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GEORGE GASCOIGNE

FLOWERS:
THE ANATOMYE OF A LOUER,

O maks a Joder knowne, by plaine Adatomie,

Yon !urrl all that Jist be ware, log here behold

[might move,

wWho l.bun‘h mine aoaly lookes, your pittie wel

Yet cuery part ball playe his part, to paint the

pacges of love,

1f Arst my feeble bead, hune so much matter left,

If fansics rlgmg force haue not, his Feeble shl]

be [dazled qyes,

“Thess lockes thet hang vokempt, these hollowe

These chattering teeth, this bribling tongue, wall
tewed with carefull cTies,

Thﬂ: wan and wrinkled cheekes, wel washt with

waues of woe, [carknuse goe,

Mnye atand for patierns of s ghost, where so this

‘These shonlders they sustaine, the yoake of heguy

care
And oo my "brused broken batke, the bri n wmust
Thess armes quite brmunfllose are, with beating on
my bresf, {craveth rest:
*This right Hand wenry in t0 write, this leRt band
These sides enclobe the forge, where sorrowe playes
tha amifh, [mettall with,
Ayd hote denm, bath kindled fire, to worke this
‘The Anuile is my heart, my thoughtes they strike
the stroake,  [aighes ascend for smonke,
My lights and lunges liké bellowes blow, and
My socreete parteraresowithsecreetesorrow soken,
Aa for the secrecte shaine thereof, desernes not Lo
be spoken, . [my feete,
My thighes, my knees, my legges, and lst of ali
To serue a louers turne, are so vnable and yomeste,
That scorte they sustaine vp, thls restlease body
srell, {doth dwell
Unlesse it be to sew the boars, wherein my luun
vol it

| And there by sight eRaoone, to foede my guriog

eye,
Aml so content my huogrie corps, tyll dollours
doa me dye:
Yet for & fust mwu‘d of lous 3o dearely bought,
1 pray You saye, loe this wan he, whome loue bad
worne to nought.
Euer or wiusy,

emm——
THE ARRAIGMENT OF A LOUER

AT Beautyes barre as [ dyd stande,

When false suspect accused mee,

George (qudd the Judge] holde vp thy hands,
Thou art arraignde of Flatterye 1

Tell therefore howe thou wylt bee tryde:
Whoee iudgement bere wylt thou abyde,

- My Lorde {gnod 1) this Lady berr,
Whome I rsteeme aboue the rest,

Daoth knowe my guilte if any were ;
Wherefore hir doome shall pledite me bewt
Lat hir bee Judge and Jurour boathe,

To trye mee guiltlesse by myne oalhe.

@vod Beautie, no, it fitteth not,
A Prince hir selfe to ivdge the canm:
Wyll is oor Justice well you wot,
Appuinted to discusse our Lawes :
If you wyll guiltlewe secme to goe,
God and your colntrey quitts you so,

Then crafte the cryer cal'd = quest,
Of whome was falshoode formost feere,
A pack of pwket.hlntu were the rest,
Which came false witneme for Lo beare,
The Jurye suche, the Judge vmiust,
$entence was myde lllnould be trust.

I
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Jelous the Jayler bound mee fast,
To beare the verdite of the byll,
George (quod the Jodge) nowe thou art cast,
Thou must goe hence to heavie hill,
And there be hangde all but the hend,
God rest thy soule when Lhou art dend

Downe fell T then vpon my knee,
All Batte befure Dame HBeauties face,
And cryed, good Ladye pardon mee,
Which here appesle voto your grace,
You knowe if I hane beene vntrue,
It was in too much praysiog you,

And though this Judge doe make suche haste,
To shead with shame my guiltlesse hlood:
Yet let your pitiie first bee plaste,
To saue the man that meant you good,
So shall you shewe your aelfe a 2uecne,
And 1 maye bee your seruaunt secne,

(Bund Besutie) well: bicanse Igucese,
What thou dost aeane hencefoorth to bee,
Although thy faultes deserue no lesse,
Than Justice here hath iudged thee,

Wylt thou be bounde to stynt all strife,
Apd be true prisoner all thy Iyfe?

Yea Madame (quod 1) that 1 shall,
Loe fayth and trueth may suerticn? :
Why then (quod sbee) come when [ call,
T aske no better warmantise,
Thus am 1 Beauliea bounden {bralt,
At hir commaunde when shee doth call.
Buaxr or meuer.

THE PASSION OF A LOUER.

I sr1e sometimes although my griefe be great,
To beare and see theee Jowers paint their paine,
Apd how they can in pleasavut rimes repeate,
The peming pange, which they in fancies faioe,
But if 1 had such skyll to frame & verne,

1 could more paine than ali thelr paoges rehearse

Some saye they finde nor pesace, nor power to

fight,
Which seemeth strange @ but siranger is my lute:l
1 dwell in dole, et soiorne wilh detight,
Reposde in reate, yet weryed with debate,
For Aatfe repalse, might well appenss my wyll,
But fancie fighwe, to trye my forniane styll.

Some otber saye they hope, yet live in dread,
They fricee, they flame, they ilie aloft, they fall,
But I, nor hope with bappe to rayse my bead,
Nor feare Lo slonpe, for why, my gole is smnll
Nor can I friese, with col to kyll my heart,

_ Nor yet so flame, a1 might consumie my smurt,

How live I then, which thus drawe foorth my’

da

Or Lell meyel:oule, I found thia feuer fint ?

What Gun [ feele ? what distance ? what delayes?

What griefe? what emse ? what lyke J best}? what
worst [paine,

These thinges tbey tell; which soeke redreme of

And so wyll I, slthough I coumpt it vaine,

i Cowmon Bayll

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

I line in loue, eten so Tlone to lics,
(Oh happie state, twise happie be that Arvdes it)
But loue to life this cognisance doth geue,
This badge this marke, 10 every manthat mindes i,
Loua lendeth life, which (dying) cannct dye,
Nor lyuing live: and such a life feade I.

The Sunny dayes which gladde the smddest |

wightes, o

Yet neusr shine to cleare my misty moone : :
Noquiet leepe, amidde tbe mooneshine nightesy
Can close mine eyes, when | am woe begone-
Into such shades my peeuishe sorrowe shrowdes,
That Suune and Moone am still to me in clowdes.

And feverlike T feede my fancie styll,
With such repast, as most emphires my health,
Which feuer first 1 eaught by wenton wyl),
When cples of kind dyd stivre my blood by stealth:
And gazing eyes, in bewtie put such trus, ’
That loue enflamd oy Huer al with last.

"My fits are lyke the £ ver Eetick fitsr,
‘Which ous daye quakes within and borney witboot, .
The next day heale within the bocsoms sits,
And shiniring colde the body goes abouat,
$0 i1 my heart most hote when hope ix colde,
And queketh most when I mvost heats bebald,

Torménted thus without delayes I stand,
All wayes in one and evermore shalbe,
In grenlest griefe when helpe i nearest hand,
And best at ease if death might make me free ;
Nelighting mogl in that whieh hortes my heart,
A hating change which mighl releue my amnart.

LENUOTE.

Yet you dearedame: 1o whomo this core partaiues,
D:uigse by times sonve deammes for my disenge,

A noble narge shall be your greatest guimes,
Whereof be mire, if you wyll worke rmne exae.
And though ford foules set forth their fittes no fast,
Yet gmunt with me that my straunge passion past,,

Ewver or naver.

A STRAUNGE PASSION OF 4 LOUER,

AMiD my BaleI bath in blisse,
I awim in heauen, T sinke in hell :

It 1 find amends for euery misee,

And yet my woane no Lonpue cun tell.
1liue and lowe, what wold you more:
As never kouer liu'd before.

I laugh sometimer with Iittle last,
S0 jeat I oft and feele no ioye:
Mymne ense is huilded all on trust:

1 And yit mistrust beeedes myne sooye,

I liue aod lacke; 1 lacke and have:

| t have and miase the thing I eruwe.

These things seeme sitange, yet are they trew.
Rehecue me oweste my state is such,

One pleagure which I wold eschew,

Boch slakex my grief and breedes my grotch.
Bo doth owe paine which | woul shoon,
Renew my ioyes where grief begooa.

Then like the larke that past the night,

In heany sleeps with cares opprest :

Yit when shee spies the pleassunt light,

fhe sends sweete notes from out hir brest.

*¥ “There is indeed suche a kinde of fever.



FLOWERS.

Bo aing | now becuase I thinke
How ioyes approch, whan sorrowres shrinke.

And as fayre Philomene againe,

Can watch wnd singe when other teepe:
Aud taketh plensure in hir payne,

To weay the woo that makes hir weepe,
80 ging 1 now for Lo bewmy

‘The lothsome life I lead aluay.

“The which to thee {deare wgnche) | write,
That koow'st my mirth, bot oot my moane:
1 praye God graunt thee deepe delight,
To Liue in ioye when | am gone. .
1 cannot Lus, it wyll not bes:
I dye to thinke to parte from thes

Fivonds Nahura,

THE DIUVORCE OF 4 LOUER.

Phivorce me nowe good death, from loue and
lingring life, [was my wife.

" That vne bath been my concubine, that other j

Ta youth I lined with loue, she had my lastye
dayes, [wideriog wais,
In age ! thought with lingering life to stay my
But now abaede by bath, I come for lo compleine,
To thee good death, in whom my helpe doth wholy
QoW remain,
My libell loe behold: wherein T doe protest,
The procemse of my plaint iz true, in which my
griefe doth vest. trimme,
First loue my coucubine {whome Ihace kept 20
Foen ahe for whome L secind of yore, in seas of
foy to swimme:
To whom I dare auowe, that 1 have serued as well,
Acd played my partas galiantly, e he tha? beares
the bell)
fhe cast me of loug since, and holdes me in
disdrine, [is but vaine,
1 canmot pranke to please hir nowe, my vaunting
My writhled cbeekes bewraye, that pride ef beate
s past, ) {ture fadeth fast,
My atagring steppes ke tell the trueth, that ne-
My quaking crooked ioyutes, are combred with
the crampe, [feede my lampe,
The boxe of oyle is weated wel, which ooce dyd
The greeneme of my yeares, doth wyther now s0
sore, [ne no more,
That lusty foue lexpes quite awaye, and [yketh
And [oue my lemmas gone, what Iyking can Hake'}
In jothsome Iyfe that ¢roked cromne, aithough she
be my make? [eold,
Sben cloyes me with the cough, hir comfort isbut
She hids me give mine age for aimes, wher first
my youth was sold. [hrall,
No day can pase my Bead, hat she beginnus to
Mo mery thoughte conceiued so fast, but she
confournds them &l . [wml,
When [ pretend to please, she onerthwarts me
When I would faynest part,with hir, she ouerwayes
my wiil. - [hand,
Be indge then gentle death, and take my cause in
Consicder suery circunstaunce, marke how the
case doth stand. [none see,
Percase thon wilte sledge, that cause thou canst
But thet I like not of that oune, that other likes
uut me:

* Such a sect there is that desire no louger lyfe
Umo whiles they are in love,
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Yes gentle iodge gius care, and thou shalt see me
proue,

My bine i tinent, & whoreisloue,

Arnd io my wyfe | find, such discord and debete,
A» o man liuing enn endume the tormegtes of
) my state. [thens both.
Whevefore thy seniroce say, devorce me from
Since ouly thou maym right my wronges, good
death néwe be not lonih,
But cast thy pesrcing dart, into my panting brest,
That I may leaue both joue and life, and thereby
purchase rest
Haud ictus sapio.

é'F'IE LULLABIE OF 4 LOUVER.

Sine Jullaby, as women doe,

Wherewith they bring their bubes to rest,
And lullaby cox 1 eing to,

As womanly wa can the berts

Witk lullaby they still the chide,

And if I be not moch begyild,

Fnll many wanton babes baue I,

Which must be stild with lullabie.

Firet lulluby my yoatbinll yeares,

It is Dowe time to go to bed, !

For croocked aze and hoary heares,

Haue wone the hagen with in my bead =

With Lullaby then youth he still,

With Luliaby content thy will,

Sinca courage quayles, and comues bebind,

Go sleepe, and 5o begnile thy minde,
Next Luliaby my gazing eyes,

Which wonted were i glaunce epace,

For euery (ilasse maye nowe suflise,

To shewe the forrowes in my face :

With Lullabye then winke awhile,

With Lullabye your lookes beguile:

Lette no fayre fuce, nor beautie brighte,

Entiwce you efte with vayne delighte.

And Lullaby my wanton will,
Lette veasuns rule, nowe reigne thy thought,
Sinee alf to late [ Snde by skyli)-
Howe deare [ hage thy faasies byught :
With Lullaby nowe tak thyne éase,
With Lullaby thy doubtes sppease:
For tust to this, if thou ke styll,
My body shall cbey thy will.
LI T T T T

Thus Lallabye my youth, myne eyes,
My will, my ware, and all that way,
1 can no mo delayes denise,
But welcowe paybe, let pleasure passa:
With Lulisby now take your Jezve,
With Lullaby your dreames deceive,
And when you rise with waking eye,
Rernember then this Lullabye,

Euer or Npuer.,

THE LAMENTATION OF A LGUER.

Now have 1 found the wais, to weepe and wayle
my fil}, [y will.

Now can I ende my dolfull dayes, nud 50 content

The way to weepe inough,for such as iist o wayle,

Is this> to go abord the ship, wheis pleasure
bear®h cagle, |

- |
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And there &) marke the iemes, of ewery ioyfull
wight,
And with what winde sand wene they fleet, o
uourigh their delightl.
For as the striben Deare, that seeth his fellowes
feeile, [w bleede,
Amid the hustie heard {¥nhurt,) and feeles himselfe
Or ua the seely bynl, that with the Bolte is brusd,
Avd licth alvofe among the lemues, of al hir
.pheares refusd, [reioyce,
And heares them sing foll shrill, yet cannot vhe
Nor frame one warbling note 1o passe, out of hir
mournfull voyce. [peyne,
Euen so | finde by proufe, that pleasure dubleth

Unto 8 wretched wounded bart, which doth in.

-woe, rEmaine. {ioye,
] pas=e wherc pleasure ie, 1 heare some sing for
1 see som laugh, som other datice, in spight of

-darke anoy.
But out elas my mind, amends not by their myrih,
I deeme al pleasurs to be paine, that dwell aboue

the earth. [breath,
Such heauy bumors feede, the hloud that lender me
As mery medcius cannot serue, to keepe my corps

from death,

Sproefa tamen ciuwal,

——————

Certaine verses written to a Gentlewomnn whome
hee liked very wel, and yet had ncver any
aportunity to discouer his affection, being al-
wayes bridled by felonse lookes which attended
them both, and Lherefore gessing by hir lokes,
tnat she partly aleo liked him: he wrote in 2
booke of hirm s foloweth, being termed with
the rest Lhat follow

THE LOKES OF A IOUER ENAMOURED,

Trou with thy lookes an whom 1 loke full ofte,

And Snd there in grent cause of deepe delight:

‘Thy face s fayre, thy skin i3 smoth and softe,

‘Thy lippes are sweet, tbine eyes are c¢leere and
bright,

And euery part seemes pleasant in my sight,

Y et wotethou well, those lokeshave wrought my wo,

Bicause ] lone to looke vpon them so.

For first those Tookey sllurd mine eye ta loke,
Arnd strayght mine eye stird up my bart Lo love:
And cruell loue with deepe deveitfull booke,
Chokt ¥p my mind whom fancie cannot moue,
Nor bhope relecue, por other helpe behone:

But still to toke, and though I loke to much,
Needes must | Toke bicsuse I me none soch.

‘Thos in thy lookes my lone sod life have bold;
And with such life my death deawes on & pace :
And for such death no medcine can be told,

But loking still vpon thy Jouely face,

‘Wherin are pdinted pitie, peace, and grace,
‘Then though thy lokes should cause mefor todye,
Needes must 1 tooke, bicause I line therby.

Since then thy lookes my lyfe haue s0 in thrall,
As I ean like none other lookes but thine:
Lo here 1 yeelde my Iyfe, my loue, and all
Into thy hands, and all things else resigee,
But libertie to gaze vpon thyne eyen, .
Which when 1 doe, then think it were thy purt,
To looke ngain, and linke with me in hart,

£ fortunatus infahr,

GASCOIGNE'S FOEMS.

With these verse: you shall ludge e quicke =
" pocite of the Lady ; for sbe wrotz theremosler
this short aAunswere,

Looke eslong as you lyst, but surely ifl take you
looking, I will looke with you

And for a further proofe of this Dames quicke
vopderstanding, you shall vow vodersiapds, that
sone afier this aunswere of hirs, the e Aue-
thour chansed to be at a supper in hir cenpaay,
where were also hir brother, bir hosband, ssd
an old loger of hirs by whom shee had bene ooy
mspected. Nowe, aithopgh Lbeve wamed oo
delicate viandes ta content them, yet their
chicfe repast was by entreglaocing of lokes, For
the Aucthour being stong with hotte affectioa,
coulde nope otherwyse relieue his passion but
by gazing. And the Dame of a carteons eocli-
pation deigned {nowe mod thew) to requite tie
same with glancing at him. Hir olde loner ac4
cupied his eyes with watching: and ber brotber
perceiuing Bil this coulde oot sbstaine from
winking, whereby hee might putte his Syster in
remembraunce, leastshe shoulde too much forpet
hir sclfe. But most of all her bushbande bebold-
ing the first, and being evyll pleased with the
seconde, scarce contepted with the thirde, and
miisconstruing the fourth, was constrayned to
playe the fifth part in frowarde frowning. This
royall hanquet thus passed ouer, the Anctbor
knowing thet after supper they should passe the
tyme in propoundiog of Ryddles, and making
of purposes: coolrined all this conceipt in w
Riddle as foltoweth, The which waa no soney
pronciced, but shee eoulde perfeclly perceime
his inteul, and drave out cuenayle with mootber,
8¢ also ensewcth,

His Ryddle.

1 asr mine eye and sawe o eyes al once,

All seemelye set vppon oune lonely face :

Twoo gaz'd, twoo gianc'd, twoo watched for the
DONCE.

Twoo winked wiles, twoo fround with frowsnd
grace,

Thus cuerye eye was pitched In his place.

And euerye eye wbich wrought eche othery wo,

Saide to it selfe, alas why lookt I so?

And euerye eye for ielausic did pine,

Anpd sigh'd aud sayde, ! would that eye were mine,

8 foriunotar infariis.

In all thia lonelia company wad oot one that coulde
and wonld expound the meaning bereof Al
Jast the Dame hir selfe punswered on thic wis,
Syr, qudd she, because your darke speach is
much te curiows for this simple company, 1wyl
bee 86 bolde ad' to quit one question with an-
other, And when you have canswered mine, it
maye fall out peraduentore, that I sball some-
what the betler iudge of yours.

Hir Ruestion.

WHAT thing is that which ewimimes in blisw,
And yet consumes in buroiog griafe:

Which being plaste where plessure in,

Can yet recouer no relicfe.

‘Which sees to sighe, and sighes o ase,

All this in one, what maye it bie ?




FLOWERS,

#1o held him selfe berewith contented : and after.
wardes when they were better ncquainted, he
chaunsed once (groping it her pocket) to find
a letter of hir olde [ouers: and thynking it were
better to wincke than viterlye to put out his
eyes, seemed not to vnderstande this firat of-
fenca: but sooge afer finding s lemmen (the
whick he thought be sawe hir olde lemmon put
there} he denised therof thus, agd deliered it
wato hir in writing.

1 aRooPED [n thy pocket peate,

And foond » Igmm‘:?tcwhkg:mlt?ooked not:

8o founde | obce [which nowe 1 must repeate)
Eoth lenugs and letters which I lyked not, -
Suck hap hane I to finde and seeke it not,

But since I tee no foster meenes to bind them,

1 wyll{hencefoorth) take Lemmane s I finde them.

The dame within verie short space dyd aunswere
it thua,

A LYmOaK (but no Lemmane) vyr you found,
For Lenmans beare their name to broade before :
‘T'be which rince it hath gicen you such a woand,
That yon seeme now offended very sore :
Content your selfe you shail find {there) no more.
But take your Lemmans henceforth wbere pou lust,
For I wyll shewe my letlers where 1 wust,

THE LOOKES OF 4 LOUER FORSAKEN :

WAITTEN BY A GENTLEWONMAN WHO PAKED BY
BlM WITH HIH ARMIYA SPT BRAGGING BY HIR
SIPEY, AED LEFTE 1T YHFINISHED A% FOL-
LOWETH,

‘Were my bart set oo hoygh =a thina ir bent,

Or in my hrest so brace and stout a will ¢

Treo (long ere this) I coulde haue bens content,
‘With sbarpe reueng thy carelesse corpes to kill.
For why“thou knowest {although thou know not

¥

‘What rule, what e ygne, what power, what segnory,
"Foy melting minde did yeeld to me {os thrall}
“When firet | pleasd thy wandring fantisie.

What lingring lockes bewrny'd thype inward

" thought,

‘What panges were poblisht by perplexcitis,

Sych reakes the rage of loue in thee had wroughf
And no gramercie for thy curtesie. .

1 list not vaunt, but yet I dare auowe

{Hed bene my barinelesse hart as barde as thize)
1 coulde haue bounde thes then for starting powe,

* Jo bondes of bale, in proge of deadly pyne.
For why by profe the field is eath to win,
Where a3 the chiofieynes yeeld them celues in
chaynes; -

The port or pasaxge plaioe to enter in,

‘Where porters list to leque the key for guyues
Bat did I then denise with croeitie,

(A3 tyraots o) to kill the yeelding pray ?

Qr did { brugge aud boast Lriumphauntly,

As who should saye the field were mina that daye?
IAd 1 retire my seife out of thy sight

To beat afresh the bulwarkes of thy brest ?

Or did my mind in choyce of change delight,
And render thee as use with the reat?

No Tygre no, the lyon i not lewd,

He shewes no force on seely wounded sheepe, e,
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Whiles he sat at the dore of his lodging, devising
these vérses sboue rehersed, the same Gentle-
woman passed by egmime, and cnst a jonge looke
townrdes him, whereby he lefl his fonner inuen-
tion sod wrote thua,

HowR Jong she loukt, that lookt at me of lxte,
As who would say, hir lookes were nll for lone -
When God he kuowes they came from deadly

. hate,
To pinch me yit with pangs which I must proua
But since my lokes hir liling maye oot moue,
Looke where she likew, for lo thiz looke was cast,
Not for my lous, hut cuen to see my last,

5i fortunatur inforlix.

OTBER SONET WRITTEN BY TEHE BAME GEN-
TLEWOMANK, YPPON THE BAME OCCASION.

! LOONT of lste, and sawe thee loke ashance, .-

Upon my dore, Lo sea if I satte there,

A who should 98y : if he be there by ehatee,

Yet nisye he thinke I loke him enery where.

No cruell no, thuu knowest and I can tell,

How for thy loue | layd my lukes  side:

Though thou {par case) hast lookt and liked wel,

Some newe founde lookes amide this world so wide.

But #ince thy Jookes wy joue haue #o in chaynd -

That to my lokes, thy likiog now is past:

Loke where thou likest, and let thy hands be
ataynd,

In true loges hioud, which thou shait lack at last,-

So looke, so lack, fot in thore toyes thue Lost,

My lookes thy joue, thy loukes my life haue lost.

- 8i forfuncius infalis,

TOTAE SANE GENTLEWOMAN BECATAE ARECHALL-
TENGED THE AGCTHOUR FOR IIOI;DIIIG POWNE
HI® HEAD ALWAIEY, AND FOR THAT HER

> LOQERD NOT YPPON HIL 1K WONTED MANKNER,

You must nat wonder thqugh yqu thinks it
straunge,

To see me holde my lowring head so lowe:
And that myne eyes take Bo delyght ta rmuagw,
About the gieames which on your face dué growe.
The mouse which once hatl brokem oot of trappe,
fx sildome tysed with the trustlesse bayte,
But lyes aloofe for fesre of more mishappe,
And feedeth styll in double of deepe deceipte.
The skorched fiye which once hatb scapt the flame,
Wyll bardiye come to playe againe with fyre.
Whershy 1 Jearne thst greenous is the game,
Which fitlowes fausie dazled by desire,
So that [ wyoke or clse holde dowre my hesd,
Because your blazing eyes my bale haup brad

8 fortwwatus inforlix. '

r———

THE RECANTACION OF 4 LOUER

Now must I necdes recant the wordes which
onee I spoke,

Fond fapsie fomes a0 nie my noose, I nedes mast
small the smoke:

And better were to beare 5 Faggot fro!n the fire,

Than wylfully to burns and biaze, in fames o
vaine desing. . k[w ell

You Judges then giue eare, you pecple marke me

1 maye, both hemuen znd esrth record the tale,
which I shall tell.

Y
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And koowe ttat drewd of dekth, nor hope of better
hap, [eap.
Haus forced or perswrded me o take my turniog
But euen thatmightye Ioue, of his gxrent clemendie,
Hath ginen me grace st last to indge, the trueth
. from hereste : [herrt,
T saye then and professe, with free and faithfull
That waom#¥s vowes are bothing els, but soares of
secrel gmart:
Their beautiez biaze are hzites which steme of
plensant taste, [for repast @
Bat who deucores the hidden hooke, extes poyscn
Their smyling is deceipt, their faire wordes traines
of treason, {of renson.
Their wit alwaies so full of wyler, it skorneth rules
Percase some present here, have beurd my selfe of
yore, [then the more :
Both teach and prexch the contrery, my fault was
I graunt my workes were these, Grat ome Anatomie,
‘Wherein I painted ecery pacgoflovers perpluxitye:
Next that T wae armignde, with George holde vp
thy basd, [to stand:
‘Whertin I yeelded Bewties thrxll, at hir pornmaund
Myne eyes so blinded were, {good people marke
my tale) [weary Bale:
Thet once ] song, [ Bathe in Blisse, amidde my
And many e frantike verse, then from my pence
dyd passe, {was,
In waues of wicked heresie, »o deepe I drowned
Al which I nowe re¢ant, ond hers before you
bume [tippet here I tume.
Those triBiog bockes, from whose lewde lore my
And hencefoorth wyl I write, howe mad is that
wans minde, {kind.
Which is entist by any traine %o trust in womag-
I spare not wediocke 1, wholyst that state aduance,
Aske Astolfe?! king of Lambanlie, howe trim bis

dwarfe coulde daunce.
Wherefore fayce ladies you, that hemre me what
1 saye, fastraye:

K you heresfter see me olippe, or seeme Lo goe
Or if my longue renclte from that which mowe it
sayth, [y farth,
Then plaguems thns, Beleeus itnot, forthis is nowe
Hoed ichus eapic.,
—_—

IN PRAYSE OF BRIDGES, NOWE IADY
SANDES.

In Court who 2o demmannden what Duthe doth most
encell, [bearcy the bell:
For my conceyt [ must nesdes wy, fuire Bridges
Tpon whome ligsly oheeke, to proous my iudge.
ment troe, [of bewe:
TheRodeand Lillissceme tostriae forequall changu
And therewithall so well her graces all agree,
No frowniog cheere dare cpce presume in hir
sweete face to bee. [othver bewt,
Although some lauishe lippes, which like some
Wyll snye the blemishe on hir browe disgrooeth
all the resty,
Thereto [ thos rephe, God wolte they iitie know,
The hidden cause of that misbap, Dor-how the
barme dyd grow,

t Astolf being the goodliest personne in the
worlde founde a dwarfe lying with his wife.

* She had a scar on her forehead. See Percy’s
Ralics, vol. 2. p. 150, Edit 1765, €.

GASCOIGNES POEMS,

Por when Dame mtare firit had frumde bt
heanenty face, {of grece:
And thoroughiy bedeciknd it, with goodly gleatses
It Iyked bir s0 weil: Lo here {quod shee) s peete,
For perfect shape that passeth all Apeltes works
in Greecs. {God of Lo,
This hayte may chamce to eatebe the gretst
Or mighty thendring Iove bimmelf thet roles e
rowt wbooe, iae,
But out, alas, those wordes ware wwupted allic
And sme visene were present there (powy
Bridges} to thy pain.
For Cupide craftie boye, close in & corner doode,
Not blyndfold theg, to gaze on bir, 1 gesaeitdnl
him good.
Yet when he feit the Azme gan kindlie ia his bred,
And bard dame natare Boast by hir, to breake him
"of his rest,
His hote nene chosen lone, he chaunnged intolale,
And sodainly with mighty ‘mace, gan rap bir o
the pate.
It grieved Natare much o set 1he cruglt derdo:
Me secmoes [ see hir how she wept, to ms bir
dearling blede. {teipe T trome,
Well yet (quod she) this hurt shall haoe me
And guicke with skin she couered jt, that whiter
is ther-snowe, {ihece,
Wherewith Dan Cupid fled, for feare of farthe
Wha sogel like he saw hir shine, whom be bad
sinit with sheme: i
Lo thus was Bridges burt, in cradel of hir hlﬂ,_
The coward Cupid brake hir brow, to wrtke ko
. woided mind, {it b
The skar styll there remaines, no force, there kst
Thers is no clowde that can eclipse, s brighta
sunne a4 she.
Euer or vewr,

IN PRAYSE OF 20UCHE IATE THELIDY
GREYE OF WILTON, WHOME THE AUC
3 TOR FOUND IN'A HOMELY HOUSE.

Trasr rustie watles whotne cankred yearadefice,
The comely corps of seemely Zouche tnclose,
Whose auncient stocke deriede from worthy m,
Procures hir praise, where 30 the carkas poat:
Hir aungels face declares hyr rnodest minde,
Hyr lowely lokes the guzing eyes glfure,
Hyr deedes deserue some endiesye prayse tofods,
To blaze suche hrute as ever might ‘endure.
Wherfore my peone in trembling. feare stall
maye, .
Te wtite the thing that doth sarmaunt my skifh
nd I will wish of God both night sod dl[&\
[Sorne worthier place to guide hr worthy wih
sWhere princes peeres hir doe destrtes meye &
And 1 contept hir serusunt there ta bee.
Euer or Newer,

GASCOIGNES PRAISE OF HIS MISTRES

Taux hap which Paris had, as due for bis deserh

Who facord Venus for hir face, snd sbomd
Meneraes art: [eameeh

May aerue to warne the wise that they 20 20

e glistering glosse of bewtion blazs, than
shemid it deme.




FLOWERS, - °

Pan Pricems rtou, fnd ot the fairestdame,
‘That vger trode on Troyens mold, what folowed
of the mme?
I list not brut hir bale, let others eprend it forth,
But for his parte tu speake my minde his choice
was little worth, [shewe,
My meaning is but thir, who markes the cutward
And neuer grops for graftes of grace which in the
miced sbould grow: [had,
May cliance ypou ruch choise s trusty Troflus
And dwel in dole at Paris Jid, whea he would
: faine be gind. {fnde,
How bappie then am ] whose happe hath Lene to
A mistresse Grst that doth excell in vertues of the
mind. [suche grace,
Aod yet theremith hath ioynd, mch faucure and
Ay Pandars niece if (she wer here) would quickly
giue hir place, [to dwel,
With in whose worthy brest, Dame Bounty seekes
And sith to beawly, yeeld to me, since I doe
thee excell. [appeare,
Betwens whose hesuenly eyes, dobh right remorse
Apd pitie piaced by the same, doth muchs amende
hir cheere, [tree good,
Who in my daungers deepe, dyd deigue to doe
‘Who did relieve my bexuy beart, and sought to
mue my blood. [my foces,
Who firt encremst my friendes, and cuerthrew
Who looed al them that wisht me wel, and liked
noue but those, .
O Ladies giue e leaoe, I praym oot hir o farre,
Siace she doth pna you ul, as mmch, as Titan
rtaines & starre. {merve,
You hold soch sermauntes desrs, e able ars to
She held me deare, when I poore soule, could mo
good thing deserue.
Yoo st by them that swim in all prosperibie,
She set by me when as [ was in great calamitie.
You best esteeme the hrnn.e, and let the poorest
pame, [as it was.
Bbew best esteemde my poore good wyTl, sl nuied
But wbether em ] went ? what humor guides my
braige # {pepper grain.
I seeke to wey the woolsack down, with ooe poore
1 meme to pecne hir praise, that doth SUTpRESE
my skill, [the hill.
1 strice o rowe sgaioet the tide, I hoppe ageinet
Then et these fewe suflise, shee Helene staines
for bewn, [Thisbye trie,
Dydo fur grace, Cremyde for cheere, and is ss
Yetif youlu F:ier craue, to baue hir pame displaide,
ame Fauor is Iy mistces pame, deme Fortune
is hir maid.
Attemen od solitum,
—_—
GASCOIGNES GOOD MORROW.

You that haue spent the silent night,

Iu siecpe and quiei rest,

And joye to sen the cheerefill Iyght

Thet ryseth in the East:

Now clesre your voyce, now chere your hart,
Coms helpe me nowe to sing:

Fche willing wight cowe beare o part,

To prayse the hemuenly King.

And you whame care in prison keepes,
Or sickenes doth sppresse, .
Or pecret sorows breakes your seepes,
Or daoleurs dos distrases :

Yet bears ¢ partein dolfol] wie,
Yea thinke it good accorde,

And exceptable sacrifice,

Eche spritc to prayse the lorde.

The dreadfull night with darkesomnesss,
Had ouer gpread the light,
And sluggish sleepe with deowrynesse,
Had ouer prest our right:
A glasse wherin you may beholde,
Ecbe storme that stopes our hreath,
Onr bed the graue, our ciothes Iyke molde,
And sleepe like dresdfull death.

Yet as tis deadly night did Inste,
But for « Nttle space,
And heanenly daye nowe night is past,
Doth shewe his pleasaunt foce -
S0 must we hope o see Gode face,
At Jast in heanen on hie,
When we haoe chang'd this moriall place,
For Immortalitie.

Avd of such happes and beauenly joyesy
An then we bops te kolds,

All earthly sightes and wordly toyu,

Are tokens to beholde,

The daye is like the daye of dooma,

Tae sunpe, the Soune of man,

The skyea the heavens, the mrth the tombe
Wherein we rost till than,

The Rainbowe banding in the skye, =~ =~
Bedeckte with sundrye hewen,
13 like the seats of God on hye,
And zeemes to tell these newes :
That s thereby he promised,
To drowne the warld no more,
$o by the hlond which Christ bath shead,
He will oyr beith restore,

The wistie cloudes that fall somtime,
Arnd ouercast the skyes,
Are like to troubles of cur time,.J
Which do but dymme our eyen:
But a1 sucke dowes nfa dryed vp quite,
When Phoebus shewas his face,
8o gre such fansies put to Righte,
Where God doth guide by grace.

The earyon Crowe, thst Iothsoms beast,.
Which cryes agaynst the rayns,
Both for hir hewre and for the rasl,
The Dwniil resembleth playze :
And sz with gonnes wo kil the crowe,
For spoyliug our releefi,
The Denill 5o mmst we cuerthrows,
With gonehote of beloefo.

The ittle byrde which sing so swete,
Are tike the angelles voyce,
Which render God his prayses meste,
And teache ve to reigyce:
And as they more esteeine thet myrih,
Than dread the nigi#s anoy,
8o mach we deems our days on enrth,
But bell to heananly ioye.

Unto which Joyes for to altayne
God graunt va all bis grace,
And eende vs after worldly payns,
Ju besuen 10 haue a plaoe..

’




483

Where wee maye still enjoye that light,
Which peuer shall deceye :
Lorde for thy mercy lend s might,
To set that ioyfoll daye,
Howd ictws eqpio.
S—
GASCOYGNES GooD NIGHT.
Waxr thou bast spent the lingring day in plea-
. mre and delight,
Or aRer toyle sod wearie waye, dost seeke to

rest at nighte: .
Unto thy paynes or pleasuras part, adde this one
Labour yet, [God forget,

Ere sleepe close vp thyne eye to fast, do not thy
But searche withic thy secrat fhoughts, what
deeds did thee befal: {eall.
And if thou find aroisse in anght, to God for merey
_ Yex though thoa find nothing wmjsss, which thou
canst cal $o mind, : [behind :
Yet ener more remember this, there is the more
And thinke how well so eger it be, that thou hast
spent the daye, [waye.
It came of God, snd oot of thee, po to direct thy
Thus if thou trie tby dayly deedes, and pleasure
in this peyne,
Thy life shall clemse thy corme from weeds, and
thine shal be the'gaine: fto winke,
Bat if thry sinful] sfuggishe €ys, will ventér for
Bedore thy wading will may trye, how far thy soule
maye sinke, [smoth is made,
Bewsreand wake, for ¢lse thy bed, which soft and
May heape more harm vpé thy head, thanblowes
of cumies blade. [thou doest Iye,
hux if this peiné'procure thine euse, in bed as
Perbaps it shall not God displesse, to sing thus

soberly ;
I see that ngépe is leat ‘me here, to ease my
wearye boped, [greeuous grouex,

As doath at laste shall eke appeere, tc ease my
My dayly sportes, my panch full fed, haue crusde
my drousie eye, {ecutle to dye:
Ax carelesse life in quiet led, mipht cause my
The stretching srmes, the yauning breath, which
1 to bedward vee, {me refuse:
Are patternes of the pangs of death, when life will
And of my bed ecbe sundrye psrt in shaddowes
doth resemble, :
The sldry shapes of deth, whose dart shal make
my flesh to trEble. - -
My bed it seife ix Jike the grane, my sheetes the
windiog sheste, {me moat meete :
My clothes the maould which I must have, toocouer
The hungry feas which frisike so freshe; to wormes
I can capare, [the bones ful bare:
Which greedily sbell gnaw my fieshe, and leane
The waking Cock that early crowes to wesre the
night awtye, [the latter day.
Puis in my minde the trampe thet blowes before
And s [ ryse vp lugtily, when aloggish sieepe is
part, ' - {lest,
So hope I to rise ioyfully, to Judgement at the
Thus wyll [ wake, thas wyll I sleepe, thui wyl [
kope to ryee, {godly wyse.
Thus wyll I peithat waile nor weepe, but zing in
My bones sbwll ik thin bed remsine, my soule in
God shall ¥raat, _
By whome I hope to ryse sguine from denth and
caythly dust. - ’
Hawd ictur aspio.

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

THE INTRODUCTION To THR PS4iwm
Ly OF DAPROFUNDIS. !

TRE skies ganiacowle, orocast with misty clowdes,
When {as | rode alone by London waye,
Closkelesse, vnclad) thus did I sing and say:
Behold juoth 1, bright Titan how he shroudes

His head abacke, and yelds the raine his reach,
TY in bis wrath, Deu Toug have soust the soihe,
Aod washt me wretch whick in his trawaile toile. -
But holly {bere) doth radenesse me appeach,
Since Ione is Lord and king of 1pighty power,
Which ear pommaund the Sunne to shewe bis fmee,
And {when him Iyst) to giue the rxine bis place.
Why doe not [ my-wery muses frame

{ Although I bee well soused in this showre,)

To write some verse in banour of his pume?

GASCOIGCNES DEPROFUNDIE
Faom depth of doole’ wherein my wule doth
derell

s

From hexuy heart which harbours in my beest,

Prom traubled sprite whick siidome taketh rest.

From hope of heawen, feomn dreade of darkesame
bell.

G gracious God, to thee [ crye and yell.

My God, my Lorde, my lously Lorde sloane,

To thee I call, to thee I make my moupe.

And thou {good God} vouchsafe in gree to take,

'This woefull pleint, '

‘Wherein I faint,

Ok hesre me then for thy xrest mereies sake.

Oh benda thine eares sttentinely to beare,
Ob turpe thine ayes, bebold me bow I wayle,
Ok bearken Lord, giue eare for mine ruaile,

O marke in minde the burdens that { bexre :
See howe | tinke 10 sortowes everye where,
Beholde and see what doilors I endnre,

Giue eare jnd marke what plaintes I pot in wre-
Bende wylfing eare : and pittie therewithall, ~
My wayling voyce,

Which heth no choyce.

But evermore vpon thy name to call,

If thon good Lorde shouldest take thy rod in
hande,
¥ thon regard what sinnes are daylye done,
If thou teke holde where wee our workes begone,
If thou decree in Judgement for to stande, :
Amd be extreame to see our scases skande,
If thou take note of euery thing smysse,
And wryte in rowles howe frayle our nature is,
O gloryoun God, O king; O Privce of power,
What mortall wight,
Maye then hace light,
To feels thy frowne, i thea hune lyst to Towne ?

Bot tbou art good, and hast of roercye store,
Thou not delyghst to see s Kinper fll,
Thou hearknest firet, before we come to &l
Thiné eares are set Wyde open edermore, -
Before we knacke thoo commest to the doore,
‘Thon art more prest to heare & siner cryw,
Then ha is quicke to climbe to thee on bye,
Thy mighty name bee praysed then alwaye,
Let fuyth and Foare,
Trus witnespe benre. .
Howe fast Lhay staod which on thy mercy siaype




I locks for thee (my louslys Lond) therpfore
For thee I wayte, far thee I tarrye styll,
MIiyne eyes doe Jong to guze on thee my fyh.
or thee I watche, for thee I prye and pare.
My Soule for thee attendeth enermore,

Iy Sounle doth thyrst to take of thee o teste,
Ry Soule degires with thee for to bee plaste.
Auxd to thy worde (which can ne man deceyue)
B yoe opety trust,
Ay Joue and lust
Tn confidence continuallye shalt oleage.

Before the breake or dawning of the daye,
Beefore the Iyght be seene in Joftye Skyes,
ABefore the Sunne appeare in plearaunt wyse,
Before the watche [before the watche 1 saye)
‘Before the warde that waytes therefore alwaye ;

1

My sonle, my sense, my secreete thought, my

pnte,
My wyll, my wishe, my ioye, and my delight :
Unto the Lord that sittes in heanen on highe,
With hastye wing,
From me doeth fling,
Apd stryueth styl), voto tbe Lorde to fiya,

O-laraell, O housholde of the Lorde,
O Abrahoma Brattes, O broode of blessed seede,
SO chopen gheepe that loe the Lord in deede
O bungrye heartes, feede styll vpon his wonde,
And pat your truat in him with one accorde,
For he hath mcrcye ‘evermore at hande,
His fountaines Nowe, hisspringes doe neuer stande,
Apd plenteouslye hee loueth to redeeme,
Sact sinoems all,
As on him call
And faithfolly his mercies most elecme.

Hen wyll redeeme onr deadly drowping state,
He wyll bring home the sheepe that goe satmye,
He wyll helpe them that hope in him alwape:
He wyll appesse our dizconde and debate,

He wyll socne saus, Lhough we repent vy lats,

He wyll be ours if we continewe his,

He wyll bring bale to joye and perfact blisse,

He wyll redeeme the Bocke of bis electe,

Prom all that is,

Or was amiswe.

Sjnce Abrubams liegres dyd first his Lawes reject,
Eusr or neutr,

r—
GASCOIGNES MEMORIES,

‘Written vpon this gecasion. Hee had {in myddest
of hin youth) determined to abandone all vaine
delightes and to retyrne vnto Greyes lone,
there to vndertake agmine the studdie of the
common Lawes, And being required by Gue
sundry Gentlemen to write in verse somewhat
worthye to hee rememhbred, before he enteved
into their fellowshippe, hee compiled these fine
sandrie sovtes of metre vppon fiue sundrye
thesmes, whicha they deliuered vnto him, and
the first was at request of Fravucia Kinwel-
marahe who delivered hin thistheame. Awdsoer

7. Jortuna ixxai. And thevevppon bee wrotd'this

8onnete following.

Ir grld'ﬂlg fesre, or cancred viljanie,

! 1n Cxears Imugbtie heart had tane the charge,
Tha walles of Rome had hot bene rearde sg bye,
Hor yut the mightye Empire left sol arge.

FLOWERS.
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1f Menelaus could have rvid his wyll,
With fowle reproche to loose his faire detight,
4 Then hed the staely towres of Troy stoods
atyll,
And Greekes with gmdge had dronke their owee
deapight.
If dread of drenching wanes or feare of dre,
Had stayde the wandring. Prince wmmydde his
race,
Aseaniua then, the fruite of his desire,
Iu Lavine Lande had not possessed plage,
But true it is, where lottes doe lyght by chaunce,
Thera Fortune helpen ;ﬁldm to aduaunce,

W

The nexte was at request of Antony Kinwel.
marshe, who delivkred him this theame, Salis
myficii, and therevpon he wrote as foloweth.

THE vaine excexse of flatiering fortgues giftes,

Enuenometh the minde with vanitye, :

And beates the restslesse brajne with endlesss
- driftes, .

T staye the staffe of worldly dignities -

The begger standes in like extremitie.

‘Wherfore to lacke the moste, and leaue the Least,

1 coumpt enqugh as good a3 any fenst.

