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ThePrologue.

'[Come but like a Harbenger being [ent,

XTotell youwhat thefe preparations meane :

Lookefor no glorious fate, our mufeis bent

Ppon abarrein [ubiect : a bare fceane.

IWe could affordthis twig a Timber tree,

IWhofe flrength might boldly on your fauours build,

Our Ruffet, Tiffew : Drone,a Hony-Bee,

Our barrein plot, alarge and [pacious frelde.

Our conrfe fare, banquets : our thinWater, Wine :

Our Broakf, aSea :our Bats eyes, Ezzg/e: _/igi)t N

Our Poets dull and earthy mufe, Diuine :

Our Ranens, Doues : onr Crowes blacke fethers, white.
But gentle thoughts whenthey may gine the foyle,
Sase them that yeeld, and /ﬁd:’g where they may fpoyle.
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Enter maiSter Iobn Frankeford, Sir Francis e Alton, CMifbris Aton,
Jir (barles Mountfard, Masfler Malbie, Maiffer t¥en-
doll, and Maffen(ramvell,

Erancis,  Ome muficke there, none lead the Bride a dance ?
(barles, \IYes, would fhe dance the fhaking of the fheetes?
Bue thats the danceher Husband rneanestolead hes?
Wen. T hats not the dance that cuery man mufi-dance
According tothe Ballad,
Francis. Mufick ho,
By your leaue Sifter, by jour Husbandsleaue
Ifhou!d have faid, the hand that but thisday
Wasgiuen you inthe Church 1le borrow:Sound,
This marriage muficke hoifts me from the ground.
Frank, 1,youmay caper, youare light and free,
Marriagehath yoakt my heeles, pray then pardon me.
Francis, le haue you dance to, Brother.
(barles. Maifter Frankford,
You are a happy man fir, and muchioy
Succeed: your marriage mirth, you haue a wife
So qualified and with {uch ornaments
Both ofthe mind and body. Firft her Birth
IsNoble, and her education fuch
As might becomethe Daughter ofa Prince,
Her owne tongue {peakes all tongucs, and her owne hand
Canteach allftrings to {peake intheirbefl grace.
Fromthe (hrill treble, to the hoar feftbale.
To end hermany praifesin one word,
Shesbeauty, and perfe&tions eldeft Daughter,

Onely found by yours,though many ahart hath foughe her.
Frﬂﬁko
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Frank, Buethat'] know your vertuesand chaft theughts,
Ifhould beielous of your praife fir Charles.

Cran. Hefpeakes no more then you approue.

CAHMalbee, Nor flatters he that giuesto herher due.

nne 1 would your praife could find a fieter theame,
Tnen my imperfe& beauty o fpeake on,

Such as they be, ifthey my Husband pleafc,

Theyfuffice mc now I am married,

His fivect content s like g flactering Glafle,

To make my face feeme faizer to mineeye :

But the leaft wrinckle from his flormy brow,

Will blaft the Rofesin my cheekes that grow.
Francis. A perfect wife already, meeke and patient,

How ftrangcly the word husband fits your mouth,

Not married three houres fince fifter, tis good,

You that beginne betimes thus, mut needs proue

Plyant and dutious in yourhusbandsloue,

Godamercies Brother wrought her toit already,

Sweete Husband, and a curtefic the firft day,

Matke this,marke this,you thatare Bachelers,

And neuer tooke the grace of honeft man,

Matke this againt you marry, this one phrafe,

Yna good time that man both winsand woes,

That rakes his wife downein her wedding fhooes.
Frank, Your {ilter takes not after you fir Francis,

All his wilde bloud your father {pent on you,

He gotherinhisage whenhe grew ciuill,

Allhis mad tricks were to hisland intaild,

Andyouareheirctoal: your fifter, fhe

Hathto her dower, her mothers modefty.

(barles Loxd fir, i what a happy tate liue you,
This morning, which to many feemes a burden, too
Heauy to beare, is vnto you a pleafure.

This Lady 15 o clog, as many a¥e,

She dothbecome youlike awell madc fuice
Inwhich the Taylor hath v(d all his are:

Not like a thicke Coate of vafcafond freceze,
Forften your backe infummer ; fhees no chaine

Ta

kildvith K indues.
Totyyour necke, and curbsycuto the yoake,
But fhees achaine of gsld to adorne your neck,
Youbothado:e each other, and your hands
Methiokes are matches, theres cquality,
In chis faire combination 3 you are both Schellers,
Bothyoung, bothbeing defcended nobly =

- Theres mufickin this fmpathy, it caries

Confort and expe@ation of much 10y,
WhichGod beftow on you, from this ficft day,
Vil your diffolution, thats for aye.
Frascis. Wekeepe you here tolong good brother Franck, ford,
Into the hal. Away, go,chearcyourgnefls?
‘What, Bride, and Bride-groomboth withdrawne atonce ?
Iiyou bemiftthe guelts wil doubt their welcome,
And charge youwith vakindnes?
Frark. Topreuentit,
Ileleaueyouhere, to fee the dance within,
eAnne, Andfo wil I,
Fras, To parc you it were fin,
Frask Now gallantswhile the Towne Mufitians
Finger their frets within, and the mad Jads
And country lafles, euery mothers child
With nofe-gaiesand Bridelaces in their hats,
Dance al their Country meafures rounds and Tigges,
What fhall we do? Harke, they are allonthe hoygh,
They toile like Mil-horfles, and wune as round;
Maity not on the toe, I, and they Caper
But without cutting, you fhail fce to morrow
Thehall floure pecke and dinted like a Millone,
Made wich their high (hooes, though their skill be fially
Yerthey trcad heauy where their Hob-nailes fall,
Char. Well, leauc them to their fports, Sir Erancis o 47Fon
Tle make amatch wichyou,meet meto morrow
At Cheuy-chife, Ile flie my Hawke withyours.
Fran, For wha:?for whai?
Char.Why forahundied pound.
Fran.Pawne me fome gold of that,
(har.Herearcten angels, _
: B ile
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ie make them goed a hundred pound to morrow
Vpon my Hawies wing,
Fraa. Tisamaich,tisdone,
An other hundred pound vpon your Dogs,
Darc you Sir (harfes?
Char. Tdare, were I iiic to foofe
I durft do more thentha: : heeres my hand,
The firlt courfe for a hundred pound.

Fras. A match,

Wead. Ten Angels on [ir Franess o 4itons Hawk ¢
As much vpon his Dogs.

(vane 1 amfor Sir (harles Chowntford,  haue feene
His hawkeand Doy bothtride ? What clap you hands?
Orift no bargaine?

#endall Yes and ftake them downe,

Wereth:y fiue hundred chey were all my owne,

Fras, Be lirring early with the Larke to morroyw,
e iz into my faddle ere thefunne
Rife from his bed.

{bar. Ifthereyou miffe me, fay
Tam no Gentleman ¢ Ile hold my day.

Fras, Itholdson alifides, come to nigh lets dance,
Early to morow lets prepare to ride,
We had neede bethree houres vp before the Bride.

- Nich "y ol .
Euter Nichaud Ierkjng, Iecks flime, Roger Brickbat
{#uth conntric W eiiches yand tio or '
three Clefitians,
. v - e -
Teck, Come Nick, take you Joane Mininer to trace withal, Tacke
Slimez, vanerle you with Sifly Milke-pale, Twill take lane trubiis,
& Roger Brikbae (hall hauc Ifbell CHosly, and now'that they are
bufic in the parlor, come ke v p, weele hauc'a crath heere in
theyard.

Nick,My bumoris not compendious : dancing I poffeffe nor,
though I can foote it, yet fince T am falne into the hands of Sifly
Millcpale Lallent,

ek, Treuely Nickthough wewere neuer broughevp like fec-
uing Courtiers, yet we have bin brousht vp with feruine crea-

tures

kildwich iandied,

tuces,Tand Gods crcattirs to.for we haue bin broghivp to i'cn: ¢

Shecpe, Oxen, Horles, and Hogs,and fuch like, angi thogh we

bebut country fellows it mav be inthe way of dancingywecan

dothe Howlc-tricke as wel as feruingmen,

Rogsr, 1, and the crofle-point too, .

Tent, Oh Siinsz : Oh Brickbar Do notyou know rhat compa-
rifons arc odious, now weare odious our fclues to,therforg there
arc no comparifons io be made betwistvs.

Nick, I amiodame and not fuperfluous :

Yam quarelfome,nd not (editious:

Tam peaceable,and not contentious

T am breeft, and not compendious;

Slime foot it quickely, if the muficke ouercome not my melane-

choly 7 fhatl quarrell, ard if they fodainly donot fieike vp, 1 (hal

prefently Grike thee dowue.

fenk, No quireliing for Gods fake :truly ifyoudo T fhalfeca
knauebetweene you, '

Shme.1 comto dance,not to quarel:come what fhal itbe2Regera
Jerk, Rogero:no, we,wi' dance the bcgmnir‘g_ofti:c world,
Sifly. 1ioue no dancefo well, as Tohn comc kifle me noi.
Nick, I, that hauc ere no-ve deferued a Cufhion, califorthe
cufhion dance, Rogers. Focmy part like nothing fo wclas
Tomtyler. Tenk, NO weele haue the hunting of the Fox,
Slime. The hay, the bay, theres no.hiag hike the hay.

Nicks 1 hauefaid, I dofay, andI will [ay againe.

Terk_ Euery man agree to hauc it as Nick {aies,

Al Content,

Nick, Tc hathbin, it now is, and, it fhall be,

Sifly. What maifter Nichlas: what?

Nick, Puton your {mocke aMonday. N

Ienk, So the dance wi’ come cleanly off, come for Gog!s fake
agrec of fomething, if youlike not that puc it to the Mulitians of
Letmefpeake foral, and weele haue Sellengers round.

Al Thar: thar :thae.

Nick, NoIam refolud thus it thalbe,

Firft take hands, then take youto your heeles.

Fexk, Why would you hauevsrunaway ?
Nick, No but 1 would haue you fhake your heeles,

Mfickc ke vpe B 3 7t
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oy dgee. Nk dyseriser (on , 3 '
They dance, N ckdcing, fpedres /}"’-f[} aid feurailythereft after the
Conntry fofliion,

Zenk, Hey linely my laffes, heres aturne for thee,

Wind borncs Enter Sir (arles,Sir Francis Melby, Cramvellpvendsll,
Faslbeneryand Huntfrnen,

(har. So:well calt off;aloft, aloft, well flowne s
© now fhe takes her at the fowfe, and firikes her
downe to the earth, like a fwift thunderclap,

Wendol.Shehath [troke ten Angels out of my way,

Eran, Ahundred pound from me,

(bar. What Faulkener?

Zu«l&: Arthandfir,

2.4r. Now fhe hath ccazd theFowle, and gins ¢ nehi
Rebeck her not,rather fland (il and chc,ckc hc?r, °plame hie
So: ceaze her getssher Ieffes,and hir beks,
Away?
Fran. ME Hawke kildto.
(bar, 1, buttwas at the querre,
Nort at the mount like mine.

Fran, ludgement my maifters,

Cran,yours mift her at the ferre.

Wend, Ibut our Merlin firft hath plumd the fowle,
Andrtwicerenewed her from the riuer to, ’
Her belsSir Francis had noe both one weight,

Nor was one femitunc aboue the other, ©
Methinks thefe millaine bels do found too full,
AndTpoilethe meunting of your Hawke,

(bar. Tis loft,

Fran, I grantit not : mine likewife ceazd a fowle
Within her ralents, and youfaw her pawfe
Fullof the feathers, both her petty fingles,

Andher long fingles, gript her more then other,
The terrisls of her legs were ftaind with blood
Norof the Fowle oncly, fhe did difcomfite,
Somecofherfeathers, but fhe byake away,

Come,

Klde szt ixlinaines .

Come, come, your Hawkeis buta rifler,

Fran, How? ‘

Char, L,andyour Dogsare tiindle tailes and Curs,

Fras. Youllir myblood. )

Char. youkeepe nota good hound inallyour kenaell,
Nor onegood Hawke vpon your Perch.

Fran, How Knicht? ‘

Char, Se Knight ? you will not fwagger Sir?

FEran. Why, fay I did? . '

(V. Why fir,I (ay you would gaine as much by fwaggring
As youhaue got by wagers onyour Dogs,
you willcome fhortin al things.

Fran, Notinthis, now ile tirikehome, .

Char, Thoufhalt to thy long bome, or I will want my will,

Fran. Allthey thatloue Sir Francis followme.

Char. Allthat afte& Sir (barles draw on my pare,

Cramyell, On this fide heaues my hand,

4 H hare.
Wendoll, Here goes my They denide therfelues.

Siy Charles, Cramvell, Fanlkener, and Huntfinan, fight againft Sor
Francis Wendally his Fanlkener , and Fluntfman,and Sir (harles
bath the better, and bears thems away, killing one of
Sir Francis his bunt[men.
(Varles My God: what hane I done?what haueI done 2
My rage hath plung’dinto aSea of blood,
In which my foule lies drownd poore Innocent,
For whome wearctoanfivere : Welltis done,
And I remaine the vitor? A great conqueft ;
When I would giue this right hand, nay this heads
T o breath in them new hife, whem Thaue flaine,
Forgiue me God, twas i the heat of blood,
Aad anger quiteremoucs me from my felfe
Yewas not 1, butrage, did this vile murder:

Yet 1, and not my rage, maft anfivere it.

