headed pub­licly for his of­fence.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								See where they come: we will be­hold his death.
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								Kneel to the duke be­fore he pass the ab­bey.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Duke, at­ten­ded; Ae­geon bare­headed; with the Heads­man and oth­er Of­ficers.
							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Yet once again pro­claim it pub­licly,
									

									If any friend will pay the sum for him,
									

									He shall not die; so much we tender him.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Justice, most sac­red duke, against the ab­bess!
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									She is a vir­tu­ous and a rev­er­end lady:
									

									It can­not be that she hath done thee wrong.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									May it please your grace, An­ti­phol­us my hus­band,
									

									Who I made lord of me and all I had,
									

									At your im­port­ant let­ters—this ill day
									

									A most out­rageous fit of mad­ness took him;
									

									That des­per­ately he hur­ried through the street—
									

									With him his bond­man, all as mad as he—
									

									Do­ing dis­pleas­ure to the cit­izens
									

									By rush­ing in their houses, bear­ing thence
									

									Rings, jew­els, any­thing his rage did like.
									

									Once did I get him bound and sent him home,
									

									Whilst to take or­der for the wrongs I went
									

									That here and there his fury had com­mit­ted.
									

									Anon, I wot not by what strong es­cape,
									

									He broke from those that had the guard of him;
									

									And with his mad at­tend­ant and him­self,
									

									Each one with ire­ful pas­sion, with drawn swords,
									

									Met us again and madly bent on us
									

									Chased us away, till rais­ing of more aid
									

									We came again to bind them. Then they fled
									

									In­to this ab­bey, whith­er we pur­sued them:
									

									And here the ab­bess shuts the gates on us
									

									And will not suf­fer us to fetch him out,
									

									Nor send him forth that we may bear him hence.
									

									There­fore, most gra­cious duke, with thy com­mand
									

									Let him be brought forth and borne hence for help.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Long since thy hus­band served me in my wars,
									

									And I to thee en­gaged a prince’s word,
									

									When thou didst make him mas­ter of thy bed,
									

									To do him all the grace and good I could.
									

									Go, some of you, knock at the ab­bey-gate
									

									And bid the lady ab­bess come to me.
									

									I will de­term­ine this be­fore I stir.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								
								
									O mis­tress, mis­tress, shift and save your­self!
									

									My mas­ter and his man are both broke loose,
									

									Beaten the maids a-row and bound the doc­tor,
									

									Whose beard they have singed off with brands of fire;
									

									And ever, as it blazed, they threw on him
									

									Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:
									

									My mas­ter preaches pa­tience to him and the while
									

									His man with scis­sors nicks him like a fool,
									

									And sure, un­less you send some present help,
									

									Between them they will kill the con­jurer.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Peace, fool! thy mas­ter and his man are here,
									

									And that is false thou dost re­port to us.
								

							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								
								
									Mis­tress, upon my life, I tell you true;
									

									I have not breathed al­most since I did see it.
									

									He cries for you and vows, if he can take you,
									

									To scorch your face and to dis­fig­ure you. Cry with­in.
									

									Hark, hark! I hear him, mis­tress: fly, be gone!
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								Come, stand by me; fear noth­ing. Guard with hal­berds!
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									Ay me, it is my hus­band! Wit­ness you,
									

									That he is borne about in­vis­ible:
									

									Even now we housed him in the ab­bey here;
									

									And now he’s there, past thought of hu­man reas­on.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus and Dromio of Eph­esus.
							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Justice, most gra­cious duke, O, grant me justice!
									

									Even for the ser­vice that long since I did thee,
									

									When I be­strid thee in the wars and took
									

									Deep scars to save thy life; even for the blood
									

									That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Un­less the fear of death doth make me dote,
									

									I see my son An­ti­phol­us and Dromio.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Justice, sweet prince, against that wo­man there!
									

									She whom thou gavest to me to be my wife,
									

									That hath ab­used and dis­hon­our’d me
									

									Even in the strength and height of in­jury!
									