By oo too much Dan Creewus cenght his death,
And hnuﬂul. with bloud the price of glittering
goM,

By too too litle many one inckes breath
And gterues in stretes & mirroare to beholde s
So pride for heate, and Pouertye pynes for colde
Wherefore to lacke the most, end leaus the feast,
| ecoumpt encugh as good na any fenst.

]

Store makes no sore: loe this seemcs contrarye,
And mo the merier is a Proverbe eke,
But store of sores maye make & maladye,
. And one to many maketh some to seeke, .
When two be mette that bankelte with o leeke :
Wherefore to lacke the most and leane the
leant,

| conmpt cnough as good a3 any feast.

The rych man surfetteth by glottony,
Which feedeth still, and neuer gtandes content,
The poore agayne he pines for penurye,
Which lioes with lacke when all and more is

fpenta:

5o to much and ta little botha bee shente,
Wherefore to lacke the moste, and leaus the beast,
I conmpt epough as good as any feast.

The conqueronr with vocontented rwaye,
Doth rayse vp rebelles by his avarice,
The recreaunt dotbe yeeld himmelfe a praye,
To forraine spoyle by slouth and cowandyce :
So too mach and to little both be vyce.
Wherefors to lacks the most, and fenue the least,
1 coampt enough as good wa noy feast.

If 8o thy wife be wo too fayre of faca :
It drawes one gest too many to thine inoe:
If she be fowle, and foyled with disgrace,
In otber pillowez prickst thoy many a pinne:
So fowle puore fooles, and fayrer foll to sinne,
Wherfore to lacke the morte, and leane the lenst,
} I coumpt enongh as good as oy feast.

el
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And of encogh, enough, sl nowe no mote,
Tiycanse my braymer no better can denjse,
When thinges be badde, 8 small sonme maketh

" store, -
%5 of suche verse & fewe maye soone suffice:
Yer atill to this my weory penoe replyes,
That I snyde Jast, and though you like it lesst,
1t i enough aixd ae grod as o feast
Sic tuli.

Joho Vaughan delinered bim whis themme.  Mag-

num weckignl parcimonia, whersyppon he wrote
thus.

'TRE common speech is, ypend and God will send

But what sendes be ! a bottelt and a bagge,

A ateffe & wallct and a wofull ende,

For such az list in brauery so to bragge.

'Then if thou couct coyne encugh to spend,

Learne first to spare thy budget pt the brinke,

S0 shall the hottome be the faster bonnd :

But he that list with lanish hand to linke,

(1o like expence) a pennye with a paund,

Muy chaunce at lest to sitte & side and shrinke

His harbraind hesd with ont dame dainties dore.

Hick, bobbe, and Dick, with clouts vpon their |
knes,

Haue many times more gooahold grates m move

And change of crownes more guicke at cal then

e,
‘Which let their lease und take their rent before.
For be that rappes a royall on his cappe,
Before be put one penny in his purese,
Had meede taroe quicke and broch a better tappe,
Or elg his drinke may chaowe go downe the
WOrase,
1 not denic but some men haue good hap,
To climbe a Tofte by scales of courtly grace,
Api winne the world with liberalitye ;
Yet hie that yerks old angells out apace,
And hath no newe to purchase dignitye,

When orders fal!, may chaunce to tacke bis mce{,.‘

For haggard hawkea mislike an emptie band :
So atilfely some sticke to the mercers stall,
Till sutes of silke hane swet out all their land.
So ofte thy neighbours banquet in thy hall,
'Till Panje Debet in thy parler siand,
And bids the welcome to thine owme decay.
I like & Lions lookes not worth a lecke
‘When euery Foxe beguiles kim of bis praye:
‘What sauce buot sorrow seructh him a weeke.
Which all his cates consumeth in dne daye?
First vee thy stomacks t0 & stand of ate,
Before thy Malmesey come in Marchanteshookes,
And rather were (for shifte) thy ahirte of male,
Than tesre thy silken steues with teynter hokes,
Put feathers in thy pillowes great and small, *f
Lette them be princhkt with pluwes, that gaps fof
plummes,
Heape vp bothe golde and siluer safe io hooches,
Catche, anatche, und scratche for serapings and
for cromures
Before thou deckethy hatte(on high) with brooches.
Lette Srstthyueone handhold fasteall that commes,
Raofore that other learne hia letting @ie:
Remember gtill that soft fire makes sweet malts,
No haste but good {who meanes to multiplye:)
Bought witte is deare, and drest with sower salte,
Repentaunce commes to late, and then saye I,

W
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Who spares the first and keepes the last vospent,
Shall finde that sparing yerlden s goodly reot.
S tubi.

Alexander Neuile delivered bin this thewme, Saff
cito, si 1al beme, wherevpon hee compiked
ssueu Sonets in senuence, therin bewrey g bin
vwne Nimir cito; and therwith his Fiw boee,
as foloweth.

N haste poste haste, ohen firt my wamdning
- minde,

Tehelde the glistring Courta with gaziog eye,
Suche deepe delightes I secmde therin to Gnde,

As might baguile s grauer guest than .
The stately pompe of Princes and their peeres,
hd sceme to swimme in Booddes of beaten goakde,
The wanton world of yong delightfull yeeres,
Was not volyke a | for to hebould

Wherein dyd searme (for euery aaint) = Dame,
So feire of hue, 3o freshe of their attire,

As might excell dame Cinthia for Fame,
Or canguer Cupid with bis owne desire.
These and suche lyke were baytes that blared

stitl
Befors myne eye to feede my greedy will
2, Before mine eye to feede iy greedy will,

Gan muster eke mine olde ncquainted mates,
Who helpt the dish {of vayne delighte) to Gl

1My emply mouth with dayntye delicates:

And folishe boldenesse toke the whippe in hande,
To lashe my life into thiz trustlesse trace,
‘Til al! in haste { lenpte & loofe from lande,
And hayste vp soyle 1o catebe o Courtly grace -

' Erhe lingring daye did seeme a world of wo,

Till in that haplesse bavuen my head war brought :
Waues of wanhope = tast we w spd fro,

In deepe dispayre to drowne my dreadiull thoagbi:
Eche houre p day eche day a yeare did seerne,
And euery yeare o worlde my will did deemye.

3. And eaery yeare a worlde my will did deemne,
Till lo, at last, to Court nowe am I come,
A seemely swayne, thit might the place besetxoe,
A gladsome guest embrasie of all and some :
Not there contente with common diguitie,
My wandring eye in haste, { yea poste poste haate)
Behelde the blazing bad:e of brauerie,
Por wante wherof, I thought my selfe disgraste -
Then peenishe pride puffte vp iny swelling harte,
To further foorth so hotte an cnrerprise :
And comely cost begannae ta playe his parte,
In praysing patternes of mine owne deoise.
Thus all was geod that might be got in uste,
To princke me vp, and make me higher plaste.

4. To prinke me vp and pmake me higher plaste,
Al came to late that taryed any tims,
Pilles of prouision pleased not my tast=,
They made my heeles to besuie fur to cllme
Mee theoght it best that boughes of boystronsonle,
Should first be shread to make my fouthery gaye,
Tyll at the last n deadly dinting stroake,
Brought downe the hulke with odgetooles of

decaye:

Of enery farme | then let dye a lease,
To feede the purse that payde for peeuishneyee,
Till rente and all were falne ln suche diseass,
As scarse coulde serue to mayntay oe ol ean) yoemss



P They I:iought, the bodie, fine, ferme, leare, and
nnde,
All were Lo litle for the merchanntes hande.

’,05. All were to little for the merchauntes haade,

Aud yet my braverye bigger than his booke :

But when this hotte accompte was coldly scande,

L 1 thought highe time about me for to looke:
With heauie cheare I caste my head abacke,

! To see the fountaine of my furions race.

¢ (Comparde my loss, my living, aud my lacke,

. In equall balance with my iolye grace.

Axd sawe expences grating on the grounde

Like Inmpes of lead to presse roy porsse full ofte,

When light rewarde and recompence were founde,

Fleeting like feathers in the winde alofie:

These tbus comparde, [ left the Courte at large,

For why? the gaines dolh seeldome quitte the

charge.

6. For why? the gaines doth seldome quitte

the chargw,

And e saye I, by proofe too dearely bonght,

My haste mad wasl, my braue and brainsicke
barge,

Did foat to fast, to catch a thing of nought

With1 e, re, , und many mo,

] mought have kept a chayre of quiet state,

But hastie headn can not bee setled 50,

Till ertked Portune gine a crabbed mate:

As busie breynes muste beate on tickie toyes,

As rarbe innention breedes a rawe deuise,

56 sordaync fllcs doe hinder hastic ioyes,

And as swifte haytes doe fleetest fyshe entice.

8o buste makes waste, and therefore nnwe 1 saye,

No baste bt good, where wisdome makes the
waye,

%. No hamte but good where wisdome makes the

wiaye,

Yor profe whereof, behold the simple spaxle, AN !

{Who sees the souldiers corensse caste a wayq, .

With hotte astauite the Castle to sssayle.) '

By line svd leysure clyimes the loftye wall,

And winues the torrsties toppe mote conning}',

Than donghtye Dick, who loste his life and all,

With hoysting vp his head to hastilye.

The swiftest bitche briogs foorth tha blymdest
whelpes,

The bottest Feuers coldest crampes ensue,

The nakedst neede hathe over latest helpes:

With Neayle than 1 flade thiv proverbe true,

That haste makes wanate, and therefore still 1 naye,

Mo hasts hot good, where wisdome makes the

wayg,

Bic tali,

Richarde Coartop (the luat of the flue) gane him
this tbeamne, Durim aveuw X miserabile suum,
and therevpon hee wrote iu this wise,

Wams peevelemse Princes courtes were free from
flateerie, [periarie.

The Jmtice from ramual doome, the quest from

The piliers of the state, from proade presumption,

The clearkes from beresie, the commones from
rebellion : [dewe desarte,

Then right rewardes were giuen, by swaye of

Tham veérines didisges might be plaste wloft to
play their part :

b FLOWERS.
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Then might they commpt it troe, that hath beens
sayde of olde, [io beds of golde,
The children of those happie duyes, were borne
And swadled in the same: the Nuree that gaue
them sucke,
‘Wan wife toliberallitie, amd lemman to good lucke,
‘Wien Cesar woon the flelde, his captoines canght
the Townes, [ful of erowaes.
And euery painful souldicurs purse was crammed
Licargus for 5ood Lawes, loat his owne liberlie,
And thought it better to preferre common com-
moditie,
But nowe the times are turnde, it is not aa it was,
The golde is gone, the siluer sunke, and nothing
lefe but braase. [seeme,
To see a King encroache, what wonder should it
When.commons caanot be content, with countrie
Dynd,eeme ?
The Prince maye dye a babe, trust vpby trechevie,
Where vaine ambition doth moue trustlesse no-
billitye. fhood fales,
Errours in pulpit preache, where faith in priem-
Promotion {not deuctioo) is cause why cleargie
q [be plaide,
Thns is the stage stakt out, where all these partes
And [ the prologue should pronocunce, but that I
am wfraide. [o» ktng.
First Cayphas pl.n}m-.a the Priest, and Herpde sits .
Pylate the Judge, Tudas the Jurour verdict in doth
bring, [ﬂﬂ!,
Vaine tatling plaies the vice, well cindde in ritche
And poore Tom Trooth is laught to skoro, with
garments nothing gay. [trnine,
The woman wanlounemse, shes commes with ticing -
Pride in hir pocket plaies bo peepe, uod bawdry in
“hir braine. nsaunce,
Hir handmaides be deceipte, daunger, and dalli-
Riot and Reoell Follow bir, they be of hir allisunce ;

1. | Next these commes in Sim Swasbe, to see whal

atoyre they keepe,
Clim of the Clough then takes his heeles, tis tlme
for him to creepe: a aong,
To packe the pageaunt ¥p, commes Sorrow with
He say these iestes can get no grotes, und al this -
grars goth wrong @ [treble parte,
Pyrst pride without cause why, he singes the
‘The meane hee mumbles out of tune, for tacke of
life and hart :
Cost loﬂ.. the evunter Tenor chantﬂh on apace,
Thus all in discords atands the eliffe, and begyrie
singes the base, {pence are sturring,
‘The players loose their paines, whers so fewe
Their garmagts weare for lacke of gains, apd fret
for lack of furring, [but oue
When all s dooe and past, wes no part plaide
For euerye player plaide the foole, tyll allbe spent,
and gone,
And thos this foolishe iert, 1 put in dogrell rime, .
Becauge s crosier staffe is best, for such e cmnkad ¢
time, \L !
Sic duli, ‘
And thua an ende of these five Theames, sd-
mounting to the nomber of. CCLVIIL verses,
deaised ryding by the way, writiog none of
them votill be came at Lbe ende of his Joarey,
tha which was no longer than one day in rpding,
one daye in tarying with his friend, snd the
thirde m rtomioy to Greyts Tnoe: lnd e
fore called Gascoignes mumusTies. -
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4 GLOXE VPON THIS TEXT, DOMINUS
EJUS OPUS HABET.

Ml recklesse mmce i¢ runge, greens pouth mad
pride he past, [as fast
My riper meilowed yeeren beginne to folluw un
My glancing lookes wre gone, which wonted were
Lo prle, [mine eie.
In cuerie gorgious garishe glaxse, that glistnd in
My sight is now so ditnme, it can behold none
much, [my fansie mupb.
No mirrour but the merrie mcans, can please
And in thet noble glasse, I take del:ght to vewe,
The fashicns ot the wonted world, compered by
the newe. {elfe,
For marke who lyet to Jooke, eche man is fur him
Ard beatps pis braine to hord and heapez this
trashe and worldly pelfe.
Oar bandes wre closed vp, great giftes go not
shroade, [geine & Joade.
Fewe men wyil lende a locke of heye, but fur to
Ginc Gaue is 8 good men, what neede we loghe it
out, {bids men doupt.
'The world is wendrous fearefu! nowe, for danger
And aske how chaunceth this? o; what meaneg ail
this meede?
Forsoothe the common luuwerq ir, becayse the
: Lord hath negde,
A nobig jest by gisve, I finde It in my glamse,
The same freeholde our sauiour Christ, conueyed
to bis asre, Gizte,
A texte to trie the trueth, and for this time full
o where should we our lessons learne, but out
of holy writte ? qrosl.,
First marke our onely God, which ruleth sl the
He seta 3 side ali pompe and pride, wherin fond
wordlings boast, |
His traype is not 5o grent, an flthy Sathans hand,
A smailer heard maye semne to feede, at our great
maswrs hand, we sec,
Wext marke the hesthens Godg, and by them shall
They be not now so guqd feliowes, as they were
. wonte to he, [rest,
fove, Mary, and Mercur:e, Dame Venu sud the
They baguet not se they were wont, they know it
were not best. [at targe,
5o ksnges and princes both, have lefl their halles
Their privie chambers coat enough, they cut off
euery charge, {meye bee,
And when an office falles, a8 chaunce somtimes
Firot kepe it close a yere or twayne, then geld it
by the fee
And giue it out =t Tast, byt yet with this prouiss,
(A bridleforabrain sicke Jade} durante beneplncito.
Some thinke these ladders low, to climbe alofte
with speede: [Lond hath neede,
Well let them creepe at leisure thE, for sure the
Dukes Enrles and Barops bald, haue learnt like
lesson nowe,
They breake tp house and come tosourte, they line
not by the plowe, .
Percase their rpomes be skant, not ke theirstately
boure, [fours.
A 81d bed in s coruer coucht, & palled on the
But what for that ? o force, they muke thereof no
boast, [princes aomt.
They feede them selaes with delycater, and =t the
dnd as for &1l their men, their pages and their
SWAyDes,

They choke thE vp with chynes of beefe, to multi- |

ply their guines.
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Themselues lie noere to fouke, when wry lesds
doth: fali,
Such cromes were wont to' feede poor gromes, bat
nowe the Lords licke al,
And why? oh sir, because, both dcokes and lowdy
bage neede, ferecde,
1 mocke not I, my text is troe, beleene it xa yonr
Qur Prelutes and our Priests, can tell this texx
- with mee, [ro leame go free.
They can hold “fast their fattest ferrpea, and let
They haue both wift and childe, which pmye not
be forgot, [fom biame thean not.
The a¢riptures say the Lord hath neede, and there-
Then come u little lower, ¥nto the contrye knipht,
The squire snd the gentleman, they leane the
conntrye quits, [to long,
Their Helles were &ll to large, their tables wer
The clouted shoes came in so faste, they kepts to
gieat a throng, [ fecde,
And st the porters lodge, whers lobbers womte to
The porter lesrnes to soswer now, bepce hence
the Lord bath neede, [mvens,
His gesten came in to thicke, their diet was to
Their horses este vp all the hey, which shomld
buye fed his neate: [and sxue,
Their teeth were farre to fine, to feede on porke
Fyue flocks of sheepe could scarce msindaine good
muttes for his hyuce. [bere,
And when this count was cast, it was 10 biding
Unto the good towne isbe 5onne, to make his
frends good cheere, {bowe:
And welrome there that will, bu!. shal} | tell you.
At his owne dish bre feedeth them, lhat is the
fashion nowe,
5ide bonls be layed aside, the tables ende is gonne,
His cooke sball make yom uoble cheerp, bm
hostler hath he nooe, fto eate,
The chargers naw be changde, wherin be wopt
An olde frutedish is higge ymugb toholda mynt:l
of meste,
A aallad or m sauce, to last your cutes with all,
Som strig denise to feede mis eies, mis sanacky
pow be small. [ters reat,
And wher the tenanntes come to paie their quar-
They bringe soms fowle at Midsommer, s dish of
Pieh in Lent,
At Chritmasse u capon, at Mighelmam & goose:
And somewhat efse at Newyeres tlic, for feare
theit lesse Hie loose; O,
Good reason by my troth, when Gentlemen lacks
Let Plowmen pinche it out for pence, ud patch
their ravset ooutes :
For belter Permers fast, than Hn.qnerhoum fal,
The Lord hatk nesde, than says the text, bring okl
Atse, colt and all. ¢
Well Jowest nowe st last, let 9ee the contrye Jonte,
And marke bow he doth swick and sweat, to

bring this geary sboul :
His feaptinges be but fewe, cast wh:pstoc‘ku dcut
his shopte, {dnnng

The wheaten loafe is locked vp as sone xs dinoe &
And where he wonte to kepe & lubber, two or thres,
Now hath he learnd to kepe no more, but Sim bis
sonne aed be, K [the carte,
His wife and Mwwde his mayd, & boye to pitch
And tarne him vp at Hollontide, to feele the
winter anarter [meale,
Dame Alyson bir wife doth knows the price of
Hir bride cakes ha not balfe 50 bigge as she win
wont o steale:




Bbe wedres to eliber bookes, sbe iy eoptent with

. worse, [hir purase,
Hir pendantes and hir sliser pinnes ahe putteth in
Thus laaroe [ by my glasse, that merrie meane js

And he most wise that finds the meane, to keepe
himselfe at rest.

Perchwunce sathe opett mouth will mutter now
and than,

Axnd st the gtarket tell his mate, our Jandlordes &
2088 Man : '

He racketh JP our reptes, and keepes the bext in
n

and,

He hakes « widrans desle of good out of his
., own mensne Jand ;
Yea et suche pelers prate,

their speade,
We peade no text to acewer them, hut- this, The

Load bath nedes

Euer or near,

ssinte Meedam be

]

AN EPITAPH VPON CAFTAINE BOUR-
CHER

LATE SLAINE IN THE WARRFS IN ZELAKDE, THE
WHICH IFATH BEXE TEANMED THE TALE DF A
i STONE AX FOLOWETH.

Frx coptaines fle, your tougues are tyed to close,
Your sculdiours eke by sience purchose shame:
Can no men penne 1o meetre nor in prose,

The Iyfe, the death, the vailizunt actes, the fime,
‘The birth, behaniour, nor thé noble nnine,

Of such a feere as you in fight haue lost:

Alas such paines would yuickly qiite the cont.

. Bomreher is dend, whome eche of you dyd knowe,
Yeét no man writes one wonle to paint hin praise,
Hia sprite oo highe, his carkaase here belowe,
Doth bath condemne your doting ydle dayes :
Yot ceease they not to sounde bis worthy wayes,
Who liued 10 dye, uzd dyed againe to line,
With death deere bought, he dyd bis dedth forgine.

He might for byrth hane boasted noble race,
Yet were Lis manpers meeke aad alwayes milde,
Who gave o gesse by guzing oo bis face,

And iudgde thereby, might quickiy be begoiide,
In felde u Lion, and in Towne & Childe,

FRETF W nie 1o Yutwotttecise 16 his friende,
Alas the while, hii Tile & #ote shoilld ende?

To serue his Prinee his life wae eucr presty
'{mge_"ﬁ_i{'(}_di;-ﬁis?ien?ﬁ'he ;hgug;;f but dew,
n gil attempts as forsward ds the best,
And all to forewardes, which we all may rew,
His Jife 8o shewed, hiz death eke tried it tiue :
. ¥or where his foes in thickest prease dyd stande,
Bour'ch;-r ans:ught baoe with hlocdie sworde in

And marke the couirgge of & noble heart,
When he in bed laye wodnded wondrous sore,
- And heard allarme, be soone forgot his smart
Avnd calde for armes to thewe his seruice more ;
I wyll to fielde {quod he) and God before,
Whick sayde, he sailde into more guiet cosat,
8tyll praysing God, and wo gaue vp the ghost.

" fn the od editions of our post this glaxe is
printedt sl smnong biv Hearben, C,
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Nowe tniize not réader thowgh we stones caw

speake,

Or wiite sometimes the deedes of worthy ones,

I could not holdealthough my henrt shonid brealee,

{Becnuse here by me buryed ete his bones,)

But I must tsll this tale thus for the nones

Whern men crye mumnne and keepe such silence
long, {haue wreng,

Thet stones mwat speake, else dead men shaht

Finis quod Marmadaks Marbiestome.

p————|

A DEUISE OF 4 MASKE FOR THE RIGHT
HONORABLE = VISCOUNT MOUNTA-
CUTE, '

Written vpon this oceasion, when the myde L.
had prepared to solemnize twou marriages be-
tweene his soune and heyre, snd the Daughter
of syr Williem Dormer Knight, snd betweens
the sonne and heyre of syr Wiillinm Dormer,
sud the Daunghter of the smid L. Monntacute:
there were eight Qentlemen (all of blood or
alfisunce to the sayd L. Mountacute) which .
hud determined to present a Maske at the
daye mppointed for the sayde marviages, and
wo farre they had proceeded therein, that
they bud alreadye bought futniture of Silkew,
&c, apd bad couked their gormentes to ben
cut of the Venetian foshion., Nowe then they
begau to imagine that (withous some apeciail
demanstration) it would seeme somewhst ob-
scure to heue Veoetians preseuted vather thao -
other countrey men, Wherevpon they entreated
the Aucthour to denise some verses to bee vt-
tered by an Actor wherein might be some dis-
course eonuentent te render a good cause of
tba Vecetians presence. The Aucthour calling
to minde that there s a noble house of the
Mountacutes in Italie, aod therwithall that the
L. Mountacuta here doth quarter the coss of
an auncient English Gentleman ealled Moure
thermer, and heth the inberitaunce of the sayda
house, dyd therevpon deuise to bring in u Boys
of the age of twelue or xiiii. yeeres, who should
faime that ke was a Mounthermer by the fe-
thers side, opd a Mountecute by the mothers
side, and that bis father being sleine at the last
warres agaicst the Turke, and he there taken,
hee wis recouered by tbe Venstians in their
{ast victorie, and with tbhem sayling towsrdes
Yenice, they were driven by tempest vpom
these comstes, azd 8o caume to the mariage
vpon report ms followeth, and the sayde Boye
pronounced the denise it this sort.

Whaz wider you my Lordes? why gazeyou gen-
themen? .
And wherefore marasile you Mez Dzmes, I priye
you tell mee then }
Is it a0 rate a sight, or ye! 50 straunge s Loye,
Amongst so tisny booble preres, to ate one Poler
Boye ? fage,
Why ? boycs bene hene aliowed in enerye kindu of
Ax Genymede that pretye boye, iu Heauen is Ibue
his pege.
Cupidthat mighty God although his foree be fearse,
Yet is he but n paked Boye, ar Poets doe rehearse.
And many g preltye boye s mightye man bath
proued, {ee loued.
And serued hiv Pricce at sll samyos demorving g
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Percase my strange pitire my glitteriog golden
gite, [you with dalite.
Doth eyther make yon marusile thux, or moue
Yet wonder not my Lprdes for if your hgmours
pleane, [doulrics appease.
But euen o give me eare o while, [ wyll your
Aud you shall knowe Lhe cause, wherefore thess
roabes are worne, [lishe borne.
And ahy I goe outlandishe 1yke, yet being Eng-
And why I thus presume L presse into this place,
And why I (simple buye) am bulde W looke such
men in face,
Fyrst then you must perstande, [ am no strauoger 1,
But English boye, iu England borae, and bred but
euen hereby. T [name,
My father was a knight, Mount Hermer was his
My mother of the Mountacutes, a house of worthy
fame, |,
My father from his youth was trained vp in field,
And alwayes Loke hin chiefe delight, in belme:
spcore and shielde.
Soldado for his life, and in his bappie daves,
Soldndo like huth los his life, o his immortail
prayse, |worlde so wyde,
The thundering fame which blewe about the
Howa that the Christian enemye, the Turke that
Prince of pride, [seas,
Addressed had his power, to swarme yppon the
With Gallies, foists, aud such like ships, well
armde at al assaien, {glut,
And that be made hia vaunt, Lhe greedy fishe to
With gobs of Christian carkasses, in cruell peeces
cut, feares,
‘Theee newes of Lhis report, did pearce my fathers
But avuer touched his noble heart, with any
sparke of Fearen [warzes,
For well he knewe the trade of alt the Turkishe
And had amongst them shed his hlood, st meny
cruell iarres. [man,
Ju Rhodes his race begonne, a stendef tale yong
Where he by many martiall feats, his spurres of
knighthoud wan. {atyll,
Yea though the peece was lost, yet won he hohour
And evermore against the Turkes he warred by
his wyli. :
At Chios many kriowe, bow Lardily be fought,
And bowe with streames of stryuing blood, bis
honoure deare hee bought,
Atlength enforst to yeeld with many caplaines
| I, [S'Wd“ ago,
He bought his libertie with Landes, and let his
Zechines* of glistering golde, two thourand was
bis price, {he were wwise.
‘The which to paye his landes must leepe, for else
Beleeue me nowe my Lordes although the louse be
Rine, [to pine.
Tet T confesse then better solde, than lyke a slaue
“ For lmxdes meye comse sguine, but lybcrtie once
loat, [tbe cost>”
Cun peuer finde such recompencens counterailes
My selfc pow know the case, who lyke my fatbers
lot, - fwot,
Was Iyke of late for to hane loat my libertie God
My father (03 I saye) enforste 1o leane his lapde,
In mortgoge to my mothers kinne, for ready
coyue in hande, [rehearse,
Gsn nuwe vpon there mewes, which earat | dyd
Prepare bimseife to wave bis pawne, or elie to
lerse his phearce,

1 A peace of gold like the Crusade.
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And frst_his rsoppompe payde, with that which

dya remaine, [ Brivmi e
He rigged vp a proper Barke, was called Leffort
And lyke a vepturer (benides bhim sepely webie)
Deatermined for to venture me and all his workdly

pelfe. minde,
Perhappes some bope of guine perw 0 his
For sura hig hauty heart wad bout, sme greste

exploite to Gnde. {sniles,
Howe #a it weve, the windes nowe hoysted vp owr
Wee furrowing in the foming fHooddes, to lake

our best auniles
Now hearken to my wordes, and marka yoo well
the zame, [hyther came.

For.nowe I wyll declare the cause, wherefore {
My father (as [ saye) bad sat vp oll his rest,
And toat on seas both daye and night, disda yuicg
ydle rest, {Fraunce,
We left onr forelandes ende, we past the const of
We reacht the cape of Finis Terre oor course for
. to aduawnce. { '
We past Marrocchus streightes, and at the last
The fertile constes of Cyprus wile, which I my
" melfe Grst spyed. {plase,
My selfe (o foreward boye) on highest top was
&nd there I saw the Cyprian shoare, whereto wo
sayld in haste.
Which when I had declared viuto the asters mate,
He lepls for joye and thanked God, of that oar
. happy state, : (long 1
¢ But what remasincs to man, that can coatione
What sunne can shine so_clesre and bright but
cloudes may rysc amoang
Which sentence soone was proued, by our vo-
bappy bap, [light in enemies lap,
We thought our selues full neere our friendes, and
The Turke the Tirant he, with siepe had girte the
wailes, _ [them thralles,
Of famous Famagosta® then and sought to make
And as he laye by lande, in strong and stately
trenche, [to drenrhe,

S0 was his power prest by 5Sea, hia Christisn foes

Vpon the waltring waues, his Foistes and Oallies
fleete, ‘[meete,
More forrest like Lhan arderly, for soch & man mest
This heauy sight one seene, we turmle our conrse
epaca, [furie place,
And set vp al our sailes in haste, to gioe xche
But out alaw, oor willes, and windes were con-
trarie, {enimie,
Far raging biaxtes did blowe vs still vppon oor
My father seeing then, whereto he needes roust go,
And that the mighty haod of Qod, bad it ap-
pointed sa. [death)
Mot like a worthy knight (though certaine of his
Gan cleane forget all wayling wordes, as Lauishe
of his breath. fhe told,
And to his Christian crewe, this (too shorte) tale
Tu comfort them which seemade Lo faint, and make
the coward bold, [tbe charge;
¢ Fellowes in armes, quod hee, ajthough 1 beare
And take vpoo mee chieftaitica nmoe, of Lhis vou
happy barge, i
Yet are you all my pheares, and as one companis,
Wee must like true comnpanions, togeather live
add die, {tnnd,
You see quod hee our foes, with forious force st
And in whose handes our handfull heere, wnable is
to swand,

* Tha chiefe citie in Cypros
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. "What resteth theo to das, shoold we voio them

[canoot weld.

yeuid ?
. dhmrd witully receive that yoke, which Christiana

o sore, horeof be sure, cur liues ware ;o ¥osure,

.4And thoogh we liue, yet @ to Lius, as better

-

death eadure. {phemie,
To beare thom bellishe flamdes In raging biss.
Defye our onaly Saviour, were this no misere?
To eee the fowle abuse of boyes in tender yeeres,
The which I'knowe must peades abborre all honest

Christians vares. [feare,

.To see muides ravished, Winas, Women forst by

dAnd much more mischiefe than this time can let
e viter here,
Alas, qrod he, 1 tell not al}, my tougue is tyde,
.But al] the slavaries on the earth, we should with
them abide. [wise,
How much were better than, Lo dye ih worthy
And 20 W0 make our carkasses, » wylling Secrifice,
30 shall we paye the debt, which vota God is due,
80 shall you die in his defence, who deind to die
. _ for you. -~ [can quedl,
-And who with hamdy hand, most Turkish tikes
Leat him accompt in conscienae, o plense his
makey well, - * [on mee,
Yom me, gued be, my sonne, wherewith hee lookt
Whome but o babe, yet haue ! brought, my
partaer bere to bee. : [rowe,
For, bim [ most confesse, my. heart is pensine
To beaue him Iyuing thus in youth, to dis I know
. not how,
Bat sioce it pleaseth God, [ may not marmue T,
If God had pleased we both should live, snd as
: God wyll we dye?
Thus with a broying sigh, his noble tongue he
sayde. i {laide.
Commaundiug sl the ordioaunce, in onder to be
And placiog all his men in order for to fght,
Fell grousting styll vpon bis face, before themn.al]
in zight. .
And when in secreete 50, he whispered had a while,
He raisde his head with chearefull looke, his sor-
rowes Lo ile : [hie,
dud with the rest he prayde, to God in heanen on
Which snded tos, Thou onaly Lord, canst helpe
in miserie. : [about,
Thia syd (behold) the Turkes encloede vs round
Auvd seemde to wonder that we durst resist so
grest m rout, [was slender,
Wherst they doubt not long, for though our power
We sont tham signes by Canon shot, that we
nient not to render. )
Then might we sce them chafe, then might we
heare them rage, [silly cage.
And all at once they bent their forer, sboat our
* Our ordineunce bestowed, our men them selues
defend, [lomg contend.
On enery side so thicke beset, they might not
a8 their captaine wilde, eche man his foree,
did strayre, [hellishe trayne,
To smnde a Turke (some two or three} voto the
4nd he bimmelfe which sawe, he might no more
abide, [honoar died,
Did thrust & mide the thickest throng, and w with
With bim there dyed like wise, his best aprozed
men, [courage then,
The rest did yeeld a» men amasd, they had no
Admongest the which my wclie, was tane by
Torkes alas, [must T pyssa.
dnd with the Turkes a turkiche lLife, in Turkis

+03

T waa pot donw Lo denth fog 5o T oftan craade, 8
But like & dane before the Gattes, of Famagosta
mude [weyed,
That peece once put to sacke, I thither war eon-
And voder sagegard epermore, I illy boye was
stayed. [pricke,
There dyd I see such sightas, 2s yet my heart do
I sawe the ooble Bragadined, when be was fleyd
quicka.
First like a slane enforst to beare to euery breach,
Two baskets laden full with eorth Mustaffat dyd
him tesch. [grounde,
By whome he migbt not passe before he kyst the
These cruell tormentes (yet with mo) that worthy
souldior found, (ehayre,
His eares cut from his head, they set him io a
And from a mawe yard hoisted him aloft into the
ayre, . lspi‘htv
That s0 he might be shewed with crueltie and
Yuto va all, whose weeping eyes dyd much mb-
horre the sight.
Alas why do I thus with woefull wordes rehearse,
These werye newes which all our beartes with
pittie poedes must pearce -
‘Wall then to Lelt you forth, I styll 2 daue re«
maind, [st¥ll enchaind
To one, which Prelybassa hight, who held me
With him 1 went to Seas into the gulfe of Pant,
With many christisos captiues wo, which dyd
their freedomo wit, [to staye,
Them with the Torkishe traine we were enforst
With waltring styll vpon the wouen, dyd waile
for furder proye, '
For why? they hod aduise, that the Venetian lecte,
Dyd Goete in Argostelly then, with whomea they
hopte to meete, .
4nd s thay weltered thus with tides and billowes
tost, [to their cost,
Their hope bad hap, for at the last they met them
A3 in Oclober lnst ¥ppon the seuenth daye,
They found the force of christian knightes addrest

in good aruy, [course,
Avd shall | trie my tong to lell the whole dis.
And bowe they did encounter first, and howe Lhey
foynd in force }?
Then harken nowe my tords, for sare my memorye,
Doth yet recorde the very plot of all this victorye,
The christian crew came om, ia forme of batayle
pight, o Aght.
And like & cresseat cast them selues preparing for
On other side the Turkes, which trusted power to
much, [was such,
Disorderly did apread their force, the will of God
Well at the last they met, and frst with canncoes
thonder, {ships in sunder,
Eache other songht with furious force to slit their
‘The barkes are battered sove, the gallies gatd with
shot, [his fot.
The huiks are hit, and suery man must stand vnto
The powder sendes his smoke into the cruddy
skies, [fume offeads our eies.
The smoulder stops obr nose with stench, the
The Bots of lime wnsleakt, from highest top are
cawt, [slip os fst,
The parched pease are not forgot 1o pake them
The wilde fire works are wrought and cast in foe-
mens face, [are pusht a pace,
The grappling hooks are streclhied forth, the pikea

3 The generul of the Turks,
+ The governonr of Pamagouta,
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The hafherts hewe on hed, the browne billes bruse
) the bones,

Tha hargoebush dotb spit his spight, with prety
persiog stoner. .
The drummes crie dub s dub, the brayiog trufn-~
" pets blow,
The whistliag fifés are selddm herd, these sbunds
do drowne thE so. [fayot,
The voyce of warlike wights, to comfort them that
The pitious plaints of gelden Harts, which were
with fearcs aftaiht. [breath,
The groniog of such ghosta as gasped nowe for
The praiers of the bettér sort, prepared vatodenth,
And to be short, eaché griefe which on the earth
maye growe, {to dowe.
‘Wos esth and casie to be fours], vpon thess flondes
If any sight on earth, maye voto hell resemble,
Theu sure this was & hellishe sighte, 1t makes roe
yet to tremble : [ipent,
And in thisbloudie fight, when hulfe the daye waa
It pleazed God to helpe bis flocke, which thus in
. poud was pent,
The genersil of Spayne, gim jfald that galley sore,
‘Where in my Prely Bassa was, and gricude it more
. and more: fame,
Vpon that other side, with force of sw and
‘The good Venetinn Genernll dyd charge vpon tha
same. pride,
At leength they came aboorde, and b his raging
Seroke of this Turkish captains head, which biss-
phetad as it dide :
Ob bowe | fetle fhe Bloud now trickls it my brest,
To thinke what joye Lhen pierst my heart, and
) how ¥ thought ine blest,
To s#d that cruell Turke which held me as his
dlawe, . fro baue:
Py bappie hand of €hristians, his paiment thas
His bead from shoulden c¢ut, vpoun a Pike dyd
stand, [triumpbent hand,
The which Don Johm of Austrye, bekde in his
The boldest Basea then, Lhat dyd in life remaine,
Gan tremhle at the sight bereof, for priuy griefe
and paipe. [rutyl night,
Thus when these ferce had fought, from moming
Christ geoe his flocke the vietory, and put his
foes to Hight: [Galleys tade,
And of the Turkishe traine, were eyght score
Filteene sunke, five nnd twenty burnt, and brought
vnto their bane, [sand scules,
O Christinna et at large were fourteene thoo-
Turkes twentie Lhousand registred iu Belxebub his
rolley. [tbeir Aght,
Thus heue you nowe my Lordes, the summe of all
Arnd trust it all for true I tell, for T was styll in
Fight: to cleare,
Put when the Scat were celme, and skies began
When foen were all or dead or fled, and victors
dyd appeare. [friende,
Thew enery Christlap soaght amongst va for his
Hia kinsmsn or companici, svme succour them 1o
Tende ;
Awnd w3 they ransukte so,loe God hin wyll it was,
A nroble wise Veénetian, by me dyd cbaurkes to
pawse : [well,
Who gozing on my face, dpd seeme to lyke me
And whet my pame, and whence I was, com-
maunded me to tel :
I now which waxed bolde, aa one timt scaped bad,
Prom deepest bell ty highest heaven, began for to
bee glad ; [
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And with & linely sprite; began t5 plesde my cadr,
And bid not from this worthy man, myoe st
worthy mmce : [woend,
And todde my fathers name, and howe | dyd b
From Mouutacotes by Mothers side, nor thex
my tale dyd ende.
Bat furthermore I tolds my Fathers late exployy,
And bow be left his lands, goodes and Life, ts poy
son Dieu son droit..
Nor of my sclfe L craned o credited to bee,
For lo there were remaining yet, These fourewhon
hare you peeb. [not byed,
Which all were Eoglishe borne, and koews [had
And were my fathers souldiary £ke, and mw kia
how he dyed. .
‘T'his grane Venetian who heard the famous pame,
Of Mountacutes rehersed there, which looy hel
bene &f fame.
In Italy, and he of selfe same worthy mee,
Gan straight with many curteous wosds in s
. me to imbrace. [cheere,
And Jeyssed me on cheeke, snd bad me make pood
And thapk tbe mighty haod of God; far thet
which hapned there, -
Confessing that he was him selfe n Blowsiacste,
And bure the selfe same armes that [ dyd qoanta
inmy scuts :
And for a further proofe; he ehewed in kis b,
This toler® which the Mountartes dyd b
. alwnies, for that, (o
They coust to be knowne from Capels whese they
For suncient grrtch’ which 15y ago, twene thex

. two bbuses wan y
Then tooke me by the hand, wed leddd oe w
sboorde,

Hia Galley: where there were yfeers, Kl masy
& comely Lordd: paze,
Of whonie eyght Mountaeutes dyd sitte in higbest
To whoma thiy first déclared frei my same, wd
thin my rzce: [boads,
Lo Lordings bers {quod be) a bybe of our owdt
WhG Turks had tane, bis falher sleine, ¥ith ke
of lands and goods: s,
Bea how God favours ve, that 1 should £nd bim
| strannge to him, he straunge to mes, we met [
know not bowe. L
But qure when | him saw, and in his fcr,
Mo thought he was & Moantacute, I chos kim by
his grace, [deee,
Herewith he dyd jehearse my Fatbers valazst
For losse of whome eche Mougtacute, did okt
in heart to bleede. , [may o,
They all embrast me then, and straight s 78
In comely garnents trimde me vp, s bna 8
braue may bee: ) \
I was in sackcloath I nowe wm T cladde in Golde,
And wearte snch roabes, as I my selfe take pic-
mure Lo beholde, | s
Amongst their other giftes, this token? they 5%
And bad me lyke o Mountacutes, my sk ues?
bebaue, .

5 The foure torcha bearery, that case I with
the Actor, ..
é The Actor had a token in his cap Like ©

Moantacutes of ltalie. L
7 The token that be dyd weare in bis ﬂﬂ’"m
% The Montacutes and capals in Italye d0 ¥
tokens in their coppes io be knowsd «¥
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"Nowe besrken them my Lordes, 7 staying on the
Seas. {and with edse,
Io coomert of these louely Lordes, with comfort
Determined with them in Italie to dwell,
Angl there by traine of youthfoll yeeres in know.
“Iedge to excell,
That 80 1 might at last reedifye the walles,
‘Which my good futher bad decaide by losing
fortunes belles.
And while they slice the Ses to their desired shore,
Beholde a Jytis gule bagun, encreasing more and
more. [dyd blowe,
At last with raging biust, which from Southeaat
Guan vende our sail vpon theye ghores, which |
ful wel did knowe, .
1 spyed the Chalkie Clyuas vpon the Kentishe coast,
Whereby cur Lande hight Albyon, as Brotus once
dyd hoast,
"?hich 1 no sooner taws, but to the rest [ myde,
Biste di boona voglin, my Lordes be well apaide;
I seo by certaine wignes these Tempesten haue ve
cast, [wt lust:
Vpon tmy natiue conntrey coastes with happy hap
And if your bonours plesse this honour me to doo,
In Englishe hauens to barbour you, and ses our
Citties too: [would bee,
Lo Loodon in not farre, wherens my friendes
Right glad, with fanour to requite your fanour
. shewed to mce: [strand,
Vouchsafe my Lordes (guod I) to stay vpon this
And whilss your Barka be rigged new, remaine with
me on land. [slaine,
Who though | bee s Boye, my Father dead and
Yat shall you see 1 haue some fricodes which wyll
you entertaine,
These Noble men which are, the flowre of curtesie,
Dyd not disdaine this my request, but tooke it
thankfullie. [be cast,
And from their battered Barkes commeunded to
Some Gondalaes®, wherin vpon oor pleasant
streames they past. {port,
Intg tbe mouth of Thames, thus dyd 1 them trans-
And to London at the last, whereas [ heard repori,
Euen as we landed first, of this twise happie day,
To thinke whereon 1 leapt for ioye, as | both must
’ and may.
Aud tothese louely Lordes, which are Magnificoes,
] dyd declure the whole discourse in orderasit rose:
That youmy Lorda who are the chiefest Mounta.
_ cute, {staye impats,
And he whome Englishe Mountacutes their onely
Had found tbe mesnes this daye to match your
sonne aud beire, [fresh andf aire,
Io marriage with & worthy dame, which is both
And (sa reportes are spread) of goodly quallyties,
A virgin trayned from hir youth in godly exercise,
‘Whose brother had like wise your daughler tane
to wife, . [louers life:
And 90 by double lyukes enchaynde themelues in
These noble Mountacutes which were from Veaice
dronen, {had strouen,
By teropeat (a3 1 tolde before) wherewith they long
Gan nowe give thunkes to God which so did them
copuny, - [day.
To soe suche honoursof their kinoe in suche happie
And etraight they mee jntreat, whom they might
wel commaund, {recommaund.
That ] should cume Lo you my Lond, feat hem to

? Venelan hotes.
YOL. L
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And then this boooe to craue, that ynder your
_ . protection, {e ion.
They might be bolde to enter bere, devoyd of ail
And so in friendly wise for to conselebrate, (state,
This happie match solemnized, according to your
Lo this is sll they crave, the which I can not doubt,
Bat that your Lordship scone will graunt, with
more, if mors ye mought:
Yea were it for no more, but for the Curlesie,
Which as I saye they shewde to me jn greate ex-
tremitye :
They are Venetians, and though from Venice reft,
They come in such Vepecian robes, ns they on
seas had lefi: {too by blood,
And mince they be your friewden, and kinsmen
I trost yoor entretainement will be to them right
: [drumme,
Tbey will vot tarry long, lo nowe 1 heare their
Behold, lo nowe I see them bere, in order howe
they come, wayed,
Recejue them well my lord, so shall 1 pruye all
That God vouchsafe to blesse this bouse with niany
bappie daye

ARerthe masks wan done, the Actor tanke master
Tha Bro. by the haod ma brought bim to the
Venetians, with these words :

GYARDATE Signori my losely Lordes behold,

This is apother Mountacute, heveof you may bee
bold, {cute,

Of such our patrone here, The viscont Mounta-

Hath many comely sequences, well sorted all iu
sate.