Sir Francis e Aftonheis fled the field,

With him, all thofe that did pertake his quarrell,

And I am lefralone, with forrow dumbe,

Andin my height ¢f conqueft, oucrcome, B3 &
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Enter L1ze,
Oh God my Brother wounded among the dead,
Vinhappy ieft thatinfuch earieft ends,
The rumor of this feare, (ireccht to my cares,
And Tam come toknow if you be wounded,
Char, Oh fifter, Cfter, wounded at the hare.

Z1ne My God forbid.

(Par. Indoing that thing which he ferbad,
Yamwounded (ifter,

dane Thope not at the hart,

{Pars yes,atthe hast.

Jane. On Ged:aforgionthere.

Char. Cal me afurgeon fifler for my foule,’

The fin of murderithath picrft my hart,
Andmadea w:de wound thete, bur for thelcfcratches,
They are nothmg; nothing.
Lwre: Charles what haue you done ?
Str Francis hath great friends, and wil purfue you,
Vo the vinoft dauger of the Law,

Char. My confieace is become my enemy,
And wil purfue me more then o £i0x can,

Tane Oh, flie{weet Brother,

(Cbar. Shalllflie from tiiee?
What Jaze art weary of my company ?

Jane Flic from your foe,

Char. you fifterare my friend,
Andflying you, I (hal purlue my end,

Zane your company.1sas my eye-ball deere,
Being far fiomyouno comfort can be neare :
yecflicto faue your Iife, whatwouldI care,
Todpead my future agein blacke defpaire,

So youwere fafe, and yet to live one week,

With »utmy Bro.her [‘/:uzr/e:;t,hrough cucry checke
My flreaming teares would downwatds run fo ranke,
Tilthey couldferon citherfide abanke,

Andin the midfta Channell ; fo.my face

Fortwo uie wazer Breokes, fhal fhill find place.

(har. Thou Malt not weepe 1o much, for I wil ftay
Infpight of dangers tecth . ile Jiue with thee ;

or

Kilde ywith igindies.
Orilenotliucat al, Twil not fel
My Country, and my fathers patiimonys
No, thy fiveet fight, foravane hopeof life.,
Enter Shr.efle with Officers. )

Shrief. Sit Charles, 1 am made the vawilling inflryment
Ofyourattachand ayprehenfion :

T am (orric that the bleod ofinnocent men
fhould be of you exadted.Te was told me
Thatyouswere garded witha rope of friends,
Andtherefore I comearmd.

(ear. O mailter Shriefe
Tcameintothe field with man friends,

But feethey al haue left me, oncly cne
Clings to my fad misfortune, my decre fitex s
Tknow you foranhonet Gentleman,
Iyecldmy weapons,and fubmit to you,
Conucy me where you pleale.

Shrief. To prifonthen:

To an{were for the liuesof the{c dead men.

ZIane Oh God?oh God?

(Cbar. Swectfifter, eucry {traine .
Oflorrow from your hart augments my paine,
your griefe aboundsand hits againft my brelte

Shrief. Sirwill yougo?

(9ar. Fuenwhere it likes youbeft. B

Enter Maifter Franckeford ina fuddie!

Frank, HowhappyamIamongft other men,
That in my micanc eftate embrace contents
Iam aGeotleman, and by my birth
Comapnion with aKing,a Kings nomote :

1 am po(Telt of many faire reucnewes,
Sufficicatto main:ainca Gentleman:
Tcuching my mind [ am (tuddicdinal Arts;
Theriches of my thoughts and of my tims,
Haue bin a good proficicnt, butthe chiefeg
Ofal thefweet feliciticsonearth,

X hauea faite, a chaft, andlouing wite,
PeifeStional, al truth, slornament,
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Ifman on earth may trucly happy ke,
Ofthele atonce poffeft: fure Iambe.
Enter Nicholas.
Nicho. Sir,theres 2 Gent. attends withoutto fpeak with you.
Franck, Onhorfebacke,
Nick, Ionhotfebacke,
Franc!; Intreat himto alight,Y will aczend him :
Kooweft thou him Nreke?
Nick. T know himi: his namestvendol/ :
It feemes he comesin haft, his horfe is booted
Vp totie flanke in mire, himfelfeal (pocted
And taind with plafhing : furc he rid in feare
Or fora wager : horfeand man both fivear,
Increfaw twoin (ucha fineaking hear.
Franck, Intreathimn: Aboutit inftamly
This wendoll 1 haue noted, and his carriadoe
Flath plea{d me much by obfcruarion : N
1 haue noted many good defercsin him::
Hees aftable and {cenc in many things,
D fcourfes well, a good companion;
Andthough of fmal meanes,yet aGentleman
Ofa z00d houle, fomewhat preft by want :
I have preferd himto afecond place
In my opinion, and my beR regard.
Ener wendslly Maifter Francheford and
Nicke.
Anre. O mailter me{efbrd;x'naiﬂcr Wendollhere
Brings you theftrangef newes that ere you heard, ’
57'4&}. that n:w}c,s fweer l:v"lf’c? what newes good M. wendol?
erxd. you Knewthematch made twixe Sir Franc;.
Sit Crais Aironord etwixt Sit Francit Aitsn and
Franck, True:with their Hounds and Hawkes »
Wernd, The matche; were both plaid,
I-‘mn;{.sﬂ a tand whichwon ?
-Wend, Sirt Francisyour wine, h
Andloft the wagcr.y uesbrotherbad the wort,
Framck, Why the worfle his chance;

Pethapsthe fortuse of fome other da

Wil change his lucke. ' Anre

. . FF e
kildwith K indnes.
Anre, Oh,but youheare notall?
Sir Francis lof,and yee was lothtoyeetds
Inbricfe the two Knights grew to difterencey
From words to blowes, and (o to banding fides,
Where valourous Sir Chirles flewinhis fpleene,
T wo ofyour Brothers men : his Faulkener,
And his good Huat{man, whom e loud fo wel,
More men were wounded, rio more flaineout right,
Francl, Now trult me 7 am fory forthe knighe,
Butismy brotherfafe?
Wendol, Al whole and found,
Hisbody not being blemifht with one wound
But poore Sir Charlesis tothe prifon led,
To anlwere at chatfize for them chats dead. .
Frank, Tchanke your paines firshad the news bin better,
your wil was to haue brought it maifter#vendol;
Sir Charles will find hard friends his caleis heinous,
Aund wilbemolt feuerely cenfurd on ;|
X am forry for him.Sira word withyou,
1 know you firto be a gentlemen
TInal things, your poflibilities but meane,
Pleafe you to vlemy table and my purfe,
They arcyours? )
wend, O Lord fir, I thal neuer deferueit?
Frank, Oh fir,difparadge notyour worth too much,
you are ful of quality and faire defere,
Chufe of my men which fhal ettend on you,
Andheisyours,T wilallow you fir,.
your man,your gelding,andyour table,
Alatmy ownecharge,be my companien.
Wen, M, Frankeford,] haucoftbin beund to yeu
By many fauors, this exceedsthemall
That I fhal neuer merit your leaft favour,
Rut when your laft remembranceIforget,
Heauenat my foule exa&t that weighty debe, )
Franch, There needs no proteflation, for I know you.
Vertuous, and thercfore grateful : prethy Van,
vle him withal chy fouinglt curtcfic,
T C eAnne




A W onan

Arre ASfaras modefly may welextend
Itismy duty toreceine your friend. ’

Erank, To dianer;conie fir, from this prefent day

clcometo me for ener :comeaway, I

Nick, 1do norlike this fellow by no means,

I ncuer fee him but my har Qil eaines,
Zounds J could fighe with him, yet know not why,
TheDeulandhearealone in my cic,

) Enter Lerkin.,

Teik, O, Nick, wha:Gent, is that comesto lie at our houfe,my
maifteral’owves him onc to waite on him,and I beleeue it wil fal
tothylo:.

Nr.’i Houe my Ma fter, by thefe hiltsTdo,

Bu: ratiier then lle cuer come to ferue him,
Ye tureavway my maifler,
Enter Sifly,

5('!:/7] Nichlas where are you Nickles .you muft come in Nicklas
an ,hdpg"he,you"g Gentleman offwick hisboots,

Nicks TtTp'ucke ofvhisbsots, Ife eatthe fpurs,

An‘d they (hal flicke faft in iy throat like burs. Exits

Sifly. Then Iezk ny come you 2 ‘

. -~ 3 : .- .

cf’zll? Tlsbno ;)ootkfor me to deny it, my Maift. hath giuecnmea

at here, buc he takes paines himfelfe to bruth i i

: : , tufhitonce ortw
a day with a holiy-wand. e

S.fly. Coire, come, mak
. . y make haft, that you may wafthvour hand

_ an
againe, and helpeto ferue in dinner. d 4 d ’
'Ienk_: {ou may fec my maifters, thoughitbe afternoone with
you, tisour cailie daies withvs, for we haue rot dind yet:flay

butalitde, Tle but goein, and hel
R e to bear
and cometoycu ag?aincp:c(cndy? tobear vppe thefsl C?z;?

Enter C¥alby, ard Cramyell.
Mal. Thisisthe Seflions dav.« .
“ ' { y,pray canyoutellme
H,owyoung Sir Chiareshath fped i’ he acqui,
O '?uﬁ h}::lrry tblc, Lawes fleit penalty ?
ran, Hees cleardofal, picht of his enemi
Whofz earneft ibors was to take his Life, i

But:n this fute e£pardon, he hath |, peat.

Kilde with Kindnes.
Althe reuenswes that his father left him,

And heis now turnd a plainc Country-man,
Reformdinal things ; fee fir, heerc he comes.

Enter Sir Francis and biskeeper. ,

Keep. Difchargeyour fees and youarc then at freedome?

(Var,Heere maifter keeper, take the pore remainder,
Of al the wealth I haue, my heauy focs
Haue mademy purfe light, but alastome,
Tis wealthinough that you haue fet wie free,

«HMal, God giue you ioy of your dcliuery,
T amglad to fec youabroad Sir (harles.

(bar. Thepooreftknightin England M. Malby,
My life hath coft mealche patrimony
My facher left his fonnce; wel, God forgiue them

Thatarcthe Authors of my peanury.

Enter Skafton,

Shaf, Sit Charles a hand, a hand jac liberty :
Wow by the faithTowe,Tam gladto feeit:
What want you? wherein may I plealurc you?

Char. Oh e ? ochmoftvnhappy Gentleman?
'J am not worthy t6 hauc friends ftird vp,
Whofe hands may helpe me i this plunge ofwant:
T would I were in heauen to inherit there,
Thimortal birth-right which my fauior keeps,
And by no vnthrift can be boughe and fold,
For here on earth, what pleafures thou!d we truft @

Shaf. T o ridyoufrom thele contemplations,
Three hundred pounds you fhal recciue of me,
Nay fiue for faile, come fir the fight ofGold
Isthemoft fiveet receipt for melancholys
And wil reuiue your fpirits, you fhal hold law
With your proud aduerfaries, Tulh, let F(d{:l@ ACles
Wage with Knighthood like expence with me,
And he wil £oke,hewil ¢ nay, good Sir Charles
?pplaud yout Fortune, and your faite cleape,
Fromalthele perils, .
Fremaiigieper. c s (o

— —
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(harless Oh Sir, they hauc vadone me:
Two thoulindand fiue hundred pound aycare
My father ac his de ith poffetme of,
Allwhich the couisus 47or made me fpend 2
Andnotwithftanding all ¢his large expence,
Ihad muchadoto gaine my liberty ;
And IThaue now onely a houfe of pleafure
With fome fine hundred pounds, referued
Both to maintaine me and my lowing fifker,

Shaf. Thatmutt Lhaue : itlies conuenicent for me;-

If I can filten but one finger on hiin,
With my fulhand lle gripe him to the hare,
Tis not for loue I proferd him this coyne,
But for my gaine and pleafure: coine S# (harles,
Tknow you hauenced of mony, take my offer,

Char. SirTacceprit, andremaine indcbted
Euvento the beft of my vnable power :
Come Gentlenicn and fee it tendred downe, Exenny.

Enter Wendol melancholy.
Werd, Tamavillan,if [ apprehend

Buc fucha thought, then to attempt the deed ¢
Stauc, thou ar: damnd without redemption ;
He driuc away this paffion with a fon
A fong,ha, ha afongasiffond man
Thy eies could fivim in laughter, when thy foule
Liesdrenchtand drownd inred teares of blood,
T'¢ pray,andfecif God withinmy hart
Plantbetrer thoughts?why praycrs are meditations,
And whenImeditate,oh God forgiue me
Jrison her dinine perfeions,
Ywill forget hir,L wil arme my felfe
Mot to entestaine athought of foue to her,
And when I come by chance into hir prefence
1leha'ethefebalsvntil my eye-ftrings cracke,
Frombeing puldand drawne to looke that way,

Enmter oner the ffage Franckeford, bis pifeand

- Nicke. Y

2»

Kilde with Kindnes.
0,God?O0.Goed? with whataviolence
Tam husried to my owne d: ftruétion,
There goeft thou the roft pcr(c&ﬂ man
Thateuer England bred aGentleman,
And thalTwrong hisbed,thouGod oFThu‘ndcr,
Stay in thy thoughts of vengeance and ofwrath,
Thy great Almighty, and all Iudging hand,
From fpecdy cxecutionona v:l!am,
A villain;and a Traitor to hisfriend.