									Bey­ond ima­gin­a­tion is the wrong
									

									That she this day hath shame­less thrown on me.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								Dis­cov­er how, and thou shalt find me just.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									This day, great duke, she shut the doors upon me,
									

									While she with har­lots feasted in my house.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								A griev­ous fault! Say, wo­man, didst thou so?
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									No, my good lord: my­self, he and my sis­ter
									

									Today did dine to­geth­er. So be­fall my soul
									

									As this is false he bur­dens me with­al!
								

							
						

						
								Lu­ciana
								
								
									Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night,
									

									But she tells to your high­ness simple truth!
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									O per­jured wo­man! They are both forsworn:
									

									In this the mad­man justly char­geth them.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									My liege, I am ad­vised what I say,
									

									Neither dis­turbed with the ef­fect of wine,
									

									Nor heady-rash, pro­voked with ra­ging ire,
									

									Al­beit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
									

									This wo­man lock’d me out this day from din­ner:
									

									That gold­smith there, were he not pack’d with her,
									

									Could wit­ness it, for he was with me then;
									

									Who par­ted with me to go fetch a chain,
									

									Prom­ising to bring it to the Por­pentine,
									

									Where Balthaz­ar and I did dine to­geth­er.
									

									Our din­ner done, and he not com­ing thith­er,
									

									I went to seek him: in the street I met him
									

									And in his com­pany that gen­tle­man.
									

									There did this per­jured gold­smith swear me down
									

									That I this day of him re­ceived the chain,
									

									Which, God he knows, I saw not: for the which
									

									He did ar­rest me with an of­ficer.
									

									I did obey, and sent my peas­ant home
									

									For cer­tain ducats: he with none re­turn’d.
									

									Then fairly I be­spoke the of­ficer
									

									To go in per­son with me to my house.
									

									By the way we met
									

									My wife, her sis­ter, and a rabble more
									

									Of vile con­fed­er­ates. Along with them
									

									They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-faced vil­lain,
									

									A mere ana­tomy, a moun­te­bank,
									

									A thread­bare jug­gler and a for­tune-tell­er,
									

									A needy, hol­low-eyed, sharp-look­ing wretch,
									

									A liv­ing-dead man: this per­ni­cious slave,
									

									For­sooth, took on him as a con­jurer,
									

									And, gaz­ing in mine eyes, feel­ing my pulse,
									

									And with no face, as ’twere, out­fa­cing me,
									

									Cries out, I was pos­sess’d. Then all to­geth­er
									

									They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence
									

									And in a dark and dank­ish vault at home
									

									There left me and my man, both bound to­geth­er;
									

									Till, gnaw­ing with my teeth my bonds in sun­der,
									

									I gain’d my free­dom and im­me­di­ately
									

									Ran hith­er to your grace; whom I be­seech
									

									To give me ample sat­is­fac­tion
									

									For these deep shames and great in­dig­nit­ies.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									My lord, in truth, thus far I wit­ness with him,
									

									That he dined not at home, but was lock’d out.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								But had he such a chain of thee or no?
						

						
								An­gelo
								
								
									He had, my lord: and when he ran in here,
									

									These people saw the chain about his neck.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mer­chant
								
								
									Be­sides, I will be sworn these ears of mine
									

									Heard you con­fess you had the chain of him
									

									After you first forswore it on the mart:
									

									And thereupon I drew my sword on you;
									

									And then you fled in­to this ab­bey here,
									

									From whence, I think, you are come by mir­acle.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									I nev­er came with­in these ab­bey-walls,
									

									Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me:
									

									I nev­er saw the chain, so help me Heav­en!
									

									And this is false you bur­den me with­al.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Why, what an in­tric­ate im­peach is this!
									

									I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup.
									

									If here you housed him, here he would have been;
									

									If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly:
									

									You say he dined at home; the gold­smith here
									

									Denies that say­ing. Sir­rah, what say you?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Sir, he dined with her there, at the Por­pentine.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								He did, and from my fin­ger snatch’d that ring.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								’Tis true, my liege; this ring I had of her.
						