But as T spied him first, | could not ket bim passe,
I tooke the carde that 1ikt me best, in order as it
was. .

And here w you my lords, I do present the same,
Make much of him, [ pray you then, for he is of

your name. [man bee,
For whome I dare aduante, he may your Trounch-
Yoeur hemld and amt dour, let him play all
for me,

Then the Venetioms embraced and receiued the
same maister Tho, Browne, and after they had
a while whispered with him, he wrned W the
Bridegroomey and Brides, wying thas,

BROTHER, these noblemen to you nowe have me
went, fthelr intent
As for their Trounchman o expound the effect of
They bid me tell you then, they like yonr worthy
choyce, [and reioyee,
And that they cannot choose therin but tiompl
An farre as gesse may giue, they sesme Lo proise
it well, (tilezza dwell,
They saye betweene your Ladves eyes, both Oen-
I terme it as they doe, their Englishe is but weake,
Aud I (God knower) am sl to yong, beyond sea
speach to speake, )
And vou my sister eke they seeme for to commend,
With such good workes as may beseeme a conin
and & friend. [vour sake,
They 1ykn your chasen pheare, s proye they for
Thathe mayo alwayes be to you, ataythiall loning
make,
Thins in sffect is afl, but that they creoe aboons,
That you will gine them licence yes, to come and
' Bee yOU KOIR, '
l"‘“ L
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Then will they speake themn seiues, mch english
«  mathey can, [euglish man

J feuve much better then T specke, that am an
Lo nowe they take their leaues of you and of your
dames, [by their nama.

Hegw afler sbal you ses their face nud knowe them

‘Then when they had taken their leaues the Actor
did make en ende thos.

And I your Seruidore, vibascio le mani,
These wordes [ learnt amonget them yat, although
1learnt pot meny.
Haud ictos rapio,

p —

THE REFUSAL OF 4 LOUER,

Writen to m gentlewoman who had refused him
and choscn a husband {as he thougbt) much
inferiorto himselfe, both in knowledge, birth,and
parsonage, wherin he bewraieth both their
names in clowdes, and how she was won frum
bim with swete gloues, and broken ringes.

I camxor wish tby griefe, althongh thou worke

oy wooe, foe:

Bince | prufest to be thy friend, I cannot be thy

But if thinges done snd past, might well be cald

agayhe, [haue apemt in vayue :

Thea wonld 1 wishe the wasted wordes, which I

‘Weie yet vntold Lo thee, in enrnest or in game,

And that my doubtfull musing mind, bad neuer

thourht the same, {xpeat,

For whilea I thee beheld, in carefull thoughtes I

My Jiking lust, my iuckelesse loue which ever

) truely ment,

Ard whilee T sought n meane, by pittie to procure,
Too lstte [ found that gorged haukes, do not
esteme the lure, ’

This vauntage hast thou then, thou mayest wel

brag aod boast. [with the moat.

Thou mightest bave had a lustye Ind of stature

And cke of noble mind, his vertues mothing base,

Do well declare that be datsends of auncient wor-

thy rece. [tell,

Baue that I not his name, aud though I couid it

My friendly pen shall let it passe, bicauss | looe

him well,

And thou bast chasen one of meaner parentage,

Of elature smals and therewithall, vpequall for
. thinegge, [desirc,

His thewes® volike the first, yet bast thou bote

To play thee in his @itting fames, God graunt
. they proue not dre. [bee.

Him boldest thou as deare, and be thy Lord ahall

(Too htl:e:“) thou Jousst him, that neuar loged

t

And for inst profe bereof, murks what I tell is true,

Some dismold daye eball channge his minde, and

make him seeke a new. (in haste,

Then wylt thou much repent, thy bargaioe made

Awd much Inment those perfumd Glouss, which

veeld such sower taste.

And cke the falsed fajth, which furkes i broken

ringes, [know such thinges.

Though hand in hand sty otberwise, yet do 1

Then shalt thog sing apd saye, farewell my trusty

Squyer, [fwat desire,

Would God my mind had yeekisd oove, volo thy

1 Know oot * Good qualeties,
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Tims vhaht thoo wayls oy wawt, sod 1 iby grest
vynrest, [broken brew
Which croel Copid kiwdled hath, within thy
Thus shalt thoo And it grisfe, which sanst thew
thoughtest game, [img fume,

And 1 shall beare the wearie newes, by tro report-
Lamenting thy mubap, in soxrce of reelling Les,
Hending my hemrt with cvoeli care, which frmem
fansie benren, meoe,

Avd shough my iuw desert, thy pittie could sl -
Yet wyl | wushe in wayling wonlsa, thy carndes

childishe loue. [more,
And saye ss Troylus sayde, since that [cwv
Thy wanton wyll dyd waver once, and woe s me
thercfore.
B fortunates infekix.

—

. PRIDE IN COURT,
Written by « Gentlewpman in Court, who (vhet
shew was there pleced) sevoved to disdaioe bim,
contrerie to s former profession
Wuer daunger keepes the doore, of Ladye bew-
. ties bowre, [suroges: e
Whz ielouse toyes haue chased Trust oot of kis
Then faith and trovth maye dye, then falgood
winnes the feld,
Then feeble naked fautlense heartes, for lacke of
fence must yeeld, s
And theu preuniles s mnch to hoppe agsinst th
An serke by suite for to appease n Eoward Ladis
wyll. [tn voim,
For cathes and molempne vowen, are wasted thea
Aud truth is compted but & toye, when mch foad
fancien rgigne, [,
The sentence sone is myde, when will it welfe w
And quickly in the quarreil pickt, whea Ladieslat
to grudge, [wong)
This ging | for my selfe, {(which wroate this wesy
Who instly may complsine iny camw, if coer pa
bed wrong, .
A Lady baue [ seru’d, o Iady hane Iloo'd, -
A Ladies good wyll ooce I had, hir yll oyl lsts
1 prou'd. [canght kir,
In countrey first I knewe hir, in countrey frst 1
And out of countrey nowe in Court, to my cod
baue [ sought bir.
In Court where Princes migne, hir place is oows
assignde, oot vakiode,
And well were worthy for the roome, if sbt vem
There 1] {in wonted wise) dyd chewe my el of
ate,

£ ]

And found that as the soile was chang’d, w ko

was turnd to hate,
But why? God knowe, ot I: mue aa [ myie

before, [keepes the dore-
Pitie is put from pince, aod dacbger
If courting then haue skill, to chaunge good Ladie

0, [of oy like w.
God send eche wilful Dame in Court, some
That with & troubled head, she may both Loms

aud tosse, [of idue the hooe.
In restlexse bed when she shoukl sleepe apd feckt
Aod I (since porters put me from wy

place) {me ont of gmee:
Ard deepe deeeipte had wronght & wyle to wrest
Wyll home ngaine to cart, as fitter were for Bt
Then thus in court to serue and starne, when

such pronde porters bee,

Sj fartupatas infelix



FLOWERS.

T GFNTION !ﬂ’lﬂ PAOMOUNDED BY A DhWE
¥BTO TME AUCTHOUR, T0 WITTL, WHY Ry
SROULD WHITE,

SPRETA TAMEN VIUWUNT,
HE AURSWEERETH THYR

T xerveen things may ling, allhoungh they pine

in payoe: [rize ngaina

And things ofte trodden voder foote, may once yet

The stone that licth full lowe, may clime at last

foll hye: [eue:y eye,

And ¢tand » loR, oo stately tows's, In sight of

The cruell Axq which fulles the tree that grew

full straight ; {*p ou height.

Is worno with rawl, when it renewgs, and springeth

Tha roades of rollan veeden in wwelling seas are

newne ;

And wheg eche tide hath tost his worst, they grow

agwine ful gopend, .
Thus much to pleass my selly, vnpleamyntly I
sing. [of eguies sting.
And shrich to ease my moming minde, in spite
I am nol:clet. foli Light, who earst wa demrely
u'd:
Som new fosd choise is more esfepd, than thal
which, wel was pron’d.
Some Diomede ja crept imo Dame Cressides bart:
. And trustie Troylua mowe is taught in vaine to
Plmyss his part. ,
What restesh then for me 2 but thusto wade in wo:
And bang iv bope of better chaupce, when chaungs
#ppointeth so.
1 8¢ no 1ight oo earth, bak it to Channge enclines:
As litie clowdes oft cuercamt, the brightest Sunne
that shinen
No Flower is 30 frexhe, but frost can it deface @
No man so sure in auy seate, but he maye leese
bis place. [mind)
So that I stand content (though moch against my
To take ia worth this lothsome lot, which huck o
me assynd,
And trost o see the time, when they that nowe
May fetle the whirle of forluoes wheele, and tast
of sOrTOwes cup mee :
God kpoweth I wishe it not, it bad hene bet for
Btyl} 1o have kept my quiet chayre in hap of high
. [muet maigne:
Rut sinee withoot recare, Dame’ Chaunge in booe
I now wish chaunge that sougint vo chadge, but
conwtit did temame.

And if sache chaunge to channee, I vown lo clap

my hands, | my Fansie standes
Apd laugh at them which Laught at me: o thus
Epreta tsmen visuot.

—
IN TRUST IS TREASON,

WRITTEN BY A LOURR, LEANING CNRLYE TO HIy’
LADIKY PROMIGES, AND FINDING THEM %P
PAYLE.

Tux straightest Treo that growes yYpon one onely
roote : (do it bopte,

If that roote fayle, wyll quickly fade, no props cen

I am that fading plant, which an thy grave dyd
gruwe, {&ll in wos,

Thy grace is gone wherpfore 1 mone, and wither

The tallest yhip that wailes, if shes to Ancors trust;

When Ancors alip and Cables breske, ber helpe
Iyew in the dosi

fare vp:
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I am the ship my selfe, mine Ancor wap thy faith:

Which pow is fled, thy promise broke, avd T am
driuen to death. bowe :

Who climeth oft on bie, and trusts the rotlen

I that bow breake may cateh a fail, such stata
stand 1in pow. [more:

Mo thought I was a loft, and yrt my seate full

'Thy heart dyd seeme to be g tork which euer
might endure,

And eee, it was bat sand, whome seas of sobtiftie:

Haue soked a0 with wanton waues, that faith waa
forst to flye,

The flooddes of ficklepesse haue wlermingd so,

The first foundation of my’ ioy, What wyrilh is
ebb’d Lo wo. [my time:

Yet at lowe waler markes, Itye apd wayte my

To meond the bresch, but all ju vaipe, it vanoot
passe the prime. [rage begoon:

For when the prime Bood comes, which all this

Then waues of wyll do worke 5o fast, my piles
ATE OUET FOOT.

Dutie and dilligence which are my workmen there,

Are giad to take vp tooles in hasie, sod run sway
for feare. -

For fansie hath such force, it overfipweth atl,

And whispring tales do blow the blasts, that moke
it ryse and fall. [otmod:

Taus in these tempesty tost, my restles Vfe doth

Because I builded on thy wonjes, as [ was buoree
in band. [stay :

Thon wewrt that only stnke, whereby I ment to

Alss, alas, thou stoodst sp, weake, the hedge is
borne wway,

By thee I thought 1o line, by thee now most Tdye:

I made thee my Phisicion, thou art my myllady.

For thee I longde to live, for thee noye welcome
denth:

And welcome be thut happie pang, that stopa my
gasping hreath.

Twise huppie were that sxe, would cut oy rotes
downe Tight:

Aund macred were thut swelling sen, which would
conmnoe me quight.

Blest wery that bowe would breake to bring downe
climing youlh,

Which craks sloft, and quakes full oft, for feare of

thipe vutruth.

Ferenda Naturg.

THE CONSTANCIE OF 4 LOVER
HATH TH(R SOMETINES BERN RRIEFLY DE-
CLAMED.

THaT self; syme tonge which, fuat digh thes entreat

To linke thy hking with my luckly lows:

That trustie tonge must powe these wortdes repeate,

I loue thee still, my falicie canpot moge.

That dresdlesse hart which dums atiempe the
thourht

To wip thy will with ming {ur to conrent,

Muintaines that vow which loue iu e fivst wrogght,

I loue thee still, and oener sbali zepeok

That happie hande which hardely Jid roueh,

Tuy weoder body to my deepe delight:

Sball serve with aword to prove My passion such,

Ag louss thee still, much waore thao it ¢ write,

Thas kowe I still with topgue, haod, bart und'sl,-

And wheo [ chaunge, let vengeance oo ma Eall,

Parenda Natwa,
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THE FRUITE OF FOFB

WRITTEN TO 4 GERTLEWOMAN, WHO BLAMED
HIM FOR WARITING HIL FRIENDLY ADUISE IN
YERSE YNTO ANOTHER LODER oF Hyks

TaE cruell hate which boyles within thy burning

breaty floue thee best:
And seckes to shape n sharpe reuenge,on them that
May warue ail faithfuil friendes, in case of jeor
purdie,

Howe they shall put their harmelesse bands, bes
tweene the barek and tree.

And T nmong the rest, which wrota this weary song,

Must nedes alledge i my defeuce, that thou hast
doye me wrong. [name,

For if in simple verse, I chaune’d to toych thy

Aod toncht the same without reproch, was [
therefore to bisme ?

And if (of great good will) 1 gaue my best aduise,

Ther thus to blame withuut cause why, me thinkes
thou art net wis-,

Amcoget ofde written tales, this one I bewre in
mind, {peat find.

A simple soule muych [ike my selfe, dyd once a pen

‘Which (almost dead for colde) Iny moyling in the
myre,

‘When he for pittie tonke it yp, and brought it eo

the fyre,

No sooner wus the Soake, recared of bir griefe,

Putstouight shee sought to hurt the man, that lent
hir auch reliefe. -

Buch Serpet seemest thoa, such simple sonle em I,

That for the weight of my good wil, am blam'd
without cause why.

ut &g it eyt b , the harrgel gentle hart,
ather to take an open wrong, than for to pisine
bis pent:

I must and will endure, thy spite withont repent,
The blame is mipe, the trismph thige, and 1 ym
wal euntent.
Meritum petere, praua,

4 LOUER OFTEN WARNED,

AND OWCE AGAINE DROUEN INTOD FANTAFTICALL
FLAMEN BY THE CHASE OF COWMPANY, DOTH
THUS BEWATLE HIF MISFORTURES

"I THAT my race of youthfull yeers had roon,
Alwayes vatyed, and oot (bat once) io thrall,
Euean [ which had the Reldes of freedome woom,
Aod Liv’d at large, and playde with pleasurs ball:
Lo nowe at Jast am tane agayne and taught,

To tast such sorowes, as [ neuer sought.

1 Ioue, 1looe, alas 1 lope indeede,
1 erie alwa bat no man pityes me:
My woundes are wide, yet seme they not to pleed,
And hidden woondes sre berdly beald we e,
Buch is my lucke 1o cateh & sodain ctappe,
Of great mischaunce in seeking my good happe,

My momning minde which dwelt and deed in
Bought company for solace of the same:  [dale,
My cares were ¢0ld, and craued comforts conle,
To warme my will with ftakes of friendly fiame,

1 sodgbt and found, 1 cran'd wnd did obtaine,
1 woon my wish, aid yet [ got oo gpine,

'GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

For whiles T songht the cheare of compeny,
Fuyre fellowship did wonted woes regiue:
And crauing medejae for my maladie,

Dume plessnres plasters proa'd a corosine
So thet by myrth, [ reapt uo froits but mone,
Much worse I fere, than when 1 was alone,

The cagse isthis, my Tot did tight to Tate,
The Byrdes weve flowen before 1 fonnd the nests
The steede was stalien before 1 shut the pute,
The cates conapmd, before 1 poedt tha feast.
And | ford foole with emptic hand mast culi,
The gorged Hauke, which likes.no Jore at all.

Thus still | toyle, to till the barreine land,
And grops for grappes umong the bramble brievs:
[ strive to saile and yet I sticke va saed,
I deeme to liue, yot drowne in deepe desires.
These lottes of ioue, are fitte for wanton will,
‘Which findes t60 much, yet must be secking #tiB.
Meritura petere grane.

THE LOUER ENCOURAGED BY FORMER
EXAMPLES, DETERMINETH TU MAKE
VERIUE OF NEGBSSITIE.

Waex I rocord with io my musing mind,
The nable namea of wightes bewicht in loge:
Such solaee for my selfe thertn 1 finde,

As nothing maye my firad fapsie mous:

But paciectly 1 will my wo, .
Becsuse 1 jes the heancos ordnyne it s

For whiles 1 read and ryfie their estates,
In eoery mle 1 oote mine owne ancye:
But whiles [ marke the mesnings of their mates,
I seeme to vwime in such & sgred ioye,
Ax did {parcase} entise them to delight,
Though tumd st last, to drugges of sower despite,

Peruse {who list) Dan Dauidn perfect desdes,
There shall be God the blot of Bersabe,

"{ Wheron to thinke, my hewuy hart it biendes,

When I compare my loue like hir to be:
Vriaa wife before mine eyes that shines,
And Danid I, fram dutie that deelines,

Then Salomon this princely Prophetes poune,
Did Pharios danghter make him fail or no?
Yes, yes, perdie his wisdome coukde a0t shoona,
Hir subtill snzres, ror from hir counsc(l go.

I sam? {os hec) the wisest wight of all,
But well I wot, « woman holdes me thrall,

fo am 1 lyke the proude Assirian knight,
Which Masphemn'd God, 29d a1l the workl defied ;
¥et conld & woman guer come his might,
And daont his force in sl his Pompe and Pride. -
| Holiferne, and dronken brought to head,
By lone lyke fudith, cutting of my head

If I were strong, &a some haue made srcompt,
Whoee force is like to thet which Sempson had:
Jf 1 be bolde, whose courage aan sunmotnt,

The heart of Hercles, which notking drad ?
Yet Dalile, and Deyanyraes ioue, [prooe.
Dyd teach them both, soch panges as | mugt

" Am not,




DAN BARTHOLMEW OF BATHE.

. Welllet these parse, and thinks on Nasoes name,
‘Whose wkilfull rerse dyd dowe io learned siyle:
‘Dyd bee (thinke yon) not dote vpon bin Dame? :
orinna fayre; dyd shen not him beguile?

“Yes God be knowes, forverse nor pleasanut rymes,
Can consmant keepe, the key of Cressides crimes

S0 that t ende my tale as | began,
1 sea the good, the wise, the stoate, the bolde:
“The strongent champion and the keamedst man,
Haue bene and bes, by lust of lone controkde.
Which when to thinka, [ bold me well content,
Ta liue in loue, and neuer to repant,
: Meritam petore, gracs,

YAX DELECTABLE HISTGRY OF SUNDRY AbUxN.
TURES FAMED BY

——DAN BARTBOLMEW OF BATHE,
- THE ERPONTEM,

To tell » tale without anthoritye,

Or Fayoe a fable by inuencion,

That one proceades of quicke capacitys,

That cther prouss but smak disoretion,

Yet haue both one and olher oft bena dooe.
Anpd if I were s Poet a5 sotne be,

Yoa might perbappes bere soma soch tale of me,

” But far 1 {ynde my feeble shyll to fagnt,
To faipe in Ggurs as the learped can,

And yet my tongue is tyde by dos constraint,
To tell pothing but troeth of coery man:

1 will amsay euen ns I first began,

To tell you nowe & tale and that of truth,
Which I my sclfe sawe proued ln my youth.

¥ neede not secke 9o farme in costes abrode,
As ome men do, which write strange historyes,
For whiles at hame I made my cheife abode
Ard sewe our lousers ptale their Tragedyes,
1 foond smough which seemed to suffice,
T set on worke Bure finer withes than mins,
1o payoling out the paogs which make them pine.

Amongst the rest 1 most remember ooe
Which was to me a deere familyar friend,
Whoso doting dayes since they be pasta and gone,
And his ansoye (peare} come ¥nto an ende, -
Althcugh he secme hiv angry brow to bend,
1 wyll be bold (by hin lesue) for to il
‘The restlesse state wherein be long dyd dwell

Leamned be wos, and that becume him best,
'Por though hy birth be came of worthy race,,
Yet beutie, byrth, brane personage, and the rest,
In euery choyce, must needes giue learning place:
And as for him be bed s0 hard & gruce,
_That by sspect he seemde a simple man,
Apd yet by learning much revowne be wan,

His name I hide, and yet for this discourse,

Lot cal] his name Dan Bertholmew of Bathe,
Since in the ende he thither had recourse,
And (a0 bo mayd) dyd skamhle there in skathe:
In'deede the rage which wrong him there, was rathe,
Ap by this tale I thinke your selfe will gesse,
And then {with me) his lothsoma lyle confessa.

For though be bad in il bis learned lore,

. Both rvdde good rules 1o bridle fantasie,
A ali grod anthours taugh him enarmore,

To loue the meane, and leaoe extremitie,
Yet kind hath leot him guch & qualitie,
That at the last he guits forgat his bovkes,
And fayined fansie with the fairest lookea

For proofe, when greene youth lept out of his

eye,
And left him now a man of middle dge,
His happe was yet with waondring lookes to spie,
A fuyre yong impe of proper personage,
Eke borne (a3 he) of honeat parentage:
And truth to tell, my #kill it cahnot seroe,
To praise hir bewtie as it dyd deserve,
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First for bir head, the heeres were not of Gold,

Baot of some other metall farre more fine, -
Whereof eache erinet seemed to bebold,

Like glistring wiers against the Sunne that shinw,
And there withell the binzing of hir eyney

Was like the beames of Tilap, truth to tell,
Which giads vs all that in this world do dwell. -

Upon bir fheekes the Lillie and the Rose,
Did entremeete, with equall change of hewe,
And in hir giftes no lacke I can suppose,
But that at last (alas} she was vatrue,
Which flinging faalt, bicause it i» not new,
Nor seldome seene in kits of Cressides kind,
1 maruaile not, nor beare it much in mind.

Dame Naturew frits, wherewith hir fisce” wig
franght, ‘

Were 20 frost bitten with the cold of eraft,
That aif {saue such as Cupides siares had cuught)
Might soona espie the fetbers of his shaft:
But Bartholmew bis wits did & beduft,
That all seemd good which might of hir ba gotten,
Althoggh it proude a sooner tipe than rotten.,

That moath of bire which vasowde o Sows with
In speeche, in voice, in tender touch, in taat, [mell,
That dympled chin wherein delight dyd dwell,
That ruddy Lippe wherein was plessure plast,
Those well shapt baods, fina armes and slender

waat,
With al the giftes wiich gans hir ary grace,
Woresmiling baites whichaanyght fond fooles space,

Why striue 1 then to puint hir nams with
L4

praisc
Ninoe forme wad froites were formd so farre volyks,
Sincs of hir cage Inconstance kept the keyes,

And Change had cast hir bomoure dowpe i dike:

$ince Bekie kind in bir the stroke did strike,
1 may wo prayse voto a knife beqoesth,
With rust yfret, thongh paynted be the sbeath,

But singe T most & name to bir amiges,
Let call hir now.Ferenda Natura,
And if thereat she seeme fur to repine,
No force at all, for hereof am | suce a,
That since hir prankes were for the most vapore g,
1 can appaint hir wejl no hetter
Than this where in dame Nature beary the blazos.

And thus I say, when Bartholmew bad spent
His pride of youth (votide in linkes of fone)
Bebold how happe contrary to intent,

Or destenies ordained from abone, t

rom which no wight o aarth mayae well remous)

Presented to his vew this ferio dame, )

‘To kindle coles whers earst- had bene 0o Sams.
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Whome when be sawe toshine in séemely grace,
Axd therewithall gan marke hir tender youth,
He thounght hot 1ike, thet vodeér such aface
She could conuey the trewson of votruth:
Whereby he vowed (alas the more bis ruth}

X0 serve this saynt for terme of all bis Jife,
Lo bere both roole and rind of all his strife.

T cxnnot iowe in loning terthes displaye
Bis yuite, his seruice, nur his sorie fares
His cbeerumunces, tor his queynt aray,
His skaMling sighes, nor yet his cooling care,
His wayting still 1p snatch bimselfe in siare,
1 ean not write what was his vwestest soure,
For 1 thy selfe was newsr Paramotre

But to eonclade, much worth in litle writte,
The highest fying hauks will stowpe at lnsis,
The wildest benst Is Hrawne with bungrye bitte,

To eate n homlye beyte some times in bast.
Tt pricke. of kinde ran pener be yoplaste,
And 10 it secemed by this dayntye dame,

Whotne be at Iast with labour did reclame,

And when he bad withmicke! payne procured
The calme conment of hir vaweldie will,
When he had bir hyfoith and troth assured,
To Lixe bim Beste, und aye tw louve him still,
When tansie had of fntterie fedde his 611,
1 not discerne to tell my tale wright,
“What man but he had euer wuch detight ?

. Thelingring dayes be spent in t:iffing toyes,
To whette the toales which carued his contente:
Tha poasting nighles he past in pleasing ioyes,
Weariog the webbe which loce to him bad lents:
"Iz sudh u pinfolde were bis pleasures pent

That selde he could bir company eschewe,
Or-Temane puch- lookes wo might hiv-sport? resewe, |

But i by ferew he'foreed wers 1o purbe, [
Then wmighte vou see bowe funeie fedde hirminde,
Then olf sbone- e mased on his-watte, !
All company seemda then (but hirs) voitnd
Fheo sent be tokichs-trae love for 1o bind,
Then wroke he-Tottery, lines wnd loaing nyes,
8o to beguile his absent dolefall dayes.

And siuce I koow as others eake onn fell,
What ekpil' he ad, a8 howe he eould endits,
Me thinkes T cantert betisr doe thwn well,

To set downe here, biv dithies of delyght,

For wo &t teast | maye my sedfe acquite,

Avd vaunt to shewe yomme verses et voknowne,

Wadl worthy prayse ttough notte of them myne
owDe.

No force for that, take you them as they be,
Smce mine emprice is but to mmke report:
Imagine then, before you that you see
A wight béwitcht in many a mabtile soit,

" A Louer lndgd In pleasures princely port,
¥ruitiog in verse wimt ioyes he dyd possevee,
His triumaphes bere I thioke wyll shewe no lesse.

- DAY NARTHOLYEW H{S FIRST TRIVMPHER.

REsioXE king Priams soubes, that princes were
in Troy, . [more of ioy:
Resigne to me your happy dayes, sud bosit no

t Lathe,

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

Byt Parly fivst stwnd forth taakce sonawere for Gy

yhenre,
Acd ¥ thou cwnit Sefend hiv ceate, whome Troy
dd bye so deare: bieare womne blame,
What? blesh not tman, e ; withough Con
Tell trixth st buit, snd so be safe to oo thy et
from shatne
Then grotie Sheapiwmrd sy : whet madnesse Ji
thes mooe, [for thy lomet
To chocee of )] the foweryin Greece, fonie Holewt
Noads must § coumpt bir foube, whose first fruths
were forlorme?
Although shie soide hir seconde cimffe, aboue the
ice of corne.
Alas, shee made of thwe, a noddye for the nonce,
For Menelaus lost hir twise, though thou hir
foundit it once, {pacce,
Bat yet if in thine vye, shee sdethde a peendewm.
Aske Thesens the miginy Doke, what towns e
koew in Greecel {sire,
Aske bim what thede bir leaus hir wofull aped
And stesle to Athens gypiot He: whmt? wial bt
foule desire}
Alss poore Paris thoa dilet trokiviag-chee bat ghee,
The partched-eaves which Iw cust by, when be kal

rexped chowne : .
He sliude the geatle sippe, whick could both twist

and twind, : {came bebisd,
And growing left the broken braanch, for the that
Yet bast thou fid the world with brute, {the mor¢

thy biame,) dame,

And wmyest, thet Helleds bewty paat each othey
‘| Por profe thou canst Klledge the tast of ten yaan

warre, {Sreece und to iarre

) And bow hir bazing dentves Best hronght both

Mo o, thou wrt dtceinteyithe Brulgs o Foule derplte,

| Did worke i Menelans will, wot Josse of suck de-

lighte, Fdaing
Not loue, but Tokhsome bate, not dolour, bot &

't Did meke Him selfe o sharpe rendge, til botb B

foen were slain,
Thy brotber Troglus eke, that gemme of gente
deedes, 4
‘To thifke howe he abused ‘was, alay mry head 1
He Dbet sboot'tire bedhe, whiles bther caoght U
birds,
Whome crifty Gresside Toochtto muche, yet'ide
‘him #till with worde. Toproex roe.
And god be knoweth ot 1, who plockt bir St
Since Lolliwn gid Chaocer beth, make dowbt vpos
thit giose,
But this I knowe to wéll, and he to farre & Felts,

.| How Diomede wndid bis knots, and caught b

_ brooch and belt,
And Eow ghe choge to change, snd how she changed
stitt, {wil

And how she dyed leaper like, agatost hirloeh
Content you then good koightes, our triimphe @

resigue,
Confeste your starres beth dimme ard deriny
wheras my sunoe doth shine:

i Forthis I dare avow, witbout meunt be Jt told, -

My dezling is more faire than she, for wixape prood
Troy wan sokle, *

More constant to conteyne, than Cresside o b

No Calcas can contrine ibe craft, Lo traive hirod
of Trove,

No Diemede cun drawe hir setled harte to chasgh

No madding moode can moue hir mind, 2or e

-

« bir tHoughtes to raoge,
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‘For hir slona it is, that Cupida Windfolde goes,
And dare not locke for feare lean be his libertie
shoald loges:
At hir deme Venun chades, and pines in isewsie,
Lewnst t;;lwéi Mars abould bir espie, nod chang
is fantasie,
OF hir tha 2uene of Heasan doth stand in dread-
full doube, {fnd hir cat.
Least foae should melte in dropa of gold, if puce be
Oh that _mhy tonge bad wkill, to tell hir prayse
aright, :
©Or that my pen hir due desertes, in worthy veme
° mtcwﬂ i;::e: [oeine,
r my minde could sause, or bappie beart con-
Bowme words Lhat might rescund hir zonh, bigh
Minernes leaun rest,
Oh hqv the bloomimg foym, do blomome in my
To Lhink within my seeret thought, bow far she
_Steines the rest.
Me thinkes [ bears bir speake, me thinkes I see
, bir seill, [hir wili,
Me thinkes [ fecie hir fertingly, me thinkes | know
Me thiskes I see the siatey which sue to hir for
_Erace, ) [al} apace,
Me thiukes } see one Toote of hirs repulse them
Me thinkes that boure is yet, and euermore sball
be T [fuce to me
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And roakes 1he rweete more sugred that ensewes,
Since mindes of men do styll seeke after newen.

The pampred horse is seldome seeme in breath,
‘Whosa ::nn;er wakes his gresee (ofiimes) to

L
The erammed Fowle comes quickly to his death. -

Suchk coldes they catche in hottest happes thas
rwelt,

And 1 {rouch like} in plessure scawlad syl
Doe fasre to Rarve altbongh I frede my fill.

It might soffice that loue hath built bis bownt,
Betwene my Ladics lively shyning ¢yes,
It were inough tbat Bewtiew fading Bowre:
Growes guer froahe with ber in heavenly wise
It bad bepe wall that shee were faire of fuce,
And yet not robbe all other Dames of grace,

To mus in minde, how wise, how faire, bow

good, {troe,

How braue, howe frunke, how curteous, and how:

My Ladys la: doth but inflems my blood,

With hamors such, &2 byd may health sdue,

Since happe nlwaies when it is clombe on hye,

Doth fall foll lowe, though carst it remchie the
Skye.

¥
Wherein my happie hoppe was firet, bir ¢ by
Wbm;_n.l spide the writte, which woond butweene
hit syne, ) [thine,
And sayd behold, be boid, for I, am borae to be but
Me thu;_ek:zt'l feele the joyes, which neser yet weve
Whome flame befare yat neuer toncht, me thinks
{ feele them melt.
One word anod there an cod, e thinks she is the
. pone, [workd were done.
Which only shineth now & deias, she dead, the
The rest are twinkling atarves, or Moopes which
borow light,
To confort other carefull soules, which wander in
the night Toew,
And night God knowes it fx, where othor Ladies
For sare may dame sdornms e day, thers is no
sunne bt shee. [strunge,
Then lcuers by your leawe, and thinke it nothiog
Although I seme with caime conkent, in mas of
ioyes to ramge:
For why, my saifes beve found both wiad snd
wnes at wyll, {Araueif styll,
Apd depthes of uil delightes in hir, with whome 1
And ancors being wayed, I jeaus you ali at large,
To steare this seemelys Shippe my soife, sache is
XYy mistreese chargo.
. Fato poo fortons. -

DAN BARTHOLMEIW HIL sDCONT TRIDNMPHE.

F¥x pleasure fye, thou cloyest me with delight.
Thon fylst my mouth with eweate meates ouar-
much,
7 wallowe styll in ibye both daye and night.
I deeme, I dreame, 1 doe, I taste, I tonch:
No thing but all thet smelles of perfoct biisse,
Rye pleasure fye, I canvot like of this,

To tasts (aomﬂimn:{) & baita of hytier gail,
To drinke a draught of sower Ale {save senson}
Ta eate hrowne bread with homely haodes jn Hall,
Doth much eocresst mens appetites Dy resn:

Lo pleasure lo, 1o thus [ [eade o life,
That lacghes for ioye, and trembieth ot for drend,
Thy panges are such a1 eall for changes kuife,
To cut {be twist, or else to streteh the thread.
Wkhich holdes yfeere the bandell of my blisse,
Fye plessure fye, [ dare not trust to this
Fato non fortana,

DAN BARTHOLMEWN HIt THIRD TRIUMPFHE.

Y¥ etter man yet found the batbe of perfect hlisse,

Then swimme fnow amid the seas where nought
bat pleasure is.

13oue and am beloned, without vaunt be it tolde,

Of one more fire theu ahe of Greece, for whome
proud Troy was solde. )

As bountifull end good as Cleopsta Sutens,

A cvustapt as Penelope, voto her make smy séeve.

What wonld you more? my penoe, yoable is to

write,
The Jesst desert that aeemas to rhine within this
* wortby wight. [on hye
$o that {for nowe) [ cenyse with handes belds vp
And grave of God thet when 1 chaunge, I may be
formt to dye.
Fato non Fortuna,

THE AEPORFER.

THEE veanting verees with a many mo,
{To hin mishap} haue come wats my h.u_ndlcl,
W hereof the rest (bicause he sayied so,
In braggers boate which set it selfe on sandes,
And brought him eXe fast bound in follyes bands}
Of curteste I keepe them from yonr sight,
Let these suffice which of my selfe I write.

The highent tree that eoer yet could growe,
Altbouzh faii fayre it forisht for a sason,
Founde yet at [vat some fall to bring it lowe,
This oide sayd sawe is {God be knoweth} not

08,

goon; m[ ’
For when things pame the resch and boands of res:
They fall at last, sithough they stand a time,

a

Aud brose the more, the higher that they clicks.
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So Bactholptew wnto his paine dyd proae,
For when be thought his hap to be st hye,
And that he onely reapt the fruietes of love,
And that be swelt in st prosperitie,

His comfort chamoged to calamitie:
And thougt I doe him wrong to tell the same,
Yet reade it you, and let me beare the blame.

‘The Saint he seru’d became & craftie deaill,
His goddesse to an Idoll swemde to chaunge,
‘Thus gil hin good tamaformed mnto evill,

_Awd eaery ioy to raging griefe dyd raunge:
Wiick Metamorphosis was maruels straooge:
Yet shall you seklome othetwise it proue,

Where wicked Lust doth besre the name of Loue,

. This sodaine chaunge whes he began to spye,
And colde suspect into his minde had crept,
He bounst and bet his head tormentingly,

And from alt company him selfe he kept,
Wherby so farre in stormes of rrife he stept,
That nowe he seemed an Image not & tab,
His eyes a0 dead, his colour wart 50 wan.

And ! which alwayes heare him great good wyll,
{Althourh 1 knew the cause of al] his griefe,
And what had truinde arrd tysed him thereiyll,
Arnd pluine to speake, what moued his mischiefe)}
Yet since 1 sought to eame him with reliefe:
1 dyd become importutiats to knowey [growe.
The sccrecte cause whereon this grudge shoold

At Jast with much ado, his trembling tonge,
Bewrayde theffect of his enwylling wyll,
Which here to teil since it were all to longe,
And [ therewith too barren am of siyll,

And trouble you with tedious tydinges styil,
Content you now to heare himselfe rehearse.
His strange affectes io his lsmeuting verse.

Which verée be wrote at Bathe (a5 earrt way
sayd} .
And there | sawe him when he wmite the aate,
I sawe him there with many mognes dismaide,
1 sawe himn there both fryse sud flashe in dame,
I sawe him green'd wheo others inade good game:
And 5o appeareth by his darke discoutee,
‘The which to reade [ crane your just renworse,

" DANM BARTHOLMEWES DOLOAGUS DISCOURSEL

[ Haux entreated care Lo cut the thread,
Which all to long bsth held my lingring life,
And here aloofe nowe have I hyd my head,
Prom company thereby to stint my strife.
'This solitarye place doth please me best,
Where | may weare my wylliag mind with moane,
And whera tbe sighes which boyle out of my brest,
May skald my heart, and yetthe caune voknowne,
ALl this 1 doe, for thee my sweetest sowrs,
For whome {of yore) [ counted uot of cure,
For whome with hungrie iawes [ dyd deuoure,
The secrete baile which lurked in the soare:
For whame 1 thought &il forveine plessures paine,
For whome againe, all psine dyd pleasure seceme,
Eat anely thine, I found sll fansies vaine,
But onely thine, [ dyd no dolours deeme.
Such was the rage, that whilome dyd ,
The prinie corners of my mazed mind:
When hote desire, dydcompt thote tormentas lesse,
‘Which gaind the gaze that dyd my freedome bind
And now (with care) 1 can record thoge dayens,
Axd call to mind the quiet tyfe L led,

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS, .

Before I first bebeld thy golden mires, :

When thine watroeth yet troabled not my bel,

Rewember thoa, s | ean not forget,

Howe ] bad lsyde, both jone, and lust aside,

And bowe I had try fized Gocie set,

In constant vowe, for ener to abida.

The bitter prooke of panges in pi

The costlye tast, of oty mixt with guli:

The painted heawen, which tarnde to hell at bt

The freedomwe fainde, which brought o= bet &
thrall.

The lingring sate, well fad with freshe delayes,

The wasted vowes which fed with esery winde:

The restiesse nigites, to purchase pleasiog dayey

‘The toyliog duies to pleass my minde.

All these {with mo) had brused so my brest,

And graft such within my grosing besr,

That had I left Dache fanrie and the rest.

To greener yeeres, which might exdure the soark

My wesrie bonés did besre sway the skerres,

Of muny & wound receined by disdwi

So that I found the fruiton{nl;thu;e warres,

To ben t else but panges of voknowen panse.

And nmine syes were shat from soch delight,

By fansie faint, my bote desires were colde,

When croeil hap, presestod to my sight

The maydens face, in yveres which mere oot chle.

[ thinke 1he Goddese of reucage devinde,

Sa to bee wreackt on my rebelling wyll,

Bicauee I hed in youthfuil yeeres dispisde,

To taate the baites, which tyste my fanse

Howe po it were, God knowes, [ caunot u.-ll.:

But if | lye, you Heavens, the plague be mipe,

I sawe no sener, how delight dyd dwell

Betweene thome litle infantes eyes of thine,

But streight & sparkling cole of quicke desire,

Dyd kindle flame within my frozen heert,

Atd yeldiog fansie softly blewe the fire,

Which since hath bene the cruze of 2]l my sEgt

What necde T say? thy selfe for me can swear,

Howe much I tendred thee in tender yeares:

Thy life was then to me {God knowes) Ful deset,

My lifa to thee is light, as nowe appeares.

I loued the firgt, and shall do to ry uat,

Thou finttredst first, nod a0 thou wouide dostyl;

For loue of thee full many paines I past,

For deadly bate thou seekost me to kyll.

i canoot nowe, with manly tongue rehesrs,

How some that meiting mind of thins dyd yekis,

I shame to write, in this waymemting verm,

With bowe mnall fight, | vanquisht thee in Sddis:

But Cesar be, which all the world sabiuds -

Was peuer yot so pronde of Victorye,

Nor Hanybell, with murtiali feates

Dyd 5o much plesse himselft in pollicie,

Axz | {pocrs 1} dyd seeme to triumpbe then,

' When first 1 got the Bolwarkps of thy bresty

With hote Alnrmes [ comforted my men,

In formost moke T stoode before the rest,

And shooke my flagye, not all to shewe m¥ M

But that thou mightat thereby perceive mrrﬁ“'-

Askaunces ¥ 1o, nowe coulde 1 kyl) thy conor,

And yet my life is vuto thee resinde.

Well let this passe, and thinke yppon the BTG

The mutual! loue, the confidence, the s,

Whereby we both abandoned annc?’!,

And fed our mindes with fraites of louely 7%

Thinke op the Tythe, of kymes got-by steni®

* As who should my.
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OF rweets e shortenod bry feare.
B eamember that which did maintaine oor bekth,
Alms plas why sboulde | name it hare
Amnd in the midst of sll those happie dayes,
Doy not forget the chaunges of my chumee,
VW hen in the depth of many vaywande wayns,
I onely sought, whet might thy state aduaunce.
T hon must confesse how much I carde for thee,
W hen of my eelfe, I carde not for my selfe,
And wheu my hap was in mishappes b0 be,
Esteemd thee more, than sl the worldly peife.
M ine alwents thoughtes did beata on thes alone,
Wheo thou hadst found afoud and newfoand
. choion:
For lacke of theo I sunke in endlesse mone,
‘When thoo in chaunge didet tumble and reioyos,
O mighty goddes needes must I honor you,
Needes must [ iudge your indgmentes to be iust,
Bicause she did for sake him that was troe,
And with falsa lone, did cloke & fained laste.
By high decrees, yon ordwyned the chaunge,
To light on wuch, as sbhe must needes mistike,
A meete rewarde for sach us liks to raunge,
When fansies foree, their feeble deshe doth strike,
But did [ then giue brydie to thy fall,
‘Thou hexd strong thou nceuse me if thon cmn}
IDid 1 not bazud lous yeu life and all,
To warde thy will, from that voworthy moani?
And when by toyle I runayled tn finde,
The secrets cahses of thy madding moode,
I found naught else bat tricks of Cremides kinde,
‘Which playnly pronde, that thoa weart of hic bload
1. found that abscut Troylus wes forgot,
When Dyomede had got both broech und belt,
Both gloue and hand, yes harte sad all god wot,
When absent Troylos did in sorowes swelt.
These tricks {with mo) thou knowst thy seif I

1]
Which nowe are needelosse beve for to reherse,
Unlesse it were to toucha a tender wound,
. With corosines my panting beart to peme,
But s the Hounde is coanted Jittle worth,
Which giveth oner for a loase or twaine,
And canvot find the meants to singhe forth.
The stricken Deare which doth in heand resaie:
Or as the kindly Speniell which hath sproug
The prety Partricbe, for the Faicons fight,
Doth nener spare but throsts the thornes xmong,
To bring this byrd yet once agwine to sight,
Anxd I.hb(;:gh ;ie knowe by proofe (yen dearely
ght
That selde or never, for his owoe auails,
‘This wearle worke of his in vaine in wroughs,
Yet apares he vot but labors tooth and neyle.
8o labord I to waue thy wandriog shippe,
Which reckelese then, was moming on the rockes,
Ard thoogh I saw thee seeme to hang the lyppe,
And set my grest-good wyll, as light as flockes:
Yet bauld [in, the meayne sheats of the minde,
And stayed thy course by ancors of aduice,
1 woon ¥hy wyli into a better winde,
To_saue thy ware, which was of precious
And when I had so burbored thy Barke,
In happy bauen, which saufer was than Doner,
The Admyral), which knews it by the marke,
Streight challenyde all, aud wayd thou wert a
waa 1 forst [n thy bebalfe to pleade, [rouer.
e 10 | dyd, the Judge can swye no leam,
And whites in toyls, this lothsowme life I lende,

And downe on kuee before thy ¢ruell foe, -
Dydst pardon craoe, accusing me for all, .
And saydst [ was the cause, that thou didet so,

And that 1 spoone the thred of &ll thy theall,

Nok so content, thow, furthermore didst swearw

"That of thy sclfe thou nener ment to rwerne,

For proofe wherof thou didst the coloars weare,

Which might bewray, what saint thou mant ta

And that thy blood was sacrificed ske, [serued. ;
To manyfest thy stedfast martyrd mynde,

-] Till I perforce, constraynd thee for to wocke,
finde.