Entor Ienkin,

Terk; Did your worfhip cal?
P;nii. He 3:([1 maintagc me,he allowes melargely
onytofpend ?
M I:;{.-By'ﬁay faith fo do not youme,I canot get a crofle of you
weny My gelding and my man,
Ienk. Thats Sorreland I . )
Wend, This kindnes growes of no alliancetwixt vs,
Tenk. Noris my feruice of any great acquaintances -
£ Werd. Incuer bond him to be by defer,
Ofameere(iranger,a poore Gemlcmaq,
A'manby whominno kind he could gaine, :
He hath placit me in the height ofal his thgx}gﬂts,
Made me companion withthe beft and chicfc
In Yorke-fhire: he cannot cat without me,
Nor laugh withouténc,é.am to hisbody
eflary as his digeftion, .
ﬁsnréc:}:jua“; do make him whole o ficke,
And fhial Twrong thismn ?b'a('c man, mgraté,
Haft thou the power firaite with thy gory hands
To rip thy Image from hisbleeding hart? )
Tofcracch thy name from out the holy booke
Of his remembrance, aud to wound his name,
“That holdsthy name {o deere,or rend his b:}alrt
Towhom thy {mrt was joynd and knittogether,
And yet Imuft, thenwvendol be content, ]
Thus villins, when they would cannot repent;

C 3 Joik,

—
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Iext, Whata ftrange hemoris my new maifle in, priyGed
he be notmad,ifhe hould be o, I fhold seuer haue any mind
to feruz him i Bedlam : Iemay bee he is madde for mifling of
me,

Wesd, What Zenlyn 2 wheres your Miflris 2

Terky Is your worfhip married ?

wend, Why doft thou aske?

Tork, Becaule you are my Miand if Lhane a miftris,! wold be
glad like a good feruant to do my duty to her.

wend. 1 meane wheves Mifteis Frankeford,

Terk, Marry fir her husband is riding out of Towne, and (hee
went very louingly to bring him on his way to horfe : doe you
fee firhere the comes, snd here I go. ' <o
¢ Wen, Vanifh,

Enter Miftris Frankeford,

eAnie Youare wel met fir,novs introth my husband
Before he tooke horfe had agreat defive
Tofpeake withyou : we foughtaboutthe houfe,
Hallowed into the ficlds, fent euery way
But could aot mect you, therefore he inioyned me
To do vato you his moftkinds commends:  ~
Nay more, he wils youas you piize his loue,
Or hold in eflimation hiskind friendfhip,
T o make bold in his abfence and command
Eucn as himf{elfe were prefentin the houfe,
For you muftkeepe his table,vfe his Seruants,
And be a prefent Fraskeford in his ablence.

wend, 1thanke himtor hislove,
Giue me a mame you, whofcinfeQtioustongues
Are tipt with gall end poifen, as you would
Thinke onamanthat had your f};thcr {laine,
Murdered thy children,made your wiucs bafe ftrumpets,
So cal me,calme fo? printinmy face,
The moft {tigmatickeritle of a villaine,
For hatching treafon to fo true a friend,

Awne Sicyouare muchbeholding to my husbande,
You sre a masi mot deerein his regard,

#ead. Tambound vato your husbandand youto,
Lwillnot fpeake to wropgaGentleman )

kildwith K indnes.
Of'that good eftimation, my kind friend,
Iwillnot (Zounds I wil net) Tmay chufc,
And Iwil chofe? Shall I be fo mifled 2
Or fhal I purchafe to my fathers crelt
Tlie Motto of avillain:, 1f I fay
Y will not do it, what thing caninforce me?
Who can compell me? What fad defteny
Hath fiichcommand vpon my yeilding thoughts
T wil not? Ha : fome fury pricks me on,
The fwift fates drag me at their chariot wheele,
And hurry me tomifchiefe : {peake Imuft:
Iniure my {elfe,wrong hir, deceiue histruft,
eAnne Are younotwell fir, that you feeme thus troubled &
Thezeis fedition in your countenance 2 _
k wend. Andinmy hart faire Angel; chatt, and wife,
Y loucyou 3 Rart not, fpeake noty anfwere not,
Tloueyou: nay, let we fpeakethereft,
Bid me tofweare, and I wil cal torecord.
the hoaft of Heauen..
eAne, Thehoaft of heauenforbid,
Wendol thou!d hatch fuch a difloyall thought..
wend, Suchis my fate, tothis futeI wasborne® o
To weare rich plefanres Crowne, or fortuncs feorned.
Anne, My busband loues you..
wend, Tknow it
eAnne. He efteermics you

‘Euen ashis braine, his eye-bal, or his hart..

Wen, 1 haue wicd it .
Awe. His puile isyou exchequer,and his tablg
Doth freely feruc you.
wens So Thaucfoundit, .
Aswe. Ohwith what face of brafle, what brow of ftesle,
Canyou ynblufhing {peake this to the face.
Of the efpoufed wife of o deare a fiiend:
Jeis my husband that maintaines your flate,
Wil you dithonor him ? Tam his wife,
Thatin your power hath left bis whole affairss,
Luistomeyoufpgake2 7 ;
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wend. O fpeake nomore
formore then this 7 know and haue recorded
Within the red-leautd table of my hare;
Faire, and of al belou‘d,I was not feareful
Bluntly to giue my lifc itto your hand,
And atonehazard al my carthly meanes,
Go, tel your husband he wil turne me off,
AndIamthenvndone, I catenot],
Twas for your {ake : perchance in rage heel kil me,
I care not, twas foryou: fay I incurre '
The general name of villain through the world,
Oftraitor to my friend, I carenot I,
Beggery, thams, death, {candal, and reproach,
Foryoulle hazard alf,what care1:
Foryou ile liue, and in your louc1le dy.

eAnne youmoueme fir to pafsion and to pitty,
Theloue I'beare my husband is as pretious
Asmy foules health.

wend, 1loue your husband to,
Andforhis loueIwil ingage my life,
Miftake me not, the auzmentation
Of my fincereaffe@ion Eom_c to you,
Doth no whit leffen myregard of higs,
Jwillbeefecret Lady;'c{ofc as night,
And not the light of one fmal glorious ftar
Shal fhiae heer in my forehead, to bewray
Thara& of night.

eAnre. Whae thal Tfay?
My foule is wandring,and hath loft her way,
Ohmailles Wendol : oh,

Wend. Sigh not [weet faint,
For cucry figh you breath,drawes from my hart
A drop ofblood,

“Anre; Inereoffended yer,
My fault I feare, wil in brow be writ
Woinen that fal not quite bereft of grace,
Haue their offences noted in their face.,

Ibluthandam athamd, oh maifker #ended
Pray

/’\ilcf with l\zjz dnes.

Pray God Ibe not borne to curle your tongue,
Thathathinchantedme, Thismaze Iam1n,
Ifeare will prouc the laborinth of fin.
Enter Nick, ) ‘

Wend, The path of pleafire,and thie gateito bliffe,
fhich onyourlips I knockeat withakifle.

Nick, 1lekilthe rogue.

Wend. yourhusband is from home, your beds noblab:
Ny looke not downe and blufh.

Nick, Zounds]le ftab:
Y Nick ,wasic thy chanceto come
Tuinthe nicke, I lone my maifter, 2nd Thate thatflaue,
T loue my miftris but thefe tiicks I ke nor,
My Mafter fhal not pockeevp t}ns wrong;
Ilceatmy fingers firft, what {aift thou metle?
Dosnottherafcall Wendol go on legs
That thoumuft cut off, hath he not Hamftrings
That thou muft hough? Nay mettal thou fhal ffand
“To allfay, e henceforth turne a {py,
And watch theniin their clofe conuey2nces,
I neuerlookt forbetterof that Rafeal
Since he came miching firftinto our houfe,
Teisthat Sachanhath currupted her,
For fhe was faireand chalt, Ile haue ancie
Inaltheir geltures, thus I thinke of them,’
Ifthey proceed as they haue done before, B
Wewdals aknaue, my Miftris is a &e. Exits

Enter Charles and Sufan.
(Vir. Silter,you fec we arc driuen to hard fhift
To keepe this poore houfe we haucleft vafold,
Iam now infotclt to follow husbandry,
And youto milke, and do we not live wel?
Well thanke God.
Sufan. Q brotherheeresa change,
Since oldSir Charles died in our fathers houfe .
Char. Althinges on carth thus changﬁc, ﬁgnc vp, fome downey
ing thatCrowne,
Contents a kingdome,and [yicare thatCrowne,
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) Enter Shaftorwith a Sargeant.
£i4f.God morrow,god morrow fir Charls what wich your fifter
Plying your husbandry : Sergeant ftand off,
You hauea pretty houfe here, ands gcardin,
And goodly groundaboutit, fince itlies
So ncarea Lord(hip that Ilately bought,
1 would faine buy it of you, T will giue you,
(har. O pardonme, thishoule fuccefiucly
Hathlong’d to me and my progenitors
Three huadred yeare, my great great Grandfather,
Hein whom fir{t our gentle (tile began,
Divelt here,and in this ground increaft this Molehil
Vato that mountaine which my father left me,
‘Where he the fir(t of all our houfe begun,
Tnow thelalt will end and keepe this houfe,
This Virgin title neuer yet deflourd
By any vnthrift of the AZowsntfords line s
Inbreefe will not felic for more gold
Then you could hide or paue the ground withall.
Shaf. Ha,ha,aproudmindand a Beggers purle,
Wheres my three hundred poundsbefide the vie,
T haue bronghtit to an execution
By courfeof Law, whatis my money ready #
(har. Anexecution fir, and neuer tel me,
Yoaput my bondin {uite, you deale extreamely
Shaf. Sell me the land and Ile acquit you flraight,
(bar. Alas,alas, Tis all trouble hath left rue 7
To cherrith me and my poore filters life,
If ¢his werefold our meanes fhould then be quite
,Raccd from the Bed roule of genulity :
Youfecwhat hard fhift we haue made to keepeit
Allied {Hill to our owne name, this palme you fce
Labor hath gloud within her filuer brow,
Thatneuer tafted arouzh wintersblaft
Withouta Maske or Fan, doth witha erace
Defic cold winter and his Rormes outface.
Sufan Sir, we feed {paring and we labor hard;
Welie vngafie, to relzrue to vs, ’

And

1’\11(/ with ./.Qm/nef.
And our fucceflion this fimalf plot of ground.
(Var. L haue (o bent my thoughts to husbandry,
That I proteft Ifcarcely can remember
What anew fathion is, how fitke or fatten
Feelesinmy hand: why prideis growne to'vs
A mcere meere (tranger : Thaue quite forgot
The names of all that cuer waited on me,
Icannot name ye any of my hounds,
Once from whofe echoing mouths Thard al the muficke
Thatere my hart defired : what (hould I fay ?
T o keepe this place T hauc chang’d my felfe away.
Sbaf. Arcft him at my fuit, ations and actions,
Shall keepe thee in perpetuall bondage faft,
Nay more llc fue thee by alaite appeale,
Andcall thy former life in queftion,
The keeper is my friend, thou fhalt haue yrons
And vhage fuchas Ile deny to dogs : Away with him.
Char. Youarctoo tymerous, but trouble is my maifler,
And I will ferue him truely wy kind ifter:
Thy teares are of no force to mollifie
T his flinty man, go to myfathers Brother,
My kinfmen and allies, entreat them from me
To ranfome me from thisiniurious man
That feckes my ruine.
Shaf. Come Irons, Irens away,

Jlefee theelog’d far from the fight of day. Exeynt,

Enter e Aiton and < Malby.

Swufan. My harts fo hardned withthe froft of griefe,
Death connet picrce it through, Tyranttoo fel,
Solead the Fiends condemred foulestohel,

Fran. Againe to prifon, C1£4/by haft thou feene,.
A pooreflauebeteer rorturd : fhal we heare
The muficke of his voice cry from the grate
Meat for the Lord fake : no,nio, yct T amnot
Throughly rcuengd: they fuy he hatha pretty wench
Vatoliis fiiter, fha! Tin mercy fake
Tohimand to his kindred bribe the foole,

D2 To




A VW omai

Tofhameherfel’e by lewd difhonett lutt,

1le proferlargely, but the deed being done

Xle fmile ro fce her bafe confufion,

Mal.Methinks Sir Francis youare ful reueng'd,
For greaterwrongs then he can profer you,
Scewhere the poore fad Gentlew oman ftands,

Fran, Ha,ha, now I will flouther pouerty,

Deride her fortunes, {coffe her bafe eflate,

My very foule the name of Momnsford hates ,

‘But ftay, my hart, or whatalooke did flic

To ftnke my foule through with thy picreingeie,

Yaminchanted, al my {pirits are fled,

And with one glance my enuious fplene firoke dead,
Sufan, eAitonthatleckesour blood. (R;mmgg
Eran, Q chaft and fairc.

Mal. SirFrancis, why S# Francis, zounds ina trance,

Sur Francis, what cheare man ? Come, come, how ift 2
Fran, Was(he not faire, or elfc thisJudging cig

Cannot diftinguifh beauty.