						
								Duke
								Saw’st thou him enter at the ab­bey here?
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace.
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Why, this is strange. Go call the ab­bess hith­er.
									

									I think you are all mated or stark mad. Exit one to the Ab­bess.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Most mighty duke, vouch­safe me speak a word:
									

									Haply I see a friend will save my life
									

									And pay the sum that may de­liv­er me.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								Speak freely, Syra­cus­i­an, what thou wilt.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Is not your name, sir, call’d An­ti­phol­us?
									

									And is not that your bond­man, Dromio?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									With­in this hour I was his bond­man, sir,
									

									But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords:
									

									Now am I Dromio and his man un­bound.
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								I am sure you both of you re­mem­ber me.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Ourselves we do re­mem­ber, sir, by you;
									

									For lately we were bound, as you are now.
									

									You are not Pinch’s pa­tient, are you, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								Why look you strange on me? you know me well.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I nev­er saw you in my life till now.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									O, grief hath changed me since you saw me last,
									

									And care­ful hours with time’s de­formed hand
									

									Have writ­ten strange de­fea­tures in my face:
									

									But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice?
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Neither.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								Dromio, nor thou?
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								No, trust me, sir, nor I.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								I am sure thou dost.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								Ay, sir, but I am sure I do not; and what­so­ever a man denies, you are now bound to be­lieve him.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									Not know my voice! O time’s ex­tremity,
									

									Hast thou so crack’d and split­ted my poor tongue
									

									In sev­en short years, that here my only son
									

									Knows not my feeble key of un­tuned cares?
									

									Though now this grained face of mine be hid
									

									In sap-con­sum­ing winter’s drizzled snow
									

									And all the con­duits of my blood froze up,
									

									Yet hath my night of life some memory,
									

									My wast­ing lamps some fad­ing glim­mer left,
									

									My dull deaf ears a little use to hear:
									

									All these old wit­nesses—I can­not err—
									

									Tell me thou art my son An­ti­phol­us.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I nev­er saw my fath­er in my life.
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									But sev­en years since, in Syra­cusa, boy,
									

									Thou know’st we par­ted: but per­haps, my son,
									

									Thou shamest to ac­know­ledge me in misery.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									The duke and all that know me in the city
									

									Can wit­ness with me that it is not so:
									

									I ne’er saw Syra­cusa in my life.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									I tell thee, Syra­cus­i­an, twenty years
									

									Have I been pat­ron to An­ti­phol­us,
									

									Dur­ing which time he ne’er saw Syra­cusa:
									

									I see thy age and dangers make thee dote.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ab­bess, with An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and Dromio of Syra­cuse.
							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								Most mighty duke, be­hold a man much wrong’d. All gath­er to see them.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								I see two hus­bands, or mine eyes de­ceive me.
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									One of these men is Geni­us to the oth­er;
									

									And so of these. Which is the nat­ur­al man,
									

									And which the spir­it? who de­ciphers them?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								I, sir, am Dromio: com­mand him away.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me stay.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								Ae­geon art thou not? or else his ghost?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								O, my old mas­ter! who hath bound him here?
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									Who­ever bound him, I will loose his bonds
									

									And gain a hus­band by his liberty.
									

									Speak, old Ae­geon, if thou be’st the man
									

									That hadst a wife once call’d Aemil­ia
									

									That bore thee at a bur­den two fair sons:
									

									O, if thou be’st the same Ae­geon, speak,
									

									And speak un­to the same Aemil­ia!
								

							
						

						
								Ae­geon
								
								
									If I dream not, thou art Aemil­ia:
									

									If thou art she, tell me where is that son
									

									That floated with thee on the fatal raft?
								

							
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									By men of Epi­dam­num he and I
									

									And the twin Dromio all were taken up;
									

									But by and by rude fish­er­men of Cor­inth
									

									By force took Dromio and my son from them
									

									And me they left with those of Epi­dam­num.
									