These raging scan, aduentures thereto

Alas, alan, and oat sins for me,
Who am enforced, thus for to repeste

The false reports and cloked guyies of thee,
Whereon (to oft) my restlesse thonghts do beats,
But thuy it was, and thos God knowes it i,
Which when 1 foande by playne and perfect proofe,
My musing minde then thought it oot amisse,
To shrinke aside, lnmenting all aloofe.

And so to beate my simple ahiftiesse brayne,
For some deaice, that might redecme thy state,
Lo bere the cause, for why I take this payne,

Lo how I Jous the wight which me doth bate:
Lo thug I lye, and restiesse vest io Bathe,
Wherens 1 bathe oot oow in blisse parcdie,

But boyle in Bale and skambie thus iu skathe,
Bycanse 1 thinke oo thioe vnconstancie.

Andd wyit thou knowe bowe beve 1 spoad my ticre,
And bowe I drawe my dayes in dolours styllp
Then staye n while: giue eare vnto ray nime,

S0 ghalt thou kaow the weight of all my wyll
When Titan is constrained to forsske,

His Lemans couche, and cl"mel.h to his carte,
Then [ begin to languishe for thy mke,

And with  sighe, which maye bewray my smarte.
I cleare mine eves whome gumma of tearey bhad
And vp on foote I set my ghostly corse, [glewed,
And when the stony walles hane oft reoewsd, .
My pittious pleintes, with Eccboes of remome,
Then doe ¥ crye and call vpoa thy name,

And thus | wayse, thou covi and croell botbe,
Beholda the man, which taketh griefe for yume,
And loyeth thesn, which 206t his name doe lothe.
Behold the nran which euer troely ment, *

And yet accusde as aucthoor of thine ylb,

Behold the man, which sl his life hath rpent.

To serve thy selfe, and aye to worke thy wyll:
Behold the man, which onely for thy love, .
Dyd loue himselfe, whome else he wet but light:
Behold the man, whose biood (for thy behooe)
Was ener prest to shed it selfe outright,

And censt thon nowe coodemne his. loyaltie:
And canst thou craft to fintter such a friand ?
And canst thou sée him sincke in jwoperdiat

And eanst. thon seeks to being bis life to ande}
I this tha right reward for such desart?

Is thin the fruite of seede 0 timely sowne ?

Is this tire price, appointed for hie pust?

Shall trueth be thus by treason cuerthrowme?
Then farewell faith, thoo art ao womans phease:
And with that word I staye my topgoe in tims,
With rolling eyes 1 loke about enche wheve,
Leaat any man should heare my malag rime.
And all in mage, eoraged as 1 am,

I take pay sheate, my sippers and my Govms,
And in the Bathe from wheuce bat late I eams,

1 cast my welfe in-dollours thers to drowne.

3 Thess thinges ace mistical and not to bee Yo~ |

Camert thoo thy selfe Uw fnlis for to contogme,

darstoode bat by Thascthour him wlfa
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There all alons 1 can my wiis conneye,

Into some corner where | #t Fnscens,

And 8o my selfe (there naked) cao I suye, [bene
Bebold these brasmefalme arowes which spos hane
But large amd luatie, abla for to fight, [koowe
MNowe are (hey waake, and westishe God he
Uneble pow to daunt the fowle deapight,
‘Which i presented by my cruel foes,

My thighev are thio, my body lanck and leane,
It hath po bumbast new, but srin snd bones:
And on mine Elbowe a1 1 lye and |eene,

I see a trastie tokem for the nonest,

1 spie & bracelet bounde sbout mine srme,

‘Which to my shaddowe seaneth thus Lo saye,

¥ Beleoue not me: for | was but & Charme,”

To make thoo sheepe, when others weul to playe.
And s 1 gaze thus galded all with griefe,

1 Eude it fazed almost quite in sunder,

Then thinke 1 thus: thas wasteth ;my reliefe,
And though T Bxde, Fet to the workd, o wonder.
For as thim iace, by leymare learues to weare,

5o must { faiet, eta st the Capdle wastath,
Thene thouchls (deeva sweet} withio my brest I

Aod to mry heng boree, thos my life it hasteth,
Herewith | tarle tiz droppes of sweltring sweate,
‘Which trickle downe my face, enforecd 50,

Acd in iy body focle I lpkenise bente,

A barming heart which tosseth too cod fro.
Thow all o dames 1 sindegly ke consume,

And wern it not that wanhope lendes o wynde,
Soone mrght { fret my farves alf in fume,

Azd lyke a Ghomt my ghast his grave might finde.
But frysing hope doth biowe ful in my fuce,
And colde of cares becommes my cordiall,

Bo that [ styl endure that yrkeome place,
Where sorvowe seethes to skalde ury akinae withal,
And when feomn thence or company mee drieua,
Or wewy woes do make me change my seate,
Then im oy bod my resth paines reuines,
Uatil my fellowes call me downe to meste,

And wheo | ryee, my corpee for to araye,

1 take the glasse, sometimea (bat ot for pride,
For God be knowes my minde is not so gaye)
But for 1 would i eomelynasse abypda:

1 take the gisese, wherein [ seeme to see,

Such wythred wrinckles and w fowie disgrace,
That [ytle maruake seemeth it 0 mee,

Though then so well dydst like the poble faced,
The nobte face was faire aad fresbe of hewe,
My wrinckled Tace s fowie and fadeth fast:
The noble facs was rwio thee bt tewe,

My wrinckied face is clde aodl cleane sutenst
'The noble face might mane thee with dabight,
My wrinckled face could pewer plenss thime eye:
Loe thos of cricee 1 cones thes 1o qmite.

And styl] mecose my scie of Garaydry :

Ae one that am vowurthy o saioye,

'The lasting fruite of suche a lpae wn thine,

Thus am 1 tickled siyl) with cuery toye,

Awd when my Frliowes calt me downe 1o dyne,
No chaange of meate pronokes mine appetile,
Nor samoe can sroe to tate oy sseates withall,
Then 1 denise the inyoe of grapes to dight,

For Sogar aod for Sinamon | call,

For Gisger, (rxines, aed for eche other mice,
Wherwwith | riies the noble Wine apace,

My Fellowes prayse the depth of my deuise,
And saye it is & good sa Ippocraces,

+ Another mistérie,

¢+ GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

As Ippocraec saye 1} and then T awell,

My faynting lymmes strmight Gl ioto 2 sowss,
Before the taste of 1ppocrace i falt,

The naked name 1o dolloars doth mee drowse,
For then I call ¥nto my trombled mynde,

That Ippocrace hath beae thy daylye drike,
That Ippocrace hath walkt with egerye winde,
In bottels that were fylled to the briake.

With 1ppocrace thon bawquetedst full ofte,
With lppocrace thon wadst thy selfe fu!l ey,
Such cheere hah set thy.new loue so slofis,
I'hat olde loue nowe was scarcely worth a chery.
And then againe I fall into & traunce, )
But when my breth returnes ngainst my »yl,
Before my tongue can tell my wofull chaait,

T beare my fallowes how they whisper still

One sayth that Ippocrece is contrary,

Unio oay oatare and complexion,

Whereby they judge that all my maliadye,

Was loog of that by alteration.

An other sayth, no, no this man is weskr,

Aud for swch weake, sa hots thinges mre pot best,
Then at the last [ htare vo lywr speaks, -

Bot ana which knowes tha csuse of mine v,
And sayth, this man is (for oy life) o looes,

He hath receiued repulse, or droake dislaine.
Alss crye I and eve I can vemque,
Ioto a sowne [ sone returne agrne.
Thus drive I foorth, my doolofall dining tums,
And tropble others with my troubles syll,

But when 1 bere, the Bell hath passed priose,
Into the Batbe I waliowe by my wyll,  [gre
That ibere uny teares (vopene) might ewe BY
For though 1 starue yet baoe | fed my

In privie panges 1 count my best relife.

And atill 1 siriue in weary woes 1o drench,

But when | ploudge, than woe i at aa ebbe,

My glowing coles are atl to quicke to q

And [ (to warme) sin: wrapped iz the wibbe,
Which makes me swim against the wisted weet-
Lo thus (desra wenche) I leade a lothaote Lik,
And greedely 1 seske the greedy graus, ey
To make an endx of alt thege storces asd

Bat desth is deafe, and heares not my desre
S0 that my deyes comtinewe styl in dole,

And in wey nightes I feele the secrete fre,
Which close in embers, concbeth lyksa cole
And in the daye hnthobfne but maked ¥Ry

With conering nshws of my company,

Now hreaku?l. out, and boyles the carefol cp
Which in my beart doth hmgnfull h:::’ll-

1 melt in teares, 1 swalt in chilliog 5 .
My swelliag hoart, breakes with delny of pach

I freege in bope, yet burne in baste of heatt,

I wishe for deatli, agd yet in life remadsié: -y
Avd whem dexd siospe doth close my dessied
Then drssdfal drenmes may dolors do eocren®s
Me thinkes 1 lie awake in wofull wive.

And mee thee come, my sorrowed fol'”mm
Me sepmenthou saist (my good ) Y]
What ayles thee thms to lunguish and laet
How cam it be that bathing sll in blissa )
Such cause vokoowne disquicts thy w"‘::n o
‘Thou deest me wrong o kﬁep.cwcw‘h,m
The grodge or griefe, which gripeib o e,
For well thon keowest, 1 mast thy pertoer

Ir bale, in blinse, in mhofh:;d !_: st

Alns, alng, these thinge [ desme )
But when inine eyes aze optn lﬂﬂ'm
T soe not thae: whaye with Ui feviod

OF brinishe teares their wonted food?
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Phus asthou seest I spend both mightes awd dayes,
und for [ fiod the world did fudge me onos,
L writlesse wryter of fhese Jovems layen,
. talxe my pon et paper for the nonce,
. lemyre avide thiv fookivbe rydimg rime,
hnwd as my troubled heend can bring 10 passe,
L thus herway the torments of my time:
Bemxw with my Musa, it i# not as it wes
Fato non fortuna,

THE EXTHENTITIE OF HI§ FiAIpON.

Among the toyes which tosse my braine,
wnd reane hy mind from quiet reat,
‘Thie one I fude, doth there remine,
to breede debyate withio my hrest.
»u wruld work, to woumd my wyl,
1 cannol weepe, nor waile my fyll

My tongee hath oot the shill to tell,
the smallest griefe which gripes mry benrt,
Mine cyes haue not the power towwell,
imto Such sens of secrete stnart,
Thut will might melt to wanes of woe,
and | might reddt'm sorrowes mo.

Yet ahed mine epes wo trickling teares,
but doaddes which fiowe abondsontly,
W hooe foantaios first enforst by fearos,
. found oot the gappe of icloanin,
And by that hreache, it soheth s,
Lthat all wy facs, is styll oo Gowa

My voice i fike the mzing wind,
which roareth still, and neuer staies,

The thonghies which tomble in my minde,
are like the wheele which whirles alwaycy,

Nowe here, nowe there, nowe vp, now downe,
in depth of wauew, yet canpot drowne.

The righes which boyle oot of my brest,
are not kke thase, which-others rae,

Tor louers sighes, sometimey take rest,
And e their mindes, o leane to muse,

Bat mine are }ike the surgmg Bews,
whome caline por guiet con wppens

Aurwd et tive y b ot sOrvowee sioole,

oy beest the fondge where furio playes,
My panting heast, ¥t strikes the stroke,

my flancie blowes the Seme alwaies,
Tho codee o kinied by daira,

and Cupide warmes him hy the fire,

Thus can I peyther drowne in dole,

por buwme to adthen though T waste, ;

Mioe eyes can neyther quenche the cole,
which warmes my heart in aJl this haste,
MNor pet my fancie make mch dame,
that 1 may wmoukder In the same,

Wierefore 1 come to seeke out Care,
beseeching him of curtesic,
Ta cut the thread which cannot wenre,
by panges of such perplexitie,
4ud bat be granot thie boone of mine,
thos muest 1 live and euer pine,
Fuio non fortnos.

Lor thoy (deere beart) | force my frantile Muse, |
Tu frioe w verse in apite of wy daspight,

‘Bt wbiles 1 deo Seese mirthloswe medters vee,
This rashe conceite doth reve pa-from-delight i

oy
I cuil to minds howe many loving lwyes,
Howe many Sonats, and bow mmny songes,
1 dyd denims within those hxppie deyas,
When yet my wyl, had not received wronges.
All which were ewervaore vogardad a0,
That litle fruive I seemd thereby o reape,
But rather when I had bewrayed my woe,
Thy loue was light, and husted styll to denpe,
The rimes whith pleased thee were all in primt,
And mine were ragged, bard for to be read 3,
Lo deere : this dagger dubbes me with this dmt,
And Jesme this weund within wry jelons bend,
But zince | hane coofiased vnto Care,
That now I stand vppon his curtesie,
And that the bale, which in my brest [ bare,
Hath not the skill to kylt me canningly,
Therefore with ell my whole deuotion,
To Care I make this supplication,

. Fato non fortuma.

HIS LIATLL OF REQUEST ELHIBITED TO CARE,

O cuwrrrous Care, whome others {cruall) oall

And ruile vpoo thine bonoursble nanae,

O koife that canst cut of the thrend of thrall,

O sheare that shreadst the seemerent sheste of
shame. .

O happye ende of every greenous games

Vouchsafe O Prince, thy vasasll to behold,

Who loues thee mare, than can with tongme e

And nowe vouchsafe to pittie this his. plaiot, [told

Whose teares bewray,

His truth alway,

Although his feeble tangue be forst to faint,

I myst coofesse O noble kingto thee,
‘That 1 have boene 8 Rebell in my yonth,
{ preast alwaies in plemsores court to bee,
I fled from that, which Copide still eschath,

| 1 Gied from Care, lo now I tell the teath,

And indelightes, I loued soto dwel],

‘Thy bemvesty house dyd seeme tome ot helk
Such waz oy rage, the which | moweepemt, -
And pardon omna,

My soule to wne, '
Bafore the webbe of wenry Jife e spewt.

But marke what fruitea dyd grow on sach atase,
What crop dyd rise vpon 30 razhe sowne soede,
For wheu | thought may selfe in bassen to bee,

| In depth of bell 1 drowged was in deede:

Whereon to thinke my beauie hart doth bleade:
Me thought [ swumioe in Seas of all delight,
When aa I sucke in puddles of deapight,
Alas alas [ thonght my selfe belould,

When deadly batz, .

Did play checke mate, [pron®
With me poore pawne, that no such proncke

This when I tryed (ay me) to be to true,
I wept for woe, I pined all for paine,
I tare my hesre, I often chaunged hewe,
I left delight, with dollours fo complaine.
T shund each place where pleasure dyd remalne,
I eride, I calde on enery kinde of death,
I stroue enche way to stop my fainting breath.
Short tale to make, I stept so farve in steife, '

‘] That atill T scught,
| With all my thought,

Some happiehelpe to leane my lothed lifs,
# Another misteria
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But hope & wus he that held my hande sbaske,
FProm guicke dispateh of all my griping griefe,
When beats of hato had burnt my will to wracke,
‘Then hape was colde, and jent. ury lifo relicfs,
In every choice bope challengde to be chicfe.
Wheo cmpes bad cleans orecome my
beart,

Then hope was bote, and warnde my weary mmart,
Theo heart was beardie, bope was otill in dresd,
Wheo beart was faint,

With fearcs attuint,)

bardie bope held vp my fearcfoll head.
Thus when I found that neither BGowing teares,
drowne my heart in waues of wery wo,

Nor bardy hand could ouercome my fenres,
To cut the sacke of all my sorrowes 30,
Mor death would come, nor I to death could go.
And yet I felt great droppes of eecrete smart;
Dimilling styll sithin my dying heart:

J then perceiude that onely care was he,

Which ar my friend,

Might make an end,

Of al] these paines, and sct my fansie free.

Wherefore (oh Care} graunt thoy my just re

quest,
Oh kyll my corpee, oh quickly kyll me nowe,
Ob make an ende and bring my bones o reat,
Oh cat my thresd (good Care) I care not howe,
Oh Care be kinde: and here | make » vowe,
That when my life out of my brust shall part,
1 wyll prexent thee with my faithfoil bart:
And send it to thee as a Sncriflce,
Bicause thou hast,
Yoochsaft at last,
To ende my fories in this friendly wise.

Falo non Fortuna.

Waat greater glory can & Keysar guine,
M madde de moue his subiecles to rebell,
‘Than that at last (when all the traytours traine,
Hane trode the pathe, of deepe repentuunce well,
Aund naked neede with Cold and Hunger both,
Hath bitten them abrode io forren Jaod,
Whmh, they may their Jewde deuises loth,
{ When hairbraind haste, with cold aduiss is scande)
If then at last, they come vpon their knee,
And pardon crane with due sabmission:
And for this cause, T thinke that Care of me,
‘Wos moued most, to take compassion.
For now 1 find, that piltie prickes his mind,
Th see me plonged till in endl paine,
Auod right remorse, bis prineely heart doth bind,
‘To rule the rage wherein [ do remmaine. )
1 feele my tearew doe now begin to stay,
For Care from them their swelling springs doth
I feele ny nighes their labours now allaye, [eoke,
For Care beth quencht the coles that made thE
1 fede my pantiog heart begins to rest, [amoke.
For Cere heth staide the hammers of my head, .
1 feele tha Bame which blazel in my hrest,
Is nowe with carefull ashes ouerspread.
Aund gentle Care, hath whet his karuing knife,
To cut in twaine the thread of all my thrall,
Desired death bowe ouercommeth life,
And wa still workes to helpe in baste with all.
But since | feele these panges approching so,
Apd {othed like begin to take his leaue,
Me thinkes it meete, to giue before [ go, |
Buch Iahdes, atd guodes, ne I behind me leage,

6 Hope is cuer countrary to & louers Passivn.

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

So to dischargs my troubled cdaschenre,
And eke to set an other for my heyre,
‘Who wmight {perhaps} be put to great expent,
Fo sue for that, which | bequesth him bete.
Wherefore (desre wenche) with all my foll vl
1 thvs begin to make my Testament,

Fato non fortuna.

HIY LAST WYLL AND TESTANENT,
In fone his mighty name, this cigbt and trwit

day,
Oof fmltedybﬁ.l'dﬁl Jouuar, the enemy to May:
Bince Adam was create, fine thoumnd yesrd [
e, [eapreen
Fius hundreth, forty more and fioe, 83 storia b
I being whole of minde, (lmnmortall Gody km
preise) [ paice sy,
Though in my body languishing wilth peam o
Do thus ondaine my wy!l which ong in woes hes
wepte,
B hing mine s to set it dudy ket
Fyrat | bequeath my sule on Charons batc b
e, [Huckye ok,
Uatill thy life (my lone) at last may lght @
Tht thre it may awaite, to wayte vpon Lby ghos,
Whi thou haat qulte and clene forgot what prok
now pleass thee most. i} .
So shall it well be seenc whowe looe is fike to moe:
For 0o | meane to trye my trath, and there tyi

than to pine. .
'Y My body be enbaimde, and cl d vp in chet,
With oyntments and with spiceries of eoery reatt

the best:
And so preserved syl wntill the day
Tbat death divorce my lons frow Uf, a

bir ¥p in tombe, .
1 th 1o couchbe bepenthe b
Then 1 bequeath my corpe Rapriguind

bones, .
And tbere to feede the groedy wormes that g
To frette vppon ber Aeshe, which is 4o fine there-
fore, . (e
This seruice may it doe bir yet, slthough it do o
My heart (a5 beretofors) 1 aust beqoeatbe to Carty
And God be kuowew, | thinke the gift to simple &
But th his share. ' o pay my
nt that he may perceme, I means i
I will it shall be taken quicke, and barss ks
bleeding wew,
Asfor my fapersls, I lewne that toye at g,
To bo a8 mise executours wyll gime Ueeeto
charge. [dewrr,
Yet if my goodes will siretche waio ﬂ!’"‘:ﬂ
Then let this order be obsern'd, mine beyrt
the price: .
First Ie't-tge r.orghe bearers be wrnpts in IB[:':
woe,
Lot all their ightes be virgio nu,bcm-"::
And care tot though the twist be coarse tht
L1 faste fomme ol frovril faco
e 5 Al il 2y
needs burn bright, [dolaal! et
Next them let come the quier, with psalac ol
Recording ali my rough repule and ""!";"
my wrong, { s
And when the deskant singes, it ‘tl"*::‘i are
Then Jet fa burden say, {by lowe)1iin'd
for koue: (s

ol 1
About my beany hesrse, some mourners ¥
Who migh tivw smme sconnpany ace sand abest
., the grane,

do comt,
od trese
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Bat Jet them be ruch men, ax meaye confesse with

me,
How contrry the lots of loue, 10 all troe loners
bee. [conceipt,
Lot Patience be the Priest, the Clarke be Close
The Sextin be Simplicitie, which menneth no dis-
ceipl. [doore,
Lot almes of Looa be delt, cuen at the Chaunsell
And feede them there with (reshe delayes, s [
haune bene of yore:
Then det the ypongest sort, be act 10 ing Looes
Bels, [nothing clse,
And pay Repentance for their paines, bat giue the
Tham when the Dirge is dooe, fet eurry man de-
pat, : [full hart.
And learne by me what harme it is to have a faith-
Thoee litle landes 1 haue, mine heyre must needes
powsens?,
His name is Luat, the landes be loase, few louers
scmpe with lesse. {bearse,
‘The rest of all my goodes, which I not here re.
Qive léarped Poets for their paines, to docke my
Tombe with verme;
And Jet them write thear wordes vpoo my carefull
. chest, ot
Lo here he lies, that wns as trae (in louc) as is the
Alzs ] had forgut the Parvons dewe to paye,
Ard s my souls in Purgatorye, might remaine
slway, {stealth,
Thea for my prinje Tythes, as kyasea caught by
Bweete collinges and such otber koackes as multi-
Pliod my wealth:
I giue the Wickar here, to please his greedie wyll,
A deiptie dishe of suger soppes, but sanst with
sorrow stil: ' [dishe,
And twise » weeke at lenst, lel dight them for his
Do Fridayes and on Wedpesdnies, to saup ex-
pence of Ashe, :
Nowns haue 1 much bequeatbed and Ftle left be-
hinde, [vnkinde,
Ard olhers mo must yet be served or else T were
Wet eyes nnd wayling wordes, Executours | make,
And fur their priney ten pound of teares let either
of them take.
Let sorrow at the taat my Suprauisor he, |
And stediastoesse my surest steade, I give him for
his fee,
Yet in his pattent place this Sentence of prouise,
That be which loueth stedfastly, shall went oo
sauce of Borrow,
Thue now I make an eade, of thin my wearie wyll,
And signe it with my simple baod, and set my
seale there tyll {be in rime,
And Yoo which resde my wordes, although they
Yet reason may perswnde you eke, Thus louers
dote sometime.

TNE SURSCAIPTION AND SEALE

MY mavsion hoose was Mone: from Dolours
dale I caine, [name:
1 Fata: Non Portuno, hight, 1o now you Inow my
My 1eale in sorrowes sythe, within a fiddde of fame,
Which cuts i twaine a carefull beart, tbe sweltreth
in the same.
Fato non Fortuna.

ALat, 1o now T heare the passing Hel),
Which Core sppomtath carefullys to kuoule,
Avd in my brest, T foele my heart now swell,
To hrgake the stringes, which ioymde it to wy soule,
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' The Crystall yse, which lent mine eves their light,

Doth now ware dym, and dazeled all with dread,
My serwes all, wyll now forsake me quite,
And hope of health abandoneth my head,
‘My wearie tongue can talke no longer now,
My trembling hard nowe Jeaues oy penne to bold,
My ioynts nowe stretch, my body cannot bowe,
My skione lookes pale, my blood now waxeth cold,
And are not these, the very panges of death?
Yes sure (sweete heart) [ know them 10 to bee,
They be the panges, which strive w stop my
breath,

They be the panges, which part my loue from thee,
What sayd 1? Loue? Nay life: but not my lun,
My life departes, my [oue continues styll: '
My lothed lyfe muy from my corpse remoue,
My loning Loue sball aiwayes worke thy wyll
It way thy wyll enen thua to trye my truth,
Thou hast thy wyll, my truth may now be sene,
It was thy wyil, that 1 should dye io youth,
Thou bast thy wyli my ycares are yet but grene,
Thy penenoce was that I should piue in paipe, .
I haue perfurmde thy penaunce all io wo,
Thy pleascre was that I sbould bere remaine,
I hane bene glad to plense thy fansie 5o,
Nowe wince | heve perfirmed eucry part
Of thy commounde, ss nenre as tomgve cuo teil,
Content thee yet béfora my muse depart,
To take this Sonet for my last farewell,

; Fato pon fortuns
sl

HIE FAREWELL.

FAREWELL deere Love whome I haue loped amd
shatl, .
Both in this world, and in the world to come,
For proofe whereof ty sprite is Charons thrali,
And yet my corpee attendant oo thy toome.
Favewel] deere sweete, whose wanton wyll to please
Eche taste of trouble seemed mell to me,
Farewell aweete deure, whose doubtes for 1o npe
I was contented thas in bale to be. [peave,
Farewell my lyfe, farewell for and my death, .
For thee I lyu'd for thee nowe must I dye,
Farewell fromn Bathe, whereas | feele my breath
Forrake my breast in great perplexitie,
Alas how welcome were this death of mine,
If § bad dyde betweens those armes of thive?
Fato non Fortuna.

THE BEPORTERS CONCLUNION,

WHERE might I now find fooddew of flowing
‘tenres, -

So to suffice the swelling of hine eyes.
How might my breast volode the bale it beares? -
Alae alas how might my tonzue deaise
To Lell this weary tale in wofoll wise?
To trli ] save these tydinges mowe of truth,
Which may prouoke the craggy Tockes to ruth?

In depth af dole would Gud that 1 were drownde,
Where fattering ioyes mitht neaer finde me out,
Or graved so withifl the greedy groande,

As false delights might neoer breede wy donbt,
Nor guilefull Jone bir purpase hriap about :
Whose trustlesse traines in colloar fur to patat,
I Bnd by proofe my witles are all to faini

I was that man whoowe destinivs ordeine,
To beara eche gricfe that groneth on the wold,
1 was that man which proued to my paine,
More punges at ouce than can with toague be 4k,

-l |

>
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I was that man (hereof you maye ba bald)
Whome heaven and earth did frame to scoffe and
1, I was be which o that end was borne. [wcorne)

Suffized not my selfe to taste the fruite,
OF 1ugred sowres which growe in gadding yeares,
But that I must with paine of lyke purcate,
Perceine such panges by paterne of my peares,
And feele how fansies fume could ford my pheara?
Alax [ find all fates againet me bant,
For nothing else [ lyue but to lament

The force of friendship bound by holy athe,
Dyd drawe my wyl! into these croked wayes,
Por with my frend [ went Lo Bathe {though Joth}
‘To lend some comfort in fiis doflie dayes,

The sredfart friend sthekes fast at a1l masayes:
Yet wan { loth soch time to spend in veine,
The cause whereof, lo here 1 tell you playoe.

By proofe I found a3 you may well e,
That all pood counsell was but worne in west,
Buth painted paines his passions did deceine.
Thal bitter gall was mell o him i tast,

‘Within his wil! such rootes of rmine plast,
An grefles of griefes were only giuen W growe,
Where youtb did plent nod rash conceite did sowe,

1 sawe 3t firsi bis enres were open aye
‘To euery tale which fed him with some kope,
As faat acaine 1 mwe bim tame away
From grauve sduise, which might his conscience
From reasons rule his fancie lightly lope, [grope,
He only guoe hiz mind to get thet gaine,
Which most be wisht and lenst could yet uttaine,

Not 1 alone, but pany mo with me,
Had found what ficklenesse his ldoll veed,
And bow she claimed Cresajdes heire to be,
He bow she had his great good will wbused, °*
And how she was of many men refosed,
Wha tride hir tricks and koew hir by the kinde,
Saue only bim she made oo louer blinde.

But what for this? whose face v plainer soene,
Than be which thinkes he walketh in 2 net?
Ur who in hele haih euer deeper beene,
Than be which thought bis state might not be bet.
To such a iollitye theze loucr iet,
That weale L0 them docth seeme to bee but wo,
And griefe seemes ioye, they feede theyr fancyes

0,

Tell bim that remson cught to be bis rule,
And be sllowed no reason but his owne,
*Tell him that best were quicklye to recule,
Before ul] foree hy feares were ouerthrowns,
Aud that his bale were hetter ouerblowna,
Then thus to pine remedylesse in griefe, |
And be would saye that griefe was his reliefe.

Short tale to make o long he lyuad thus,
Tyl at the last he gan iu deede to dye,
Beleone me Lordes (and by him thst dyed for vs)
¥ sawe him giue to close hls dying eye,
1 eaws him stryue and strangle passingly.
And soche & griefe | tooke, that yet I oot,
If be or 1 had then more griefe ygot,

But who hath seene a Lampe bagyn ko fads,
Which lacketh nyle to fecde his lyngring lyght,
Aud then againe who so kath sewnv it pade s

GASCOIGNE'S POEMN,

With oyls and weaoke to sl the lomgmeene wighd
Let him conceyue that I sawe sach a sight.
Whereof to thinke (although I nghde erewhila)
Loa mowe I laugba my sorrowes Lo begaile.

Upon the stones a trampling steede wo heand,

| Which came ful straight voto oar lodzing doore,

And straight tharwith we heard how one eaqairde,
if such a Knight (as I describde before)

Were lodged there: the Hoast withouten more,
Sayd yes forsooth, and God be knowes {quod ke)
He is i sicke 88 any man maye bee.

The messepger sware by no bogges I trowe,
Bot bad our hoest to bring him where be luye,
{Ruod 1 to Bartbolmew) 1 heare by lowe,

A voite which seerues somewhat of you Lo aye:
And eare that past not full a furkmyg waye,
Behold the man camae stowping in xt dooTe,

And truth to tell be syked wondsous sofe.

At Tast from out his bosome dyd be take,
A Letter sealde yfolded fayre and well,
Aod kynsing it (1 thinke for Misiresse sale)
He sayd to Bartholmew: Syr Kuight be well,
Nuwe resle these lines the which T nesde oot tell,
From whenoo they cowe: but make an exde of

mone, -

For you are dicke, and abe is wos begona.

The theefe condemude and gooe to gullowe Lren,
{If one crye Qrace: lo bere a Pardon prest)
Doth dye sometimes, when most be scomde to be,
From death redeemd, such broots may breede in

brest,

Twyxt sodsine iope, and thonghts which paine op-
The Romaine Widdowe dyed when sha beheld,
Hir sul;:d('hom enrst) She compled plajme in

So Bartholmew tweene griefe and sodaine ioye,
Laye styll in traunce, me thiokes I eee him yet,
And out of doobte it gaue me such snoye,

To see him so, him selfe in fancies fret,

That sure I thoagh his eyes in head were pet.
And that be laye (as some saye) drawiog om,
Untill his breath and all were past and gone.

But high degrees of beauen which had ordainds,
{ Por his docaye} & freshe delaye of paine,
Reviued him: yet from his eyes dowes raind,
Such rewfull teares as moued me Lo plaine,
The dolefull plight wherein he dyd remaine.
For trust me now, to see him sorrowe so,
It might hsve made a stone to welt jo wo.

Thrise dyd his tonpue beginne 1o tell his thought,
And thrise (ales) it foltred in his motth,
With stopping schbes and skalding sighes be
To viter that which was to me vocouth. [seoght,
8o stmies the streame, when furtonsdie it fonth,
And filles the dikes where il had wont Lo swimme,
Untill by forcs it breakes above the brimme.

At lnst (with paine}) the Grat word that be spake,
Was this: Alas, nod themwithall be stayed,
His feeble Jawes and hollowe voyee could make,
Noue other soande, histhoughtes were alt dizmayed,
His hearye head full lswe o bosotpe layed.
Yet when ha same me marke what e would mye,
Hia sryed vight out Alas wnd welawaye,
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Alas {quad he} deare friend behoH this Woude,
A ad with that word be gan agnine tu sorrowne;
“T ba messcnger which in o studdye stoade,
A wokt at last: and in mine eare dyd rowne,
Saying: those lines which 1 baue there throwen
downe,
“WWerr written all with blood of hir owne band

And made me live ip spite of sorrowe siyll,
See bow my dreaime agrecs now with this byTl?

His feebled wittes forgotten had there whyle,
By whoore apd howe be had this letter drst,
Bat when be spyde the mar, then gan he vmile,

For whome he nowe iw this distreme doth stande,

And since (quod he) She hath vouchsafed 0o,
"T"c shead bir Mood in witnesse of hir griefe,
Mo thinkes he rather should relieue hir wo:
“Iben thus deny to send hir some reliefe.

Actuy nlas {quod he} she holdes him chiefe,
And well wole T (what ere his fansia bee}
T hero sittes no man s neeve bir heart s hew,

Therewith he raysde hia heauy head alight,
Auwksunces Ha? in deede and thinkst than so?
‘Bat out alas his weake and weary sprit,

Forbad his tongue in furder termes to go.  [Ho,

His thougit sayd Haight, his sillic speache cryel

And thug ke layen dewpes and dolefull trancs,

Tyl darkeome night dyd somewbat change his
chauee,

For when the light of day began to fade,
And courtins round about his bed were drawre,
A golden slomber dyd his [ymines inuade,
And beld hug husht tyll daye againe gan dawne,
Wherehy Dume qnict pat bim ia & pawne,
‘T'o sct his thoughts {which striued earat) at one,
Ao bad debats be packing to be gone.

Percuse sweete lone dyd jnll dim 20 on sleepe,
Purhapt Dume fansie rockt the Cradell too,
How o it were 1 take thereof no keepe,

With such conceiptes have I nuthing to doo,
But when he wakt he asked plainly who,

Had brought bim so from rage to guiet rest,
And who bad borse the torments from his brest?

(Quod 1) my friend : here in » letter lo,
Beheld it here and be atl'bole aguine,
What man were he that wyther would in wo,
‘Which thus might prosper in despite of puice?
Wero l;; oot worse then mad which would aom.

aine,

Omn mch a friend ay this to me doth seeine?
‘Which {for tby lealth) Lir bloud doth not esteems }

Thaos much I sayd to comfort him Gud knowes,
(But what T thought that keepe 1 clouse in bold)
Sometimes n man must Aatter with his foes,

And sometimes suye that brasse is bright as Gold:
For he Lhat hath not al} thinges as be would,
Must winke sometimes, as though he dyd not see,
Apd seeme to thinke tkinges are not as they bee.

“Dan Bartholmew gan take the briefe in hand,
And brake the seale, but when he saw the blosd,
Good Lord huw bolt wpright his heere dyd wand?
For though the friendly wordes therein were good,
Yet maoy & thougiit they moued in his moode.,
An well appeared by his Aecked cheeken,

Nowe cherryeredde, nowe pale and greene asluckes,

I dreamt (qued he) that § was dooe ta death,
And that I laye full colde in earth and faye,
But that { was restored voto breath,

Ry one that seemde Iyke Pellycane to playe,
‘Who ahed his Bood 1o give me foode aiwaye,

For secr ioye his beart dyd seeme to borit,
Now thought he best that (earst) he compis]
And lovingly he dyd the man embrace, [womt,
And askt bowe farde the roote of all his grmce ?

See woduloe channge, s mbiils sworle disociple,
Bebold how boue can make his subiectes blinde,
Let all men marke bereby what guitefull baite,
Dan Cupide layeth to tyse she loners minde;
Alscke alacke » slender thread way binde,

That prysonor fast, which mesmea 10 tarrye styl,
A lytie road correcies a ready wyikl

The briefe was writte and blotted all with gore,
Aud thus it sayde: Tlehold howe stedfust luue,
Hath made me hardy {thankes Lave be therefure)
To write theic wordes thy donbtes for to remous,
: With miac owne blood: end yf for thy behaue,
These bloody Iynes do not thy Carea conuert:

1 vowe the next shall bicede sul of my heart.

T dwell to ooy vpou thit : hriflase tale,
For Bartholmew was wwell appeasde bereby,
I Aod ferlingly be banishod his bale,
| Taking hercin a tast of remody,
1 By Iyte and 1y1e his fittew away gen fiye,
in short space he dgd recousr streugth,
To stand on footz and take his horse at leagthe

30 that we came to London both vlere,
And there his Goddesse tarryed tyll we cune,
1 am to blame to call Lir Goddesse here,
Since she deserude in deede no Guddesse name,
But sure I thinke (aod you may iadge the same)
She was to him & Guddesav in his thought,
Although perhaps bir Shoiues wos ouerbought.

1 maye not wrile what words betweene them past,
Howe teares of griefe were turnde Lo teares of joys,
Nor bow their dole became delight at last,

Nor how they made great mycth of much snoye,
Nor how cootenl wai coyned out of coye,

But what I mnwe and what [ well maya write,
That (as I maye) I meane for to endite.

Ia locely London loae gan nowe renew,
This blowldye Letter made it battle much,
Aund all the doubtea which he in fansies drow,
Were done awny asthere md bane none such,
{ But to him selte) he bare no body gruteh.
Ain selfe (he vayde) was cause of all this wa,
Withoutrn caunse that bir suspected s0.  °

I

O louing Youthes this glasse was made for yow,
And in the same you may your selues bohold,
Beleene me nowe not one in all your crew,

Which {where he loues) hath courage to be bold,
Your Cressides clilnes are alwales vncontrold.
Yon dare not saye the Sunne is clears and hri_ght.
Yuu dare not sweare that darkesomne ia the nigbt

Terence was wise which taugbt by Pamplrilas,
Hows coarage qualled wherm lous beblmds the
mnce,
Though prucfe of Limes makes louers qaarclous,

| Yet spoafl excuse seroes lous for st defenoe




Them Coortisanes hane power by pretence.
To make a Bwnn of that which was a Crowe,
Az though blacke pitche were turned into Snowe.

Ferends, 5ho whame bemuen and earth bad
- framde,

For his decaye apd to bewitche hin wittes,

Mads him uowe thinke him seife was to be blamde,
Which causeles thus would fret himeelfe in fittes,
Shee made him thinke that sorrowe sildome sittes,
Where trust is tyed in fast and faithfull knottes,
8be sayd Mistrust was moste for siapla sottes,

‘What wyl you more shee made bim to beleeua,
That she Lirst I'ued although she yonger weve,
She made him thinke that his distresse dyd gresue,
Hir guiltlerse minde: and (that it might appesre,
Howe these cunceiptes could joyne or hang yfere)
Sbe dyd confeese howe soone shee yrelded his,
Buch force (quod she) in learned men there in

Bhe furder mayde that all to true it wan,
Howe youthfull yeares (a1d lacke of him nlone)
Had made hir once ta choose out brittle giasse,
For perfect Gold: She dyd confesse (with mone)
That youthfuily shee bytie a worthlesse bone
Burt that therein she {asted deepe delight,

That sayde shee not, nor I prasume to write.

Bhee sware (and that [ beare full well in minde)
How Dyumede had neuer Troylus pluce,
Shee sayd und sware (bow ocuer sate the winde)
That Admirsls dyd neaer know hir cass,
e sayd againe that necer Noble Face,
Dyd please bir tye nor moued bir to change,
Bke sayd hir minde was ncuer geaen to range,

She sayd und sayd that Biacelettes were yhound,
To hold him fast (but nut to charme his thought)
She wysht therewith that she were deepely drowod,
Iu Ippocrace: if ever she had sought,

Or dronke, or smelt, or tane, or found, or bought,

Buch Nectar droppes as she with him had dronke,

{Bat tbis kuura'm true) she wishi hir soule were
sooke.

And lo conclude, she sayde no printed rymes,
Could plense hir s0 as his hrave Triumphey dyd:
Why wander J? She cow’red all hir crimes,
With deepe disceipt, and ull hir guiles she byd,
With fained tewren, and Bartholmew she ryd.
With double ryrthes, she byt and whyned both,
And made bim loue where be bad cause 1o loth,

These be the fruittes which grow oo such desire,
Thene are the gaincs ygot by such an art,
To late commes he that seekes to quenche the Are,
When funes possesse the house in euery part,
Who lyst in peace to keepe a quiet hart
Flye lone belimes, for if he ooce oretake him,
Then seeld or newver shall he well forsake hiwn,

If onee thou Lake him Tenaunt to thy brest,
No wryite nor force can serue to plucks him
thence,
Wo pylles can purge bis bumour tyke the rest,
Ha bydes in bones, and there takea rosidence, |
Aguinat bis blowes no huckiar makss defeuce.
Apd though (with paine) thou put him from tby

hongpe,
Yot jarkes hes styll in consrs lyke & Mowse
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At euery hole he creepeth in by stelih,
And priuilye he feedeth on thy crommes,
With spoiles ynseene he wasteth all thy welth,
He playes boe peepe when nny body comines,
And dastardlik he seemen to dread the drommes,
Although in deede in Embushe he awaytes,
To take thee stragling yf thoo pas his straites.

5o seemed now by Partholmews succesae,
Who yeelded sone vuto this second charge,
Accusing styll him selfe for his distresse,

And that he bad 1o languished at large,

Short worke to make: he had uone other charge,
To bewre loues blowes, hut styll to trust hir tade,
And pardon crane because he bread hir bale.

Apd thos he lyude contented styll with craft,
Mistrusting most, that gaue least canse of doalt,
He fledde mishappe and belde it by the haft,

He banisbt bale and bare it styll sbout,

He let in loue and thought to hold him oat.
He seemde to bathe in perfect blisse aguine,
When {God be knowes) he fostred prinic paine.

For wa the Tree which crooked growes by kinde,
{Although it be with propping vnderset)
In trackt of time to crooked course wyll twinde,
So couM Ferenda neuer more forget,
The leane ot targs where she hir stinges hend pet,
But engde agnine, and to hir byns Fell,
Such channges chaance where last {for looe) doth

L

dwel]

And ax jt hapt (and God his wyll it was)
Dan Bartholmew perceyude it very plaice,
3o that perforce be lei his pieasurey pusse,
And strave po more against the streame in vaior,
Rut therewitiall be purchased such poine,
As yet | shrinke in minde thereof to Eouse,
And mwrvaile more howe he the move conkl wee.

His Tostlesse limmes which wonted were to ayt,
In guiet ehuire, with pen and paper prest,
Were armed nows with heime and harnewse: fyi,
To seeke aduentures boldly with the best,
Hes want Lo warres that wont to line in rest.
And worres in deade ha made wilboulen blowes,
For why his friendes were nowe becomes his foes,

Such was his hap to warre buth night and daye,
To watche apd werde nt euery time and tyde,
Though foes were farre yet akowied ba niways,
And when they came he must their brontes abide,
Who euer Bed he would his bead not hyde.

For sure dispayre his corpse mo close bnd arowed,
That by deathen darte he contd no whit he harmed

Io his Ensigoe these colloars gan he chome,

B acks, white, aud greene, first blacke for momicy
mone,

Then white for chaste, because he did refase,
{Thenceforth) to thinke but euen of hir alune,
A bende of greene : for though his ioyea were goow,
Yet shonld it serme ba hoped for m daye,
And in that bende his oame he dyd dizplaye.

That celfe same name which in his will be wrote,
(You knowe my winde) when be wes oot of tunes,
When he subscribde (which may »ot be forgots)
Howe that his name was Fato Nom Fortuna.

Apd an 1 gesse bicause his looe was Vou,
That played hir pranckes according to hir kinde,
He wroie these wordes hir best excuae to finde,
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As who shotld saye, 1o destenies me drive,
A nd bappe could notl baue coerthrowen me thus:
I constrew this becnase T do bejeens,
Xhat once againe he wyll bee amorous,
K fere it muche by him that dyad for va,
#And who so doubtes that cxeseles thus I faint,
et him bot reade the greene Knights hesey pleint.

Bartello he which writeth ryding tales,
Bringes in a Koight which cisdde wasall in greens,
hat sighed sore minidde his greeuous gales,
And was in hold as Bartholmew hath beene.
But {for & placke} it maye therein be seene,
‘That, that ssme Kuight which there bis griefes
begonze,
I= Batts owoe Futhers Sisters brothers Sonve.