Ml Shewas faire,

Fran. She was an Angel in a mortals fhape,

And nere delcended from old Momwmfords line.

But foft, foft, let me cal my witstogether,

A poore, poore wench, to my great aduerfary

Sifter,whofe very foules dencunce flerne warre

Oneagainftother, hownow Franke turnd foole,

Ormadman, whether, but no maifter of

My perfe&t fences and dire@eft wits,

Then why fhould Ibein thisviolent humor

Of paffion,and of loue, and witha perfon

So differeat euery way, and fo oppol’d

nal contradtions and {lil warring a®ions

Fie, fic,how/ difpute againft my foule,

Come, coms, lle gaine her,orin her faire queft

Purchafe my (oule free and immortal reft, Exetn,

Einter 3.0r 4. ferningmen, onewith a4 Uoyder and a Weodden knife,t0

take avay all, another the falt sirdbyeady another the
Table-cloth and Naphins, another the carpet,
Lenkénwish two hights afier thens,

Kilde with i\andues.
i etyre in battel ray, my maifter

Ienk, So,marchin order and retyrein battel ray, nailt
and:’lﬁoucﬂs haue fuptalready,als t:llfcn away, here now {f;%nd
forche (;c’ruingmcn in the hal, Butlerit belongs to youro xgc,

But. L kuow it Tenkin : what do you cal the Gentleman that
fupcthere tonighe? tees

Jerk. Who my mailter? . ‘

Bi:’f‘ No,no,leaiﬂcr wendol, hee isa daily ghueft, /mean the

l that came but this afternoone, o

Gclr:nlinglaix:na?n; 1s M., (ramvel : Gods light2 bark within th cx;ie,
my M. cals tolay more billets onthe fire : Come, come, g?r e
how wee that are in office here inthe houfe are troub}l‘c : : c}a]p;
{pred the Carpet in the parlor,& fland ready tofnuffe th clig ;1,
the reft be ready to prepare their flomacks. Morelights inthe
hal there : come Nicklas

Nick, I cannot cat,but had Ywendols hart, )
1 would eat that, the rogue growsimpudent 3
Oh I haue feenc fuch vild notorious tricks
Ready to makemy ciesdart from my head,
Jle tel my mailter, by thisayre Twil})
Fal what may fal, Ile tel him : Here he comes.

Enter Franckefordas itwere brufbing the cenms from bis cloths with
’ a Napkin, and newly rifen from fuspper.
Frark, Nicklas what make you here? Yﬂay arcnot you

Atfupper in the'hal there with your fCLIO;:ICS- p

Nick. Malter Iftaid your rifing from the boord,
To fpeake with you.
T?'mgrek-, Be brizfc then gcntlc.Nicklar, '
My wife and gucfls attendmein the parlor: -
Whydoftthou paufe? NOV{ Nicklasyou want mony,
Andvathriftike would catinto your wages
Ere you haue camcéit :(;lcr‘cls fic halfcg’;rpcrgnc,

sbandandaway to A .

Pl%?t:/: %;otg i};‘;mnd an honcuerlc Genileman, {v;xll n?t fce
him wrongd: fir Thaueferud youlong,youenrertain kp\c cuen
yearesb ¢fore yourbeard,you knew we firbefore you knew my
miftris.

Frank; What of s good Nick ‘D3 Wik,
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Nick Tncuer was amake-bate oraknaue
T haue no faulc but one, T am giuen to quarrel,
But not with women, I wil tclyou nuailter
That which wil make your hartJeape from your breft,
Y ouir haire to (tartle from your head, yourears to tingles
Frark, Whatpreparationsthis to difinal newes?
Nek. Sblood fir Tloue you better then your wife,
Ile makeit good.

Frank, Thouart 2 knaue,and Ihaue much ado
Withwonted paticnce to containe myrage
And not to breakethy pate : thou art a knaue,

le turne you with your bafe comparifons
Out of my dores,

Nick, Do, do,
Theres not roomie for Wendolland mee to,
Bothinone houfe : oh mailter, maifter,
‘Thattvendolis a villen,

Frank, 1,{aucy.

Nick, Strike,ftrike, do ftrike,yet heate me,Y am no foole,
I know a villen when I fee him act
Deeds of a villen,maifter, maifter, that bale {laue
Ynieyes my miftris and dithonors you.

Frank. T nou hatt kild me witha'weaponwhofc fharpned point
Hath prickr quite through and through my fhinering hare,
Dropsofcold fweatfit dangling on my haires,
Likemornings dew vpon the golden flowers,

And Iam plungd into a range agony,
What didft thou fay ? Ifany word char touclie
His Credit or herrepuration,

Ycisas hard 1o enter my belecfe,

AsDiues into Heauen,

Nick. I can gainenothing, they aretwo
That neuer wrongd me,I knew before
Twas but a thankles office, and perhaps
Asmuch asmy {ernice or my life is woorth,

Althis I krow, but this and more,

More by a thoufaad dangers could not hire me

To fmother fuch a heincus wrong fcomyou,

1faw, and Lhauc faid. Franke

s s s
Kildewith Kindnes.

Prark. Tisprobable, though blunt, yet he is honeft,
Though I duift pawne my life, and ontheir faith
Hazard the dere faluation of my foule,
Yetin my truft I maybe too fecure
May thisbe truc : Oh mayit: can it be:
Isitbyany wonder poffible,
Man,woman,what thing mortal may we tru f,
YWhenfriendsand bofonie wiues prouc fo vniuft 5
Whatinftance hat thou of this firange repoit?

Nick. Eyes,cies,
Frank, Thycies may be decciu‘d I tel thee,

For fhould an Angel f:om the heauens drop dows
And preach this tome that thy {elfe haftrold,
He fhould haue mnch ado to winnc belecfe-
Inboth theirloues Yam fo confidenr,

Nick_Shall 1 difcourfe the fame by circumftance?

Frank, No more, to fupper, and command your felloyves
Toattend vsand the faangers : not a word,
I charge thee onthy life be fecretthen,
For 1 know nothing.

Nek, Tam dumbe, 2nd now that 1 haue eaf“d my flomacke
Iwilgofillmy (tomack Exit,

Frazk, Away,begone:
She s welborne,defeendcd Nobly,
Vertuous her cducation,her repute
Isin the general voice of all the country
Honeft and faive, her carriage, her demeanor
Inal heraQionsthatconcerne theloue
To mc herhusband,modeft,chaft,and godly,
Isal this feeming gold plaine Copper.
But he;; that Zudas that hath borne my purfe,
And fold me fora fin,oh God, oh God;
Shal] put vp thefe wrongs ? no, fhal T tiuft
The bare report of this fufpitions groome
Beforerhe dubble guilt,the wel hatchore )
Oftheir two harts? No, I wil loofe thefe thoughts,
Deftration I wil banifh from my brow,
And from my lookes exilefud difcontens,
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Their wonted fattorsin my tongue fhal flowy,!
T ill I know al, Ile nothirg cetne to know 2
%/‘[g‘ftis alcl‘d a T:;})lc there wife, Maltertends/and gentle
aiftcr Cramyell,

Enter OMiflris Fran'eford, maifter Wendoll maifter (ramvell Nick,
and Ienkin,with (ards,Carpet, flooles and other rie-
ceffaries.

Fran, Oyou are a ftranger maifter Cranwel you,
And often balke my houfe : faithyou are a Churle,
Now we haue {upt, a tableandto cards.

Zerks A pairot Cards Nicklas,and a carpet to couer thetable,
w.hcrcs Sifiy wichher Counters and her box, candlesand candle
fticks there, fie we haue {uch a houfcholde of feruing creatures,
vnlesicbe Nick andT,'theres not one amongft them al can(aye,
boc toa goofe: welfaid Nick, ’

- Theyfpreda (arpes, (o1 dovone lights and (ards,

Ame. Comemaifter Frankefordywho fhal take my parr,

Fm:;lz_. Ml;zrry»t}}at wil I fiwveetwife,

Wend.No by my faith fir, when you are togither I fitout,i
beMiftris Frinszord and I,or c);(c itis nogmatch. emul

Frank, I do not like that match,

Nick, You haue no reafon matry knowing al.

Frank. Tis no great mateer nesther,come M. Crarpe! fhal you

.and I take them vp?
[‘rm;: é\t ye{;xlrplcaﬁxrc fir.
Fravk, T muft looke to you M, tendol, for i i
£ilfe, nay fo will my wife ti. ploryouwitbe playing
QT;L I,{wiﬂ befwornefhewil
-eAnne. Letthem that are taken playing falfe forfet the fet.
Franck, Content’; Itfhal go hard%uZIlgtakc)'ou. el
Lran. Gentlemen whatfhal our gamebe?
wend, mailter Frankeford you play beft at Noddy,
Frank, youfhalnotfinditfo : Indeed youthal not ?
eAmie I canplayat nothing fo welas dubble ruffe.
Frank, If mailter pendol and my wife bee together, theres no
playing againft them at dubblehand.,
Nick,1cantel youfirthe game that maflerppindefis bet 3‘;
Herd,

Rildpieh axgiidincs,
Wend. What garuc iy that Vict,
Nick, Marry fir,Knaue out of dores.
pexd, Sheand 7, wil takeyou at Lodant,
eAire, Hushand fhal we play atSaint,
Prarhe. My Saints tund Deuill : no,weele none of Saint,
your beft atnew Cutwife s youle play at that.
wend. Ifyou ply at new cut, 1am fooncithizter ofany hee:
fora wager,
Franck, Tis me they play on : wel you may draw out
Foralyour cunning : twilbe to your fhame:
Ile teach you at your new Cur,a new game,
Come, come.
Cran. Ifyou cannot agrec vpon the game to poft and paire.
wend_\We (hal befooreft paires, and my good hoat,
Whenhecomes lateheme, Ec mu? kifTe the peft.
Frank, Who cucr wins,it (halbe to thy coft,
(ran, Faithletitbe Vide-ruffe,andlecs make honors.
Frank, 1fyou make henors, one thing lee me craue,
Honor the King,and Quecne :exceprthe knaue,
#end. Welas you pleafe forthat, Lift who fhal deale.
eAme The lealt in fight whatare you miifter rendoly
Wend. Tam aknaue,
Nick, e fweare it
.eAnne. Ta Quecne 2
Frank, A queane thoufhouldft fay 2 welthe Cardsare mine,
Thay are the grofz(t paire that ere I felt.
Awne. Shuftle, e cut,weuld i had neuer dealt?
Frank, 1haue loft my dealing,
Wend, Sir che faultsinme,
This Quecre Uhaue mote then my owne you fee,
Giveme thetocke.
Frark, My minds not onmy game,
Many a deale I haue lofhthe mores your fhame,
you haue ferutd m= a bad ericke maifter Wendsl?
wend. Sit youmufl toke your lot s to end chis firife,
Iknow Y haue d:lt better with yoor wife.
Friak, Thou hatt dealtfalicly chen.

dAnne. Whats Truiges,
E Wen
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#end, Harts, partner 1 rub,
Fras%, Thou roblt m: of my foule, of her chaftfoue
Inthy falfc dealing, thou hafirobd my hart,
Booty yeuplay, Ilike alooler land,
Haui_ng no hart, or here, or in my hand ;
Iwill giucorethe fet, Tam not well,
Comewhowil hold my Cards?
Anie, Notwell{weet Maifter Franckford,
Alas,what ayle you: tisfome fedane qualme,
Werd, How long haue you bin fo maifterFrankford ¢
Frank, Sir Twas lufly,and Thad my health, )
But T grew ill whenyou beganto deale.
Takehence this table, gentle maifter Cranwell
Youare welcome, {ce your chamber at your pleafure
Tam forry that this Megrim takes me fo "
Jcannot ficand beareycu company,
Ienkm forge lights, aud fhew him to his chamber;
Anne. A night gowne for my Kusb i
Xeis fome rhewgmc%r cold? yhusband quickly there,
. Wend.Nowingood faith thisTinefle you haue eot
By fitting late wiz%our your gowne, ®
Fran¥, I know itmaifter #endol,
Go, go,to bed, leaft you complaine like me,
Wite, prethy wifeinto my bed-chambet,
ghc nightisraw, andcold, and rheumatick,
.caue me my gowne and hight, Ile walkeawa
Wend, Swgcg; fir good ni gc';x:. Favaymy he
Frank,My {elfc good nighr.
eAnne. Shalll ateend you husband 2
Frark, No, gentle wife thout catche cold in thyhead
Prethy begone fiveer,1le make haftto bed. ’
Anre. Nofleepe will falten on mine eies you know
Vatill you come, Exir,
Frank, Sweet Nan I prethy go,
Yhauebethoughtme, get meby degrees
The keyes ofall my dores which Iwill mold
Jn wax, and take their faire impreffion,
Tohayue by them newkeyes: This being compaft,
At

kildswith Kindnes.

Atafet hourealecter halbebrought mie,
And when they thinke they may fecurely play,
They are ncareltto danger : Nick, I muftrely
Ypon thy trult and faithfull fecrecy.

Nk, Build on my taith,

Frank, Tobed then,notto reft,
Carc lodgés in my braine, griefe in my breft, Exernr,

Enter Siy (harles, bis ffler, old Uount-
ferd, Sandy, Roder, and
Ty4).