									What then be­came of them I can­not tell;
									

									I to this for­tune that you see me in.
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								
								
									Why, here be­gins his morn­ing story right:
									

									These two An­ti­pholuses, these two so like,
									

									And these two Dromi­os, one in semb­lance—
									

									Be­sides her ur­ging of her wreck at sea—
									

									These are the par­ents to these chil­dren,
									

									Which ac­ci­dent­ally are met to­geth­er.
									

									An­ti­phol­us, thou camest from Cor­inth first?
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								No, sir, not I; I came from Syra­cuse.
						

						
								Duke
								Stay, stand apart; I know not which is which.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								I came from Cor­inth, my most gra­cious lord—
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								And I with him.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								
								
									Brought to this town by that most fam­ous war­ri­or,
									

									Duke Mena­phon, your most renowned uncle.
								

							
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								Which of you two did dine with me today?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I, gentle mis­tress.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								And are not you my hus­band?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								No; I say nay to that.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									And so do I; yet did she call me so:
									

									And this fair gen­tle­wo­man, her sis­ter here,
									

									Did call me broth­er. To Lu­ciana. What I told you then,
									

									I hope I shall have leis­ure to make good;
									

									If this be not a dream I see and hear.
								

							
						

						
								An­gelo
								That is the chain, sir, which you had of me.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								I think it be, sir; I deny it not.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								And you, sir, for this chain ar­res­ted me.
						

						
								An­gelo
								I think I did, sir; I deny it not.
						

						
								Ad­ri­ana
								
								
									I sent you money, sir, to be your bail,
									

									By Dromio; but I think he brought it not.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								No, none by me.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									This purse of ducats I re­ceived from you
									

									And Dromio my man did bring them me.
									

									I see we still did meet each oth­er’s man,
									

									And I was ta’en for him, and he for me,
									

									And thereupon these er­rors are arose.
								

							
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								These ducats pawn I for my fath­er here.
						

						
								Duke
								It shall not need; thy fath­er hath his life.
						

						
								Cour­tes­an
								Sir, I must have that dia­mond from you.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								There, take it; and much thanks for my good cheer.
						

						
								Ab­bess
								
								
									Renowned duke, vouch­safe to take the pains
									

									To go with us in­to the ab­bey here
									

									And hear at large dis­coursed all our for­tunes:
									

									And all that are as­sembled in this place,
									

									That by this sym­path­ized one day’s er­ror
									

									Have suf­fer’d wrong, go keep us com­pany,
									

									And we shall make full sat­is­fac­tion.
									

									Thirty-three years have I but gone in trav­ail
									

									Of you, my sons; and till this present hour
									

									My heavy bur­den ne’er de­livered.
									

									The duke, my hus­band and my chil­dren both,
									

									And you the cal­en­dars of their nativ­ity,
									

									Go to a gos­sips’ feast, and go with me;
									

									After so long grief, such fest­iv­ity!
								

							
						

						
								Duke
								With all my heart, I’ll gos­sip at this feast. Ex­eunt all but An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse, An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus, Dromio of Syra­cuse, and Dromio of Eph­esus.
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Mas­ter, shall I fetch your stuff from ship­board?
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus
								Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou em­bark’d?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the Cen­taur.
						

						
								An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse
								
								
									He speaks to me. I am your mas­ter, Dromio:
									

									Come, go with us; we’ll look to that anon:
									

									Em­brace thy broth­er there; re­joice with him. Ex­eunt An­ti­phol­us of Syra­cuse and An­ti­phol­us of Eph­esus.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								
								
									There is a fat friend at your mas­ter’s house,
									

									That kit­chen’d me for you today at din­ner:
									

									She now shall be my sis­ter, not my wife.
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Me­thinks you are my glass, and not my broth­er:
									

									I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth.
									

									Will you walk in to see their gos­sip­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								Not I, sir; you are my eld­er.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								That’s a ques­tion: how shall we try it?
						

						
								Dromio of Syra­cuse
								We’ll draw cuts for the seni­or: till then lead thou first.
						

						
								Dromio of Eph­esus
								
								
									Nay, then, thus:
									

									We came in­to the world like broth­er and broth­er;
									

									And now let’s go hand in hand, not one be­fore an­oth­er. Ex­eunt.
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