Well vince my borrell braine is ali to bloants
"o giue a gesse what ende this man shali haue,
And since he ragrth not as he was woout,
Although sometincs ke seeme {alite) to craue,
Wet wyil 1 not his doinges so depraue,

A for o indge (before ] see his ende)
WWimt harder happe his angrie atarres can sende,

And therewithall mdy wenrye muse desires,
To take ber rest: and pardon craues siyo,
‘That shes presumde to bring hir selfe in bryerw,
By penning thos this true report of wo:

With alilye grace these sorye rimes meye go,
In such & rancke as Bartholmew hath plast,

So that shes fesres hir cunaing is disgrast.

But take them yet i groe ay they be meat,
And wayle with mee the lorsa of soch & man :
T ¢onmpt bim lost because T see bim bent,
“Fo yeld aguine where first his greefe began,
And though 1 eannct write 83 wthery can,
Some mourmneful! yerse to moue ynu mone hia falf,
Yet weepe (with me) you faythfuli lowers xfl.

Finis. quod Dixit & Dixit,

JENTUOYE

Xyr Salamanke to thee this tale is tolde,

Perase it well and call wnto tby minde,

The plewsanut place where thou dydst Brst hehold
The rewfull rymes: remember how the Winde
Pyd calmelye blowe: und roade me leane bekinde,
Some leanes thereof : whiles 1 sate reading styll,
And thou then sevmdst to hearken with goed wyll

Beleene me nowe, hadst thoa not seemd to I1yke
*The wolull wordes of Bartholmews discourse,
They shouid haue Iyen styll drowned in the dyke,
Lyke Sybylls lenves which 8ye with ivtle force,
But for thou sserndst to take therein remorce,

1 sought aguine in comnaers of my brest,
To fize them out and place them with the rest.

Buch skyil tbou hast to make me {foole) beleene,
My bables are as braue a3 any bee,
Well since it is s0, let it mener greeue
Thy friepdly wminde this worthlesse verve to sex
Ju priot at [ast: for thut thou vnto mee,
Thine ooely prayse dyd meke me venture forth,
To wt in shewe w thiog s litle worlh,

Thus vnto thee these leaaes I recormmend,
To resde, to Taze, to view, and to correct,
Vouchsafe {my friend} therein for to amend
‘That is amisse, remember that cur rect,

Is mure to bea with floutes slwayes infect,

VoL I.

19
And sigee most mockes wyll light yppon my mass,

Vouchsafe (my friend} her fauites for to peruse,
Tam Marti quam Mereario.
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Written yppon this theame, Dular Bellam taeaper.
and it was written by peecemenale at sundrye
tymes; ar the Aucthour had vacaunt leysures
from seruice, being hegon at Delfe in Hollandey
and dyrected to the ryght honourable the Lord
Greve of Wylton as appeareth by the Epistie
Dedicatory next following, -

To the Right honorabla and mine especiall good
Londe, the Lorde Greye of Wylton, -

My Jingular good Lorde: [ am of opinion that
long before this time yoar honour hath throughly
perused the booke, which I prepared to bea sent
ynto you somewhat before my comming hyther,
and therewithali I doe lykewise coniectour that
you baue fouode therein iust canse to leagh at
my follies forepassed. So that I am partly in
doubte whether | were more ouerssene in my fint
deuising, or in my lust dyrecting of the same Bat
as fantasticail homours sre common Jmperfections
i greene vameflowed hramex: So hope | yet that
your good Lordshippe wyil rather winke at my
weakenesse in generallitie, than reproue my rash-
nesse in perticularitie. And becnuse [ would bee
glad,to drawe your Lordsbippe into forgeifulneasa
thereof, by freshe recorde of some more martiail
matter, st also for that } would haue your Honour
perceane that in these Iyngering broyles, I dos
oot al her passe cuer my time in vdlenesse:
1 hage therefore thought meete nowe to present
you with this Pamphlete written by ateith at
such times w3 we Loytered ftom service, And
the sobicct therecf being wafre, I cuzld not more
coguenientlye addresse the same vnlo any Mar.

-1 shiall man,then ¥nto your good Lordshippe: Whoms

I baue heard to be sn vniversal! patrone of all
Souidivury, end baue found to bes an exceeding
fauouronr of Inee your vowuerthy follower, The
verse is roughe. And a guod reason, sithence it
treateth of roughe mutters, but i the sence be
good then bawe I hyt the marke which [ shote at:
Kuowing that your Lordshippe can winne Homny
out of the Thistle. Ao soch as it is, I dyreet it
voto your Houour, Beseeching the same, 1o take
it in gree, and to percaane that [ am and ecer wyll

continew,
Your Lordshipr
most bounden and amured.
GQFRORGE GASCOIGNE™

————
DULCE BELLDM INEXPERIIS

To write of Warre and wote not what it i,

Nor euer yet could march where War wan made,
May well be thought & worke begonne amis,

A vash aitemppt, in woorthiesse verse 1 wade,
To tell the triall, knowing not the trade:

Yet such a vaine euen nowe doth feede my Muse,
That in this theame [ must some labor vae,

I Thiz dedicstion is omitted In the edition of
1587, C.
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2 Aad berewithal 1 cannct but confeme,
Howe yoexpert 1 am io feates of warre:
For more thea wryting doth the mige expresse,
I mzy not hoast of any cruell iarve,
Nor vaunt to see full valisnt facts from farre:
1 haue nor bene in Turkie, Denmarke, Greece,
Ne yet iv Coich, to winoe s Galden fleece,

3 But nathclesse I some what reade in writte,
Of high exploits by Martiall men ydone,-
And therevpon I haue presumed yet,
To take in hande this Poeme pow begonne :
‘Wherir 1 meane to teli what race they ronne,
Whe followe Drumines hefore they knowe the

dubbe,

And bragge of Mars hefore they feele his clubbe.

4 Which talk to tell, let first with penpne de-

. clare®

‘What thing warrs iz, snd whereof it proceeds,
" What be the fruites that fall vota thair shere
That gape for honor by those haughtie deeds,
¥ What bloudie hroyles in cuery state it breeds :

A weary worke vgeths 1 shall it write,

Yet {an | may} 1 must the sams endite,

5 The Poets olde in their fonde fbles faine,
‘That mightie Mars is god of Warre and Strife,
These astroocomerss thinke, where Marsdoth raigoe,
That ali debsate and discorde must, be rife,

Some thinke Dellous goddessc of that tife :
So that some one, and some another iudge,
To be the cause of eusry greeucus grudge.

6 Ameng the rest that Painter! had some okill,
Which thus in armes did once set out the seme,
A flelde of Geules, and or a Golden hili
A atately towne consumed all with fame,

On cheafe of Seble (taken from the dume)
A sucking babe {oh) borne to bide myschaunce,
Begoarde with bloud, and perced with 8 launce.

7 On high the Helme, I beare it well in minde,
The Wreath was Siluer poudred sll with shot,
Abont the which (gouils du mang) did twinde
A roll of Sable, blecke and foule beblot,

The Crenst bwo handes, which may not be forgot,
For in the Right a trenchand blade did stande,
And in the Left » firie burning branda

8 Thus Poais, Painters, and Astronomers,
Haue gicen their gesse this subiect to define,
Yot sre those three, and with them traveliers,
Not best hetrust among e Worthias nine,
Their woordes snd workes are deemed not divine :
But why ? God kuowes (Y matter 0ot 80 marre,)
Unlesae it be bicause they faine to farre.

"-h_.-u.—_-..._,__._-

% Well then, let see whnt euyth the common
voice f, [eay?
These oide sayde aawes, of warme whet can they
‘Wheo [iat to barken to their whispring noiee,
-Muy heare them talke and uittie day by day,
f That Princes pryde is cause of warre alwsy :
Plentie brings pryde, pryda Yles, ples piue, pine

pescs,
Pesce plentin, and so (ﬂy they} they neuer cease,
»3 defloito, 4 Poet’s and Astronomers definition.

4 Puiotars description. # Cotamon peoples
opiniok,
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/ 10 And though it haue bene thonght e tree &
steele,

Which peopl'e prate, and preach abone the yest,

Yet could | neger suy reason feels,

[ To thinke Vap populi vax Dei est,

As for my akill, I compt bifs bu st
Whi truth to ol fon
Where eaery lourd€s will beccme & -
1! Then what is warre? define it right ot lasg,
And let ¥s set 2li olde sayde mawes aside,
Let Poets lie, let Painters fuigne as fast,
Astronogrers let marke how starres do glide,
And let these Traueliers tell wonders wide =

But let vs telt by trustie pronfe of truth,
What thing is warre which reiseth-ul] this radh.

12 Aud for my parte my fansie for to wightt,
M nxy that wgire is euen the scourge of God
Tormentm B3 %

Whoraung_g .M.J:a. Nl l
AUYESUgh they raignde to do eneg_t_r_h,;gm
I‘H-‘ﬁ

15 Whﬂ-mw_wa ;

Not desst can drawe to mende that iz

Within whoie Tieartd iiG W
Nor right can rule to | wirak o

Whou;g sucknesse glgg:.h_nnt. go;:_____m

blisse :
of bloudie

_ad ﬁ_ﬁ?ﬁh loge,
Sende tcho lempaisters 1o tealh t

1 Then since the case wo pl.nu:e by proufe deh
lﬂ.nnde,

That warre is such, and mich alwayes it wns,
Howe chaunceth then that many take in haode
To ioy in warre, whilts greater phewsures passe?
Who compt the quiet Burgher but an Asse,
That Hucs at ense contented with his cwoe,
Whiles they secke more and yet sre ouerthrowst

whﬂ‘--Aﬂf

15 If Mars mooue warra, as Starcvonners ra
tel

1 And Poe!:; eke in fables vae to faine,

Or if Bellona cause mennes heartes to ywell

By deadly grudge, by rancor or dysdaine,

Then what delight inay in that Jife remuine ?
Where anger, wrath, teene, mischiefe and dcbabe
Do atill vpholde the pillars of the State ?

16 1f Painters craft haue truly warre dysplayde
Then iz it woorsse (and ba_dggi%ﬂ_u }
Where fownes destroyde, and Fels with blod

berayde,’
Yong children slaine, cide widdowes foule oppred,
Maydes rauished, hoth men sod wives distrest:
Short teie to make, where iworde agd cindmg
flame :
Constume as much a8 earth and ayre may frune

17 If pryde make warre (a8 common peoph
prate)
Then is it goud (no donht) as good may bes,
For pryde is Yoota of ewil! in guerie state,

€ The Authors definilion.




The sowrse of sinne, the very feend his fes,
‘The heud of Hell, the bough, the branpch, the
tree,

From which do spring and sproute much fleshlie
seedes,

As nothing else but moane and myschiefe breedes.

18 But if warre be {as I haue tayde before)
‘Grouds scourge, which doth both Prince and people
taune, -
‘Thew wamne the wiser sorta by learned lore,
To fiee from that which bringeth naught but blame,
Aavles mee conpl it sl ul ol s s
To feele the Gods mightie hande,
When be concluded in indgement for to sande.
19 Oh PrinceT be pleasde with thine owne dia-

a?i{ﬁ" ]

Confine i 5 countries wifh their common boundes,

En e, ne streteh thoo no xsxmme

Penne vp thy pleasare In Repentance potndes, '

Lenst thine owne sworde be cawse of all thy
wonpres:

Claime nought by warre where title is not good,]

1t isQods wcourge, then Prince bewure thy bloud.

20 Ob Dukes, oh Earls, oh Barons, Enights 2nd
squiers %, . '
Kenf-mmt.?w,__nwmp_mgzszms
Y.t brauerie neuer bring you o his briers,
Seeke not to mowe where you no scede baue fowne,

Let not your neigbbors houss be ouertbrowne,
To muke your garden strwight, round, ewsn acd

suare, .
For that is warre, (Gods scoarge} then Lordes be-
) ware :

21 Ob b’isholas, deacons, prelates, prieats and
ali ¥, ' !

Strive oot for tythes, for glebelande, nor for fees,

For polling Peter pens, for popisk Pall,

For proud pluralities, nor newe degrees,

And though yon thicke it [obherike to jeese,

Yet shoulde you lends that one halfe of yoar
cote: '

‘Ther Priests leaue warre, snd learne to sing that
note, : '

23 Oh lawiesse Lawyers,!® stoppe your Loo long

noee,

Wherwith yoa smell your needie neighbors lacke,

Which can pretende a title to suppose,

And in your rules vplandish loutey can racke,

Till you baue brought their weaith satotbe wracke :

‘This i+ plaine warre, although you terme it strife,

Whick God will scourge, then Lawyers leaue this
life.

€5 Ob Merchants!! make more conscience in

an oth, - ’

Sell not your Sitkes by danger nor deceyte,

Breake not your bapker with coine and credite
othe,

Hexpe not your hoordes by witinesse of weyght,

Set 2ot t0 aple your wubtilties by aleight,

Breele o debate by bargayuning for dayes,

For God will skourge such guiles tenne thonsand
wayes, - :

* Prince. § Nobilitie,. ¥ Prelacie
¥ Lawyers, 1! Merchants,
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24 Oh counlrie clowpes,’* your cltses me you

With hedge, and ditche, and marke your meads
with tneares,

Let not dame #atterie in your bosorne creepe,

To tetl a Bitone.in your Landlordes eares,

And say the ground i his 25 pleyne sppeares.

Where you hut set the bonnders foorth to farres

Plie you the plough zod be no cause of wavre.

25 Ok commor people!d clayme pothing but
right, .
And ceasse o seeke that you hane neuer Jost,
Strive not for triffes: meke 1ot al} your might
‘To put your neighhours purse Lo needelesse costy
When yourownegilte is spent, then farewel] frosts
The Lawyer geyues, und isades 8 Lordly Iyfe,
Whiles you leese all and begge to atinte you
stryfe.

Q{Knew Kings and Princes what o payae it

were,

To winue mo reslmes thau iny witte can weelde,

To pine in bope, to fret as fist for fedre,

To see their subiects murdred in the fled,

To loose at Jast, and then themselues to yeeld,

To breake sounde sietpe with carke and inward
care, {fare.

They would Ioue pence, sud bidde warre weli to

ﬂ?ﬁf noble men &nd gentie bloodes yhoroe,

Wist what it were to haue & widdowes corse,

Knew they the l]lourge of God {which wrdgs doth
skomne)

Who sees the poore still wronged to the wome,

Yet atayes revenge till ke it [ist disburee ;

Wist they what were to catche Gods after
cluppes,

Then would they not oppresse somuch perhappre.

28 These spirituall Pastors, bay thesa spitefull
Popen

Which ought to tende a lanterne to the rest,
Had they thempelues but light Lo see the ropes,
And sores of Hell which for their faete are drest,
Bicause they pill and pole, bycause they wreat,
Bycguse they coust more than borrell men,
(Harde be their bartas} yet would they trembie
thea,

£9 Lawyers and Marchanls put them both
yleare,
Could they foresee how fust theyr heyres Inshe ont,
If they in minte this oid Pronerbe couid beare,
D+ bonis malepartiz vix (through oot}
Graudebit teritus Aarex out of doubt, )
They would percase more peade than plea pros
cure, .
Since gnods’ il got, so little time sndurer
30 Whilea Pierce the Plowmi bopes to picke &
thidke, ™~ - T 77
By moving boundes (which got skarce graze bis
goose) .
His Landlord lawes o fong to winne that baake,
Tilt at the last the Ferme and sll flies loose,
Then fareweil Pierce the man proues but & monee,
And seekes u cottage if ba could one get,
So fayre he fisht by moaing mischie! yet,

& Hupbandmen, 12 C3munaltise,

|
)
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41 If common people could foresee the fine, ‘With many myschieues moe his parpose ket,
Which Jights at last by Iashing out &t lawe, And hs mesne while {which might haue spent

Then who best toues this question, Myneor Thyne, 3 .

Wonld neuer grease the greedy sergeants pawe, J But loseth time, or doth the same mispend,
But sit 2t home xnd learne this old sayde sawe, 'Ezch goerdons gives the wicked warre at end,
Had | recenged bene of eyecy harme .

By o s e e | 0 L ol alene gt

s . of feners foyle,
32 But whether now ? my wittes are went awrie, | 10° shortnad yeares by fret
I haue presumide to preache to long God wote. *§ The smoothest skinae with skabbes aud ekarres

: : disgrant,
Where mice empryse was well to testifie s g
How sweet warre is to such »s knowe it not, ™ | 108 frolicke fanour froonst and foule defast,

1 haue but toucht their yil Juck and their lot, The b':i:: d:ep_es, the dreadfuli dreames, the

Which are the cause why strife and warres begin . ¢ . P .

Nought baue T eayd of such as serue therein, | % 0<D s::“k: with warre and canoot b
33 And therwithal I termed haue ali strife, 41 I ligt net write {for it becommes me not})

All qusrells, contecks, and ail cruell jarres, o] Tha secret wrath which God doth kindle oft,

Oppressions, bryberes, and all greedy life, To see the gucklings put voto the pot,
"T5 be (in genere) uo bet than warrer, To bear i PRI R cricg aloh,
‘Wherhy my theame is stretcht beyond the stares, | And exll for vengeance voto him, bul softe

And 1 am entred in a Geld oo inrge, ° The Souldiours they comtait those heynous ncten,
As to much matter doth my Muse surcharge. Yet Kings and Captaynes answere for such Iactes

34 But as the bawke which somreth ia the skie, { 49 What neede me now at large for o res

And clymbes aloft for kiflace of hit wing, hearse,

The greater gale sbe geticth vp on highe, The force of Fortune, when she list to frowne?
The truer stoupe she makes at any thing: Why ahonid [ heere dispiry in barreyne varse,
Bc_: sholl you see my Hu.n by wandering, How realmes are turned topsie turzie downe,
Pinde out at last the right and ready way, How Kings end Keysars loose both clryme wnd
Ant kepe it sure though earst it went astray. crowne

35 M misse was, and I recorde it so “f‘“”." hlu‘ghty harta £ heni; el honour haunte,
T wil.:igr:ene {God wot though lyttle ‘,O'th “Till high misbaps theirdoughtiest deedes do daante

} That warre socmes sweets fo such a8 litle Xua¥e § 43 Al these with mo my penwe shall ouery
What commes therby, what frutes it bringeth forth: ¥ginae Hanghty barts hath fxt bis fansie thus,
Wh5 Erowes none euil his minde no bod abhorth [Vet cheunce {tayeth be) be Sekell s it was,
But such as cnce haue fealt'the skortching re, | G bonus (in re mals) grimee,

Will seldome (efe) to pley with flame desire. Nom omns solum virs fortis Fus,

96 Then warre is badde: and o it is in deede, And Se (sayeth he) for goods or flthie gxine,
Yet are three sortes which Therip lake defight, I gape for glorie, all the rest is vayue,
BrtWho tfiey be flow ferker aid take ficede,
For {as T may} [ meane their names to wright,
The first hight Haughtie harte, & men of might,
The second Gregdgmipde most men do cell,
Axnd Miser {be the mome) comen lust of all,

44 Vayne in the rest, 2nd that moxt vayoe of
alf, .
A smonldring stoke which Bieth with euery winde,
A tickell freasure, like o trendlyng bait,
A passing pleasare mocking but the minde,

97 As for the firsts, three sparkes of mighty | A fickle fee rs fansie well can fipde,

momle A sommers froite whichelong can neuer lasty
¢ Desiee of fame, disdayne of ldtenesve, But rigeneth soone, and rpttes againe us
y ¥ Aund bope of honor, s0 iiflame his blond
© 'Thathe bhvats warcé lo winne but wirthineme, | st ey nepe S B Gl et
x  Hisdoughty deedes diwayes declare no lesse: Buwmmn % Tie more The ruth)

L For whyles most men for gaines or malice fight, s -
Y . Could vyndermine the Bulwarkes of this forte,
He grpes for glory setting lyfe but light. Aud raze his ramparts downe in soudrie sorte?

858 O noble mind : alus and who conld thinke, Searche alt ““‘Y,E@‘E'.'i'z a}:éﬁgqu_@__ﬁf_h

$o0 good & hart 10 hard a happe should haue ¢ theleln, :
A :l'eete perfume to fall int}{?a sinke, ' ot Ww"
A costly iewell in 2 swelling waue, 46 Aske Tulius Cmsxr?¥ if this tale be troe,
is happe as harde as if in greedy graue, “The man that conquered all the world yo wide,
The lestiest 1yfe should dhryned be perforce, Whose onely worde commaanded afl the crus,
Before dyre deathe gyue sentence of diuorce, Of Romayne Knights st mauy s time and tide,

:: 39 Aund soch I counte the happe of Heughbty Whose s’;‘:;:?e was thonght so grewt it could ot

At last with bodking dubd and doust o death,

4 kll't.,
. Which hunte {nought els} but bazor for to get, And ull bis gloris benisht with his bireath,

‘Wheretreason, malyce, sicknosse, sore and smarte,

“ Hyogbty berte. 18 Cazsar,
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47 Of malice mware what should I make dis-

TR

Than thy foule fall proude Pompey'Shy thy name,
Whose swelling harte enuying Cosars foree,
Iid boyle and burne in will and wicked flame,
By his downe fall thy fonder clyme to frame,
‘Till thine owoe head bebathed with enmien teares,
Iid ende tby glorie with thy youthfull yenres;

46 Alas alas how many may we reada,

Whome sicknesse sithe hath cot as greene as
grasse ! : [lende?

Whome colde in Campes bath chaongd an pale s»
Whose greace hath molt all caffed 23 it was,
‘With charges given, with skarmouching in chassel
Some luned with gogte (soone gotten in the field)
Scme forst by fluxe all glorie vp to yeeld.

49 Of sodayne sores, of c1appescanght yoaware,
By swonde, by shotte, by mischief, or by .mine,
What neede I more examnples to declars,

Then Mﬁﬂtﬂﬂ which dj doome deuine
Far "'{—‘%—"ﬂm i, u Tine,
From Tofty towre dis ing of hiy foes,

A Cannons clappe

50 1 bad forgot (wherein I was to blame)
Of bolde braue Bourbon!® somewhat for to say
That Haughty harti whomé meuer Prinee could
tame, . [way,
Whome neyther towne could stoppe nor wall let
Nor king nor Keyser could bis iorey stay;
His Epituph dowge sct vpon his Tomhe
Declares po lesse : I leaue it to your deome,
Devicto Gallo, Aucto Imperio, Panijfice vbraro, T
superata, . ’
Rowxa capia, Borbonij hoc marvcy babet cinerer'9.
51 Oh glnricus-title ringing out renowne,
Oh Epitaph of honor and high happe,
Who readex the same ns it is there set downe,
Would thinke that Borbon sate in fortunes lappe,
And could not fall by chaunce of after clappe :
Yet he that wrote this thundring fiattering verse,
Left vut one thing which 1 must needes rehearse,

32 For when he had his king by warre foredones
Enlargde the Empyre and beniegde the Pope,
Tase Rome, and ltaly had ouerronne,

Yet wus he furst, alwayes from lawes 1o lope,

And trodge from triall so to scape the rope:

Yes more than that a banieht map he serued,
Lesat loved of them whose thanks he most de-

53 Lo lordings here a letaom for the nones,
Eehold thin glasye and ace yourselues therein,
Thig Epitaph way writte for worthy ones,

Fur Houghty harts which honor hunt to winoe,

Bewaré heware, what broyles you.da hegiu.

For smiling lucke hath oft times Finem duram,

And therefore thinke possil victoria Curam.

34 Ard yet if glory do your harls inflame,

Or hote desire 8 haughty name to haue,

Or if you thirst for high renownt or fame,

To bisre such bruté as time might not depraue,

You leese the labour that you might well sage:

Yor many o prayse in thet meane while you past,
+ Which (bet tham warre) might make your name

'ci..gi}mw"i -El“.‘j{lgse.
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55 As first (percase) you skipt Phylosophie,
‘That noble skill which doth surmount the rest,
Wherto if you had tied your memurie,

Then bruntesof warre had never bruzdeyour brest,
Yet bad our name bene blagde, and you bene blest:
Anke Aristotle® if | speake amnis,

Fewe Souldiers fatne ¢can greater be than bin

36 Next Rethowike, that hoongi teme artes
Which conquers moe than warre can wall subidae,
You past it by, and therfore looss your parte
Of glories grest, which therevato are due,

Awid might by right your names for aye renuve:
Such glory loe did Cicero™ rttaive,
‘Which tonger lants, than other glories vaine.

57 Of I'hysike spenke for me kiog Auicen,
ho mora esteemde the meane to save himselfo,
an lessone lende of proude ambitious men,
‘Which make debate for mucke and worldly pelfe:
Vet wan his glory uener set on sbelfe,
Nor npuer shal, whyles any workle wnay staade,
Where men haue minde to take good bookes in
hande. 1

58 What shoulde I streteh into Axtromomie?
Or marels maks a(ll'duvikumd,mﬂe?
Or beate my hraynes about Geometna, ?

Or in Arithimefike of artes the grounde ?
Since euermore it is and hath bene founde,
That who excels in any of the same,

Is wure to winne an euerlastiog fame,

39 My meaning ia no more bat to declare,

That Hanglitie hartes do gpegde their ime in vaige,

W_hj_g&:%ﬁm, m%'fir}' ﬂlﬁéhmér\ies in
hare e v S amiat et

Qr gjne ’Lll. and many a pinching paine,

Whiles 1T they 1isf To ocoupie theis braioe,

In other feates with lemmer toile vRot,

Thbey might baue fame when as they haue it oot,

60 Well, Gresdiaalndet? is of another mande,
That man wan framde gut of scme other molde,
He fyllowes warres {nc xealth apd . wnddiie good,
To GIl his porse with grotes and elistring gulde,
He hopes to buie thut Haughtie harte-hath solde =
He iz ws hule an any man at gpoile, ’
But at a breach be keepeth no such coyle

61 Alws good Greedie minde, and caust Lhon
finde

n
No better trade, to fill thy boystrous baggas ?
Is witte nowe wente so wandring from thy minde?
Are all thy points s voide of Reasons taggm ?
Well s0 mayst thou come roysting hone io re
And [ose thy time ey Huughiie harte doth eke,
Whiles like & dolt thou wealth in warre dost sehe,

62 O bleareyde foole, are both thine eyes bee
blast? [wend thee,
Camnst thou not see? locke yp (what tnan?) Ood”
Looke at these Lawyers howe they purchase fnat,
Marke wel these Marchaots (beteer miode God
wend thee) thee,
See howe the sutes of dilke that they woulde lends
And many mn 30 fine in fashion stande,
Till at the last they pay fur votbrifles lande

9 Aristotle. 1 Cicern. 93 Auicene,

to laat.,
® Pompey 17 Montacate Earle of Salisbury.
# Borbon. 1% Borbons epitaph.

1 Greedy minde.
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$3 The Grasicr gets by feeding fatte his neate,
The Clothier eoynes by carding locks of wooll,
The Butcher huildes by cutling out of mente,
The ‘Tanners hydes do il his budget full,
The Sheep maister his olde cast croanes can call,
The Shoomaker can shift by shaping shooes,
The Craftie bawde can live by keeping atewen.

64 The gorgeows Goldermith getts the Diuell
and all

"The Haberdasher beapeth wéalth by battes,
The Barber liues by handling of his ballf
‘The Coupers house is beelde by hooping fattes,
The Roge rubbes out by poyaoning of Rattes,
The Chaneil ruker liveth by his fee,
Yet compt [ bim more wortbie prayie than thee,

£5 To rake vp rytches euermore by wrong,
To multiplie by moouing of myschicfe,
To live by spoile which seeldome lugteth long,
Tao hoords vp heapes whiles otbera iacke relicte,
To winne sil wealth by playing of tha theafe,
18%0t s0 ool a gaine | dare anowe, L
_Ajh‘is't;l_xat liugs ¢ y toyling at the ;’)ldo_l-,e_.l\"'

66 And yet the drudge that delueth in the

grounde,
The povrest pesant and the hometiest hinde,
The meapest man that euer yet was founde,
;[ﬁ@:'i_m:m_by_ goy trade or kindé,
Jueg mote gk rest sod bathmare esse of minde,

Mare surg £ ¥inve, wuch lewser deead fo Jeese,
Tien apy page that lines by Maw his fecs.

67 Ne will I yet affray the doubtfull hartes
Of such an sceke for welth in warre to fai,
By thundring out the sundrie sudaine amartes
‘Which daily chaunce as furtune trilles the hall:
Buffiseth this to prooue my theame withall,
‘Thut cuery bullet hath o lighting place,
Though Greedie minde forseeth not thap dip-

' [, 1. T ' .

68 The myst of More world haye, doth Gleare
his eyes, - ’
$o in he artnde with auarice alway,
‘Aed g8 he couets more than may suffise,
Fo is he hlinde and dazied day by day,
For whiles he ventdres for a double pay,
He quite forgets the pay that payes for all,
Til Leade (for Golde) do glut his greedie gal.

69 Yea thoogh he gaine apd cram his purse

with crounes, -

And therewith schpe the fompens force in fielde,

He pought foreseeth what treasons dwells 'in
Tawnes,

Ne what uishappes hia yil got goods may yeelde:

For so.may chaunce {and seene it in not seelde}

His owne companions can contriue & meane,

To cutte his throate snd rinse his budgets cleane.

R0 But if he wist, or had the witte to knowe,
What dengers dwell, where might beares right
) adowne, ’ ’ . :
What Jowarde griefes to quiet mindes may growe
By greedie thyrst of ryches or renowne,
There wrong of warre oft times erects the crowne,

e woull percase coufesse among the rest,
That Dalte twibut imexpersis esf, o
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71 S0 that 1 say as earst t enyde before,
That euep as Haughtie harte doth hunt in vaioe,
‘Which seekes to winne most bunor euermore,
By haunting warres: 5o cab I see no guine,
{With calme content) to feede that others vaine =
Whetfore my worde tv still {I change it pot)

That Wagpe sgemes sweete to such as reunge i
Hot,

72 Well then, let ez what reaspn or what rula
Can Miset™ moue, to merck amony the rest:
{ mesne not Miser he that sterues his Mule
For lacke of meate : no that w.re bot a iest:
My Miser is as brave {sometimes) us best,
Where if he were a snudge to spare & groate,
Then Greedie minde and be might weare one

conte,

73 But [ by Miser meane the

Which is enforst by ©
%ﬁiﬂﬁn‘}‘
1 jowring TUCRE may pipe

——

ART In meane whilg yet bopeth | aance
Hid WA {TEns ¢late, DY 3%prds, bY_speare, by
T ghielde, T "‘”‘

Such buiwarkea {loe} my Misers braive doth bailde,

14 The forlome bope, which baue sel vp their

rest

By rash expencs, and kuowe not howe to Tiom,

The busie braine that medieth with the best,

And pets dysgrace hiy rashnesse to mpreeue,

The man that slewe the wight that thought to
theeue,

Such and euch moe which fiee the Catebpols fat,

[ compt themn Misers, though the fueene it wint,

75 And yet forsooth these Joue to liue in warre,

When {God he knowes) they wote nat what it
meanes,

Where if they sawe how much deceyued they are,
Whiles they be brought inte mine vncles beanes,
Arnd hoppe in hazerde by their hendie mennes:
Then woulde they learne and loue to liue at bome,
Much rather yet than wide in warres to rome.

76 The unthrift he that selles & roode of Jande,
For Fiemish stickes of Silkes and such tike waresw,
Weenes yet at lest Lo meke & happie hande
By bloudie warre, snd hopes to shredde such

shurey,
In goods yil got to coouteruaile his cares,
That he may once reconer his estate,
To royst againe in apite of Catchpolley pate,

77 The restiesse tong that tattleth till as large,
Till just correction cunse it to be still®s,
Is baaisht oft, ud sitts i Misers kaige,
To brydie so the wandring of bis wiil ;
Yet when he heares a trumpet eounding shrill,
He fallowes fast, and to himaelfe he say
Nowe can 1 keepe me out of Catehpols wnyes,

78 The blowdiemurdrer and the craftie thaefes,
Which heue by force or fraude done what offence,
To creepe in comers, oh they thinke it lecfe,
Though Miser there do pay or their expence:
But when Lbhey beare o pay proclaimde for pence,

M Miser. 15 Unthriften,

* Pralerg,
*7T Felong,
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Meoe tben they trodge, and gape to et such wealth,
43 oy discharge their keads from hangmant
bealth.

T9 Of these three sortes foll many hane T seens,
Bome hote the streates, bicande the swones were
hot, {our Rurene)
Some shonde the Court (wnd though they lowde
Yet in the Counsetlors wayes tiey stumbied net,
Some might not drinke of Justice Griffyns pot:
But all 2nd some had rather fight with foes,
“Than once to lizht within the lappes of those,

B0 As for the Brot what needa 1 much to wright?
Since pow adayes the Sunna so hote doth ghine,
Tbat fewe yong blouds {Tnlexse it be by night)
Can byde tha stremtes: no, oarrowe lanes be

Where eue‘ry lbm.l;a may serue Lhem for a shripe:
Rut in Cheapeide the Sunne 8o scaides the streete,
"That every paning stone would partch their feete.

91 So of the seconde somwhat could [ say,
Howe Lotthing tungs and busie byting pennes,
Heue fedde from Court lony sithens many a day,
Apd bene foll gladde to lurke in Migsers dennes,
Some for their owne speech, some for other mennes,
Some for their bookes bitame they wroie too

much, . !
Yea some for rymes, hut sure I knowse nqoe such,

82 And for the thirde, I canoot blame them I,
¥ they at barre bene once helde vp their bande,
And smelt the smoke which might baue made

them fFiz, ’
Or learade the leape out of their native Ipnde,
Me thivke if then their caue be nghtly seande,
That they should more delight to follow drummes,
Tban hyde at bome o come io hangmans thumbes.

83 But holla yet, and lny a strawe thereby,
For whylea they acape for vae offence or twaine,
‘They goe oc long to schole with fellonie,

And learne such lessons in the Soldiers traine,

That all delayes are dalied but in vaine:

For commoenly at their home tome they pay,

‘Fhe debt which bangman cleiwde earst many a
day. . .

84 How much were better then, with contrite
harte '

Firet ip repent, and then to make amenden ?

And therwithsl to learne by troubles amarte,

What sweete yepose the lawfull life va lendes:

Forwhen such plagues the mightie God va sendes,

They corne aswell to scourge offences past,

Ap g to teache u beiter trade at laat.

85 And ke bow much were better for the first,
To beare lowe sayie, beginne the worlde anewe,
And stande content to muster with the worst,
Till God conuey them to some hetter crewe,

It better were to byilde all pryde adiea,
And stoupe betimes in hope to ryse againe,
Than atill wo strive ageiost the streams in vaine,

86 So were more meete for mealy mouthed
men,
And husie n.ledlen with their Princes mates, '
Wryters aud rimers for to turne their penoe
To bumble styie ¥volo the loftie states,
Agd eke with tongus atiepding at their gates,

Teo ch
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In lowly wise their fanour Lo besreche,
Than still to stande in stoute and murdie speech.

87 But mighty Mars hath many men in’ store, -
Which wayte alwayes to keepe his kingdume vp,
¥ whome no one doth shewe hiz seruice more,

l!upln,
And Batteringly lendes suary man a suppe,
Which haunts his courte or in his progresse

paase,
Hope bringa the boll whereon they all must qussse,

all,
The Dukes, Barles, Lasdi, and Knights hope tobe
[11}
The Prelatcs bope fo pushe far Bapishpal

!
F“TTié¢ Lawyers hope to purchase wonderous Fioge,

The Merchaunts hope for no Lease reckenings,

The peasant bopes to get u Ferme at least,

All men are guestes ‘wherw Hope doth holde tha
feast ™, .

89 Amonget the rest poore Miser in' s drie,
And thristeth so to taste of some goord chaunge
That he in haste to Hupe runnes by and by,
And drinkes »o.deepe (ulthough the taste be

straunge, } .
That madding mocde doth make his wities to
TRUDEE,
And he raunes on were Hope doth leade the way,
Most commonly (God knowes) to his decaye.

¥

90 Seo that fr companie he sings the wme,
Which Haoghty harte and Greedy minde do sing,
He saicth that Beflum breedeth grief of game:
Aupd though st first it seeme a pleasant thing
At lust (sayeth he) it striketh with a sting,
And leaucs a skarre although the wound be heald,
Which giues disgrace and cannot be concesld.

91 To proue this true how many in my dayen
{Aod I for onc) might be rehearcid here,
W ho after proofe uf diuers wandriog wayes,
Haue bene constreynd to sit with sorie cheere,
Clnse in & coraer fumbled vp for feare ?
Till fro such depmex, drummes dubbe hatb calld
the forth,

ge their cb
warth,

fur lottes (oftc) litele

93 But bere {me thinks) [ heare some carping

l‘mg’ . . - -
That barkes apace and killes oye with his crie,

One thinkes he sayes that ail this geare goeth
wrong, .

When workes of warre are wrotte by such ns [,
Me thinkes 1 heare hiw still this text applie,
That euill may those presume (o Leacha a trade,
Which nay themsetues in Schollers roome did wade,

93 And for byeanne my selfe confessed haue,
That {more than might by writte expressed be)
1 may not setme aboue my skill braur,
Since yet mine eyes the warres did neuer &3
Therefore (say some) how fonds a foole is he,
That takes io hande to write of worthy warre,
Which nener yet hath come in any jarre?

" Hope is capbearer to war.

—

Than lingriog Hope which still doth beare hia

88 Th' ambitious Prince doth hope to comquer -

N ——
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94 N iarre (good 2ir) yes yes and many iarres,
For though my- peune of curtesie did putte,
A difference twixt brayles and bloudie warres,
Yet hauve I sbot ot maister Bellumsbutie,
And throwen his ball a)thongh 1 toncht no tuite:
T haue percase as deepely dealt tbe dole,
Ax be that hit the marke and gat the gole.

95 For 1 baue seeme full many a Flzsyng fraye™,
And fleest. in Floundert eke among the reat,
The bregge of Brugw, where wan | that daye?
Hefore Lhe wallea good sir az brave ax beut,
Aud thongh I marcht all armde withouten rest,
From Aerdeninzgh and hack againe that night,
Yt madde were he that would have made me

knight.

98 So was I one forsocth that kept the lowne,
Of Aerdenburgh® (withouten any walles)
FProm all the force that could be dressed downe,
By Alha Duke for all hig criew and calles,
A high exployte, Wee held the Flemings thrailes,
Beuen dayes and more without or bragges or

blowes,

For all that while we never herd of foes,

51 1 was againe in trench bafore Tergoes?,
(1 dare not say in siege for bothe mine eares)
Faor looke as oft as euer Hell brake lose,
I meane as often as the Spainish peares;
Made salie foorth {I speak this to my pheares)
It waa no more but which Cock for a gruate,
Buch troupes we were to keepe them wp in coate.

98 Yet surely this withouten bragge or boast,
Our Englis!y bloudes did there full many a desde,
Which may be Chronicled in euery coaste,

Fur bolde attempts, and well it was agreed,
That had their hendes bene rulde by warie heede,
pome other feate had hene attempted then,

To shew their force like worthie English men,

99 Since that siege raysde I romed haue sbout,
In Zeeland, Hollaod, Waterland, and all,
By sea, by land, by .Frei and all throughout,
Av lesping lottes, and chance did seeme to eall,
Now here, now there, as fortune trilde the bafl,
Whers good Guyilam of Nasseu?® hadde me be,
There needed 1 none other guyde hut he.

100 Percase sometimes 8. Grptians pilgrymage,
Did carie me a moneth {yea sometimen more)
Ta brake the Bowres, and racke them in 2 rage,
Bicavse they had no better cheete in store,
Beefe, Mutton, Capon, Plover, Pidgeons, Bore,
All thiv was naught, and for pe Souldicurs

toothe, ’ [soothe.

Were these no arres? {(spaake now Sir) yes for-

- 101 Aod by my troth to spenke enen as it is,
Buch pr]:niq were playde by Souldicurs dayly
: there,

.And though my self did not thereic amisse,

(As God he knowes and men can witnesee beare,)

Yet wince I had a charge, I am not cleare,

For seldome climes that Captaine to renowas, .

Wiose Souldicurs faults so plucke his bonour
downe,

* Flubyng fmyes and feesing of Flaunders.
* Aerdenburgh. 21 Tergoes. 3 The Prince
of Orenge Lis name is Guillam of Nassau.
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102 Well lat that passe [ was in rolliog tremed,
At Ramghins23, where litlle shotie was speut,
For gold mod groates their matches still did

quenche,

Whichkept the Forte, and forth at lnst they went,
So pindae for hunger (almost teune duyes peat)
That men eould see po wrincles in their fares,
Their pouder packt in caues and priuie places,

103 Next that I serude by night end cke by
daie,
By Ses, by lande, at cuery time and tide,
Against Mountdragon # whiles he did maraie,
To lande his men along the salt sen side,
For well be wist that Rewyking went wide,
And therfore sought with victuall to supplie,
Puore Mydficburgh which then in suddes did [

104 Anil there [ sawe full many 2 bold mte
tempt,
By ecelje sonles best exceuted aye,
And hrauest hragges (the foemens force to tempt)
Accomplished but coldely meny a daye,
The Souldiour charge, the leader lope nway,
The willing drumme a lustie marche to sounde,
Whiles ranke retyrers goue their eoimies gronpd,
105 Agmine at Ses the Souldiour forwand sull,
When Mariners bad Little last to fight,
And whiles we steie twixt faynte and forward

will,
Cur prepare th to Right,
They hoyste vp saile (o wearie worde to wright)
They hoyste vp saile that lacke both streame and
windea,
And we stand stil! so forst by frowarde mindes.
106 O victorie: [whomg Haughty barwes da
-hunte}
O wpoyle and praye (which greedy mindes desire)
3 golden beapes {for whom these Misers woate
To follow Hope which pettes nll hartes on Are)
O gayne, O golde, who list to you wspyre,
And glorie eke, hy bolde attempts to winne,
There was a day to take yoor prisoners im.

107 The shippes retyre withriches full yfrmught,
The Souldiours marche (mempe while) iuto the
towpe, ) nllrg'b
The tide skarce good, the winde lhrk{ ll.u'm:
The haste so hoate that (eare they sicke the
sowne) ' adowne 3
They came on ground, end strike sl syl
While we (ay me) by backward saylers ledde,
Take vp the worst when sll the best are fedde.
108 Such triiphs chance where such Lieute-
nits rule,
Where will commaundes when skill is out of wpe,
Where boldest bloudes are forced to reoule,
By Simme the boteswayne when he list to frowne,
Where Captaynes crouch, and fiahers weare tha
Crowne,
Such happes which happen in euch haplesse warres,
Make me to tearme them broyles and beastly
iarren

108 And in these ‘broyles {a beastly broyle to

wryte,]
My Colonell, nnd 1 fell at debate,
5o that 1 left hoth charge and office guite,
A Caplaynes charge and cke a Martials stats,
Whereby ] proued (perhap- though all to Late}

¥ Remyking, ™ A cotonel of the kings side
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Howe scue they fall whicke lespe Lo robien
bowes, [rowes.
Buch faith fpde they, that tmat © soms mens

110 My tarta was high, I could not seeme to

serue,

In regiment where no good Tules remeyune,

Where officers and such as well deserue,

Shall be abusde by every pege and swayne,

Where discipline sha)} be but decmed vayne,

Where blockes are stridde by stumblers at a strawe,

And whers selfe will must stande for martiall
lawe, .

111 These thinga (with mo) I could not seeme
to beare,
And therevpoa 1 crackt my stafle in two,
_Yet stayde 1 still though out of pay 1 were,
And learpe to line an priuate Bouldiours do,
¥ liued yet, by God and lacked too:
Till st the lost when Bemois Sedde amayoe,
Qur campe removde Lo streine the fowie s
Strogmea, -

112 When Beauoint® fledde, Mowaiiragon came
to towne,

And like & Sooldiour Middriburgk be kept,

But conrage now was coldly come adowne,

On eitber side 1 and quietly they slept,

So that my self from Zeland lightly lept,

With fall entent to taste our Eoglish ale,

¥et first I ment to tell the Priuce my tale.

119 For though the warres waxt calfe in every
place,

And rmall experience waid there to bo seene,

Yet thought I not to parte in such disgrace,
Although 1 longed much to see our oeene:

For he that once s hyred man bath bene,

Muzl take bis Maisters leace hefore he goe,
Unlesse he meane to make his freend his foe.

114 Then went { straight 4o Delfe?", a pleasant
towzne,

Unto that Prince, whose passing rertues shine,
And voto bim T came on knees adowne,
Beseeching that his excellence in fine,
Would graunt me leaue tu pea this countrey mine:
Not that 1 werie was in warres to serie,
Nor that I lackt what so I did deserve.