Monns. You fay my Nephewisin great diftreffe,

Who broughtit:o him but his owre lewdlife:
1 cannot (parea croffc : Imult confelle
He wasme brothers fonne : why Nicce, whatthen?
T'hisis no world1n which to pitty men.

Sufan. I was not borneabegger, though hiis cxtreames.
Enforce this language fromme, I protet
No fortune of mine could lead my tongue
To this bafe key. Ido befeechyouvucle,
For the names fake, for Chriftianity,
Nay forGods fake to picty hisdiftrefle ¢
He s denied the freedome ofthe prifon,
And ia theholeis Jaid with men condemnd,
Plenty he harh of nothing but of yrons,
And ityemaines inyou to frec him thence.

Mount, Money I cannot fpare : men (hould take heed,
Heloft my kindred whenhe fellto need. Exit,

Sufan. Goldisbutcarth: thoucarth inough fhal haue
Whenthou hattonce tooke meafure of thy grauc:
You know me maiftcr Sandy and my fute,

San, 1knew you Lady when theold manliud,

I knew you ere your brother fold his land,
Then you were miftris Sue trickevp in Lewels,
Thanyou fung well,plaid fivectly ontheflute,
Buc now I neither know you nor your fute,

Sx,Youmaiftes Roder was my brothers tennant,
o E a Rent-
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Rentfreche placlt you inthat wealthy farme
Of which youarepotiefl.
Roder, True he did,
Andhaue I notthere dovele 811 for bis fake :
Y haue fomebufiuzs now,but without doubr
They thathauc hurld himin wilhelpe him out.
Stfan. Co'd comfore fil: what fay you chofen Tydy ?
Tydy. 1fay this comss of royfting, fwaggring,
Call me not Cofen : each man for himfelfe,
Some men are borne to myrth and (ome to forrow,
Tamno Cofenvntochem tha: borrow. Exity
Sefin. Oh charity why art thoufled tohcauen,
And lefealchings on this earth yneuen,
Thuirfcoffinganliveres I wil nerereturne,
But to my felfe lus gricfein filence mourne.

EA‘}?.

Enter Sir Francis and Mally.

Fran, She ispoore, Netherefore temps her with this gold,
Go AMaltyinmy name deliverit,

And I wil fRay thy anfivere.

AMal. Faremiftris as Lvnderftand,your griefe
Doth grow from want,fo I haue herein ftore
A meancs to furnith you,a bag of gold
Whichto your hands I freely tender you.

Sufan Ithanke you Heauens,I thankeyou gentle fir ?
God makeme able to requite this fauor.

Mo, This Gold Sir Frazcis Aitonfends by me,

And prayes you &c.

S4fan. e Aio: 0h God that name Iam borne to curfle,
Hence Bawd : hence Broker : fee, Ifpumme his gold,
My honor neucr fhal for gaine be fold.

Frax. Stay, Lady flay.

Safar From youIle poling hie,

Euvenasthe Doues from feathered Eagles flie,

Fran. She hatesmy name,my face, how fliculd I wo ?
Tam difzracttin eucry thing I do.

Themorefhehates me, and difdaines my loue,
The more Iam wrapt in admiration

Of her divine and chalt petfeftions, Woo

Kilde with ixgndicy.
Woo her with gifts,T cannot : for al gifts,
Sentinmy name fhe fpurnes.With !ookcsl cannot,
Forfheabhers my fight. Noryet withleteers,
Fornone fhe wil receine. How then 2how then?
Well I wil faltenfuch akindues onher,
As(halorecome herhate and conquerit,
Sir (harles hex Brother liesin execution
For a great fum of mony,and befides Seath
The appealeis fued ftil for my Hun:fmans deata,
Which onely I haue iowcrto‘rcucrfe,
In herllebury almyhate of him, -
Gofecke thekeeper CMully bring meto hims
To faue his body I his debts wil pay, Evens
To fauc hislife,] hisappcale wil ftay:

Enter Sir (barles i prifosswitl yrons, bis fice bare bis garmients a
ragged andterie.

Char, OF al on the earths face moft miferable,
Breathin the hellith dungeon thy laments,
Fhus like aflaue ragd hikeafellon giued,
That hugles thee he1d ong to this bafe cltate.
Oh vnkind Vncle: oh my friends ingrate :
Vnthankeful kinfimen, Mozztfordsaltoo bafe
Tolet thy name lie fetrered in difgrace.
A theufand deaths here inthis graue I die,
Feare,hunger, forrow,cold., al chreat my death,
Aud ioyne togicher to depriue my breath,
Butthat whichmoft torments me,ny derefifter
Hath leftto vifite me,and from my friends
Hathbrougheno hochul anf'\\_/c'rc, therefore T
Diuine they wil no; clgi mydmsf'cry, t

ficbe fo, (hame, {candal,and contempt, )
IA:tcnd theis couc,tc us thoughts, need make their graues,
Vurers they hue, and may they die like laues.

Enter Keeper,
Keep, Knight, be of comfortfos ] bring thee frcsdome

Fromal thy roubles, Chey
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Chtre ThenYara doomd to die,
Deathisthend of al calamity.

Keep, Liue, your appea'e is flayed, the execution
OFalyour debts difchargd, your creditors
Eucntothe vimoft penny fatisticd,

Infigne whereof, your hackles knock oft,
you are notleft fo much indebred tovs
Asforyour fees,alis difchargd,l paid,
Go freely to your houfe, or where you picale,
Afterlong miferics,imbraceyour eafe,

(bar, Thou grumbleft outthe fivectelt muficke to e,
Thatcuer Organ plaid : is this adreame
Or do my waking fences apprehend
Theplealing taft of thefe applaufive newes ¢
Slauc that I was, to wrong Fuch hone(} friends,
My louing kinfinen, and my nearca'lies,
Tongue I wilbite thee for the [candal breath,
Aganft fuch faithful kinfmen : they arc all
Compoftd of pitty and compatTion,
Of melting charity, and of mouing ruth,
That which Ipakebefore was in my rage,
They are my friends, the mirrors ofthisage s
Bountious and free, the Noble Mountfords race,
Nere bred a couctous thought,or humor bafc,

Enter Sufan,

Sufan 1 canno longer flay from vifiting
My woful brother, while I could Tkepe
My haplestidings from his hopeful care.

Char, Sifter how mucham Iindebted to thee
And tothytraucl,

Sufin What, ac liberty ?

Char. Thoufeeft Tam thankstothy induflry ¢
Oh vato which of al my curtcous fricnds
Am I thus bound, my vacle CHsnmford he,
Eucu ofaninfantlou‘d me :was ithe?

So did miy cozen Tydy: was ithe?
So maifter Roder, maifier Sandy to,
Which ofal thefc did this hic kindnes dee,
Sufan

K ilde with i\gidises
Sufan Charles, can you mocke me in your poucrty,
Knowing your friends deride your mifery,
Now I proteft] tand fomuch amaf‘d
To fee yout bonds frec, and your yrons knocktoff,
That I am wrapt into a maze ‘of wonder,
The rather for [ know not by what meanes,
Thishappines hath chanc&,
(har, Why by my vncle,
My cofens,and my fricads,who els I pray,
Would:ate vponthem al my debts to pay.
Sufan. O brotherthey aremen all of fling,
Piltures of Marble,and as void of pitty
Aschafed Beares: Tbegd,I fued, 1 kneeld,
Laid openalyour griefes and mifertes,
Whichthey derided : more then that,denicd vs
A partintheiralliance, butin pride,
Said thac our kindred withour plenty died,
Char, Drudgesto much : what did they ; oh knowne euil
Richfly the poore, as good men fhun the Deuil :
Whence fl:ould my freedome come, of whom alive,
Sau'ng ofthofe ; haue 1 deferud fo wel,.
Gefle lifier, cal tomind, remember me,
Thefe T haue raifd, thefe follow the.worlds guife
Whom rich in honor,theyin wod:{pfe. o
Sufan. My wits haue loft themfelues, lets aske the keepers.
var. Gayler.
Keep. At hand fir.
Chuar, Of curtefie refolue mee onedemand?
What was he tooke thie burden of my debrs
From off my backe, flaid my appealcto death,
Difchard my fces, and breughtmeliberty 2 )
Keep. A curteous knight, onecald fir Francss Adkon,.
Sufan-Allen, ‘
(var Ha: Afton. Ohms, more diftreft inthis
Thenal my troubles : ha:le me backe;
Dubblemy yrons, and my fparing mcales
Put into halues, and lodge me ina dungeon .
Morc deepe, mor edarke, more cold, more comfortles,

By
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By aQtion freed, notall thy mauacles
Could feiter fo my hecles, 2s this oneword
Hath thrald my hare, and itmult now licbond
Inmore fliit prifon then thy ffony Laile:
Yam notfree, T go bur vader baile,
Keeper My chorgeisdone finnow Thaue my fees,

Aswe gethtrie, wewilnothingleclz, Exit,

(hare By Al freed, my dangerous oppofite,
Why to whar end ? or what occafion? ha
Letme forget the name of encmy,
Ard withind:fcrence ballancethis hy favor s ha,

Suf:n His louc to me, vpon my [onle ¢is fo,
Thatis theroot from whence thele ftrange thinges grovr,

Chr. Had this proceeded from my father he
That by thelaw of nature is moft bound
Inoffices of loue, it had deferued
My beftimploiment torequite that grace?
Had itproceededfrom my friends,or him,
Fromthem this a&tion had deferw’dmy life,
Andfroma ftranger more, becaule from fuch
Thereisleflc exccution of good deeds
But he, nor father, nor ally, nor friend,
More thena ftranger both remoat in blood,
Andin his hart oppoftd my enemy,
Thaehis hie bounty thould proceed from him?
OhthercI loofe my felfe, what fhould I fay ?
What thinke ? what do ? his bounty to repaie.

S#fan. youwonder ] am fure whence this lirange kindnes
procecdsin Aiten, Twiltel you Brother;
He dores on e, and oft hah fent me guifts,
Letters and tokens, I refuftd themal.

{%ar. T haue inough, though poor, my hart is&t
In oncrich guift to pay backe al my debe. Exetin,

Enter Franckeford and Nickysith keyes,and aletter
inhis hand.
Frank, Thisis the night,and I muft play the tuch,
Tourytwe {ceming Angels,whers my keies ?
Nick,

Kildewith Kindues.

Nick. They are made according to yeusimold i vax,
I bad the Smith be fecret, gauchimmony,
Andthere they are,

Nick, The Letrer fir.

Fruik, Tructake i, thereit s,
And whenthoufee(t me in my pleafantftvaine
Ready to ficto fupper bring it me.
t Nick, He doote, makeno morc queltion but e doat,  Evi,

Enter Miftris Frankeford (ramvell, Wendoll,
and lenkin,

Anne Sirra, tis fix aclocke alieady ftroke,
Gobid them {pred the cloathand ferue in fupper.

Jenk, It (halbe done forforh : miftris where is Spig got the but-
ler, to giucvs out fale and crenchers,

Wend. Wethat haue bina bunting all the day
Come with prepard fomacks maifter Frankeford,
We withtyou at our fport,

Franke. My hart was withyou, and my mind swas on you;
Fic maifter Cranwel, you are ful thus fad :
A floole, afloole, wheres Tenkin, and wheres Nick?
Tisfupper timeat leaft an howerago.
Whatsthebeft newes abroad »

Wend.1 know none good,

Franck, But 1 know too much bad.

Enter Butler,uiid Ienkinwith arable: closth, bread, trenchers,
andfalt,

(an. Mcthinkes fir you might haue that intreft
In your wiues brother, to be morc remiffe
In this hatd dealing againfl poore Sir'Chacles,
Who as] heare liesin Yorke caflle, ncedy,
Andin great want,

Fraak Did not more weighty bufines of my cwne
Hold meaway,Iwould hauc labourd peace
Beuvixethem, withal care, indeed I would fir,

eAnie, Tewrite voto my brocher earnclily
Inthat hehalfe,

Werd, A charitable deed,
F And
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And willbegetthe goodopinion
Ofall your friends that loue youunifter Frankeford,
Fraik, Thatsyou for one, Tknow you loue Sir Charles
AnJdmy wifetoo we!l,
Wend, He deferuesihe loue
Ofal true Gentlemen, be your felues iudge.

Frank, But fupper he : rowas thoulouell me Weadol
Which [am furethou doeft, be merry, pleafant,
Andfolicke it to night : fweet mufter Cranwell,

Do youthelike; wife, T proteft my hart

wasniere more benton {wece alacrity :

Where be tholc lazy knaues to ferue in fupper 2
Enter Nick,

Nick. Sirheresaletteer,

Frunl, Whence comesit 2and who broughe it?

Nick, A (triplingthat below attends your anfwere,
Andas ha tels me it isfent from Yorke.

Fra:k,Have him into the feller, lethim tatta cup
OfourMarch beere : go,make him drinke,

Nick. Ile make him drunke,if he bea Troyan,

Fra:k My boots and fpurs : whetes Ienkin? God forgiue me
How Incglet my bufiues, witelooke here,

1 haue a matter to beuiide to morrow

By cightaclack, and my Attorncy writes me

T muft be there betimes with euidence,

Oritwil goagainfime: wheres my boots?
Enter lenkinwith boots ardfpurs,

Avxe. Thope your bufines craues no fuch difpatch,
That you mult ideto night.

wend. 1 hopz it doth,

Fraik, Gods me: no{uchdifpatch?

Tenkinmy boofs, wheres Nick, :ddie my Roane,
And the grzy dappe forhimf{clfe : Content ye,
Jt much concernes me gentle maft:r Cranwells.
And mailter Wendollin my abfence vie
Thevery ripel pleafure of my houle,

Weid. L ord, mailler Frankeford wil youride to night 2
The naics ace d:ngerous,

Fraxk,

) : sl
Kildewith Kindies.
Fravk, Therefore wil Tride,
Appointed wel, and fo (ha! Nick my man,
Anze lle ca! you vp by fivea clock tomorrow,
Franl, No by my f.-hwi'e, Ile not ruft to that,
Tis not fuch cafie rifing in a morning
From oneIloue fo deerely : no by my faith
I{hal not leaue fo fivect a bed-fellow,
But with much pain : you baue made meafluggard
Since I firft knew you,
eAime. Thenifyou needs wil go
This dungerous euening : maifter Wendoll
Letmeincrear you beare him company.
Wend. With al my hart,fivcet miftris : my bootsthere ?
Fraak, Fie, fie, that for my privare bufines
I (hould dilealcmy fitend, and be a trouble
T o the whole houfe : Nick ?
Nick, Anonfir,
Erank, Bring forthmy gelding as you loue mefir,
Vie nomore words,a hand good malter Crenwel,
Cran. Sit God be your goodfpeed.
Frank, Goodnight {weet Nan : nay,nay, akifle, and part,
Diemblinglips, you fu ¢ not with my hare,
Werd How bufinc(lg, tine, and houres, all gratious proues
And arethe furtherersto my new borne loue.
I amhusband now inmaifter Franckfordes place,
Andmult commaund the houle, my pleafure is
We will not fup abroad fo publikely
Butinyour priuate Chamber miftrefle Franckford,
eAinz. O fir, youare too publike in your loue,
And mailter Franckfordes wife,
(rw.Might I craue fruour,
I wouldintreatyou ITmight fee my Chamber,
Iam onth: (odaitc growne exceeding iil,
Andwould be (pard from fupper,
men. Lighttheirhee?
Sce youwant sothing fir, fori"you do
Youiniury that good mn, and wrong meto.
(on, T willmake bold : godnight.
2 wp
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#end. How al confpire
Tomakeourbolome fiveet and fulintice,
CoroeVim, T prethy leevs fup wichi,

Anne, O whata clog vato the foule 1s fin,
We pale offenders, are (Ll ful of feare,
Euery fulpiuous cic brings dangerncare,
Whea they wholt cleare hart from offence are free,
Diupife report,bafe fcandals to outface,
Aandfandatmicre defiance with difgrace,

#end, Fie, fie,you talke too L:ke a Purirant,

Anne.you haue tempted me to mifchiefe maifter Wendol,
I hauedone T know not what: wel,you plead cuftome,
That which for want of wit I granted erfl,
3 now muft yeeld through feare : Come, come, letsia
Onceore thooss, weare firait ore headin fiare,

Wexd. My iocond louleisioyfull aboue meafure,
Yebe profuﬁ: in Fraonkefords richeft treafuse, Exennts

Enter Sifly, lenkin, Butler ;and other Serninguren,
Teik, My mithiis aod M, Wendolmy maifter,{upin her cham-
ber tonighr, Sifly youare preferd from being the cooke to bee
chamber maid,ofall the loues betwixt thee and me, tel me what
thou thinkeft of this.
Syfly Mum, theres anold prouerbe, whenthe Cats away, the
moufe may play,
Jenk. Now youta'ke ofa Cat Sifly, I finela Rat.
Sif-Good words Ienkin, leaft you be cald to anfwerethem,
Tenk, Why God make my mifkris an honeft woman :are not
t":cfe good wordsPpray Godmy new maifter play notthe knau
withmy old maifter, isthereanyhurtin this? God fend no vil~
Linyinzended,and if they dofup together, pray God they dee
notlic togither: god keepe my miftris chaft,and make vsal his
feruants, what harme isthere in al this ? A7ay more heereis my
hand, thou fhaltneuer haue my hart vale(le thou fay, Amen..
Sil Amen1pray God I by,
Enter Sersingmen,
Ser. My miflris fends that you fhould makefeffe noife,to lock
¥p the dores, and fce the houfhold al got to bed : you Ienkin d(?r
1s

kild with s\ andies.
his nightare made the Porter, to fec the gates (hutin,
Ienk, Thusby liztleand linleIcrecpeinto oftfice: Come to
kennel my malters to kennell, tis clettien a clocke alreacy,
Ser. Whenyou haue locke the gates in, youmuft fend vp the
keyes to my miftris,
Sif Quickly for Gods fake Tenkiny for Twuft carry them: I
am neither pillow nor bolfter, but Tknow morethenboth,
Ient, To bed good Spiggotsto bed goodhoneft feruing cre-
atures, andlet vs{leepe astnugas pigsin peafe-firaw. Exenne,
Enter Franckeford ard Nick,

Frark_Soft, {oft,we hauc tyed our geldingsto atree two flighe
fhoot off, leaft by their thundring hoofesthey blb our coming
backe, Hearlt thouno noife?

Nick,Heare, T heare nothing but the Owle and you.

Frark, So : now my wazches handpointsvpon twelue,

Anditisdead midnighe swherearemy keyes?
Nick, Heeve fir,

Frazk, Thisis the key thatopes my ourward gate,

Thisisthe Hal dorc,this my wichdrawing chamber.
But this, that dore thats Bawd vanto my fhame::
Fountaine and fpring of al my bleeding thoughts,
Wherethe moft hallowed order and true knot

Of nuptial fan&ity hath bin prephand,
Itlcads tomy polluted bed-chamber,
Once my terretrial heauen,nowmy earthshel,
Theplace where fins in al their ripenes dwell:
ButIforget my felfe, now to my gate.
Nick, It mult ope with farre lefle noife then Cripplc-garc, or
your plots datht.
Frank. So reachme my darke Lass@orne to the reft,
Tread bofily, fofly. :
Nick,I wil walkeon Eggesthis pace.
Frank, A genzral {cilence hath forprizd the houle,
And thisisthelalt dore, aftonifhment,
Feare and amazement, playagainft my hart,
Euen as a madman beats vpon a drum::
O keepe my eics you heaucnsbefore I enter,
From any fight that may transfix my foule,
A 0s
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Orifthere be o blacke afpeQacle,
O {lrike minceies ftarke blind, or ifnot (o,
Lendme fuch patience to difgelt my griefe,
That /may keepe this whizeand virgin hand
From any vio'ent ouiraze, or red muider,
And with that prajer I enter.

Nick,Heresacireumnftance,
A min may be made Cuckold in the time
That heesabeutic, and che cafe were mine
Astis my mafters, sblovd thache makesme fwcgre,
I would haue placft his altion entred there,
Twould, T weuld.

Fank. Oh:oh.

Nisk Mafter,sblood, mafter, mafter,

Fra&, oh mevnhappy, Ihaue found them lying
Clolcin cach others armes, and faltaflecpe, °
But that I would not dam ewo precious foules
Bought wich iy Sauiours blood, and fend them Jaden
With al their fcarlet fins vpon theirbacks
Voaco afearcfuil Judgement, their two lines
Had met vpoy my rapier.

Nick, Sblood mafter haue you lefe them fleepine @il
go walﬁfc them, d piog it letme

Frank.Sty, let me pasfea while:
OhGod, oh God, that it were poffible
To vndothingsdone,to caltbackyelterday 3
Thattime could turne vp his fwift fandy gla(Te,
To voelthe daies, and o redseme thelc howres:
Or thatthe funne
Could rifing fromthe Weft, draw his coach backward
Takefromthe accountoftime fo many m'nutes
Tilhchad althe(c (calons cald againe,
Thofe minutes and thofe a@ions deneinthem,
Euen from her firlt offence, that I mighe take her
Asfpotles asan Angelin my aimes,
Butoh:Tlke cfthingsimpofhible,
And calt beyond the moone,God giue me patience,
For Iwilin to wake them, Exis.

ick

hild with Kandnes.
Nick, Heves patienec paiforce,
He needs mull trot a foor thattyres hishorffe.,
Enter tiesdol rasiing oterthe fageina sight-gowne, he after Lint wath
bis ficord drarn, the maidin lier fimocke Pevies bis hand,and clafps
hold on hizn, he panfes a while,
Frank. Thanke thee maid, thou Iike the Angels hand
Hall taied me from a bloody facrifice :
Govillen, and my wrongs fit on thy {cule
Ashcauy as this griefe doth vpon mine::
W henthou recordit my many curtefies, ’
And (halt compare them wich thy trecherots hart,
Lay them together sweygh them equal'y,
Twilbcreuengeinough, go, to thy friend
A Judas, pray, pray, leaft Lliuc to fee
Thee Indaslike, hang'd onan Elder-tree.

Enter miftcss Frankeford in her finecke, night gowne,and
right attyre,

eArize O by what word, what title, or whatname
Shal Lintreat your pardon : pardon : oh,
Y am as far from boping fuch fwect grace
AsLucifer from heauen:to cal you husband,
Ohnhme moftwretched s Thaue lofl that name
Jam no moreyour wife.

Niek. Shlood fir fhe founds. o

Frank, Spare thou thy teares,for I wil weepe for thee;

And keepethy countenance, for lle blufh for thee;
Now I prot:ft I thinke tis Zam tainted,
Forlammoft atham*d, andtis more hard
For mc tolooke v pon thy guilty face,
Then on the funs cleare brow, what wouldft thou fpeake ?

eAn. 1 would I had no torgue, no cares, no cics,
No aprchenfion, no capacity,
Whendoyou fpurne melikeaDog ? when tread me
Vioderyour fect? when dragme by the haire?
Thouchl deferue athoufand thoulard fold,
Morc then youcaninfli& sy ct once my husband,
Forwomanhood towhich 1 ariafbamd,

Theugh



A )i o
Though ence an ornament, euen forhisfake
Thathathredeemd our foules, markenct my f2¢e
Nor hacke me with your fivoed, but letme go
Perfett and vndeformed tomy tomb,  ©
Tam not worthy that I thou!d preuailc
Inthelealt fuce, no not to fpeake toyou,
Not looke on you, nor to be in your prefence
Yetasanabic@ ehisene fute I craue,
This granted I am ready for my graue,
Frank: My God with paticnce arme me :yife, nay rifz,
And Ite debate with thee 1 Was it for wane
Thou plaiedftthe trumper ? Walk thou not fupplicd
With cuery pleafure, fathicnand new toy,
Ny cuen beyond iny calling,
AsmszedT was,
Frark, Was itthen diffability in me,
Orinthide eiefcemd he a properer man?
Asnne-Ohno,
Frank, Did 1 not lodge thee in thy bofome ? weare thee
Hetein my hare,
Asnne. Youdid,
Frank, 1didindeed, witnes my teares T did,
Gobring my infants hether: oh Nun,oh Nax,
If cither feare of thame, regard of honor,
The blemifh ofmy houfe, not my deere loue,
could haue withheld thee fromfolewd afaéts
Yet for theleinfants, thefeycung harmeles foules,
On whofe white browesthy thameis chara&terd,
And growesin greataes as thicy wax inyeares,
Looke buton them, and melt away intcares.
Awaywith thun,lealt as herfpoited body
Hath ftaind theirnameswith (teipe of baflardy,
Soheradultrous breath may blaft cheir (pirits,
With herinfe&ious thoughts s away with them??
An. Inthisone life Idieten thoufand deachs.
Frant, Stand vp, fand vp,Il willdo nothiag rafhly,
Y wilretire a while into my {tudy,
Aundthou (halt hearc thy {entence prefently, Exiz,
Aty

Kilde vith ixgndnes,
Anne, Tiswelcomebe it death: oh me, bale firumper,
That hauing fuch a liusband, fuch fwecte chitdren;;
Mauftinioy neither : oh to redeeme my honor
Iwould haue thishand cut off, thele my breafts feard,
Be racke,{trappatode, put toany torment,
Nay, to whip but this {candall out, Iwould hazzard
Therich and deereredemption of my foule.
Hecannot be fo bafe, asto forgive me?
NorIfo thameleffe,to accepthis pardon:
Oh women, women, you that haucyetkept
Yourholy mauimoniall vow vaflaind,
Make me your inftance, when youtread awry,
Your(ins like mine will on your confcience lye.
Enter Siffily, Spiggot, allthe Serningnien, and Ienkws
as newly come ot of bed,

A4, Oh miftris, miftris, what haue you done, miftris?

Nick, Sbloud what a Caterwau'ing keepe younere,

Zerkm. O Lozd miftris, how comes this fo pafie, my maifter
is run away in his (birt, and neuer fo much ascald mee o bring
‘his'cloathes afier him.

Anre.Scewhat guiltis, here ftand Tin this place,

Afhamd tolooke my feruantsin t! eface,
Enter maister Frackeford asd (ramvell,whom feeirg [
Cals on ler knees,

Franke.My wordes arc regiftred in heauen already,

With patience hiear mic t lle nctmartyr thee,
Nor marke theefer a ftrumped, butwith viage
Ofmore humility torment chy foule,
Aandkillthee, cuen with kindnefle.

Cran. Mailter Frankford.