113 But for I found some contecke and debate,
In regiment where 1 was woont to rule,
And for 1 founde the staie of their cotate,
Was forced now in townes for W recule,
1 craued Jemue no longer hat till Youles3,
Avd promist then s come agaice Squs firgle,
To speude my hloud where it might him ansyle.

116 The poble Prince gaue grsunt o my re-
quest,

And mads me passcporte signed with bis scale,
Rat when I was with baggs and baggage prest,
The Prince began to ring anatber peale,
And sent for me, (desiring for my wealz)
That § would stay a day or two, to e,
What wus the canse he sent ageine for mee.

33 An Iland 8o called which was sote spoyled by
our countrymen. :
2% A caronet of the kings side whiche was gouer-
nour of Middelbnrgh next hefore Mofitdragon.
1 4 towne in Hollapd, - 3% Christmss.
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117 My Colonell was nowe come to the Coarte,
With whome the Prince had many things to treate,
And for be hoapte, in good and godlie sorte,
Twoene him apd me to worke a friendlie femte,
Ho fike & grucious Prince his braines did beate,
To set sccorde betweene va if he might,

Such payoes be toke to bring the wrong o right-

118 O poble Prince, there are wo fewe like
thee,
If Vertae wake, ahe watcheth i thy will,
If Justice liue, tben surely thou art hee,
If Grace do growe, it groweth witb thee atill,
O worthy Prince wonld God 1 had the skill,
To write thy worth that men thereby might see,
How much they erre that speake smisse of thee.

119 The nimple Sottes do ¢coumpt thee simpls

m!

Whose like for witle our age hath sgjdome hreddn,v
The rayliug roges mistrust thou dadest not do,
As Hector did for whom the Grecians fledde,
Although thou yat werle neuer seene Lo dredde,
The sldddrous tomgues do say thou drinkd i

" much,
When God he knowes thy custome is not such.

120 But why do § jn worthfesse verse deuise,
To write his prayse l.Eat %!5 AT TS Tarre?
He heard our grecues himself in gratious wise,
And mildly ment tofoyne cur angry iarre,

He ment to make thut we beganue to marre:
But wicked wrath had some so farre eoraged,
As by no meanes theyr malice could be swaged,

121 In this meane while the Spainiards came

0 neare ; .

That Deffe was girt with siege on eoery side,

And though mea might take shippyng eaery
where, - .

And so be yooe at nny time or tide, -

Yet truth to tell {[ speske it for no pryde)

I coufd not leaue that Prince in such distresse,

Which cared for me aodt yet the cause much lesse,

192 But see mishappe how craitely it creepes
Whiles awning fortuna Reareth full in face,
My heauie hurte within my beilie weepes,
To recken bere o droppe of darke disgrace,
Which fell ypon my pleasant plight apace,
And brought & packe of doubts snd dumps to

prodse,
Whiles I with Prince in loue and fauour was,

123 A worthie dune whose pruyse my penné

sha)] write .

(My sworde shall eke hir honour still defende}

A Touing letter to me did endight, ’

‘And from the Campe the same to mo did sende,

1 meane from Campe where foes their force daid
bende :

She sent & hriaf yoto me by hir mayde,

Which at the gates of De{fe was stoutely stayda

124 This letter tane, I was mistruated much,
And thought s man that were not for to trusted?,
Thie Burghery streight began 1o bearo me grutche,
. And cast a spare to make my necke be trust,

For wheu they had this tetter well discasts

# The ﬁuh of fansie.
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They sent it me by hir f.hlt brought it so,
‘T trie if 1 would keepe it clos= or no.

it

1951 redda the lines, and knowing whence they
CATE,

My harmelesse harte begun to pant apace,
Wel to he playoe, Ithought that neaer Dame,
Swuld make me desle in amry doubtfull case,
Or do the thing might make me hide my face:
So that voto the Prince 1 went forthwith,
Ard sbewed w0 him of all this packe the pith.

126 The thing God knowes was of no great

emport, . .
Somwe freendly lines the vertwous Lady wrote
To me hir freend : and for my sefe passeporte,
The Camepomaster Valdes his hand was gotte,
And seale therewith, that I might safely tootte,
Unto the Haghe®® a stately pleassunt place,
Whereas remaynd this worthy womans grace.

127 Aud here 1 st in open verse to shows,
The whale effect wherfore thin work was wronght,
Bbw had of mine {whereof few folkes did knowe}
A coonterfayte, a thing to me deare homght,
Which thing to base [ maoy times had scught
Avd when she knew bow much I did esteeme it
Bkoe vowdethat nube but 1 should thence redeame

it,

s

198 ere the caose af all this sexrete Acight,
1 sweare by lo al nothing els was ment,
The noble Prince (who suwe that no deceipt,
Was practised) gaue trust to mine entent:
And lesue to writa from wbence the same way

sent,

Yot till the Bowgers (Burgherv should | saye)
Encrenst theiv doubtes and watcht me day by day.

129 At euery porte it was {forloothll belast #,

‘Fhat | (di groene Hopmm #9) might not y

But when their foes came skirmishiog Full fast,

Then with the remt the Greene knight for them
fought,

Then might be go without mistrost or douht:

Q) drunken plompes, | playne without cause why,

For all cardes tolde there was no foole but 1.

130 I was the fools to fight in your defence,

Which know no freende, our yet your aelues full
well )

Yet thus yl;u see bow paye proclaymde for pence,
Pulles needie soules in steade of heanen 1o bell,
Aud makes men hope to beare away the hell,
‘Wherenn they hang in ropes thot neuer rotte,
Yet warre seemen yweete to such as know it not.

131 Well thus I dwelt in Deffe 0 winters tyde,
In Deife (I say) witbout one peonie pay:
My men and | did eclde and bunger bide,
‘To sbew our truth, and yet was veuer day,
Wherein the Spanyard came to make vz play,
Bot that the Greene knight weas amongst the rest,
Like loho Greyey birde that venired with the best s,

# The pleasauntest village {as | thinke) that is
i1 Europe.
# Forbidden, # The Greens captaine.
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132 A:klut the Prince to Zeland came kim-
u ’
To bunger Middleburgh, or make it yeeld,
And I that neuer yet was set on abelf,
When any sayld, or winde, or wanes conld weeld,
‘Went after him to shew my selfe in Geld
The selfe same man which earst I rowed to be,
A urnstie man to such & Prince ag be.

133 The force of Flacadery, Brabemi, (elidrm,

Frym,
Henaull, Arioys, Lyegelond, and Luxembrough,
Were all ybent, Lo bryog in new aupplies
To Myddleburgh : and little all enough,
For why the Gew/z* would neyther bemd o
b,

boug
Bat one of force musl hreake and come to noneht,
All Walkere#* theirs, or Fludyng deariy bought,

134 There oace agayne I serued vpon sean,

Apod for W el the cause and bow it fell,

1t did one day the Prince {my eh'Eeﬁ.n{:e) p)leau,

To aske me thus: Gascoigne {quolh he) ym
dwell """"E .

Amongst vs still: and thereby seemeth well,

That te cur side you beare s fuithfoll harse,

For elw long since we shoold hane secoe you
alarie,

135 Bat :re (sayde be) your Sauldiours by yoor
side?

O Prince {quoth 1) full many dnyes he past,
Eince that my charge did with my Croncll giyde:
Yet byde | here, and meane to be with Inst :
Aund for full proofe that this is not u hlast
Of glorious talke: | ¢ermue some Gsher boale,
To shew my force mmong this forious Auate.

136 The Prince yun like my fayth apd furwanl

will,

Equyppt a Hoye * nod set bir ynder myle,

Wherein 1 serued acconling to my akill,

My minde was such, my cooning could el
qunyle,

Withoutep bragge of those that did assayle

The loemens fiete which came in good ary,

1 put my seifc in formost ke alway.

137 Three dayes wee fought, as long as waisr

serued,
And came to ancor vayghbourlike yleere,
The Princé himeelfe to see who best deseraed,
Stoode enery day atlending on the peere,
And might behold what barke went formost there:
1Tl harte had be that would not stoutely fight,
When o bis Prince is preseat still in sight.

138 At last out foes had tidings over lande,
That neare to Bergh47 their fellowes wentto wrack,
On Seheld® they meite by Rymersaell o bande
Of Kdrltblorts ¥, who put their force ahacke,
Lewet dr ¢ %0 did put them there to sacke,
And lost ar eye, bicanse he would resemble
Doa Iufizre 51, whome (there) he mude to tremble.

# Protestanis, +* The lisod wherein Ploshicg
doth stand.

* Rigged vp and fully furnisbed.
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199 When this was knowen Sancio de Awla ™,
‘Who hed the charge of thoee that fought with va,
Went vp the Hont 2 and tooke the ready way,
To Anwerpe towne: leauing in daunger thus,
Poore Ayddelburgh which uow wart dolorous,

‘T'o see all hope of succour shrinke away, [day.
‘Whiles they lackt bread and bad done many a

140 And when Mounidragom might no wore

endure,
He came to tolke and rendred all at Tnst,
With whome | was withio the Cittie sure,
Before be went, and on his promisse past,
Sueh trust [ bad to thinke his fayth waa faat:
I dinde, and supt, and laye withiu the towne,
A daye before he was from thence ybowne.

141 Thus Middleburgh, Armew, and all the rest,
Of Wallers Ile becawe the Princes pray,
Who gaue to me bycause 1 was 50 prest,
At such a pinche, and on a dismall day,
Three bundreth gilderns good aboue my pay.
And bad me bide til} his abilitie, -
Might better gwerden my Gdelitie.

143 1 'l'lm not lie, thewe Qilderns pleasd me
well,

Aud much the more bycause they came vocraued,
Though not voneeded as my fortune fell,
But yet thereby my credite still was smued,
My skores were payde, and with the best 1 braued,
Till {lo) at jast, an Englivh newe refief,
Came ouer sean, and Chester was their ehief.

143 Of these the Prince perswaded me to
take,
A band io charge with Coronels consent,
At whose reqoests § there did vodertake,
To make mine ensigne once againe full beat,
And sooth to aay, it was my full entent,
To loose the sadle or the horse to winne,
Such baplesse bope the Prince bad brought me in.

14t Souldiours behold and Captaynes marke it
well,

How hope in harbenger of all mishappe *,
Some hope in honoar for re the bell,
Some hope for gaine snd venturs many  clappe,
Some hope for trust and light in treasons lnppe,
Rope leadesthe way our Jodging to prepare,
Where high mishap (ofte) keepes an lune of care,

145 1 hoapt to shew such force agaynst our foes,
That tbose of Delf might see how true I was,
Ibopt in deede for to be one of those [pesee,
Whome fame should follow, where my feete shoukd
I hogpt for gaynes and founde t louse alaa:

1 boapt to wrinne a worthy diours name,
Andlight ¢n lucke which brought me still to blame.

146 In Palbendurgk {u forl but new begonne)
With others moe [ was ordeynde to be,
Apd farre beforoe the warke were half way dons,
Our foen set Forth cur sorie seate to see,
They came in time, bot curaed time for mee,
They came before the coartine raysed were,
{ue onely foote abone the trenches there,

P The castellane of Anwerp. 3 A riper,
¥ Hope is the berbeoger of mishappe.

L3

147 What should we do, foare ensignes lately
res

Fiue h£ndr§th men were al! the bulke we bare,
QOur enimies three thousand at the least,

And somuch more they might alwayes prepare :
Buti that most way, the truth for to declare,

‘We bad no store of pouder, nor of pence,

Nor meate to eale, nor meane to make defence.

148 Mere pome may say that we were much to
blame, ’

Which woald presume in such a place to hyde,
And oot foresee (how ener went the game)
Of meate and shotte our souldiours to progide
Who so do say have reason on their side,
Yet proues it still {though curs may be the hlot)
That warre secmes sweele W such 85 koow it not,

149 For had our forte bene fully fortified,
Two thousand men had bene but few enow,
To man it once,and hed the truth beae tried,
We conld not see by any reason how,
The Prince could send va any succour now,
Which was constreynd in townes himself to shield,
And bad we power W shew bis force in feld.

150 Herewith we had por powder packtin stoye,
Nor fiesh, nor fishe, in poudriog tubbes yput,
Nor meals, zor malt, nor meane (what would you

more:) '
To get such peare ifonce we should be shut.
Aud God e knowes, the English Souldicurs gut,
Must haue bis fill of victualles once u day,
Or els he will but homely earne his.pay.

151 To sense ourselues, and Corooell withall,
We did foretell the Prince of all these needes,
Who promised alwayes to be our wall,

And badde vs trust as truely as our creedes,

That all good wonles should be performd with
deedes,

And that before our foes could come s neare,

He would both send vs men and merrie cheare,

152 Yes Robyn Hoode, our foes came downe

apace,
And first they chargde another Forle likewive,
Alphen 1 meane, which was a stronger place,
And yet to weake to keepe in warlike wise,
Fiue other bandes of English Fanteries %8,
Were therein set for to defend the same,
And them they chargde for to begione the game.

153 This Fortz fro oors was distant ten good
miles, & s

1 meane such myles an Englinh mewsure makes,
Betweene vz both stoode Leyden towne therewliTles, Y7
Which euerie day with fayre wordes yndertikes)
To feede ve fat and cramme vs vp with cakes, «
It made vs hope it would supplie our neede, «
For we (to it) two Bulwarkes were in deede, ¢

15% But when it ¢ame wnto the very pioche,
Leyden farewell, we might for Leydm sterue,
I fike bim well that promiseth ao inche,
And payes an ell, but what may be desemie
That flatters much and can no fayth obserue?
And pld sayd sawe, that fayre wordes make fouvley

fuyne,’ :

‘Which prouerbe true we proued to our payne.

% Footemen.

-
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135 A conference among our seloes we cakl,
Of Offcers and Caplaynes all yfeere,
¥or truth (to tell) the Souldicurs were npald,
Awd when we skt nowe mates what merve cbeere?
Their aunswere was: it is po bidyng here.
8o that perforce we must from thence be gone,
Unlesse we ment 10 keepe the place alone,

136 Herewith we thought that i in time we
went,
Bedore all streights were stopt and taken vp,
We might (perbaps} our enimies preaent,
And teach them eke o taste of sorowes cuppe,
At Moedand Sheye, wee hoped for to suppe,
A place whereas we might good sevuice do,
To keepe them out which tooke it afler too,

137 Whiles thus we talke, a messenger behald,
From Alphen came, and told va heauy newes,
Captaynes (quod he) hereof you may be holde,
Not one poore soule of all your fellowes crewes,
Can scape aline, they hove no choyse to chuse:
‘They sent me thun to bidde you shifte in time,
Els looke ()ike them) to sticke in Spainish lime.

158 Thos tate once tclde nome other speech
preuayide,

But packe and Lrudge, al Jeysure was to loog,
Te mende the marte, or watéhe (which neuer
Descried our foea which marcbed all along, [faylde)
And towards vs began in bast to throng,
50 that before our laste could pagse the porte,
The foremost foes were now within the Forte.

159 1 promest onee and did performe it too,
To bide thevein as long as any would,
What booted that? or what could Captaynen doo,
‘When common sorte would tarie for ne gould?
Yo speake & troth, the good did what they could,
To keepe the badde in ranken and good araye,
But laboor lost to hold that will away.

160 Tt peedelemse were to tell what deedes were
.donme,

Nor who did best, nor who did worst that day,
Nor who made head, nor who began to ranue,
Nor in retreste what chief wan lnst olway,

But Souldiour like we held our enimies play:
Aud enory Captayne straue to' do his begt,

To stay his owne and 50 to stay the reat.

161 Tu this retyre three English miles we trodde,
‘With to face foes and shot as thicke as hayle,
OFf whose chogcé men full filtie soules and odde,
‘We layed on ground, this is withouten fayle,
Yet of our owne, we lost but three by tale:
Qur foes themseluen confest they bought full deere,
The hote pursute whiche they attempted there,

169 Thus came we late at Jast to Lrpden walles,
Too late, too sonne, and so may we well gay,
Far putwithstanding all our cries and calies,
They shut their gates and turnd their eared away:
In fine they did forsoke vp ewery way,
And badde vs shifte to saue curselues apace,
For voto them were fongle to trust for grace.

168 They neither gaue ¥3 meate to feede vpon,
Nor drinke, nor powder, pickar, toole nor spade,
So might we sterue, like miseTs woe begone,

And fend gur foew, with blowes of English blade,
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For shotte wan shronke, and shift eould nose b
made : .

Yea more than this, wes stoode in open Belde,

Without defense from shotte our sclues to shickde.

164 This thus wel weyed, whE weary night was
past, [dromrmes,

And duy gan peepe, wee beand the Spainh
Which stroke 2 marche about v2 ronnd to cast,
And foorth withall their Enaignes qnickl v comes,
At sight whereof, our Soaldicurs bitte their thomes:
For =ell they wist it was no boote to fiie,
And biding there, there was no boote bat die.

165 Bo that we sent a drumme to summoe
alke,

And came to Parler middle way betweene,
Monviewr de Lwqtees, and Mario did wulke,
Prom foemens side, and from our side were seens,
My self, that matche for Marie might bene:
And Captayne Sheffeid borne of noble rmce,
To malche ds Lques, whicli there was chief i

place.
166 Thos met we talkl, and stoode vpon oor
toes, [ rewt,

With great demanndes whome little might con-
We craned not onely freedome from our focs,
But shippyng eke with sayles and all fall bent,
Te come agnine from whence we first were went:
1 meane to come, into vur English coast,

Which soyle was sure, end might content ve most.

167 An old myde sawe, (and ofte seene) thel
whervas,

Thou comsle to craue, and doubtst for to obtayos,
Iwiguinm pete (then) vf eguum ferar,
This had I heard, snd sure | was Rull fayne,
To proue what profite we thereby might smyoe:
But at the last when time was 2olen away,
We were full gladde to play another play.

168 We rendred then with safetie for our liues,
Qur Ensignes splayed, and maayging our artes,
With furder fayth, that from a¥l kinde of gioey,
Qur souldioars should remayne withouten harmes:
And sooth to say, these were no false ullarmes,
For why? they were within tweloe dayes di-

charged,
And sent away from pryson quite enlarged.

169 They were sent home, ood we remayoed
In pryson pent, but yet right gently vsed, [utill,
To take our liues, it was not Ligguer will,

[ That noble blecd, which neuer mag abused,}
Nor euer yel was for his faith accused,

Would God I had the skill to write his prayse,
Which lent me comfort in my doledul] dayer.

170 We bode behind, foure moneths or litie
Tease, .
But wherevpon that God he knowes not I,
Yet if | might be bolde to giue a gesse,
Then would [ say it was for to espie,
W hat raunsome we would pay cuntentediy:’
Qr ez to know how much we were esteemde,
In Englond here, and for what men ydeemde,

jl".‘[ Now so it wore, at lgat we waze di
nd houis we came as children come from ue!
As gladde, an fishe which were bul laiely cateht
And straight ageine were cast into the poole:

tekt,




THE FRUITES OF WARRE.

Por by my fay 1 coumpt him bat a fhole,
‘Which would not mther poorely liue ut large,
Thag rest in pryvon fodde with costly charge. o

179 Now bauoe I tolde » Lediows tale in rime,
Of my mishappes, and what i1l lucke 1 had,
Yet some may sy, that all to lowde I chime,
Since that in warres my furtune was not badde,
And many & man in pryson would be gladde,
Ta fare o worse, and lodge no worse than wae,
And eke at last to seape sod go a0 free,

13 T munt confesse that both we were well vaed,
And promise kept according to contract,
And that nor wee, nor Souldicurs were shased,
No rigour shewed, nor louely dealiog lackt:
1 must conferse that we were never rackt,
Nor forst to do, nor speake agaynst vur will,
Apd yet [ coampt it froward fortune still,

174 A troth it je {since warres are ledde by
chaunce,

Aud none 8o stoute but that sometimes may fail,)
No mao on esrth his honour might aduaunce,
To render better (if he once were thrall)
‘Why who could wishe more cumforte &t his call,
Than for to yecld with-entigne full displayde,
And all armes borne in warlike wise for ayde?

175 Or who could wishe dispalche with grealer

wpecide,
Than souMiour had which taried so f-w dayes}
Or who could wishe, more succour st his neade,
‘Than veed was t0 them ot all assayes?
Bread, meate, and drinke, yea wagons in their
wayes,
To ease the sicke and hurte which could oot go,
All tage in warres, are wldome veed 2o,

176 Or who could wishe (to esse his captive
dayes)
More libertic than oo his feyth to reet?
To eate apd drinke ut Barons borde alwayes,
To lie on downe, to banguet with the best,
To baue all things, sl euery ioat request,
To borowe coyne, when any seamde to lacke,
To baue his owne, away with kim o packe?

1T Al this and more | must confessa we bad,
God smaue (ry I} our noble 2uetae therfore,
Heme tile lackrime, Where lays the padde,
Which made the sirawe suspected be the more,
For trust me troe, they coweted full wore,
To keepe our Rueene and countrie fagt their

fricodes, :

Till all Lheir warres might grow to lackie endes.

1'18 But were that cooe to happy ende ybrought,
And all stray sheepe come home agayne to folde,
Then looke to dore: and thinke the cat is nought,
Although she let the moase from out hir kolde:
Beleve me now, me thinkes { dare be bolde,

Mo thioke that if they once were freendes againe,

We might soone sell, all freendship found in
Spaine. )

179 Well these are wosrdes and farre beynd

my rench,

Yet by the way receyue them well in worth,

And by the wuy, let neuer Layuer nppeach

My rayling penne, for thoughe my minde abhorrth

4] Spainish prankes: yot must ] thonder forth
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His worthy prayss, who hald bis fayth vovtayoed,
And enermore to ve & freend remayned,

180 Why sayed I then, that warre in full of
woes?
Or sowre of taste, to them that know it best?
Who so demaundes, L will my ninde diselone,
And then indge you the burdens of my hrest:
Ma grdes and you shall fode him

blest,

That piedleth least with wurrey in wise,
P qaret o acd o1l dehate defles.

181 For though we did with truth apd hooour
Yfafxee;m"@'é."w alwayes u groat disgesce, [yeeld,
A tﬁough we made a brage retyre in Gokd, ~
Yet who retyres, doth alwayes yeeld his place:
And though we nener did cor slues embase,

But were alwayes at Barons labie fedde,
Yot betier wern at home with Baree breade.

182 1lenoe to ta!l what losse we did sustaine,
In pens, in pay, in warex, 2nd readie wealth,
Sipce all such traah may gotten ba aguine,

Or wamted well at home by priuie stalth:
Smali locse bath he which all his living sslth,
To saue his life, wben other belpe is nove,
Cast vp the saddle when the harse s gone.

183 But what I sayde, I say and sweare againe,
For first we were in Hollande sore suspect,
The statrs did thinke, that with some filthie guiok
The Spainish peeres vs Captaines had nlcct,
Thiey Thought we ment our cnsignes to ercct
In Kiugs behalfe: and eke the comman sorte,
Thought priuy pay had made va leaue oar forts,

184 Aguine, the Kings men {onely Licques
except, - :

And good Verdugo %) thought we wera too well,
And that we were but phyde with io respect, -
When as their men in great distresse did dwell:
80 that with hate their burning hartes did swell,
And bad hang »p or drowne v eueryclbone,
These bones we had alwey to byte vpon.

185 This sause we had voto onr costly fure,
And euery day we threatned were in deede,
So that on both sides we must byde the care,
And be mistrust of every wicked deede,
Aud be reuilde, and must cur stlues yet feede
With lingring Hope, to get away at Jast,
That selfe same Hope whichy tyed vsthere so Qut,

186 To make vp all, our owne men playde Lheir
parte, " .

And rang a peale to make v mors mystrust,
For when they should away from va departe,
And sawe vs byde, they thought we stayed for lust,
And sent them so in secrete to be trust:  [solde
They thought and soyde, thus hane our Captaines
Us silly voules, for groates and glistring golde.

18T Yen, when they were to England sfely
brought,

Yei talkie they still euen an they did befoce:
For staundrous tongnes, if once they tottle ought,
With mickell paye will chaunge their wicked lore;
it hath bene proued foll many dayes of yore,
That he which once in slander takes delight,
Will seldome frame bis woordex to sounde aright.

# 4 corvarll of the Kings side,
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188 Stragnge tale 1o tell, we that had st them
free,
And mt onrzelues on sandes for their expence,
‘We that remaynd in daunger of the tree,
When they were safe, we that were their defence,
‘With armes, with cost, with decdes, with eloquence:
‘We that asned guch, as knew not where to flie,

Were now by them uceunde gf recherie.

189 These fruits (I say) in wicked warres I

founds, . [would,

Which make me wryte much more than eise I
For losw of life, or dread of deadly wounde,
8ball pever mpke me blame it though I could,
Sinee death doth dwell oo euerie kinde of mould :
Aud whe in warre hatb caught a fatall clappe,
Might channce at home to baue no better happe.

180 3o loese of goodes shall neuer trouble me,
Since God which giues can take when pleaseth
But logse of fame or slaundred e to be
That Wikes my witiea m‘ai)que their

=" "Beimme; oo T
And frettes fhy harte, and lames me euery limme:
For Wible mirde ficie honour more, sieeme,
Than worldly wights, or wealth, or life can deeme.

191 And yet in warres, such graffes of gradge

. do growe,
Such lewdnesse lurkes, such malice makes mischief,
Such enuie boyles, such falshood fire doth blowe,
That Bountie burnes, and truth is called thief,
And good descries are brought inlo such brief,
‘That Slaunder snuffe which sweares the matter out,
Briuga oftentimes the noblest pames in doubt.

192 Then whether [ be one of Haoghty bharte,
Or Greedy minde, or Miser in decay,
I sayde aud say thut for mine owne poore parie,
! may confease that Bellum euery way,
Sweete: but how? (beare well my woordes
orsooth, 1o sach as never did it trie, [away)
is ie my Theame I cannot chaunge it I.

PRAORATIO.

195, 0 noble RueenesT, whose high foresight

prouides,

That west of worre, your realmes doth not
destroye,

But pleassunt peace, and quiet concord glydes,

In cuery coast, to drine out darke anoye,

O vertuons dame, I say Pardonez may,

Thut I presume in worthlesse verse o warne,

Thambitious Prince, his duéties 10 degcerne.

194 Your skilfull minde (O Rueene without
compare}
Can soone conceyue that cause constraynes me so,
Sigee wicked warces haue bredde such cruell care,
1o Plaunders, Fraunce, in Spaine and many mo,
‘Which reape thereby none other worth but wo:

Whiles you {meane while) enioy the froites of

peace,
Sull praysing God, whose bounties neuar cease,

199 1f you {my liege) vouchsafe in grations wise,
To pardon thot which passeth from my Muse,
Then care § not what other kiogs deuise,

In wurrey defense ;- nor thungh they me accuse,
And sy that I their hloudie deedes sbuse:

¥ Prince,

him, |
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Your onely grace my souersigue Lady be,
Let other Kings thinke what they lint of me.

196 And youmny Lordes 58t whome T iueties ow,
And beare such lcue as best becommeth me,
First Earle of Bedford, whome F right well koov,
To honour armes: and woorthic Wareyhe be,
En whose good gyace 1 couct sare to be;

Then Leyster next, (Sussex not set bebiode)
And worthy Fasex wnen of noble minde

197 Yong Ouenford ax towanl as the best,
Northumberland, and Ormount wuorthy pram,
Lyncolne, Kildare, eod Worster with the st
Of noble Earles, which hald your bappy dayar
Tn high renewme, as men of warre alwayer:
With others mo Lo meay to recite, .
Vouchsafe my Lordes to pardone thal I wrilz,

198 Of Wiilon Grey {to whome these rimo |
With sl the Barons bold of Eaglish soyle, [wok)
I humbly craue that it may be forgotte,
Although my Muge haue scemde to keepe s ooy
With mighty men which put the weake to foyle:
| ment not yon since, by your deedes appesrey
You rule with right, like wise and worthy pors

199 Right reuerend, of Canterbury chieft,
Loudon, aod Lincoln, Bishoppes by your mme?,
Good Deane of Pawles (which lend » great i),
To naked neede) and all the rest of fame,

In pastors place: with whome I were too b,
If Neuynsone my maister were pot plaste,
Since by his helpe I [earning Erst embrane.

200 Beare with my verse, ad thioke | mest
not you,

Whereas [ spake of pride in Prelacie,
Bat let it bidc enen there where Art it grew,
Till God vouchsafe to quench hipocrisie,
Which by pretence to pcnish heresie,
Doth conquere reslmes, amd comwman
You know my mind, 1 neede no playner st

201 You gemmes of Juatice, chick of elber
bench o,

And he that keepen hir Majesties great sk,
Good Fueenes nttomey, he whose pitties qotnch
{1 say sometimes) the rigoar of his zoale,
When miserie, to mercy must apeale,
And Sergeant Louvelace, many ways my friend,
As I haue found (yet let me there mot end,}

203 But hold my tale to Rugge and il Lbe reb
QOf good Grayes lune, where honest Yelperiso,
And 1 Per re sometimes yfeere did rest,

When amitie first in our brests begonne,
Which shall endure as long #3 any Sunce
May shine on earth, or water swimme io 56y
Let not my verse your lawlike minds displeass,

203 For well wot you, oar master Christ b
selfe,

Which had but twelise Apasties in iy trayoe,
Had Iudaa yet, which solle for woridly pete
Qur Sauviour; this text iv true and playoe:
And when so many Lawyers do remaynt,
There inay be some although that you be ook
Which breede debate acd loue to cast a booe.

3 Nobilitie.

% Prelacia, & Lawyen
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204 1o Chancerie I nesde oo man sospect,
Since comeience, o that court beareth sway,
Yet in the same | may o wayes neglect,

Nor warthy Powle, nor Cordell by the way,
Of whome that one, is of my keepe the keye,
‘That other onve did lende me such aduise,

A way both sounde and good, had I beoe wise.

205 He tolde me once, {1 benre it well in minde,
And shall it nay forget whyles lyfe doth last)
That harde it is a noble pame to finde,

In such sttempts as then in seruice past:
Beleue we now | founde his wordes no blast,
Wherfors 1 pray both him and his comprers,
“To beare with that which I haue written beere,

206 And as for Merchants 5, though 1 flude the

oot
Mard harted men and cornpting cunningly,
Yet Albany shall thinke I do not bouat
Io rayling wive: for sure bis curtesie,
Constreynes me now to prayse him worthely.
And gentie Rowewith Luntlye®t make mesay,[may.
Timt maoy Merchaunts beare euen what they

807 But to conchude, I menne no more but thos,
In ail estates some one mey treude awrye,
And he that Jist my vorees to direasss,
Shall ses { ment no more, bat modestly
To same the wise, that they soch fanlts do die
As put downe pence by conine or debate,
Since warre aod gnfg_!%;mn to eggry state,

oin,

.

F
L'ENUOIE .

0o iittle Booke, God graunt theu none offende,
For so meant hee whichk sought to set thee foorth,
And when thou cotraest where Soldiery seeme tu

wend,
Sabmit thy salfe as writte bat little woorth:
Confesss withull, that thou hast bene too bolde,
To speak wo plaine of Haughtie hartes in place,
Avd say that he which wrote thee coulde haue tolde
Full mapy = tabe, of biouds that were not bases
He coulde haue writte Dan Dudleyes noble deedes,
W hose like hath since bene harde on earth to finde,
Although hia Vertae shewes it selfe in Secdes,
Which mde his tracks, and come not famre be-
inde.
He might haue mme of Gray the woorthis preyse,
‘Whose ofspring holdes the honor of bis sire:
He coulde declare what Waliop was alwayes,
What Awdelie seemde, what Rapdell did require.
He coulde sxy what descrtes Direwrio he,
Ino Rende, in Bryckweil, end & mexny moe:
But bashfulnesse did make him blush, least he
Should but eclypse their fames by singing so.
Sufiseth this, thut stilt he honors those
‘Which wade in ®arres to get a woorthie name,
And lesst esteemnes the greedie snudge, which goes
To gayne good golde, witbout respecte of fame.
And for the thirde sorte, those that in dystrense
Do drive their dayes, till drummes do draw themn
ongt,
He conmpts him selfe to bee nor more oor lesse,
Bat socn tha same: for sure withoutsn doubt,

* Merchumta,

|
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1¢ drummes once sonnde a lustie martch in deade,
Thea farewell hookes, for he will trodge with

speode,
FINTS.

Tam Mol guim Mercurio.
corected, perfacted, and finished, .
Who soemer it desirvus to reade this proposicion |
more at farge and cunningly hsndled, let him but
the Proverbe or adage it seif in ‘the first
Ceuturian of the fourth Clhylipade of Lhat famvouss
Clarke Eramas Roterodawmua: the whiche is thers
ulso Eotituled: Duice Seiliom inespertis. |

HEARBES.

THE FRUTE OF RECONUILIATION, -

WRITTEX vPPOW A RECONCILTATION BETWENEK
TWO FRENDES.

Tuz hatefuli man that hespeth in his mynde,
Cruell 1 s ges forepust snd done,
Muy not {with ease} the pleasaunt pathway finde,
Of friendiy verse whick [ haue now begoae,
Usnlesse at first his angry brest vntwinde,
The crocked knot which canckred choller knit,
And then recule with reconciled grace.
Likewise 1 finde it sayde in holy write, .
If thow entend to tumne thy fearefull face,
To God sboue: make thyne agreement yet,
Eirst with thy Brother whom thou didst abuse,
Confesse thy faultes, thy frowardnesse and all,
So that the Lord thy prayer not refuse,
When I consider this, and then the brall,
Which raging youth (1 will pot me excuss}
Did whilome breedc in mine vnmellowed Lrayns,
I thought it meete before I did aray,
To write in ryme the double golden gayne,
Of wenitie: fArst yet to take away,
The grutch of grief, as thou doest me constrayas,
By due desert whereto I now must yveeid,
And drowpe for aye in depth of Lethes lake,
Disdaynefull moodes whom freodship cannot

weelde:
Pleading for peace which for my parte | make
Qf former nrife, and henceforth let vs tril-g
The pleasaut fruites of faythfull friends delight,

& foriumaluz infalis.

— ]

‘Two gentlemen did run three courses at the Ring
for oue kisse to be tak® of u fair genllewoman
being then present, with this coodicion, thet thre
winner should haue the kisse, and the loser be
bound to write some verses vpon the gaine or
losse therof Now it fortuned that the winmer
triumphed, saying, he much lamented that in
youth he bead not seen the warres, Wherevpon
the lover compyled these follwing, in discharge
of the condition aboue mbearsed.

Tu1a rainesnsile which thou by Mare hast woonoe,
Shocld not allure thy Bitting minde to feelde,

Where sturdic sieeds in depth of dangers roonpe,
By guttes wel gnawen by clappetr that Cacons

yeslide.
A
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Whers feithlesse friendes by warrefars wazenware,
And ranne to bim that giveth best rewarde:
Na feare of lawes can canse them for to care,
Bot robbe and reaue, and steale withont regurde,
The fathers conte, the brothers ateede from stall :
The deare friendes purse shall picked be for peace,
Tha natioe soile, the parentes left and ali,
With Tant trq tewd, the Cawmpe is marching beoee.
Bat when bare beggrie bidda them to bewary,
And late tance rules them to retire,
Like hinclesse Becs thy wander here and there,
Aod hang on them wbo (exrst) did dresde their ire.
This cut throte life {me seemes) thoa shouldst not
Yike,
And shunne the happie hauen of meane estats:
Migh Joue {perdy} may sende what thou doest
weke, .
And hespe vp poundes within thy quiet gate.
Nor yet] would that thou shouldst spende thy dayes
In idlenesse to tewre & golden time: [praise,
Like countrey loutes, which tompt none other
RBut grease a sheepe, and learne to serue the swine
Is vaine were then the giftes which nature lent,
If Pan so presse to passe dame Pallas lore:
But my good friende, let thus thy youth be spent,
Serue God thy Lord, and prayse him evermore.

. Bearch cut the skill which learned bonkes do teach,
And serne in feeld when shadowes make thee sure:
Hold with the hend, and row uot past thy reach,
But plead for peace which plenty may procure,
And (for my life} if thou canst run this g,

¥ bagges of cogne wil! muitiply apace,
8 furtunatus mfelix,

——————

Not long afler writing bereof: he departed from
the company of his sayd friend (whom he en-
tirely louad) into the went of Englande, and feel-
ing himselfe 8o contumed hy womens craft that
he doubled of & safe returpe: wrote before his
departure as followeth.

Tux foeble thred which Locheriv hath sponne,

To drawe my dayes in short abode with thee,

Hath wrought a webbe which now (welneare) is
donne,

The wale is worne: and {alt to late} I sce

Thal lingring life doth dally but in vaine,

For Atropor will cut the twist in twaine.

T not discerne what life but lothsome were,
When foithfuli friends are kept in twayne by want:
Nor yot perceiue what pleasure doth appeere,

Fo deepe denires where good succerse in skant.

Buch spight yet showes dame fortune (it she
frowne,)

The haughty harts in high mishaps'to drowne.

Hot be the Bames which boyle infrendly mindes,
Cruell the crre and dreadfull is the doome:
Slipper the knot which tract of time votwynds,
Hatefull the life and welcome were the toome.
Blest were the dey which might deuours such

youth, [trueth.
And curst the want that seekes to choke such

“Thin wayling verse I bathe in Bowing teares,
Anrd would my life might end with these my lines:
Yer striue I not to foree into thine egres, -
Wuch fayued plaivts ay Bckell faith resignes :

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

But high forsight in drenmes huth stopt my brosta,
And cansde the Swanoe to sing before hiv denth.

Far lo thess nukred walles do well deciare,
My latewt beane of thee 1 taken hauve: )
And wvnkoowen coastes which | most seels with
Do well dinive that there shalbe my grome: [rae
There shall my death make many for to moae,
Skarce knowns tp them, well mwoe to Uhee sionr.

This bowne of thee (as last request) I orowe,
When true report shall sounde my death with
Vouchsfe yet then o go vnto my graoe, [fese:
And there first write my byrth and theo my camc
And bow my life was shortned many yeares,

By womens wyles as to the world appeares.

And in reward of graont io this request,
Permit O Jod my toung these woordes to tell:
(When ws hir pen ghall write vpon my chest)
With sbriking voyce mine owne deare friend faro-
No care on earth did seeme o much to poe, [well:
As when my corps was forst to part from thee,

8| for bumaiur cnfiries,

-

He wrote to the mme friend from Excester, thi
Sonet following.

A HONDRETH sonnes (in course but not in kind}
Cun witnesse well that I possesse no iave:
The feare of death which fretteth in eny mind
Consumes my hart with dread of darke anoye.
And for eche sonne a thousand brokeg sleepes
Devide my dreames with fresh recourse of oares:
The youngest sister charpe hir sheare she kerpes,
To cut my thred, and thus my life it wemres
Yet let such deies, such thoumnd restleape yigbts,
Spit forth their spite, let fatex eke showe their

foree:
Deathes dannting dart where %0 his bhafet lights,
Shall shupe no change within my friendly corse:
Bot dead or line, m heauen, in earth, in hefl
I wilbe thine where so my carkase dwell,

& forhomaius igfoeka.,

He wrote to the same friend from Founteine belle
eafi in Frasunce, this Soroet in commendation
of the waid house of Fonntaine bel'enii

Nor stately Troge though Priam yet did line,
Could now compare Pounteine beleii to puaye:
Nor Syrian towers, whose loftie steppas did strioe,
To climbe the throne where angry Safvrne was.
For outward shew the porta are of sach price,
As skorne the cost which Cemr spilt in Roome:
Such works within ag stayne the rare deuise,
Which whilome he 4dpelles wrought on toome.
Bwift Tiber floud which fed the Romayne pooles,
Puddle to this where Christall melts in stresmey,
The pleasaunt place where Muwes kept theit
achooles,
{Not parcht with Phxle, mor hanisht from his
beamesy
Yeeld to those Dames, nor sight, nor fruite, nor
amelt,

Which may be thought these to excell
S gt
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-Ho wrole voio & Skotish Dame whom he chope Eor
his Mistresse in the Franch Courl, as fallpweth,

Lab¥ receyue, receivo in gracioas wise,

This ragged verse, these rude ill skribled Woes:

Too base an chiect for your heanenly eyes,

For he that writes his freedome (lo) resignea

Into your handes: avd freely yeelds as thrall

His sturdy necke (earit subiect to no yoke)

Bul bending now, and headlong prest to fall,

Before your feete, such force hath beauties stroke.

Since then mine eyes (which skornd our Bnglish)
dames

Ip forrayne courtes hune chosen you for fayre,

Let be this verse true token of iny flames, -

Aond dé oot drench your owne in deepe dispayre.

Ounely [ craue (a4 1 nill change for new)

Thot you vouchsak to thinke your sarosnt trew.

- Si fortmarus infalic

fmr———

A SONET

WRITTES LN PRHAYSE OF THE BROWAE REAUTIE,
CONMPILED FOR THE LODE OF NIFFRESE K. P.
Al FOLOWETH.

T'ux thriftles thred which pampred heauty spinnes,
“1a thraldom bindw the foolish gazing eyes:

Aas cruell Spiders with their craity ginoes,

In worthlesse webbes doe snare the simple Flisa

The gurments guy, the glittring goldea gite,

The tysing talk which Aowes from Pallar pooies:

The painted pale, the (too much) redmade white,

Are smiling baytes to Bube for louing fooles,

But lo, when eld in toothlesse mouth appeares,

And boury heares in steede of beauties blaze:

‘Then had I wist, both teach repenting yeares,

‘Tha tickle track of craftie Cupides maze,

‘Twint faire and foule therfore, twixt great and

A lovely putbrowne face is benst of all, {small,

Si fortonalis infulis,

|—————]

NOW T RECIN WITH ANCTHER MAN, TAKE
THEAK YERALS WHITTEN TO BE SXET WITH A
RYRG, WHELEIX WEHE ENGRAUED i PAR-
TRICH 1N A MERLINES FOOTE,

TR Partridge in the pretie Merlines foote,

Who feeles hir force supprest with fearfolnese,

And Bodes that strength nor strife can do hir
boote,

To #eaps the danger of hir deepe distresse:

These wololl wordes may seeme for to reherse

Which I must write in this waymenting verse,

Whet helpeth now (sayoth she) dame natnres
To die my featbers like the dustie ground? [skill,
Or what precayles to lend me winges at wilt
Which in the nyre can make my bodie bourd?
Rince From the earth the dogges me draue perforce,
Arat new alofk the Hauke hath caught my corse,

¥ chaunge of evlonrs, conld not me conuey,
Yot mought my wings haue scapt the dogges des-
Aod if my wings did fayle to flie away,  [spite:
Yet mought my strenath resist the Merlines might.
Bat mature made the Merline mee to kill,
“And poe to yeeld voto the Merines will.

YOI 1.
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My lot is like (decre Dnme) beleue me well,
The quiet lifo which I full closely Lept, ’
Was not content in happie state to dwell,

But forth in hast to gaxe on thee it lept, .

Domire thy dogge did spring me vp in bost, [fast.
Thou wert the Hpuke, whase talents caught ma

‘What shonld I then, seeko meunes to flie narayd
Or striue hy force, to breake out of thy feete?
No, no, perdie, 1 may no strength assay,

‘To striug with thee ywis, it were not meete.
Thoo art that Hauke, whum nature made to hend

me, }
And I the'Blyrd, that must therewith content me. *

And since Dame pature bath ordaynad s, ’/
Hir bappie hest 1 gladiy shail embrace: .
I yeeld my will, althuugh it were to wo, .
I stand content to take wy griefe for grace: !
And seale it vp within my secreto bart, :
Which seale receiue, as token of my wumart, .
Sprecia tomen vintni.

— — |

A LOUING LADY BEING WOUNLEDIN THE IFRING
TIKE, AND ROW QALDED EFTSORES WITH THE
MEMEMBRANCE OF THE LFRING, DOTH THAR-
FORE THDY BEWAYLL :

THin tenth of March when drier receyo'd
Dame Phabur rayes, into hin horned hend:
And [ my selfe, by learned lore perceyu'd,
That Fer approcht, and frostie winter flad,

I crost the s, to take the cherefull agre,
In open feeldes, the weather wns 30 fayre.

‘And a5 1 rowed, fast by the further shore,
1 heant & voyce, which sremed to lament:
Whereat I stay'd, erd by & stutely dore,
I left my Boate, and ¥p on land { went:
Till at the last by lasting paine I found, ’
The wofull wight, which made this dolefull roaed,

Io pleamant garden {placed all alone)
I sawe s Dama, who st in wenry wise,
With seabding sighes, she vitred all hir mone, .
The ruefall teares, downe ruyned from hiv eyen:
Hir lowring besad, full lowe on baod she loyed,
On kpea hir arme: and thus this Lady sayed.

Alas (qued she} hehold eche pleasaunt gresne,
Will now renew, bis sommers livery,
The frogrant flowers, whick have not long bena
Will dorish now, (ere lang} in brauery: [se.
The tender buddes, whom colde hath loog kept in,
Will spribg and sproute, a1 they do now begin.

But I (alas} within whose mourniog miode,
The grafcs of grief, are onely ginen Lo growe,
Cannot enioy the spring which others fimde,

But still my will, must wither ail in woe:
The cold of care, 5o nippes my ioyes st moole,
No sunne dgth shine, that well can do them boote,

The lostie Fer, which whitorme might exchangs
My griefe to ioy, and then my ioyes cacrease,
Springs pow else wberm, and ahowes to me but

srange,
My winters woa, therefore can nover cease :
1n other coasts, hit sunne full clewre doth shimgy
And comforts lvody to eu'ry mould bt mige.

»u P
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What plaot can apring, that feelea no force of
Vert
What floure can 8orish,where go suone doth shine ?
These Bales (quod she) within my breast 1 beare,
To breake my barke, and make my pith to pine:
Needew wust | fall, T fade both roote and rinde,
My braunches bowe at blast of ea’ry winde.

This cayed: shee cast a glance apd spied my
fare,
By sight whereof, Lord how she chaunged hew?
So that for shame, I turned backe apace
And to my bome, my s¢lfe in hast [ drew:
And ag | could hir wofull wordes reherse,
1 gt them downe in this waymenling verse.

Now Ladies you, that know by whom [ sing,
And fecle the winter, of such frozen wills:
Of curtesie, yet cause this noble apring,
Tn send bis sunne, nboue the highest hilles:
And sa to shyne, vppon hir fading aprayes,
Which now in woe, do wyther thus alwayes.
Spreta iomen viuent,

AN ABSENT DAME THUS COMPLAYNETH,

Mucn like the seely Byrd, which close in Cage is
peont, [deepe lament,
So sing I mow, not notes of joye, hut layes of
And as the hoaded Hauke, which heares the Par-
trich spring,
Wbo though she feele hir self fast tied, yet bents
bir bating wing:
8o striue | now to shewe, my feeble forward will,
Although I know my labour Jost, w hop aguinst
the Hil. ) [my hart,
The droppes of darke disdayne, did never drench
For well 1 kmow I mm below’d, if thut might ease
my wunart L. .
Ne yet the priay coules, of glowing iellosie,
Could suer kindle needlesse feare, within my
" fantasie.
The riger of repulse, doth not renew my playnt,
Mor choyre of change doth move my mone, nor
' force me thus to faint. [rest,
Onely that pang of psyne, which passeth all the
And cankerlike doth fret the bart, withia the gilt-
lesre brest,
Which is if any bee, most like the panges of death,
Thas present grief now gripeth me, and strines to
stop my breath. .
When friendes in mind may meete, and hart in
“hart embrace,
And absent yet are faine Lo plaype, for lacke of
time and place: [is soweu,
Then may | compt their love, like seede that soone
Yet lncking droppes of beaudly daw, with weedes
is ou wi. .
The Greyhound is sgreeu'd, altbough he see hia

gume, .
1f stil in atippe he must be slayde, when he woold
¢haac the same.
$o faren it mow by me, who Imow my selfe belon'd
Of omo the hesl, in eche reapect, that euer yet was
prou'd.
‘But since my luckleyse lot, forbids me pow Lo taste,
The dulcet froites of my delight, therfore in woes
I wast.

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

And Swrllow like I sing, as ove enforeed 9o,

Since others reape the gaineful crop, which 1 with
prin did sow. [voyce,

Yet you that marke my song, excuse my Swallowes

And beare with hir vnpleasant tumes, which can-
not wel reioyce,

Had I or lucke in loue, or lease of libertie,

Then should you heare some sweeler noles,
cleere my throte would be,

Bat take it thus in gree, and marke my playnsong
well, [abseuce dwell

No hart feeles s0 much hart, as that, which doth ia

Spretn tamen v,

E——————|

Now [ must desire you with patikoe to bearkes
voto the works of another writer, who thoogh he
may nol compare with the resl passed, yit such

-thinge s he wrote ypon sugdrie occaxions, 1
will rehearse, begioning with this

PRAYSE OF 4 COUNTESSE !,

Drsigs of Fame would force my feeble skilt,

To prayse a Countesse by bir dew desert:

But dread of blame holds backe my forwnrd will,
Amd guencht the coaies which kindled in my bart.
Thus am [ plongd £wepe <dread and deepe desire,
Ta pay tbe dew which dutie doth require.

And when I eall the mighty Gods im myd
To further forth same Gné ingention:
My bashefull spirits be full ill afrmyd-
To purchase payne by my presumption
Such malice reignes (sometimes) in heavenly
To punish him that prayeeth as he fnds. [minds,

For Prilay firat, whose fled Bowing wkill, [write,
Should guyde my pen some pleasant worde to
With angry mood hath fram’d a frowned will,

To daghe devise as oft as | endite.
Por why? if once my Ladies gifte were knowne,
Palias should leose the pruyses of bir owne.

And bloudy Mars by chaunge of his delight
Hath made fower duughter now minc enemia:
In whose conceipt my Countesse shines so brighi,
That. Fenus pines for burniug ielousie:
She may go bome to Fulaame now sgayne,
For Mars is sworne to be my Ladies swayne,

Of hir bright beames Dan Phadews standy in
dread,
And shames to shine within onr Horizon:
Dame Cynilia hoids in bir horaed bead,
For fenre to loose hy like comparison:
Lo thuy shee lives, and Jaughes them sl to shorpe,
Cougtesse on esrth, in beauen a Goddesse borpe.

And I sometimen hir seroaunt, now hir friend,

W hom t;enuen and earth for bir (thus) hate and
blame:
Haue yit presumed in friendty wise Lo spend,
This ragged velse, in bovor of bir nams:
A simple gift compared by the skill,
Yet what may seeme 5o deere as yuch good will
Meritwm patere, grawe.

! In the edition of 1587 this introdaction is
omitred.
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THE LOUER DECLARETR HIS AFFEC-
TION, TOGITHER WITH THE CAUSE
THEREOQF.

Waex 8ot 1thee bebeld in colours bimck and
white, [stil:

Thy face in forme wel framde with favor hleeming
My burning brest in cares did choose his chief
.. delighy, [skili:
With pen to painle thy prayse, contrary to my
Whose worthinesse compard with this my rude

L,
I blash and am abasht, this worke to entarprise.

Dut wheo Ieall to miad thy sundey gifis of
gTRE, [moind:

Full fraught with maners meeke in happy quiet
My basty hand forthwith doth scribble on apace,
Leust willing bart might thicke, it ment to come
behind £ [voe,

Thus do both hand and hart these carefoll meetres
Twixt hope and trembling feare, my duetie to
excuse, '

Wherfore accept these lines, and benish darke
disdayne, . [chief;
Be sure they come from one that loueth thee in
4pd guerdon me thy friend in ke with loue
agayne,
80 shalt thou well be sure to yeeld me such relief,
As onely may redresce my sorrowes and my smart:
For proofe whereof I pledge (deare Dame) 1o thee
my bart, .
Meritum petere, grane,

A LADY PEING DOTH WRONGED RBY PATAR SUS-

© PECT, AND ALM) WOU'NDED BY THE DORANCE
OF HIR MUBBAND, DOTH THUS BEWRAY HIR
GAIER,.

Givg me my Late in bed now aa [ lie,

And lock the doores of mine raluckie bower:

50 skall my voyce io mourcefull verse dixerie
The gecrete smart which csuseth me to lower:
Resound you walles an Eccho to my mooe,

And thou cold bed wherein I lie alone,

Beaze witnease yet what rest thy Lady takes,
Wlicn other sieepe which may enioy their maken

In prime of youth when Cupide kindled fre,
And warmd my will with Sames of feruent lone:
To fartber forth the fruite of my desire,

My freends denisde this meane for my behoue.
They made a match according to my mind,

And cast u snare :ny fansie for to blind:

Sbort tale to make: the deede was almost doone,
Before ] knew which way the worke beganae,

And with thiz ot T did my selfe content,
I lent u liking to my parents choyse:
With hand and bart [ gaue my free consent,
Avd hung in hope for eusr to reioyee,
1 Ima"d and low’d Jong time in grester ioy,
Than shee which held king Primms sonne of Troy:
But three lewd lots haae chang’d my hezuen to hell
And those be these, giue eare and marke them well,

First slaunder be, which alwayes beareth bate,
To bappy harty in besuenly stute that bide:
plgy his prrt to stirre vp rome debate,
bereby suspect into my choyre might glide, |
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And by his meancs the slime of false suspect,
Did {as I feare} my demrest friend infect.

Thus by these tumyn long was [ plungd ia paine,
Yet in good hope my hart did »till remouine,

But now {aye me) the greatest grief of all,
{Sound loud my Lute, and te'l it ont my tongue)
The hardest hup that euer might befali,

The onely cause wherefore this sung is song,

la this alas: my loue, my Lord, my Roy,

My chosen pbeare, my gerame, and sl my ioye,
I kept perforce out of my deyly vight,

Whereby | lacke the stuy of my delight.

In loftie walles, in strosg and stately tooers,
{With troubled rninde in sollitrry sorts,}
My louely Lord doth spend his dayes and howers,
A weary life devoyde of all disport.
And I poore soule must lie here =il aloge,
To tyre my trueth, and wound my will with mones
Such it my hap to shake my blooming time,
With winters blustes before it passe the prime.

Now haue you heard the summe of 21l my grief,
Whereof to tell my hart {ch) rends in twayne:
Good Ladies yat lend you me some relief,

And beare & parte to esse me of my payns.

My sortes are guch, that waying well my trueth,
They might prouoke the craggy rocks to rueth,
Arnd mouve these walles with teares for to lament,
The lothsome [ife wherein my youth is spent.

But thou my Lute, be still, now take thy rest,
Repose thy boties vppon this bed of dowue:
Thou hast dischargd soioe burden from my breat,
Wherefore take thou my place, bere lle thee

duwne.

Aod [et e walke to trye my restlesse minde,
Untill | mey entreate rome curteous winde .
To hlow these wordes voto my noble make,
Thout be may see | sorow for his sake.

Merttum peiers, groue,

A RIDDLE.

A LaDY once did aske of me,

This prestie thing in priuitie: -

Good sir {quod she} faine would 1 eraue,

Ope thing which you your selfe not haue:

Nor neper had yet in times past,

Mor neuer shail while life doth last,

And if you seeke ta find it ont,

¥ou loome your [abour out of douht:

Yet i gou love me At Fou sy,

Then giue it me, for sure you may.
Xlvritum petars, grae,

—————|

THE SHIELD OF LOUE, .

L'sscti p'amoun, the shield of perfect loue,
The shicld of loue, the force of stedfast fuith,
The force of faith which peuer wilf remoue,
But standeth fast, to bide the hroouts of deuth:
That trustie targe, hath long borne

off
Apd broke the thruste, which nhuh

throwes.
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1o dolefu duyes I lend an absent Iife,
And woand vy will with many u weary thought:
1 plead far ponce, yot steyne io stormes of suife,
1 find debate, where quiet rest wws sought.
These panges with mo, voto my psine I proue,
Yet bewre I 21l vppon my shiekd of lous,

In colder cares are Wy conceipts consumnd,
Than Didh feix when false Smeer flad:
Yo farre more beat, than trusty Troplur fumde,
" Wihen craftie Creempdr dwelt with' Dicaed:
My hops such from, my hot desire such ame,
That I bath fryse, and smoulder in the same.

Sothat T liue, snd die ju one degree,
Healed by hope, and hurt againe with dresd:
Frst bonend by faith when fansie would bhe free,
Untied by trust, though thoughts entbrall my
hend:
Reviv'd by ioyes, whet hope doth most sbound,
And yet with grief, in depih of dolors drownd.

To thems ansauites I fesle my feebled foree
Beginy to faint, thus weried atill in woes:
And acarcely can my thus conmmed corse,
Hold »p this Buckler to beare of these blowes:
8o that I craue, or presence for relief,
Or wmme tupplie, to ease mine absent griel

LENGOLR.
To you (desrs Dame) thir dolefall pleint I

male,
Whose oasly sight may soane redreass my smart:
Then shew your aelfe, and for your seruausnts sake,
. Mllake bast post bast, to helpe s faithfull harte:
Mins owne poore shield huth me defended long,
Now lend me yours, for eller you do me wrong,
Maeritem peigre, grame.

b ———

COUNCELL TO DUGLASSE DIUE

Written vpon this occasion. She bad & booke
wherein she had coliected sundry good ditties
of diners mens doings, in whiche booke she
would neexdes entrante the suethor to write some
verses. Aid therevpon he wrote ay followeth.

To.binde a hushe of thornes xmongst sweste emell-
ing floures,

Jiay make the posie seeme the worse, and yet the
fault is ours:

For throw xwny the thorne, and marke what will
ensew? {frevhe of bew,

Tue posie then will shew it selfe, swerte, faire, and

A puttocke set on pearch, fast by o faleons side,

Will quickly shew ic melfe = kight, as time hath
aften tride.

And in my mutsing minde, { feure to finde like fall,

As furt rewan] to recompence my rush attempts
withall, - [write,

Thou bidst, and [ musi bowe, thoa wilt that I shal}

Thow canst commsnnd My wary ause sume Verssy
to endite. [rerse,

Apd yet Tmlie, thy booke iy franght with lewrned

Buch ekill a3 o my musing minde § can none ke
reberse

Wihat followes then for me? bnt ff [ post needes

i [kight.

write,
Ta sot downo by the falcons side,my wlfe a willis
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And yet the siltie kight, well wayed in eack degres,

May serue sometimes {as io his kinde) for mm
commuoditie,

The kight can weede the worme, from come s
costly seedes,

The kight ci kill the mowldiwarpe, iu planst
meada the breeds: 5,

Ont of the stately streetes, the kight can clense the

Az m¥ cun cifse the worthlegse weedes, 50 fretehl
fallowed tilth.

Aud onely set nside the heuoes poore progesie,

1 canpot see who ean nocuse the kight for fdiose

The falcon, she most fesde op partritch, sof
quayle,

On pigeon, plouer, ducke and drake, besrie, e
wing, teale, and ruile, (fime,

Hir bongrie throte deucurs both foode aad deatie

Whereby [ take occusion, thas boldly to compme.

And as a sillie kight, {not falcon.like that fie,

Nor yet pr}unmet.o hoser by mount Hallyows! s
hie

1 frendly yet presume, vpon my freads reqoer,

In barreine verse to shew my skill, then fake R

. for the best. [hinde,

And Doaty Douglasse thow, that art of faaiom

Give willing eare yet to the kight, aml begre b
words in miode, feoormen,

Serte thon fint God thy Lord, and prayse ki

Obey thy Prince and loue thy mpake, hy him et
gromtest store,

‘Thy Parents follow pext, for honor and for am,

Thy frends vse al wides faithfaolly, for e
the lawe. .

Tty seemely sclfe at last, thouahlt!l:::

regaid, *
And of thy mife this lesson Jonrme, and taks it 8
That looke how farre deserts, may soune ot

to shine, or cripey
S0 farre thou maist set out thy selfe, withoet &
For this I dare auow, withoat selfe joae {aligkt)
It can acarce be that vertue dwell, in ary earthy

wight.
Bat if in such selfe looe, thoa seeme tp wade 0
As fall to foule presumption, and fndge thy wiks

starre, .
Beware betimen and thicke in our Etymologe’,
Such faults are plainty calied pryde, sod i fad

Surciipdrye3,

I.o thos can I pore kight, sdumture for © tmd

The falcon fie, and yet forewame, she o B
peat hir reach,

Thut enn | weede the worme, which seekefi ¥
dewoare [thee caery hows

The seeds of rertue, which might grow witkt

Thus can 1 kill the mowle, which sise wonid %8

throw i
The good foondacivn of thy fame, with ewry b
And Lhus oun [ coouey, out of tby cokwly dreh
The siuttish beapes of peeuish pride, which gt

defile tha rest.

Perchance some falcons fie, which will et grooky
gratch, [foae t» 2cch

To learne thee first to loge thy scie, aad b &

But | am nooe of those, [ list pot 10 50 rag® 1

1 bae mis wnoate eoough i home, what ol
the seeks change,

1 The Hill where postes fayne that the Nu
sleepe. + Ocarme

k * A trun exposition,
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1 am oo pewcocks I: my feathers be not gay,
And theugh they were, 1 see my feete aueh fonde
uffectes to stay,
I list nt, set to male » thing so fitle worth,
I rather could kepe close my creast, than seeke o
set it forth. ‘ to flowe,
‘Wherefore if in this veorse, which thou coromandst
‘Thou chaunce o fall on construing, whereby some
doubtes may grow,
Yet gruot this onely boone, peruse it twice or
thrice, . [deuise,
Digest it well ere thou eondemne tha depth of my
And vee it like the nut, first cracke the oatward
shell, [thee well,
Theu trie the kirnell by the tast, and it may phease
Do aot as barbers do, which wash beards coricusly,
Then cut them off, then cast them ont, in open
wtreets to lie.
Remember therewithall, my muze is tied in chaines,
‘The goonshot of calamitie hath hattred “al! my
brayner. [po marke,
And thotgh thin rerse wcape out, take thou thereat
It i.&bu;.lihs a hedlesse flie, that tumbleth in the
It waa thine owne request, remember po it was,
Wherefore if thou dislike the same, Lben licence
it to pasw
Tato my brest againe, from whence it dew in hust,
Full Jike » kight which not desernes by faleons to
be phast: [to seroe,
And like w stubbed thovne, which may not seeme
‘To stld witb such sweete smelling floures, like
praises t> deserue. -
Yet take this barmelasss thorpe, to picke thy teeth
withall, . [be but small.
A tooth picke sernes some voe perdie, althcugh it
Avd wlTn thy teeth therewith, be piked faire and
cleane,
‘Then bend thy tong no worse to me, than mine to
thee hath bepe, .
Euer or Newr,

COUNCELL GITEN TUO MASTER EBAR-
TROLMEW WITHIPOLL A LITTLE
BEFORE HIS LATTER IOURNEY TO
GEANE. 1¥72. .

Minx owne good Bat, before thou hoyae vp eaile,

To make & furrowe in the foming mens,

Conteat thy selfe to beure for thine auaile,

Such barmelesse words, a3 onght thee not displease.

Pirst in thy jourpey, idpe not oner much,

‘What? laughest thou Batte, bicause I wTite 80
plaine?

Beleeus me pow it is a friendly touch,

To vse fewe words where friendship doth remaine,

And for I finde, that fault hath runne to fast,

Both in thy flesh, and fancie too sometime,

‘Me thinks pluine dealing biddeth meé to cust

This bone at first smid my dogrell rime,

But shall I sy, to give thee graue aduise?

{(Which in my head is (God he Imowes full)

. ]

Then marke me well, and thoogh I be not wise,
Yet in my rime, thou maist perhaps find resson.
First every day, baseech thy God on knee,

8o to direct thy staggring steppes alway,

That he which eoery weerete thought doth see
May bolda thee in, ¥hen thon wouldst goe artray:
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And that he deigne to sepde thee mfe retonre,

Antt quicke dispatcha of that which is thy due:

Letta thiv {my Batie) be bothe thy prime and

“Wherin alw commend t; Nostre Dieu, [houre,

Thy good Companion and my veria frend,

To whom I shoulde (but time woalde not permitie}

Haua takenr paine sons ragged ryme to seods

In trustie token, that I not forget

Hin curtesie: bnt this is debte to thee,

1 promyade it, and vow I mesns to pay:

What was [ saying? sirma, will vou ses

How soone my wittes were wandering astruye!?

I mye, praye thou for thee and for thy mate,

So shipmen sing, and though the note be pisyne,

Yet sure the musilke is in henuenly state,

When frends #ing s¢, and know vot how to fayoe.

The nexte to GOD, thy Prince haue stiil in mynde

Tby comntreys honor, and the common wealth:

And flee from them?, which fled with every wymie

From natiue soyle, to forraioe copstes hy stealth:

Theyr traynesaretrostiosse, tending stitl totrasson,

Theyr smoothed trmgues are lyned all with guyle,

‘Their power slender, scarsly woorthe two peason,

Their malice much, their wittes are futl of wyle:

Eachue them then, snd wheo thoa seest them, say,

Du, da, sir K, I may not come at you,

You east a mmare yoar conntrey to betraye,

And woulde you haue me trust yoo now for true?

Remembre Batte the foolish blink eyed hoye

Which was at Rows, thou knowest whome 1 meane?,

Remember eke the preatie beardlesse toye,

Whereby thon foundst & safe retamne to Geawe,

Doe so againe: (God shielde thou shoukdst haue
neede, )

But rather eo, than to forsweare thy selfe:

A logall hearte, (belecue this as thy Creede)

Ts enermore inope woorth than worldly pelfe.

And for one leston, take this more of mee,

There are three Ps xlmost in enery place,

From whiche I counsell thee alweyer to fles,

And take good hede of them in any case,

The Grst is poyson, perillous in deeda

To sach as trauxyle with a heauie pursses

And thon my Batte bewnra, for thou hest peade,

Thy pursee is lynde with puper, which is wurgse:

Thy biller of credite wil not they thinkst thoa,

Ba bayte to mette Jtalyan hands on woorke?

Yen by my faye, and neuer warse than nowe,

When euery knane hath leysare for to Turke,

And knoweth tbou commset for the shelles
Christe: .

Beware therefore where ener that thon go,

It may fall out that thou shalte be entiste

To mppe sometimes with a M?g'&n,

Ard haue & Fay foysted in the disbe,

Bycanse thon shoubdewl disgesis thy meate the
better:

Be wure therefore, and rather feede on fishe,

Than learne to spell fyne fieshe with such a Letter,

Some may present thee with a pounde or twnibe

Of Spaninhe sonpe to washe thy 1yonen white:

Bewnre therefore, and thynke it wers small gayne,

To mue thy shirte, nad cast thy skinne off quita:

Some cunning man muye teache thee for Lo ryde,

Amd stuffe thy soddle all with Spanishe wooll,

Or in thy stirrops hawe & toye m tyde,

As both thy legges may swell thy busking foll -

I There are to many of the in eoery countrey,
* Misterie, B
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Hewere therfore, and beare a noble porte,

Drynke not for thyrst= before an other taate:

JLette none vutlandishe Taylour take disporte

To stuffe thy doublet full of such Bumbaste,

As it may casl thee in vokindely sweate,

And canse thy haire per companie ta glyde,

Stravngers are fyne in many a propre feate:

Bi-ware tirerefore, the seconde P. is Pryde,

More perillous than wes the ficet by farre,

Far that infects but bloud and ieaues the bones,

This povsuns all, and mindes of men doth marre,

L findeth nookes to creepe ju for the nones:

First froin the minde it makes the hesrt to swell,

Frum thence the flesh is pampred euery parte,

The skinne iv taught in Dyers shoppes to dwell,

The haire is curide or fiisled vp Ly arte:

Beicewe mee Batte, our Countreymen of late

Haue caughie such knackes alroade in forayne
lande,

That most men call them Deuils incamnata,

8o singulur in theyr conceites they stande:

Noxe sir, if | shall see your maistershippe

Come home disguysde and cladde in queynt araye,

Ay with a piketoothe byting un your lippe,

Your brave Mustachyos turnde the Turky waye,

A Coptanckt batte iade on 2 Flemmish blocke,

A nightgowne cloake downe trayling to yonr toes,

A clender sluppe close couched to your docke.

A curtold stipper, and a shorte silke hoge:

Bearing your Rapier pointe aboue the hilte,

Anrl looking bigge like Marquise of all Beefe,

Then shall I coumpte your toyle and trauayle

ilte,

B_w'aun:Pmy seconde P, with you ia cheefe.

But forwardes nowe, although I stayde a while,

My hindmost P, is worgse than bothe these two,

For it both bones and bodie doth defile,

‘With fouder blots than bothe those other doo.

Shorte tale Lo make, thin P, can beare no hlockes,

(God shielde me Batte, should beare it in his
breast

And with a dashe it spelleth piles and pockes

A periovs P, and woorsse than buthe the reste:

Now theugh I finde no cause for to suspect

My Batte.in this, bycause be hath bene tryde,

Yet sinee such Spanish buttons can infect

Kings, Emperours, Prinoes and the wotld so wide.

And since thoue sunues do mellowe men 5o fast

As most that rauvayle come bome very ripe

Although (by sweate) they learne to liwe and
LT

When {bey haue danaced after Guydoes pype:

Therfore I thrught it mesce to werne my frende

Of this foule P, and 30 an ende of Ps.

Nuw for thy diet marke my tale to ende,

And thapke me then, for that is all my fees,

See thou exceede not in three dounble Vs,

Te first is Wine, which may enflume thy blood,

The second Women, such as haunte the stewes,

‘The thirde is Wilfulnesse, which dooth po good.

These three eachue, or temper them alwayes:

So shall my Batte prolong bis youthfull yeeres,

And see lyng Qeorge againe, with happie dayes,

Who il he bes sa faithfvil to his feeres,

As hee was woute, will duyly pray for Batte,

And for Pencoydes: and if it fall out so,

That lames a Parrye doo but make good that,

Which be hath sayde: and if be bee {no, no}

3 Sir William Morgan of Peucoyde.

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

The hest companion that long George can inde,
" Then at the Spawe I promise for to bee
in Auguste nexte, if God turne not my maimde,
Where as [ would bee glad thy selfe to sea:
Till then farewell, and thus I ende my song,’
Take it in gree, for eise thou doest mee wroog.

: Haud ictx sapio.

—_

GASCOIGNES WOODMANSHIP

Written to the L, Grey of Wilton vpoa this ocos-
sion, the myd L. Grey defightiog {mmougn
many other good qualities) in chusing of his
winter deare, and kiiling the same with his bose,
did furnishe the Aucthor with & crossebowe cm
periinencis and vouchsaued to vee his compasy
in the said exercise, calling him oue of his wont-
men. Mow the Aucthor shooting very oftem,
could veuer hitte any deare, you and oficotimes
he let the heard passe by a9 though he had not
scene thi. Whereat when this noble Lord wooke
#ome pastime, and had oflen put him in re-
membranee of his good skill m choosing, and
readinesse in killing of & winter deare, be thoaght
good thus to excuse it in verse.

My woorthy Lord, 1 pray you wonder not,

To s2e your woodman shoote so ofta awrie,

Nor that he stands amased like a sot,

And lets the barmlesse deare (vnburt) go by.

Or if he strike u Doe which is but carren,

Laugh not good Lord, but fauoure such a fault,

Take will in worth, he would faine hit the barren,

Bw though his barte be good, hin happe is oaaxhi:

And therefore now 1 craue your Lordships lesue,

To tell you plaine what is the cause of this:

First if i, please your honuur to perceyoe,

What makes your woodman shoote so ofle amisse,

Beleeue me L. the case is uothing straage,

He shootes awrie almost at euery marke,

His eyes haue bene s voed for to raunge, .

That now God kuowes they be bath dimme and
darke. .

For proofe he beares tlie note of follie now,

Who shotte sometimes to hit Philosopbie,

And aske you why? forsooth [ make auow,

'l Bicause his wanlan wittes went sil awrie,

Next that, he sbot ta be a man of lawe,

And spent sometime with leamed Litlcton,

Yetin the end, he proued but a dawe,

For lawe was darke snd he had quickly done.

Then counld he wish Pilzbarbert such a hraime,

A3 Tully bad, to write the lnwe by arte,

5o that with pleasnre, or with litle paine,

He might perhaps, have caught a trewants parte

But all to late, he most mislikle the thing,

Which most might belpe o guide bis aArrow
streight:

He winked wrong, and &0 let slippe the string,

Which cast him wide, for all his queint conceit

From thence he shotte to calch a courtly grace,

And thought euen there Lo wield the world »t

But oat alas he much mistooke the place, [will,

And shot awrie at euery rouer still,

The blasing baits which drmwe the gazing eye,

Unfethered there his first affection,

No wonder then although be shot awrie,

Wanting the feathers of diserelion
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Yet more than them, the marks of dignitie,

He much mistooke and shot the wronger way,

Thinking the purse of prodigalitie,

Had bene beut meane to purchase such o pray.

He thought the Aattring face which feareth still,

Had bene fujl fraught with all Gidelitie,

And that such wordes us conrtiers vse at will,

Could not baue varied from the veritie.

But when bis bonet battened with gold,

Hin comelie cape begarded all with goy,

His humbast hose, with linings manifoM,

His knit silke stocks and all his queint arny,

Had pickt his purse of ail the Peter pence,

‘Which might baue pzide for his promotion,

Then (ali to late) be found that light expence,

Had guite quencht out the courts denotion.

So that gince then the tast of miserie,

Hath bene alwayes full bitter in his bit,

Apd whyt forsboth bicause he shot awrie,

Mistakiog #till the markes which others hit

But now hebold what marke the man doth find,

He shootes to be a soutdier in his age,

Mistrusting all the vertues of the minde,

He trosts the power of bis peronage.

At though long limmes led by a lusty hart,

Might yet suffice to muke him rich amine,

But Flushyng fraies have tanght him such a parle,

That now he thipks the warres yeeld on such
gaine,

And vore t feare, vnletse your lordship deigne,

To traine him yet into sume better trade,

It will he long before he hit the veine,

‘Whereby he may a richer man be made.

He cannet climbe a5 other catchers can.

‘To lende a charge before himselfe be led, .

He cannot spoile the simple eakeles man,

Which is conteut to feede him with his bread.

He caonot pinch the painefull souldiers pay,

And sheare him out his share in ragged sheetes,

He cannot stoupe to take a greedy pray

Upen his fellowes groveling in the strectes.

He cannot pull the spoyle from such as pill,

And seeme fult angrie at such fonle offence,

Altbough the guyne content hia greedie will,

Under the cloake of contrarie pretence:

And now adayes, the man that shootes not so,

May shoots amisse, euen ms your Wooxdman
dothe:

Bot then you maruell why I Jette them go,

And neuer shoote, but saye farewell fursooth:

Alss iny Lord, while 1 doe muze hereon,

And cal] W minde my youthfull yeares myspente,

They gine mee ruche & boane to gnawe vpon,

Thel all my senses are in silence pente.

MY minde is raple in contemplation,

Wherein my dezeled eyes onely beholde,

The blacke houre of my conmsllation,

Which framed mee g0 lucklesse on the molde:

Yet therewithall I can not but confesse,

Tbat vayne presumption makes my heart to swell,

For thus I thinke, not all the worlde {1 guesee,)

Shootes bet + than I, nay some shootes nut so well.

Io Aristotle eomewhat did 1 learne,

To guyde m¥ mauners all by comelynense,

And Tullie taught me somewhet W discerne

Betweene rwerte speeche and barbaroms rudenesse.

Olde Parkyns, Rastall, and Dan Hmctcns kookes,

Did lende mes somewhnt of the lawiesse Lowe,

The craftie Courtiers with their guylefull Iookes,

Must needes put some expericnct in my mawe:

¢ Hetter.
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Yet can not these with many mystiries mo,

Make me shoute atreyght at eny gsynfull pricke,

Where same that neuer handled such & bow,

Can it the white, or touch it neare the quicke,

Wheo can not speake, nor write in pleasant wise,

Nor leade their life by Aristottes tule,

Nor argue well on queetions that arise,

Nor pleade a case more than my Lord Mairs mule,

Yet can they hit the marks that I do misse,

And winne the means which may the man main-
teyne. .

Now when my minde doth mumble vpon this,

No wonder then slthough 1 pine for payne:

And whiles mine eyes beholde this mirronr thas,

The heanle gneth by, and farewelt gentle does:

8o that your Lordship quickely may discusse

W hat blindes mine eyes so ofte {as | suppuse.)

But since my Muse can ta wy Lorde reherse

What makes me misse, and why | doe not shoote,

L&t tne imagine in this woorthlease verse,

It right hefore mee, at my standingr foote

There atoode s Doe, antt I should strike hir °

deade,
And then shee prove a carrian carkas too,
What figure might I finde within my hesd,
To scuse the rage which culde mee =0 to doo?
Some myght interprete by playne puraphrase,
That lacke of skill or fortune ledde the chavoce,
But I must otherwise expounde the case,
I say lehoua did this Doe aduaunce,
And made hir bolde to stande before mee so,
Till 1 had-thrast mine arrowe to hir harcte,
That by the sodaine of hir ouerthrowe,
I myght endeucur to amende my parte,
And turne myne eyes that they no more beliolde,
Such guylefull markes s seeme more than they be:
And though they glister outwardely like golde,
Are inwanlly but brasse, a5 men may see:
And when I sce the milke hang in hir teate,
Me thinkes it sayth, olle babe now learne to sucke,
Who in thy youth coaldst neuer learne the feate
To hitte the whytes whiche line with all good
Tucke. .
Thue haue I tolde my Lorde, (God graent in sea-
& tedious tale in rime, but little reason. [son)
Haud ictws capio.

GASCOIGNES GARDNINGS,

YWHEREOF WERE WRITTEN IN ORKE EFD OF 4
CLOSE WALKE WIIICHE HE HATH IN HIS
GARDEN, THIS DISCOURIE FOLLOWING,

THE figure of this world I can compare,

To Garden plots, and zach like pleasaunt places,
The world breedes men of sundry shape aod share,
Ag hearbes in gurdens, grow of sundry graces:
Some pood, some bed, some amiable faces, i
Sume foule, some gentle, some of frowand mind,
Subiect like bloorae, to blast of every wiod.

And s you see the floures mow fresh of hew,
That they proue not alwayes the holesomest,
S0 fayrest men are not alwayes foumd troe:
But euen as withred weedes fall from the rest,
S0 Batierers fall paked from their neast:
When truth bath tried, their painting tising tale,
They loose their glosse, aod all their iests pescoa

stale.

el
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Yet some do present pleasure most esteeme,
Till beatves of branerie wither all their welth,
And rome agayne there be can rightly deeme,
Thowm herbes'J for best, which may mainteice their

helth.
Considering well, that age drawes on by stelth,
And when the fayrest fioure iz shronke and gone,
A well growne roots, will stand nod shifte for one.

Then thus the restlesse [ife which men here
Moy be resembled 10 the tender plant, [1eade,
In spring it sprouts, as babes in cradle breede,
Florich in Map, like youtbes that wisdome want,
In Autumpe ripes and rootes, leget store waze

skuole
In winter shrinks and shrowdes enery biast,
Like crooked age when Justy yoalh in part.

And e the grounde or grace whereon it grewe,
Was Ixtte or leane, cuen so by it appeares,
1f barreyn soyle, why then it chaungeth hewe,
It fadeth Faste, it dits to fombling yenres,
But if he gathered roote amongst his feeres,
And fight on lande that was well muckte in deede,
Then standes it still, or leaues increase of seede.

Ax for the reste, foll sundrie wayes (God wot}
Bape faynt Iyke froathe at euery little pule,
Some smarte by swoorde, like hearbes that serue
the pot, i

And some be weaded from the Gner winffe,

Scme stande by proppas to maynteyne all their
ruffe:

And Lhuy (v;:der correction bee it tolde)
Hath Gescoigne gathered in his Garden molde,

in that other ende of bis myde clove walke, were
written these toyes in ryme.

I¥ soy fSoure that here is growne,
Or any heurbe moay ease your payne,
‘Take and accampte it as your owne,
But recompence the lyke agayne:
For some snd some is honest playe,
Apnd ;0 my wyfe taughte me Lo saye.

If here to walke yon take delight,
“Why come, and welcome when you will:
If 1 hidde you spppe here this night,
Hidde me an other time, and atill
Thinke soane and some is honest playe,
For w my wife taught me to saye.

Thus if yoo suppe or dine with mee,
1f you walke here, or sitte nt eace,
If you desire the thing you see,
And heue the same your minde to plewse,
Thinke some acd some is bonest playe,
And o my wife taught me to saye.
Hand ictuy sapio.

——

X2 a chayre in iha same Garden was written this
followyng,
~ 1F thon sitte here o viewe this pleasant garden
place,
Think thus: atlast will come a frost, and al these
floures deface:

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

But if thou sitte at ease to rest thy wesrbe bowey,
Bemember death brings fAnall rest to all owe
ZTERUOUS FrOTIE.
8o whether for delight, or bere thon sitte for ease,
Thinke still vpon the Intter day, 00 ahatt thou Gold
best plense.
Hoed scixs seyio,

Vpon & stone in the wall of his Garden e bal
written the yeare wherein be did tho of
these deuises, and therewithall this i
Latioe,

SoonTAN ctiam huwmilatos, nieena
delectant.

coste
posie

I ———

GASCOIGNES VOYAGE INTO HOLLANDE
An. 1572,
WRITTEN TO THE RIOHT HONOURABLE TRE
LORDE GRET OF wiLTOm .

A STRAUNGE conceyte, a vayne of newe deligbt,

Twixt weale and woe, twixte joy aad bitter griefe,

Hath pricked foorth my bastie penne to write

This woorthlesse verse in bmzarde of repreefe:

And lo mine 4lderlesest? Lorde | must endite

A wofull case, a chippe of sorie ch

A tipe of beauen, u liuely hew of hell,

A feare to fell, a bope of high aduance,

A life, a death, a drenrie tale to tell,

But since [ know the pith of my pastaunce

Shall most consist in telling of a truth,

Veucbsafe my Lord fex box gréd} for to take

This trustie tale the storie ormy youth,

This Chronicle which of my selfc I make,

To shew my Lord what healplesse bappe ensewth,

When heddy youth will gad withont s guide,

And raunge votide in leas of likertie,

Or when bare neede a starting bole hath apide

To peepe ahroade from motber Miserie,

And bnildeth Castels in the Welkio wide,

lo bope thereby to dwell with wealth and esse.

But he the Lord (whome my good Lord doth
know)}

Can bind or lote, as best to him shall plense,

Can saue or spill, rayse ¥p or cuerthrowe,

Can guuld with griefe, and yeot {he payne appeast.

1 ¢ There is an old kinde of Rithme called Ver-
layen, derived (an [ hupe redde} of this word Yerd,
which belokeneth Greepe, and Laye which be-
lokeneth & Song, e if you would pay Grerme
Songes: but I must te]] you by the way, Bt |
neuer redde any verse which 1 saw by sectoritie
called Verlay, but one, and that was a long dis-
course in verses of tenne syllbles, whereof the
foare first did ryme acrosse, and the Gfth did s~
swere to the first and thirde, breskiug off theve,
and #0 going oo to another termination. Of this
1 could shewe example of imitationim mine own
verses writtem to the right honorable the Lond
Grey of Wilton, &e.*

Gascoigre’s  Certein Notes of Insirection em-
E‘eming the making of verse or rhyme in English."

s Beat beloued, 3 In good wortk



HEARBES.

Which thing to prous if s wy L. take time,
"W ke grrester cares his bead ahall not possensa)
I'o silte apd reade this reunging ragged rime,
1 dmaubt mot then but that ha will covfeme,
What falios 1 found when last 1 leapt to olime,
[n March it was, that canoot 1 forget,
In this last March rpon the gintenth day,
W hen from Gmuesend in boate I gan to ictte
To bocerde oor slippe in 2uicboroagh that Loy,
From whence the very twentieth day we act
Our sayles abrode to slice the Salt sea fome,
And anoors wayde gan troat the trostiesse dond:
That dey snd night amid the waues we rome
‘To seeke the comt of Hollend where it Soode.
Apd op the next when we were farre from home,
And pemre the Bauen whereto we sought to sayle,
A fearly ¢bennce: (whereon alone to thinke)
My hande mow quakes, and all my sensen fayle)
Gan ve befall : the Pylot gun 10 shrinke,
Anpnd all agasta his conmge seemde to quayle.
Wheresl amaxed, the Maister and his mate
Gan aske the eanse of his 30 sodeyne chaunge,
And from alofte the Stewarde of our state,
(The sounding plombe) in baste poste bast must
raunge,
To trye the depth and goodoesse of our gute,
Meoe thinkes (cuen yet) I heare his heanis voyee,
Fadome t._hdr:ﬂ, foure, foote mare, foote lesse, that
cride:
Me thinkes | heare the fearefull whispring noyse,
Of mch a1 myde fall witely {me besida)
God gravnte this journey cause vs 10 rereyce,
When [ poore soule, which clese in cabav laye,
And there had reacht till gaule was welneare burst
With giddie bead, my stumbling steppes mast sta y
‘T'o looke nbroade a= boldly as T dorst.
Amnd whyies | bearken what the Saylers mye, -
The sownder sings, fadame two full no more,
Aloofe, sloofe, then cried the Maister out,
The Stearesinate strives to sende 4 from the shore,
And tr:t:;t,the szeame, whereof wee earst had
Tweens two extreeme thus were we tossed sore,
And went to Hal}?, vutill we leyzure had
To talke at large, and eke to know the canse
What moode had made our Pylot looke so sad.
At lant the Dutche with batterbitten iawes,
{For o be was a Daiche, a Deuill, n swadde,
A fooln, a dronkarde, or & treytoar toge)
Gen sunowere thus: Ghy i te vrosgh® here come,
Tia vt gowt tiit? and standing el alone,
Can preache to vx, which fooles were all and some
*To trast him foole, in whom there skill vas none.
©Or what knew wee if Albaes subtill brayne -
(50 to prevent our enterpryse by treazon)
Had him mbornde to tice vs 10 this trayne
And 10 bim eeife (per Companye and seazon)
For spite, for hate, or else for hope of gayne,
This must we thinke that Alba® would not spare
To gine ool gold for sach a sinfull dende :
And glistring gold can oftentimes ensnare,
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Or Pylats crafte, to cleare him selfe from crime.

Yea more than that {bow voyde wore wa of snse)

We bnd small smacks of any tals he tolde,

He powrde out Dutch to drowne vs all in drinke,

And wa {wisa men) vppon his words were bolde,

Fo runne oo head: but let me now bethinks

The. masters h: and let me w0 vnfold

The depth of all this foolish coersight.

The master spake sven like a akjlfoll mas,

And myde I myls the Seas both duy nnd night,

1 Tow the tides as well as olher can,

From pole to pole I can the courses plight:

I know Fm.bnim,cm, Denmarke, Dalisk
a N .

Frize, Flaanders, Holland, euery coast I koow,

But truth to tell, it saldome doth befall,

That Englivh merchmnts ever bend thair bowe

To shoote at Breyll, where now oor Gight sbould

L
They send their shaflz farder for grester gayoe,
o that this banen is yet {quoth ho) vokouth?,
And God grauat now that Ecglaod may atisyee
Such gaines by Breyll, {a gospell on that moath)
Ap is dasired: thos spake the muatar playne.
And since (saide be) my seife knew not the sowne,
How conid I well a better Pylot
Than this {which first) did saye he dwelt in towss,
And knew the way where cuer mt the wyade?
While we thas talke, all sayles aro taken downe,
And wa to Hull (ay earst ] sayd) gan wend,
Till fall two boures and somewhat more were prat,
Our guyde then spaks in Dutch and bad vs bend
Al sayles againe: fur now qaod be g-t last)
Dia it is goal, dat bed ick emell bekend 9, |
Why staye 1 long to ende a wofull tale?
We trust his Duich, and vp the foresayle goes,-
We fall on knees amyd the happy gule,
{Which by Gods will full kynd, and ealmely
blowes)
And w10 bim we there vofolde our hale,
Whareoa to thinke ] wryte and weepe for ioge,
That pleatant song the hundreth and seventh
Pralme,
There dyd we remds o comfort our sanoye,
Which to my sowle {me thought) was srwesta ms
halme, .
Yes farre more sweete than sny warkdly toye.
And when he had with prayers praysd the Lond,
Our Edeil Bloetts™!, gan fall 10 este and drinke,
And for their sauce, at takyng vp the bordm
The shippe so strake {an all we thought to sinke)
Against the ground.  Then all with ope nccorde
W fell agnine on knees 1o prey apace,
And therewithall euen at the second blowe,
{The number cannot from my miode oatpace)
Our belme strake of, and we muit deste and Rowe,

Where winde and waues would guide vs by their

Erace.