Frark, Good maifter Cranwell : woman, hearethy iudgment:
Goce make thee ready in thy beft auire,

Take with thee all thy gownes, allchy apparrell,
Leate nothing that did eucr callthee miliris,
Orby whofe {f_ght being left here in the houfe

I may remember fuch a womanby,

Chulethee abed and hangings fora Chamber,

Take with thee cucry thing that hath thy marke
4 ¢ y o G ) 3 And
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Aad getthee to my Mannor feucn mile off
Wiic liue, us thine, T freely giuc itthee,
M)’ Tenoantsby tha!l furnifh thee wich waynes
Tocarryall thy fuffe, within two houres,
No longer will T limic thee my fight,
Chufe which of all my fruants choulikeft beft,
Andtheyare thinero attendthee,

Arne. A milde fentence.

Erank. Buz asthou hopft for heauen, asthoubeleenfd
thy names recorded in the booke of life,
Ichardge thee neuer after this f1d daie
Tofeene, or tomecte me, ortofend
By word, ot writing, guift, or otherwife
Tomoue me, by thy felfe, orby thy friends,

Nor challenge any parcin my two childrens
Sofarewell Nan, for we will henceforth be
Aswchad neuer feene, nere more thallfee.

Anme. How full my hartisin my eyesappeares,
Whatwantsin words, I will fupply inteares,

Frank, Come take your Coach, your fuffe, all muft along,
Scruants and allmake ready, all be gone;

Itwas thy hand cut two harts out of one.

Enter Sir (barles gentlemanlike  and bis Sifter gentles
woman likg.
Sufan. Brother, why haue you tri€t me like abride ?
Bought me this gayatiire,thefe ornaments 2
forget youour cftate, our pouerty ?
Charles. Call me not brother, but imagine me
Some barbarousOutlaw,orvncinil Kerne,
Forif thou fhutf chy eye,and oncly hearft
The words thae T thall vter, thou fhaltiudge me
Some flaring Ruffin, notthy brother Charles
Oh Sufan, .
Sufan. Oh brother, what doth this firange lanouaoe mea
Cherles, Doft loue me fifter » Wouldft t?lou ffc n;’c Iﬁ:c e?
A bankrupt begger in the worlds difgrace,
And dicindcbted to my enemies ?

Wouldft

1/\1'./ devilh 1\1}7 (il

- Wouldft thou behold mye ffand like a huge Deasie

Intheworldes eyeya by-word and afeorne?
Itficsinthee of theleto acquit me free,
And allmy debt ] may oucltrip by thee,
Sufwn. By me : wiby ? L haue nothing, nothing, left,
Towe euen for the clothes vpon my backe,
I amnotworth, &c,
(harles Onfifter fay not o,
Itlicsinyou my downe-caft ftate to raife,
To make me Band on euen pointes with the world :
Come Sifter,youarerich? Indecdeyouare:
And inyour power you haue,without delaie,
A&onsfiuc hundred pound backeto repaie, )
Sufn. Till now Lhad thought you loud me,by mine henot
Which Thadkeptas fpodeﬁpc as the Moone,
I nere was miftis of that fingle doite,
Which I referud not to fupply your wants ¢
And do youthink that I would hoord from you,
Nowby my hopes inhcauen, knew I the meancs
T o buy you from the(fauery efyour debts,
Efpecially from AQonwhom hate,
Iwouldredeeme it with my life or bloud.
Charles1 challengeit, and kindred {ee apart
Thus Ruffian like flay fiedge to your bart:
WhatdoTowto Afton? _
Sufan, Why fome fiuc hundred pounds, toward which I fivear
Inallthe worldI hauc not one deacare,
{(harles Tewill not prouc fo : fifter,now refolue me,
What do you thinke, and fpeake your confcience 2
Would AQon giue might he enioy your bed ?
Sufan. He would not (brinke tofpend a thoufand pound,
To giucthe Mountfords nime o decp a wound
Charles A thoufand pound, 1 but fiue hundred owe,
Grant him yout bed, hees paid with interett {o,
Sxfin. Oh brother:
Charles O fifter onely this one way,
With that rich Iewell you my debts may pay,
Infpesking this my cold hart fhakes with fhame,
‘ G Nor
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Il;or_donooc youina Brothers name,
Tufm} ftrangers: hall I dicindebt
o Actoamy grand foe, and you flill wezre
ngprct&)ushlcwdlthn he holds o deere?
an., 1
Aoy rcdc);n;z?:;,l cfteeme as deere and pretious,
Charles,1 efece youfifter,
Asdcere,for fo deere prizing it,
Sefis. Will Charles  ©
Laue me cut of my hands, and fend them Afon ¢
Rip vpmy breaft, and wi 3 ”
TP hi{n reallyand ith my blecding hart,
(}Imrle:. NeitherIane:
utheare mein my flrange alfertion
Thy honorand my (o_u!chc equall in,my regard
Nor will thy Brother Charles &ru ue thy ﬂnmc’
Hiskindnefle like a burden hach I{Jrcharocd mc,
And ynderhis good deedes 1 {looping gob ’
Not with an vpiight foule: had Ircmgind,
In prifon flil,there doublefle I haddyed :
Thenvnto himthat freed me from that prilon
Sulldo I owethat life s what mou‘dmy foe ’
To infranchife me ? Twas fifter for your loue?
With full fiue hundred pounds he gouo}xt your loue
And fhallhe notinioyn?Sballzhcwaight ’
Ofall thisheany burden leanc onme,
Andwillnot ycubeare part? you did pertake
Theioy of myreleafe, will you not ffand
Inioynt bond bound to fariffiethe debt,
Shall Tbeonely charged?
Sufan. But that T know
Thele arguments come from an honotd mind
As in your moft extremity of need, ’
Scorning toftund in debt to one you hate,
Nay ratherwould ingage your vnftaind honor,
Thentobe heldingrate, I thould condemyouy
Yfee your refolution,andaflent, o
So Charles will haueme, and I am content,

Cbm' fe,
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Charles For this Lerickt you vp

Swfar. But hieresaknife,
to faue mine honor, thall flice out mylife.

(erles. Tknow thou pleafelt mea thoufand times
Morcinthatrefolusionthenthy grant :
Obferue her loue to footh them fnmy fuite
Her honor fhe will hazzard though not loofe,
To bring me ou: of debt, herrigorous hand
Wil picrce her hart : Oh wonder, that willchufe
Rather tlien ftaine her loud, herlife to loofes
Come,you fad fifter to a wofull brethers
This is the gate:T!e beare him fucha prefent,
Such an acquittance for the knightto {eale
As will amaze his fenfes, and furprize
With admiration all hisfantafics,

Enter Albcn and Malbie.

Su{.'m.Bcforc his vanchafl thoughts fhal feize onme,
Tis here thallmy imprifonedfbule fecfree,

AZon. How : Mountford with husfifter handin hand,

What Miracles afoot?
eMally. Tuisafishe
Begetsinme much admiration.
Charles. Stand nct amafd tofee methus attended,
Afon I owethee mony, and being vnable
To bring thee the full fsmme ia ready coyne,
Loc for thy more aflurance heresa pawne:
My fifter,my decre Sifter, whofe chafthonos
1 prifc abouc a Million : here, nay take her,
Shedsworth your mony man, do notforfake her.
Frascis, Twould he were inearneft,
Sufan, Impute itnotto my immodefty,
My Brotherbeing richin nothing elfe
But in his intereftthathe hathinme,
Accord ngto his poucrty hath brought you
Me, al' hir ftore, whom howfoere you prife
Asforfeittoyour hand, he valewes highlys
Audwiouldnot fell, but to aéquityour debe
For any Emperors ranfeme,
Fraicie, Stexne fart, releas G 3 Thy
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Thy former cruelty, atlengthrepent;,
Was cuer knownein any formerage,
Such honerable wrefled curtefie,
Lands, honers, lines; and all the wold forgoe
Rather then Rand ingagde tofucha foe,

Charles. AQon fheistoo poorto be thy Brids,

And [to muchoppofd to be thy brother,

There take her tothee, if thon haftthe hare

To ceize herasaRapeor luftfull prey,

Toblur our houfg that neuer yetwas (hind,

To murder her that ncuer meant thee hargue,

Tokill me now whom once thowfauedlt from deach,
Do them atonceon ber, all thefe relie '
Andperifh with het [potted chaftity,

Francis You ouercome me inyour loue fir Chatles,
I cannotbefo crucll ro'aLady
1loue fo deetely, fince you haue notfpard
To engage your repujation to the world,

Your ifters honor which you prife fo-deere,
Nay, all the comfores which you hold on carth
To grow out of my debt being your foc,

Your honored thoughts, loethus I recompence
Yourmetamorphifd for, receiues your guift,
In fatisfaction of all former wrongs,

This TIewell T will weare, here'inmy hart,

And where before I thoughtherforher wants
Too bale to be my Bride, to'end all firife,
Xfealeyou my deere brother,her my wife.

Sufan, You Rill exceede vs, Lwillyeeld to fate,
And learne to loue, where I till now did hate,

Charles Withthatinchantment you haue charmd my foule,
And made merich eneninthofe very words,
Ipayino debt but am indebted more
Rich inyourloue I neuer can be poore

Francis, Alasminc is yoyrs, we atealike in flate,
Lets knit in lone what vas oppofd in hate
Come,for our Nuptials.w sl Rraite proide,

Ble(t oncly in our brother and faire bride.. Excouny
Entcy

Kildsoie ixbiitoizcss
. , Enter Cramvell, Eraarhelordy esd Nick,
¥ (4. \Why do you fearch each roome abour ygur houfe,
Now thatyou haue ditpatcht yourwife aviay?
Frank O fic to fee that nothing may be left

That cucr was my wiues, 1 loued herdeerely,

And when I do butthinke of her vokindne(le,

My thoughts ate all in Hell, to avoyd which torment

I would not haue a Bodkin ora Cufte,

A bracelet, nccklace, or Rebato wier,

Nor any thing that euer was hers,

Left me, by which I mightremernbsr ber,

Secke round about? ]
Nick.Sbloud mafter,heres herlute flongein a corner,
Frank.Her Lute, oh God ypon this inftrument,

Her fingers haué run quicke divifion,

Sweeter then tbatwhig’l novz deuides our harts.

Thefe frets haue made me pleafant, that haue nows

Frets of my hart-firings madc, oh maifter Cranwell,

Oft hath fhe made this melancholy wood,

Now mute and dumbe for her difaltrons chance,

Speakefwectly many a note,found many a ftraing,

To her owac rauifhing voyce which being well ftrung,

What pleafant flrange ayres hauethey joyntly fung.

Poft with it afterher,now nothings left,

Ofher,and hers,] amatonce bereft,

Nick lleride and ouertake her, domy meffage;,

And come backe againe.

CranMeanetime fir, if you pleale,
1le to fir Francis A&ton, and informe him
Ofwhat hath paft betwix: you and bis filter,
Frank. Do asyoupleafe howillam1 beftead
Tobeagidower ere iy wifebe dead.

Enter miffris Erankeford, wich lenkixs, ber maid S flie, ber.
Lonch-wins,andthree (arters.
eAnre. Bid my Coach flay, why thould I ridsin flate?
Being hurld fo low downs by the hand of fate.
A feat [ike tomy Fortunes Jet mg haug,
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Esrthformy chaire, and formy beda graus,

Leniyn, Combort good riltus, youhaue watcrc_dycur Coach
withteares a'ready, you have buttwo mylenow to gocto your
m2anor, a Maa cannot fay by my olde Muitter F;anci;[«>rd ashe
may [y by me,that he wants maners, foc he haththree or foure,
of whichthisis one, thst weare going to.

Sifly. Good miftris be of good checres forrow you fee hurtes
you, but helpes younot, we'ali mourne to fee youfo fad,

(arter Miltris I {py one of my Landlords men
Come riding poft,tis like he brings fome newes,

Anns, Comes he from mailter Franckford, heis welcome,

So are hisnewes, becaufe they coms from him.

Enter Nick,
Nick, There.

Anne, 1 know the Lute, ofthaue Ifung to thze,
Webothare oucof tune, both out of time.

Nick. Would thathad beenc the wo:{t inftaument thar ere
you played en:my maifter commends him to_ye, theirs all Lce
can find thatwascueryours, he hath nothing left that cucn}'oix;
could claim to lay,but hisown bart,& he co.ld afford y ou that:
Al that T haue todeliuer you is this, he prayes youto forget him,
and (o hebids your farwell.

Axre 1thanke him, heis kind and cuer was,

Allyou thathaue true fecling of my griefe,
Thatkoow iny lofic, and haue relenting harts,
Gird me about, 2nd help me with your teares,
Towath my {poted fins, my Lute fhall grone
It cannot weepe, but (hall amentmy mauve.

, Enter wendcd,

Wendoll. Putfued with borror of a guilty foule,
And with the fharpe{courge of re pentancelaths,
Iflye from my owne thadow.:oh my. ftars
What haue my parentsin theirlues deferud,
Thatyou fhould Liy this peninceon theirfonne?.
When1but thinke of maiftec Franckfo.ds loue,
And lay itto my trealon, or compare
My mucdring him for his relecuing me,

It firikes a tevror like a lightnings flafh,

To feorchmy bloudvp : thus Ilikethe Owle Afhamd

AN 3iil i L \1//(‘;’/’1{27{‘,'-:
Ahamd of day, huginthefe hadowy woo ds
Afraid ofcucry lkeafe or murmuring blall,
Yetlonging to recciue fome perfectkiowledge
How hehath dealvwith her : Oh my(ad fate,
Here,and fo far fromhome,and thusatcended ¢
OhGod, 1 haus deuoi ltthe tiuelt Turdles
Thatcuer liud together, and being diuided
In feuerall places, make their (eucrall mone;;
Sheintheé ficldes laments,and he at home,
So Poets write that Orpheus made the trecs,
And flones to dance, to his melodious harp,
meaning the rufticke and the barbarous Fnds
Thathad no vaderftanding pare in them,
$o the from thefe rude Carters teares cxeralls,
Makingtheie flinty hares with gricfe to rif e,
And draw Riucrsfrom their rocky eyes,

eAnnz. Ifyourcturnc vato your maifter fay :

Though not from me, forl amall vnworthy
Toblatt his name with a ftrumpets tongue,

That you he feeneme weepe, with my felfe dead s
nay, you may fay to, for my vow is patt,

Laft night you faw me cate and drinke my laft,
This to your maifter voumay fay and {weare,
Poriris writinheaucn and decrted bere,

Nick, e fay you wept, lle fiveare you mademe fad,
Why how now eyes; what now, whatshereto do?
Jam gone, or I fhall firait turne baby to.

Wen. Y canot weep, my hartisallon fire,
Curftbe che fruits of my vachalt defire.

Anne Gobreake thislute my Coaches whele,
Asthelaftnuficke that T ere fhall make,
notas my husbands guift,but my farewel,
Toall earthsioy, and fo your maifertell,

Nick, Ii Leantor crying,

3, Griclehaue done,

Orlike aMadman Y tha'l frantick run.
Asre. You haue beheld the wofileft wretch on earth,
Avoman snade of teares, would you had werds

To
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To expreflc but what you fee : my mward griefe
Notongue canviter, yetvnioyour power
You may difcribe my {orrow; and difclofe
To thy (ad maifter my aboundant woes,
Nick.lle do your commendarions.
Anze,O no ;
1dare notfo prefume, nor to ny children,
Tam difclaimd in both jalaffel am,
Oh ncucrteachthem when they cometofpeake,
To name the name of Mcther : chide their tongue
If they by chance light on that hated word :
Tell them tisnought : for when that wotd they name,
Poote pretty foules they harpe ontheir owne (hame,
#en. T o recompence her wrongs, what can@t thou do ?
Thou haft made her husbandlefle,and childleffe to.
Amne, 1 haue no more tofay :{peake not for me
Yet you may tell your mailter what you fec 2
Nick, Ile doot. Exrt
wen, llefpeake to her; and comfort her in gricfe,
Ohbut her wound cannot be curd with words:
No muattex though, Ile do my beft goodwill,
To wroke a cure on her whom Idid kill,
eAnze, Se,now vnto my Coach, thento my home,
So to my deathbed, for from this fad houre,
Incuerwill, noreate, nor drinke, nortaft
Ofany Catcs that may preferue my life -
I neuer willnor {mile, nor fleepe; nor reft,
But when my teares haue watht my blacke foule wlhite,
Sweete Sauviour to thy hands I yeeld my fprite,
Wen, Ohmiftris Frankford?
Anze, Oh for Geds (akefly,
The Diucll doth come to temptme ere I dye::
My Coach: this finne that with an Angels face,
Courted mine honor till hee fought my wracke,
In my repentant eyes feemes vgly blacke,
Exennt all: she (arters whifling,
Terk What my young maifter that fled in his thirt,;how come
youby your clothesagaine?youhaue madeour houlein afivect

pickle,

Py H A .

Kild with Kinducjje,
pickle, baveyonnotthinke you s What thsll f fecue you flillor
cleaue to the old houfe?

wen, Henceflave, uway wich thy vnleafoned mirth,
Valeflc thou canfl fhed ceares, am{ﬁgh, and houle,

Curfethy fad fortunes, and exclaime on face,
Thouare not for my turane,

Jenk, Marry and youw:ll not another will; farewell and be
hangd;wald you had neuer come to haue kepe this quoile with-
in our dootes, we hall ha you run away like afprite againe,

wen.Shees gone to death,Iliue to want and woe,
Her life, her fing, 2ad allvpon my head,
And Imuft now go wandcr like 3 Cain
Intorreine Countries, and remeted clymes,
Where therepore of my ingratitude
Cannot be heard,Ye ouer, fisfl vo France,
And foro Germany, snd Tealy,
Whete when 1 hauis reconcred, snd by trauell .
Gottenthole perfeR tongues, and that thefe mors
May intheiv haight abare, Ywill returne,
Anddeuine, how eucr now deiclled
My worth and pares being by fome greatman praifl,
Atmy recusne I may in Coure be r3ifd, Exit,
Exster fir Erancet, fir Charles, ((ramvell,mnd Su[ﬂ,#.
Frawgis, Brother , and now my wife, I thinke chefe troubles
Fall on iny head, by luftice of the heaveus
Porbcingfo firiceto you Inyour cxtremities,
Butweare pow sttende, ¥ would my fifter
Could with like happinefle, orecome her gricfes,
Aswchaucouss,
Sufin, Y ou tell vs maifter Cranwell wonderous things,
"Touching the paticnce of that gentlenian,
Wik what {leange veréuc he demcanes his gricfe,
Cvan. Yrold you what § was witnelle of,
Yewas my fortune toJodgetherethat nighe,
Eraneis, O that ame villen Wendoll, thwss his tongue
Thai did corrupt her, fhe was of he felfe,
Chaft and devoted wiell, s this the houfe 2

van, Yes fir, ] akié it here your filter Lizs,
G ’ d Ha Erancis.
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Fr.aneir, My brothar Franchford thowd too mild a (pirig
Yuthercuengs of fuchaloathed crime;
Lelle thea be did, no man of {pyrit could do,
Yam (o far from blaming his reucnge
Thatlcommend it ; had itbin my cale
‘Their foules at once had from theirbrefls bin freed,
Dcath tof{uch deedes ot (hame is the due mecde.
Enter lenkin and Siflie.
Tenk,O my miftris, my muftris, my poore miftris.
Siflie. Alas that cacr T'wasborn,what (hall 1 do, for my poor
mifliis,
Charles, Why, what of her?
Tenk. O Lord fir,the no fooner heard that her brother
And his friends were come to fec how fhe did,
But fhe for very fhame of her guilty confcience, felk
Jaroafwoune, andwehad muchadoto
Get life into her.
Sufan, Alaffe that the thould beare fo hard afare,
Pitty it is, repentance comes to late,
eAttonIsthelo weakein body ?
Jenk, O fir I can affure you thers no help oflife
¥a her, for (he will take no {uftenance, fhe hath plainly
Starued her fclfe, that nowthe is as leane
Asa lath, fhecuer
Lookes for the good hower :many
Gentlemen and gentlewomen of the country are come to,
Comforcher.

Enters Miftris Frankefordsn her bed.

Malby. How fare you miftris Frankford ?

eAnne. Sicke, ficke, oh ficke,giue me fome aire I pray:you.
Fellme, oh tell me, wheres maifter Frankford 2
Will not he daigne to fee me erg I dye?

WHally, Y es miftris Frankford, diuers gentlemen,
Your louing neighbors with that iuft requett,
Haue moud and told him of your weake cftate,
Who though with much ado¢ to get belicfe,
S Exami-
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Examining ofthe gencrall circumiftanze,
Seeing your forre and your penitence
Aadheanng there withall the greac defire
You haue tofec him ere youleft the world,
He gaue to vs his faith to follow vs,
And fure he will be here immediatly.

eAnne, Youhalfe reuiude me with thole pleafing newes,
Raife me a littlchigher in my bed.
Blufh I not mailter Frank{ord ? blufh I not fir Charles?
Can you not read my fault writin my checke 2
Is not my cryme there ? te!l me gentlemen ?

Charles. Alafle good miflris, licknefie hathnot Jeft you
Bioud inyour face enough to make you blufh:
Thea ficknefie like a fricad my fault would hide,

Anne,ls my husband come >My foule but tarries
His ariuc and I am fit for heauen..

(harles. I came to chide you, butmy wordes of hate

Are turnd to pitry and compatlionate griefe :
T cane to rate you, bue my brallesyou fee,
Mcleinto teares, and Imuft weepe by thee,

Enter Frarkeford,

Heresmaifter Frankford now.

Fran. Good morrow brother, good morrow gentlemen,
God thathath laid this croffe vpon ourheads,

Might had he pleald haue made our caufe of meeting
Ona more faircand amore contented ground,
But he that made vs, made vs to this woe.

e, Andis he come, methinks that veyce I knows.

Frank. How do you woman ?

Anne. Well, mailter Franckford, well : but (hall be better:
Thopewithin chis hower? will you veuchfafe
Outrofyour grace and your humanity,

Totakea {potted Rrumpet by chehand ?

Frank, Thathand once held my barcinfafter bonds
Thennowtis gripte by me: God pardonthem
Thatmade vs fict breake hold. T

Hj; dorrs,
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doize hnein, dnien,
Ouweofing reale 1o heauen whethar T am now bound,
Twas fotmpudent o withyou keve,
And erigemare beg yaur pardon oh Goad man.
Andfuherto my childeon pardon me,
Pardon,oh pardan me,my faule (b heynaus is,
Thatif youinting woild i’orgiucicnoc,
Heaven will novelearcitin the world to come.
FaintnelTe hath{s viuzpe vpon my kiecs,
Thatknsele Y cannop thuton my hartsknees,
My grc.«(}r;xic {oulelyssthrowne downe at your feet,
Tobegyour gracious pardon 1 pardan,Q pardon me,
Praily As freely fiom thelow depth of my foule,
Asmyredsemerhath foreiuen hisdeath,
I par\{cn thee, I will fhedicares for thee,
Pray wath thee, andin meere pitty
OFf thy woske (tats, He wifh o die with thee,
M, So do wesll,
Nick, Sawill et T,
Hefighand fob, but by my faithnot dye,
Ails Oh msiftee DisnkFord all the neers allianee,
Y lo6fe by her, fliall be fypplyde v thee,
au sremy bruthse by theneere way,
ylc: kindeod bath fallen off, Luz yours doth flay,
Franky Brienac ] hope for pzu{on st that day,
When the gieasindpo of Heauen in Scarlet fits,
So bo thaupardsned, though thy vafl effence,
Diuotld cur bodics, thy repentantteares
Vit out foiiles,
 (Valer U hen comfore miftrisPrukford,
Youfeayour linshand hath forgiuen your fall,
Thearaule your{piries) and eheora your fainting foulg,
Sefir, Howis {L' withyou?
Aten. Howdoy oufesle your{dfe?
AnseNotofthis world,
Frad, ¥ fez you aie ot and [weepeto feeic,
My wilclic mother o iny pretty Babes,
Both thofe loft napies L do reltore thee back,
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Andwith ehiskiffe 1 wed thee onceagaine,
Thoughthouartwounded in thy henord name,
Andwiththat griefe vpon thy death-bed liclt,
Honceft in hare, vpon my foule thou dieft. '
Asne,Pardond on carth, foule, thou inheauen art free,
Oncemorc thy wife, dyes thus imbracing thee,
Fraik, New marticd, and newwiddowed,oh fheesdead,
And acold graue muft be our Nuptiall bed,
ChazlesSitbe of good comfore,and your heauy forrow,
Part equally amoigft vs, flormes denided
Abatetheirforce,and withlefle rage are guided,
(ran.Do maifterFrankford, he thathath leaft pare,
Will find enough to drowne one troubled hart,
AétonPeace with thee Nan : Brothers and Gemtlemen,
Allwe thatcan plead intereftin her griefe «
Beftowe vpon her body furterallteares;
Brother, had you with threats and v{age bad,
Punifht hex fin, the griefc of her offence
Had not with fuch true forrow tutcht her Eare.
Frazk, Ifce it had not, therefore on her graue,
T will beftow this funeral Epitaph,
Which onher Marble Tombe fhall be ingrawd,
In Golden leiters fhall thefe words befild,
Heereliesfhe, whom her husbands kindneflekild,

FINIS.
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N hoaeft Craw, difpafidto bosnerry,
X Came to aTianerie by, and eald oy 1 ine s
The drawer broxght it, /n.::'/.f’;;g like s Chesvys
Andtold thein it was plealint, neat, aisd e s
Taftit (quoth one) he did fo, fis (quoth he)
Thiswine was gosd, now £'runs too neare the Lee.

Another [ﬁyzt, togine the wing lis de,
Andfiidvnto therefl, it druuke .*w;/’..zt,
The third [sid, it wasold : the Jourtis, tee e,
Ny guoth (’/ze fift the /7};17]77}(",&';’ lihes mpnot s
Thus gentlemen you Jee, how i one hatve,
The Winewis nes, old flat, foarp, fivect, and forwer,

Vitorkiswine we do allede our play,
Which fore will indge too triniall, Souetoo granz;
Yoit asour guofiswe entertasie this dgy,
Apd bid youwelcome ra the best e hase »
Exeufe vs then  good wine may be difgraf,
When euery fenerall mayth, hath fundyy 48,