The winde waxt calme as I haue sayde befors, |

{O mightie God 30 didst thou swage our woes)
The selly shippe was sowst aod smitten sore,

More pecfect wits than Holland soyle doth breed
Bat et that passe, und iet ¥3 pow compare

Our owve fond fact with this his foule offence.
We knew hims not, nor where hc wound that time,
Nor if ke bad Pylols experience,

4 Fadomo and a half, three bo,

# When ull mayles are taki downe.

€ Yo be to sooDe It in not good tide
9 The Duke,

With buffetts, blowes and double blowes.
At last the keela which might endure no more,
Gan resde in twayne and suckt the waler in;
Then might yon see pale lookes and wofull chenrs,
Then might you hesre londe cries and deadly
Well noble minds in perils best appeare, [dinne:
And boldent harts in bale will neuer blinune,

S Voknown., " It is good tide that koow J well,

7 Lusty gallaats .

|
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For there were worre (of whome I will not say
That T was ooe) which neuer changed bew,
But pumpt apace, and iabord enery way
To saue themselues, and all their louely crew,
Which cant the bert fraight overboomde awny,
Bath coroe and cloth, and il thet was of weight.
Which halde and pulde at euery helpiog corde,
Which prayed to God and made their conscience
streight.
As for my ee)f: I bere protest my Lomde,
My words were these: O God io heauen on beight,
Behold me not a» now & wicked wight,
A sacke of sivne, 2 wretch ywrapt in wroth,
Let no fanlt past SO Lord) offenda thy sight,
But weye my will which now those faults doth
Axnd of thy mercy pittie this our plight. [lothe,
Euen thou good God which of thy grace didst saye
That for one goad, thua wouldst all Socdome saue,
Bekold vy ali: thy shyning beames displaye,
Some here (1 trust) thy goodnesse shall eagrave,
To be chuast vesnels voto thee alwaye,
And 50 o line in hooowr of thy name:
Belene me Lord, thua to the Lord | sayde,
But Lhere wers some (alas the more their hlame}
Which in the pumpe their onely comfort layde,
Apd irosted that to turne our griefe to game.
Alss {quod 1} cur pompe goud God must be,
Our sayle, our sterne, our tackling, and our trust.
Some other cried to cleare the shipboate free,
To saue the chiefe and lesve the rest i dost.
Which word once spoke (s wondmus thing to see}
All hast post hast, was madle to hmue it dove:
Asnd vp it commes in bast much more than speede,
There did | ree & wofull worke begoune, [bleeda,
Whoich now (euen now) doth make my hart to
Samea mede such hast that in the boate they wonne,
Before it was aboue the hatches brought.
Struunge tale to tell, what hast some men shall
mnke
To find their death before the rame be sought,
Some twixt the boate and shippe their bane do
take, ferushe out.
Both drownd aud slzyne with braynes for hast
At last the boat halfe fruighted in the aire
Is hoyst alofte, and on the scarx downe set,
When { that yet in God could nol dispaire,
81511 plide the pumpe, and patiently did let
All mch take boate as thither made repaire.
And herewitball I safely may protest
1 might bane wonne the boate as wel a3 one,
And had that seemed s sofetie for the reat
1 should per¢mse euen with the first haue gone,
But when I saw the hoate was ouer prest
And pestred full with moe than it might beare,
And therwithall with cherefull looke might e
My cbiefe companions ** whore 1 held most deare
(Whose companie had tbither trained me)
Abiding s1il] aboorde our shippe yfcarc:
Nay then (quoth [} good God thy will be done,
For with my feeres I will both lige and dye.
And eare the boate farre from our sight was gon
The 'a;e 8o wrought, that they (which thought to
-3
And & o scape) with Wera ouet 3
Lo how be strives ip vaine that strives with G
For there we lost the fowre of the band,
And of our crew foll twentie soules and pdde,
The Sen sacks vp, whils we on hatches sand
In omarting fesre to feele that selfe same rodde.
* Yorke and Herle.

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

Well on (as yet) our batited barke did passe,

And hrought the rest within a myle of lnde,

Then thought I sure now neede ot I Lo pasee,

For I can swymme and so evespt this sande.

Thus dyd | deeme nil carelesse like an Awse,

When sodaynety the wynde our foremnyle tooke,

And turnd about and bronght vs eft o Seas.

Then cryed we all, cast out the socor booke,

And bere let byde sach helpe e god may phease:

Which encor cast, we soone the same forsooke,

And eut it off, for feare least

Our shippe should bowge, then calide we bt ke
fire,

And so dischargde cor great gunnes exevychone,

To warpe tho towne therehy of our desire:

But sll in vayoe, for succor sent they none.

At last 1 Hoy from Sea came fimgiog fnst,

And towards vs belde course as streight as 1yme

Theo might yoa see our hands to henuen vp ot

To render thanks voto the power deuioe,

That so vouchsafte to saue vs yel at lasi:

Buot when Lhis Hoy gan (welnoere) boonde omr
barke,

Aod might perceine what peryll we were in,

1t turnd uway and left ve sull in carke ),

‘This taie i true {for now to lie were 5in)

It lefte ¥ there in dreade sod danngers darke.

It lefte: vs w0, and Lhat within the sight

And hesring both of all the peare =t Breyll

Now ply thee pen, and paint the foule despite

Of drunken Dutchmen standiog there euen still,

For whom we came in their cause for to

For whom we came their state for to defends,

For whom we camme s friends to grieoe their fon,

They now disdayod {in this distresse) to ieod

One hetpiog boate for to asseage our woes:

They sawe our harmes the which they would not
mend,

And bad not bene that God eaen then dxl reyw

Rome instruments to succor ve at neede,

We had bene sank and swallowed al! in Seas

But Gods will was (in way of our good specde]

That on the peare (lamenting our myscuse)

Some englishe were, whose vaked swordes &
force .

The drunken dutch, the cankred chutles to come,

.| And so at last (not mooed by remorce,

But forst hy feare} they sent v8 succor some:
Some must I say: and for to tell thu course,
They sent v fuccor saust with sowre deapete,
They sausd our liues avd spoyide va of the rest,
They stale our goods by day and eke by night,
They shewed the worst and closely Kepi the best
And in this time (this treasun must 1 wryte)
Our Pylot fed, but how? not emptie handed:
He fled from vs, and with him did conneye
4 Hoy full franght (whiles we meane whie were
landed)
With ponder, shotte, and all our best araye:
This skill be had, for all he set vs sandesl
And now my Lord, declars your noble mymnde,
Wan this a Pylof, or a Pilate judge?
Or rather was ba not of [udas kynde:
Which left va thus and close away could tradge?
Well, ot the Bryell 1o tell you what we finde,
The Gouernour was all bedewed with drinke,
His truls and he were all layde downe to sleepe,
Aod we must shiflt, and of our sclues mut thiske

i3 Care.
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Mhat meane wan best, apd bow we best might
kevpe

Chat yet remayed: the reat was clofe in clioke,

¥eli, o our knees with trickling tesres of joye,

Ne gaue Cod thenks: and as we might, did learne

#hst might be fuunde in ecery pynke™ and hoye,

Llud thus my Lord, your honour mey descerne

Jur periis past, and how in our enoye

3od saued me {your Lovdshippes bound for ener)

¥he else shonld not be sble now to tefl,

[be atate wherein this countrey doth perseuer,

le how they seeme in carelesse mindes to dweil.

Sc did they earst and so they will do ever}

ind to my Lord for to bewrsy my minde

W= thinkes they be & race of Bulbesfe borne,

#hose hartes their Botter mollyfieth by kinde,

ind so the force of beefe is clerne outworne:

ind eke their braines with double beere zre ynde:

o that they march bumbast with buttred beere,

ike soppes of browesse puficd vp with froth,

Fhere inwardely they be but hollowe geere,

is weake a5 winde, which with one puffe vp goeth:

ind yet they hragge, and thinke they baue no

licause Harlem hath hitherio belde out, {peere,

Altbough in deed {as they hane suffred Spayne)

"he ende thereof enen now doth rest in doubt.

Nell, 2y for that, let it (for me) remaine  [ont,

0 God hia hands, whose band hath brooght me

fo tefl my Lord this tele powe tane in hande,

Ls howe they traine their trezons =i in drinie,

\ed when them selucs for drunk cau searcely
atande,

{et kucke out secretes (3s them peluca do thinke)

'rom guests, The best {almost) in ali their lands,

I name no man, for that were brode before)

Rii} (as men say) ecute the same sometime,

Jut surely tbis (or I mistake bim sore)

Jr else he can (but et it passe i fime)

Jissemble deepe, aud mocke sometimes the more ;

Veli, drunkentesse is here good companie,

ind therewithall per consequens it failes

That whordume is accomrpted ioliitie:

A geotie state, where two suche Tenisballes

\re togsed stiil and better bowles let lie.

vaunot herewith from my Lord concenle,

low God and Mammon bera do dwell yfeare,

iad bow the Masse is cloked vnder veale

X pollicie, till all the coast be cleare.

fe can [ chuse, but I must ring a peale,

lo tell what hypocrytes the Nunnes here be;

ind how the olde Nunnes be content 10 go,

lefore & man in streates ke mouther B,

Tutili they come wheras there dwels & Ho,

Receyue that halfe, and let the rest go frec)

“here can they poynt with finger as they passe,

"en yir, sometimen they can come in thowmnselfe,

'© strike the berguine twecne & wanton lause,

od Edef bigets: nowe is not this good pelfe ?

# for the yong Nunnes, they be bright as glasse,

wnd chaste forsooth, met v: and anders niel:

¥hat sayde 1? what? that is u misterie,

may ho verse of such & theaine endite,

‘ong Rowlende Yorke may teli it bet than It

"¢t to my Lorde this Iittle wili I write,

‘hat tiough I hane {my selfe) zo skill at all,

‘o take the countoance of a Culonel,

Isd T 2 good Lieutenant general,

& good [obo Zuchke whereaer that he dwel,

14 A Swall bole
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Or elss Ned Denvye (faire mought him beful)

1 coulde baue brought & noble regiment

Of smugskinnde Nunnes into my countrey smyhe:

But farewel! they as things irmpertinent,

Let them (for me) go dwell with master Moyle,

Who hath behight to piuce them well jo Hent.

And I shall wel] my aillie selfe content,

To come alone voto my louely Lorde,

And voto him (when riming sporte is spent)

To te] some spdde and reasonable worde,

Of Hollandes state, the which I will present,

In Cartes, in Mappes, and eke in Models made,

If God of hesuen my purpose not precent

And in meane while sithough my wits do wade

In rarging rime, nnd fling some follie foorth,

I trust my Larde will tako jt well jn woorth.
Houd ichu repio,

WEEDES.

THE FRUITE OF FETTERS:

WITH THR COMPLAINT OF THE GASENE KNIGHY,
AND E10 FAREWELL TO FANIIE,

GreaT be the greefew which bruze the boldest
bretta,

And ] to seelde we see such burdens barne,

For crueil care {which reaueth quiet resis}

Hatbh cftentimes the woorthiest willes foreworne,

And layed such weight vpon & noble barte,

That wit and will baue botk gicen place to smerts,

For proafe wherof I Ll this woful tale,
{Giue care that lim, I force no frolicke mindes)
But such as can sabide to beare of bale,
And rather rue the rage which Faosie findes,
Than scurne the paogs which may procure theip
pioe,
Let them gize eare vato these rfimes of mine

I teare my time (sy me) in prison pent,
Wherin tbe floure of my consuming yeares,
With secret griel my reason doth torment,

And frets it seff {perhaps) with needlesse fesres:
For whyles [ striue againat the streame too fast,
My forces faile, and I must downe at last

The hastin Vine for sample might me serue,
Which clirobes too high ahont the loftie tree,
But when the twiat his tender lointes doth corue,
Then fades he fawt, that sought full fresh o bex:
o fades and faintes hefuce hig fellowes faile,
Which loy full lowe, and nevner hoyst vp saile.

Ay me, the dayes which [ in dole cansome,
Allng, the nightes which witietse well my woe,
O wrongful world which maist my fansie fume,
Fie fickle Portune, fie thuu arle my foe,
Out s alas, s frowarde is my chaunce,
No dayes noer nightes, ror worldes cen me ad.
taunce.

In reeklexse yoath, the common plagne of Lous
Infected me {ai day) with carelesss minde,
Entising dames my patience atill did prooe,

Aad blearde mice eyes, till 1 beeame so blinde
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That ssing not what forie broagbt mee foorth,
1 followed most {alwayes) Lhat lesst way woorih.

fa middie penres, the resche of Ressona reinn
Mo sooner gua to bridie io my will,
Nor naked peede no sooner gan constreine
My rush decay to hreake my sleepes by akil),
But streight thevewith hope set my beart on fame,
To winne againe both wealth and woorthy name.

Apd thence proceedes my most cowming

pricte,
For whyles the hope of mine voyolden harte
In endlesse toyles did Labor for relicfe,  [marte:
Came crabbad Cbence apnd marrde my mevry
Yen, not content with ons fowle ouerthrowe,
5o tied e fast for tempting any mo.

She tied me fast {zlas} in golden chaines,
Wherein I dwell, not free, nor fully thrall,
Where guilefuli {ove in double doubt remaines,
Nor honie sweet, nor bitter yet as gall:

For euery day a patterne [ bebolde [colde.
OFf scortching finme, which makes my heart full

And euery night, the rage of resileme thought
Doth raise me vp, my bope for to renewe,
My quiet bed which ! for solace sought,
Doth yrke mine earen, when still the warlike crewe
With pounde of drummes, and trumpats braying
shrill
. Reliene their waich, yet I in thraldome wtill

‘The common ioy, the cheere of compsnie,
Twixt mirth sod moane doth plundge me euer-
For ploasant talke, or Masicks melodie,  [more:
Yeeld 20 such mlue vt mmy setret sore,

‘But that therewith this corsine comr me too, -
Why live not I at large as others doo ?

Lo thus I Jioe in spite of croefl death,
Aond die we fant in wpite of lingring life,
Fodde tilt with hope wbhich dotb prolong my
breath, [strife,
Bot ehoakis with fewre, aod strangied stifl with
Sterke staring blinde hicause I se too much,
Yet gasing atill hicause [ see none such,

Amid these pangs (O subtil Cordial)
Thowe of farretet alghes which most mens mindes
eschewe,

Recomforte me, sod make the furie fall,

‘Which fedde the rocte frorn whence my fits renewe:
They comforte me {ah wretched doubtfull clause)
‘They helpe the harme, and yet they kill the cause.

Where might 1 then my carefull corpse conuoy
From compenie, which worketh il my woe?
How might ! winke or bide mins eyes alway,
Which gase oa that wherof my griafe doth growe!?
How might | stoppe mine #ares, which bemcken

still,
To ewery ioy, which can but wonnde my will?

How should I secme my sighes for to suppresss,
Which helpe the hesrt that else would swelt in
sunder ? [lesse?
Which burt the helpe that makes my torment
Which betpe and hurte {oh wolull wearie wonder)
Qune seely hartie thus Wosts twixt beipe and harme,
How should I sewine, such sighes in tyme
sharme?

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

How} bow bet thas? in sollitarie wise
To seppe aside, and make high way to mosme:
To make two fountaines of my dasbed iy,
Ta sigh my Al tiil bremth and afl be gooe:
8o sighed the kaight of whoms Bartelio writes,
All cladde in Greens, yet bamisht from delighta

Apd since the storye is both new aad Lrew,
A dreary lale much like these lottes of myme
I will assmye my moze for to
By ryming out bis frownrde fatall fine.

A dolefull speeche becomes a dumpirh roan,
80 semde by bim, for thus his 1ale begane.

TAE COMPLAINT OF THE GRRENE ENICRT.

Wy live I wretch (quoth be)} alas aend wrellawey,

Or why bebolde my hesuy eien, thiv gladeome
sunny day? {adoannc,

Since neger menne yet shope, that could ovy wiate

Why live I wretche (ains quoth be) in bope of
better channee? Eade,

Qr wherefore telles my toung, this drexrye

Thot euery eare might hesre my grieefe and =
bemone my bale?

Since eare way neger yet, that barkened o wy
playnte,

Why liue [ wretch {alas quoth he) my punge
viine to paint?

Or wherfore dotes desire, thet doth bis wish &
claye,

And shewes the sore that sevls recurs, thereby b
eass Iy woes? {dwat,

Since yet he never found, the harlt where pytte

Why fine | wrelch (alss quotk be) alone n we
1o swelt? [the LI,

Why striue I with the rtreame, or hoppe againgt

Or search that vener cao be Founde, or joose my
Isbor still }

Since destenies decresd, must alwayes be obeyde,

Why line I wretch alas {quoth he} with jocke thae
ouerfeyde . [t ?

Why feedes my beart on hope? whytyze I il m

Why doth my minde stid mwse on mirth? why
leanes my life on Jmt?

Since hope bad nbecer hap, and trast always fownd
treason, ' ?uci: s geasosi

Why live | wretch slns {quoth be) where gl goot

The fatal Sisters three, which span my slesde
twine,

Koew wel how rotten was the yarow, 8 whenm

drew their Hine:

Yet haue they wonen the web, with care 80 teax-
folde, { ocalehet =

{Alns | woful wretoh the while} w8 apy cloth can

Yen though the threwds be cowrie, ard soch »
others lothe, ) body both;

Yet must I wrap alwayes therin, my booes awd

And l'e]ue it out st length, which lasteth but o

ong.

O weaner wesner work no more, thy warp luih
done me wrong:

For thexrin haue [ Inpt my light and ustie yvares,

Abd therin boplesse haoe 1 hapt, mioe age amd
hoarie beares: )

Yet never found [ wratnth, by ietting in thy mggs,

Noy peuer can I weare them ool, althoagh twy
rende like rugge (time

The May.mocne of mine uge, ! méape the

When coales of kinde fmst kindled Jooe, sod phe
sare was in prime,
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H bitler ‘was the frnite, which #t1l 7 reaped then,

+mil 1ittle was ihe gaine 1 got, commparde by other
men. {for grace,

‘eare-thirstie were the Dumes, to whome [ sued

ome lonie stomackt, other some, of high dis

inful rece,

hat all voconstant {ay} and {that to thinke} I dia,

‘he guerdan which Coumana guue, can witnesas if
I lie

lommans waa the wight to whome 1 wisbed well,

‘0 serue Compana did [ seeme, In bowe to heare
the beil:

‘omnana wu my god, Corbans wua my ioy,

sy me, Cosmans turnde my wmirth, to dole and
dark wnoy: .

teweage it Radamanth, if I be found to He, [die.

¥ if I slaunder hir et ail, comdsnme me theu to

*bou knowst I howoréd bir, ce more ‘but sl too
much, [oo prutch,

Llas thou knowst she cunt me off, when I deservde

ibe deaq (I dying yel) ay me my temren wore-dried,

ind teeth of timie goew out the grief, whick al to
long 1 ried, [molde,

et from bir ashes sprang, or from smch subtile

Terenda she, whorne suerie eye, did iudge more
bright than golde.

Terends then 1 sawe, Ferenda I behelds,

lavods servde ] fithfully, in towne wod eke in
fields: [trew,

Terends coulde not say, the greene knight was wmn-

Sut out ales, the greeoe kuight syde, Ferends
changde for new:

Tevends 4id hir kinde: then was she 1o be borne,

the did but wearw Cosmanes cloutas, which she in
1pitn bad torne:

hmd yet b-el.me them both they waare the threeds

[rnot holde yhess.

umtlgynu of resle or slone, they conlde

Jut now Ferenda mipe, a little by thy leace:

What mooed thee to madding moode! why didst
thoo me dacenus }

iy I was a] thine, thy nﬂemnymlun

Liod for thy fall, [ hathed oft in many a deepe
dintresme: {mce,

ked yet to do thes ngln.. 1 neyther blame thy

Fhy shinimg selfe, the goiden glosmen that glistred

on thy face,
for yet t.hy fickle fwith, aball peoer beara the
blame, {ia euerie gume:

dat I, whowe kinde kath framd to finde, a griefe

['be tigh decrees of hesuen, bane [imited my Life,

Fo Yinger stil'wher Lone doth Iodge. yat therw to
storos in strife. -

Yor proofe, who list 1o kno' what makes me powe
ocompleioe,

Jue eare mto the greene Kuights talar for nony

begins his paine.
When raah yrbridled yoath had ran his reck-

lesne mace,
Llod caried Ine with careietse conree, to many &
great disgrace, [ibeir trade,
Flasw riper meilowed yeares, thought good to tmroe
ind bad Repantavcs Lilds the raipes, to rule the
brainsicke inde:
ko that with much to doo, the hrydle belde him
bmcke, stanche:
l.nﬂl.eunn made bim byte on bit, which bad o
teed for I felte my seife, by forblenmss fordoonne,
At paating etill for Jack of breatd, a¢ cne much

SRETTOqTIE.
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Therafore I tole aduise, to walke him firt  swhifs
And s0 st length to set hit vp, bis tracayles to

beguila: frrimme,
You when he corrisd was, and dusted slicke aud
! causde both hey und provander 1o be allowde for

him:
Wherat {alas to thinke} he gathered Besh so fast,
Thet still ba pinyd his coltish pranks, when wu I
thought thé past:
He winched atill alwnyes, and whisked with his
taile, [pnuuh
Apd lenping ouer hedge and ditch, [ sawe it Dok
To pamper him o proude: Wherburo thought
it beat, {binm rest,
To tnu.n!c bim {not a3 | woont) yet nay to gioe
Thus well resolued thex, I kept bim still in harte,
And founds s pretic prouscder sppoicted for hlg

¥

Which once & day, no more, be might o Litle tast 3
And b,ru:t. diet, made I youth a gentle inde at
ce

.\udfooﬂh Imrght him ride, an oasie wurn[f;'m;'
He necer straoe with quddle ags, bot gently guue
him place; Bapde,

Then middie age stept in, und toke the balmes in
To mll:e my Bl.l'be by bettar akill, into some

’I'o 5.3 g expimt.en lnd woo
Bay

nof

Ss.mzu@ign mms}e; b Armey ke re.
PoxRs, %Ei@.ﬁ

And songht to rafse that reck|

ng... 738 dnd trustie targe, ¢ then n sought I for

to carue
For middTe age and hoarig, baires, and both thejr
ta¥oes 1o sarue: " Teitien,
And in 5y Taruérs roome, I gan 1o cut suche
And mmde sache morveis for therr monthes, as well
might All their gultes,
Boside some odorplus, (which being kept in stawe}
Might weroe to weloome ai thair friends, with foon

...t..!..?“"

TueTohe: )
I meape no mere but this: oy hand gern finde
wch bappe, [in Mir mppe:

As made me thinkehthgt Fortane ment, to play ma

Andhope therwitht avde, gy bhenrt tobe s hia,

That still I hoapt, by fotce of armes, ta_climbe
sboue t&e Skie:

I bathed ¥t th Hilade, 1 Iadde & lordetie Lifs,

Hy Somidiers lorde im! l'urde me both, [ never
" drended strife:” 7 cont,

My boord was famisht stil, with cates of ty

My back we! clad, wy purse wel iynde, my woont-
ed lack was Jost,

My bags began to 8i, my debten for to discharge,

My atate 3o stoode, s sure [ seomde to swim in
good-focks barge: [wot puioe?

But out mnd well away, what plem breedes

What sun ck shine without a cloud, what thtider
brings not mein?

Sueh is the [ife of man, soch was the hek of ma,

To Al o faat from hiest hnp, where sore [ veemde
to be. [warosty serne,

Pine hondred sondrie sunnos {and more) ooold

By mweat of brows to win & roomme, wheria my
knife might carve:

Oze onely dismall day, sefflied (with deapite)

T4 take me from my carcers place, and from the

. table qoile.
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Fina hondred  broken slespes, had husied all my
. braynes, [cTese my guynes:
To find (et last)some worthy trade, that might in-
Oue blcke valuckie houre, , My trude hath ouer-
“Yirowén, . e
And marrde my marte, and broke _my | bnnk and
al my bll;illé Tawel T
To wra vp all in wohlp 0 prisy nt,
MJ gameu ‘%—ossmsed hy m??&%, ml}vnf'nendl
T mgainst me bent:

Ang gl the heouy baps, thet euer age yet bare,
Assembled are Mrens&pmge Toe v
“with care, [T“'E

My modest middle age, which lacks of youth the
Can basre no such gret hurd&s now, hut throwen
them in the dust:
Yet in this pitecus plight, bebolde me Louers all,
Aud rewe my grieues, least you your selues do
light on such a fal.
I am that wearie wretch, whom lone always hath
tyred, (man desired.
And fed me with such strange conceytes, as neuer
For now (euen now) ay me: [ loue and cénnot
chuse, {mindes to musc.
So strangely yet, as wel may moue the wisest
No blasing beautie bright, hath set my bart on
fire, [desire,
Mo ticiug talke, no gorgeous gyte, tormenteth my
Mo bodie Snely framde, po haggarde Falcons eve,
No ruddie lip, no rolden locks, bath drawne my
minde nwrie:
No teeth of shining peatle, no gallant rosiz hiew,
No dimpled chinne, no pit m cheeke, presented to
my new
In fine, oo such delights, 33 lpuera oft alture,
ArrTse why thus 1 da lament, or put my plalutu
in VI'B.
Bat lucﬁ a strange affect, 88 both I dhame to tell,
Apd alt the worlde may woonder much, bow first
therin I fell. [griefe,
Yet since I have begoona (quoth be) to tell my
I wil nought hide, aithough 1 hope w0 ﬁnde no
great reliefe. es
And thus (quoth le) it is: Amopgst the sun rie
Which I conceivde in futes of walTy, '.l‘nﬂ’lm' ‘my
Martial luz;l -
Myc chnmme w;i te 1o hape & peerlesse firelock
T Greece:
That tu my mttes was nay the like, in Turkie ngr
A peace 50 cleanly framde, io streight, 80 light, 5o
fine, divine:
S0 tempred and so polished, as seemeth worke
A peeoe whose locke yet past, for- why it never
- failde, newse uener quailde :
And though I bent it night wnd day, the quick-
A peece as will renforst, as everyet was wronght,
The brauest peece-for breech and bore, that euer

yot was bought:
The mounture so well made, and for my pitch so
fit, - [ it

As though 1 see Raire peeces moe, yet fews 5o fine
A peece which shot so well, so gently and so
streight, [ouerweight.
It peytber hruzed with recule, nor wroong with
In fine and 10 conclude, 1 know no fault thereby,
That eytber might be thought in minde, or wel
discernde with ey.
This peece then Iate I had, and theria tooke de-
: light, [wight.
As mach as ener proper peece did please a wurlike
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Nowe l.l'lnﬁ:h it e not Yout, nor rendred with the

[ me blent?

Yet belng shut from sight therof, how can I thixke

Or which way should [ hope, that such & ewel

rare, [whooters are?

Can passe viseen in eny campe where cunoing

Aud therewith am [ nare, that heing once espacd,

It never can escape their hands, but that it will be
tried: [,

And being once but proocued, then farewel frost ko

My perce, my locks, and 2l is lost, aod 1 shal

neuer see
The like agmine on earth. Nowe Louers s
your minde, [m=vch a Jimde?

Was coer man 50 strangely stroke, or caoght
Was euer man 90 fonde? was euer man 8o mad?
Was ever man so woe begone! orin soch cam
yelad ? (Rt
Por restlesse thus | rest, ihe wretcbedst man os
And when 1 thinke vpon this peece, then &1 my
woes rediue,
Nor cuer can [ finde good plaister for my pmioe,
Unlease my lucke might be s0 good, to finde thal
peece againe. [pine,
To make my muurning more, where [in prison
I daily sce a pretie peece, mach like that peece of
ming, [abirame,
Which helps my hurt, much like voto s brokes
That when it heales, begins to ytch, and then rebs
off the shipne,
"Thus live [ still in loue, alas and eaer shall,
As well content to loose my peece, as gladde to
flnde my Falk:
A wonder to the worlde, a gricfe to friendlie mimdes,
A mooking stocke to Momus race, and sl suoch
scornefull hindes, {aeene,
A looe (that thinke | sure) whose like was peoer
Nor never warlike wight shal be in love a5 I bawe
beepe: [ Durwex,
So that in sooth {quoth he) I cannot bhume the
Whome I in vouth did moste esteeme, I ligt lol
Toile their fames,
But there to lay the fault, ffom whence it ﬂutH
flowe: grichs dud grow.
I say my Fortune is the root, whence xll these
Since Fortune then (quoth he) hath turnde to =
hir backe, [my relf in biscke?
Shall I go yeeld to mourping moane, and closth
No 0o, for noble mindes can beare no thraldome
But rather shew n merrie cheere, when most they
And 5o will I in greefie, my careful corpse anay,
To set 8 bragre amdngst tbe best, a3 thouyh my
heart were gay: {ioy,
Not greene hicmuse I hope, nor greeoe hicanee I
Nor greene, hicause | can delight ia any youthfell

toy:
But grecne, bicuuse my greeues wre slway fredh
and greene, [is seene

Whose roote in such it cannat ml, a8 by the frele

Thus sayde, he gane & groane, as though his beart
had broke, [uighes like mmoke:

Apd from the fumace of his breast, sent scalding

And sighing so, he sate in solitarie wise,

Conueying Aouds of brynish teares, hy condwet of
his eyes,

What ende he had God knoweth, Battello wriss
it

Or if he do, my wittes wre shurt, for 1 Lane it
forgot,
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'A% CONTINDANCE OF THE AUTHOR, YPON THR
PEDITE OF FETTERS.
THUS bave you beard the green Knight make
his mune,

NMhich wel might moue the bardest heart to melt:
Jut what be ment, that knewe bimselfe olone,
Tor such & caude, in weerie woes to gwelt:
Lid yet hy like, some pesriesss peece it was,
That brought him 50 in mging stormes to pasee.

I haue beard t=1), and read it therewithall,
(hat pemre Lhe Alpes & kinde of people bee,
Which seme with shot, wherof the very ball
& bigge of bulke, the peece bat short to see:
Bt vet it ahootes an farre, and ke as fast,
s thote which are yframde of longer laat

The cuuse (say some} consisteth m the locke,
lome other indge, bicause they be #o strong,
tenforced well, and breeched like a brocke,
ltiffe, straight, and stout, which though they be

mot long, -
fet apit they foorth their pellets such a pace,
iod with such furce, as seeines & woondrous case,

Some other thinke, the mettal maketh all,
Which tempred is both rounde snd smooth to
e
And sure ma thinkes, the hignesse of the ball,
Ne yet the locke, should make it shoote so free,
3ut even the breech of mettall good and sounde,
Which makes the ball with greater force to bounde.

For this we sce, the stifle and strongest arme,
#hich gives n jerke, and hath & cunaing loose,
Hwotes furdest stifl, and doth alway most harme,
Por be hin flights yfeathred from the goose,

Jr Pescockes quilles, or Rauen, or Swanoe, or
Crowe, : :
dis shafts go swifte, when others fie hut sowe,

~ How 1o it be, the men that vse to shoote

n these short gunnes, are praysed for the bert:
Lnd Princes seeke such shotte for to promoote
\s perfectest and better than the rest:

io that (by like) their peeces benre the gway,
Lise other men could shoote as farre ns they.

‘Their preces then are calied Petropels,
knd tbey themaelues by suudrie names are calld:
\s Bandofliers, for who in mountaynes dwets,
N trowpen and bandes, ofte times it stoutly stzlid;
)7 of the Stope wherwith the locke doth atrike,
*etronelliers, they called zre by like,

Aod so percuae this peerelesse peece of hin
'ar which he mournde and mede such ruefull
mone,
¥ua one of those: and therfore all his hlisse,
Aax turnd to hale when a3 that peece was gone:
lince Martial men do set their chief delight,
o armes which are both free and fayre in sight

My sclfe baue seene some peece of such = pryce,
\s woorthy were o be esteemed well:
for this-you know in any stmunge deuise,
tach thioge as éceme for gondnesse to excell,
\re holden deare, and for grest Jewels deemd,
lyunnme{hhm rore aud moch esteernd.
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But now (o turpe my tule from whence [ came,
1 saie his lottes and mine were not vuolike:
He spent his youth {ua I did) out of frame,
He came at last (like me) to trayle the pike.
He pynde in pryson pinchte with privie payoe,
And 1 likewise in pryson still remayae.

Yet some good fruite in fettern can I finde,
Ax vertue rules in euery kinde of vice:
First pryson brings repentaunce to the minde,
Which wandred earst in fust and lewde deuice,
For hardest bartes by troubles yet are taughe,
That God is good whea all the worlde is uaught,

If thon haus ledde a carclesse 1yfe at large,
Withoot regard what libertie was worth;
And then come downe to cmell Gaylours charge,
Which fkupeo thee clowe sod never lettes thos
orth:
Lewmne theo this fruite in Fetters by thy selfe,
That libertie is worth all worldiy pelfe.

Whaose happe is much to yeelde himeelf in warre,
Remembre then that peace in pleasure dwelles:
TWhose hartes are high and know not what they

are.
Let such but marke the gingling of their bellen:
When fetters frette their anckles as they goe,
Since noue 3o high but that may come ns lowe,

To tell a truth and therein to be shorte,
Prysons are plagues that fal for maos offence,
Which maketh some in good aud godly soris,
With contrite harte to grope their conscienee.
Repentance then steprpes in and pardon craues,
These fruites (with mo) are found in derksoma

caues. -

If thou have friends, theve shalt thon koow

them right, .

Since fasteat friends in troubles shew their fayth:

IT thou haue foes, there shalt thou see theie apight

For all o troe it is that Prouerbe sayth:

Where hedge is lowe, there every man treads
downe,

And friendship failes when Fortune Jist to frowoe,

Patience in founde in prison (though perforce)
And 'I'emp]rance tanght where none excesse doth
dwell,
Exercise calles, least slouth shonld kill thy corse:
Diligence driues thy busie braines to swell,
For some deuise which may redeeme thy stais,
These fruites I found in fetters nll too lale,

And with these froites another fruite I foand,
A straoge couceyt, and yet & trustie truth:
I found by proufe, there in no kinde of grouod,
That yeeldes m better croppe to retchlesse youlh,
Than that same molde where fetters serue for
mucke,
-And wit stil woorkes to digge vp better lucke.

For if the seede of grace will euer growe,
Then sure such soile will serue to beare it best,
And if Gods mercie therewithall do fiowe,
Then springs it high, and ruffles with tha rost:
Oft bath bane semue such seeds in prison cast,
Which long kept close, and proapred yet at lasi,

-
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But theyewithall there springs & kinda of Tares,
Which are vils weedes, and must ba rootad out,
They choake vp gruce, wad lap it fast iu snares,
Which oficotimes do drawe it deepe 1n dout,
And hinders plantes which alse would growe full
Yet is this weede an emsia thing to spia [hie,

Men cull it Pansie, sare 3 woorthlesse weede,
And of the same full many sortes sre found,
Bome fansics are, which thinke w fawfull deede
To scape uvway, though fasth full fast he bound:
Bowe thinke hy loue, {pay iust in cloke of love)
From fetters fast their solues for to emoune,

Soms be, that meane by munder to preusile,
And some by fraude, as fanyie rabes the thought:
Sometimes yoch Frightas mens fansies do amuile,

t when they sse their freedome must be
bought) :
vouwe L0 take & stunde on Bhooters Wi,
Till renis come in to pleasetheir wicksd will.

Some fansies hopes by lies to come on Goate,
As for to tell their frends snd kinne great talew,
Whet wealth they lort in coyne, and many =

caote,
What powder packt m coffers nod in males,
What they must pay, snd what their charge will
- Wherio they meane to maue themmelues & foe, [be,

Some fansies ake forecast what iife to wealde,
Wheu libertie shall graunted be st Inst,
And in the sire such castles guo they boilde,™
That many times they fall againe aa Gast:
For Fucsie hindera Grace from gloriew crowne,
Az Tares snd Byndes cac plucke good greine
adowoe,

Who list therfore by Fefterfrate 4 haue,
Teke Faneie finst out of his privy thought,
Apd when thou hast him, cast him jo the waue
OfF Letirea Iake: for sure his seede is nooght.
The greene Enmight he, of whome I late did tell,
{Mine Author sayth) badde Fansie thus farewell.

THR GREENE KNIOTHS FARKWELL TS PANSIE
Famse (quoth be) farewell, #hose badge I long
. 4id I weare:
And in my bat full barebrayndly, thy Bowers did
« To late {finde (a& last), thy frutes are nothing

worth,
Thy biotsomws fall and fade full faat, though
bravaerie bring thd forth:
By thee I hoapt slwayes, in dospe delights to dual,
But gince 1 ﬁa:!i.e thy ficklanesss, Fansie {gacth he)

Thon madste me live in loue, which wisedome
biddes me hate,
Thoa bleardst mine ¢iew and madste me thinks,
the faith was mine by fate:
By thee those bitter sweetes, did please my taste
alwey, [was but x play:
By thes I thought that lone was light, and payse
1 thought that Bewiies binse, way meete to beare

the bell, he} farewell.
And sinee T finde my seife deceyued,

ansie {qooth
The glosst of gamgeous coustes, by thes did
ploase mine oy,
Awdy?huwam,tom&obm
§o by:
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To soe their feathers fanote, to marke tel

strauoge deuise, [ nier
To lie along in Ladies [appes, to lispe amd male
To fawne and fatter both, [ liked sometiomes well,
But since [ oee how vayne it ix, Fansie {qootk b
farewell.

When court hed et me off, [ toyled of e

plowa [wote not har:

My faasie toods in straunge conotipts, to thrim ]

By mils, by waking multe, hy sheepe and ele by
wyne

By ducke and drake, by pigge and goome, by calew
and keeping kina:

By feeding bullockes fat, when pryes st e
feit

Bat ninm'my swainey et vp oy gaines, Fessih
{quoth he) farewsil.

In bunting of the doare, My fansie tooke delight,

All forests knew my folly will, the mocheshme
was my light: .

In froms  feit no cold, a sonnebarnt hew was beat,

1 sweute and was in tmppe Rill, my watchng
seemed reat:

What daungers deepe I past, it follie wers to tell

And since § sigh to thinke thereon, Fansie {queth
he) farewsil. -

A fansic fodde me ones, to wryte in verse odl

rime, ' (my crie

To winy my griefe, to craue reward, to coner «ll

To frame & long discourse, an sturring of a straxy,

To rumble rime in raffe and roffe, yet ol mm

worth an hawe : {20 well,

To heare it myde there goeth, the Man that writa

But since I see, what Poetes bée, Paniie {qaath he)
fareweil,

At Musickes sacred sonnde, Iy fangies ok

begonce, of yuismes:

In concordes, discordes, notes and cliffes, m tuwes

In Hyerarchigs and strayned, in restes,in rule ol

mpace, [roder bes:

In monzcardes and mouing moodes, in Bard-m

n descants and o chants, § streined many & yey

Bat aince Musicinos be 30 msdde, Fangie {quoth
be) farewell,

To piant straunge countrie fraites, to sow sach
soedey likewise,

| To digge and delve for new fofld rootes, where oM

might wel suffis:: {trees,
To proyne the water bowes, to picke the mosse
{Oh how it pleasd my fansie ones} to kneeie ypon
my kneea, ) {rwell:
To griffe a pippine stocke, when sappe bering w
But since the gaynet scarce duite the oost, Fasve
{quoth he) farewell. .

Fansie (quoth be) forewell, which mada me kol

low drommes, N

Where powdred bullets seroes for sapce, to ouyy
dinh that comes:

Where treason lurkes in brust, where Hope aR
hartes beguiles, {froendly wubes:

Where mischief Jieth still in wayte, when fortmm

Whare ons dayss prison proves, that all sach
bemnans ire hell,

And soch J fends the frades thoresf, Fansie (qucth
be} frrwwali.

!
|
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I resson rule my thoughts, and God vouchsafe

me grace

Theo comfort of Phitosopbie, shall make me
cheuzge my race:

And foode I sball it finde, that Fansie settes to
showe, grace by low:

Por weakely stide that building stili, which lacieth

Brrt since [ must sccept, my fortunes as they fall,

! ;my God send me bettar spevdo, aod Fansie now
furewell.

ERILOGIFMUE.

BER sweete deceipt, that can it self beguile,
heholda selfe Joue, which walketh in a net:
Lud seemen ynasane, yat shewes it seifs therewhile,
Before auch eyes, a8 are in science set.
[be Green= knight bere, Jeanes out his fivelocke
Fhet Fancie hatb not yet hie last farewell. [peece
When Foxes preach, good folke beware your geese,
Jut holln here, my muse to farre doth mell:
Fho list to marke, what learned prescher sxyoth,
Hust lexrne withall, for to beleene bis fore:
kot what be doth, thet toucheth nomans fayth,
T'bongh words with workes, (agreed} persunde the

morm,
Mhe mountivg ke, oft Tights on homely pray
led wigest wittes, may sometimen go aytray.
FINIL .
Tom Merti, quim, Meyurio,

———

X PRAIIR OF A ORNTLEWOWAN WHO THOUGH
SHE WERT NOT YERVE FAYRE, ¥NT WAL SHE
A% HARDNE FAUQUHED Af MIGHT BE.

[F wer mmy credite gine, to trie reportad fmes,

Fbo doubtes but stately Rome had stoore of
lostye loulog Dames? :

Whane eares haue bene su deafe, as neuer yet
heurd tedl, [excel,

dowe far the fresbe Pompeis, for beantic dyd

And golden Marcus ks, that swaide the Romame

sword, .
Sare witoese of Boemia, by credite of his word.
What neede I rao rehearsel since all the world
dyd knuw, .
HBow high the Acods of besuties blaze, within those
walles dyd flowa. .
ibd yet in ol that choyse s worthy Romaine

Knight, . [might.
intonios who con prowde Egipt by his
¥ot ul to plemse his eye, but most to ense his

mind;;, hind.

o Cleopatra for his loue, and left the rest

A wondrous thing to remde, inall his victorye,

de anapt but hir for bis owne sbare, to please his
fantasie, ’

#w wxe not fayeet Godwot, the counireyebreades
none bright, -

Fell maye we judge bir skione the foyle, because
hyr teeth were white.

Percess byr louelys lookes, some prayses dyd de-
serue, [soyle did serce,

Mot browne [ dare be bolde shew was, for eo the

Abd cunld Aptonins forsake the fayre in Rome?

I'v loue Lix putbrowne Ladye best, was this an
oquall doome?

3 She was an Bgiptian.
¥OL. I£.
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1 dare well esy dJames there, did beare bim deadly
grudge, [hrd bene fudge,

Hin sentence had beene shortly sayde, if Paustine

For this I dare asiow, {without vauut be it spoke)

8¢ braue A kaight s Anthony, held al their necks
in yoke:

T lenue not Lucrece out, beieeue in hir who lyat,

I thinke she would haue lik'd hit Jure, and stcoped
to his flsk. [iiking thua}

What mou'd the chieflain then, to lincke hjs

I would some Romaine dame were here, the ques-
tion to discusse.

But that | read her life, do finde therein hy fame,

How cleare hir curtesie dyd shise, in honour of

—_ hir neme,

if_ bountie did excell, hir trueth had never pere

ui“ﬁ'm y lokes, hir plesiant speech, hir }:cty'
loting chere. [found,

Aod all the worthy giftes, that euar yei wers

Within this good Egiptian Sueene, dyd seeme for
to abound.

Wherefore he worthy wes, to win the goiden feece,

Which seornd the blssing starres in Kome, to eon-
quere such 8 peece. ' [death,

Ard shes to ynite his Tone, in spits of dreadfull

Enshrinde with Soakes within bis Tombe, did yeeld
hir purtiog hreath. |

ALLEGORTA

. Ir fortune fauord him, then muy that man re-

ioyce, : fchuice.
And thinke himself u happy manby bap of happy
Who loues and is belon'd of sna as good, us troe,

As kil n» Cleopatra was, and yet more bright of -

hewe, [mylke, -
Hir eyes gx greye as glasse, hir taoth sy white s
A ruddy lippe, s dimpled chyo, s skyn as smoth
as gilice,
A wight what could you more, that mag content
mannes minde,
And heth supplies for eu'ry want, that any man
can finde. passe,
And mayhim selfe aspuire, when hence his life shall
She wil be stong 1o desth with roakes, s Cleopa-
tra was, . .
i S tanaluis infodies. : -

K

TRE PRAISE OF PHILIP SPARROW.

Or 5l the byrds that I doo know,
Philip my Sparrow hatk no peere:
For sit ahe high, wr fye she low,

Re she far off, or be she neere,
There is nc byrd so faire, o Bne,
Nor yet so fresh as this of mine,

Come in & moming merrily,
When Philip hath bean intely fed,

r in &o evening soberly,

fren Philip list to go to bed:
It is o heauen to herre wy Phip,
How she can chirpe with cherry lip.

* fhe never wanders far sbrode,

But is at hand when T doo call,

i [ commanmd she Jayes on lode,

With lips, with taeth, with toong s all:

$he chants, she chirps, she makes yuch cheerw,

That | belicos she bath no peerw
. m

4|
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And yet besides all this good sport,
My Philip can both sing and dance,
With new fornd toyes of sundry sort,
My Philip can both pricke and prance:
Ay if you nay but fend cut phip,

Lord how the peat will turne ond skip,

Hir fethers are bo fresh of hew,
And so well prooued euery day,
She lacke none oife, T warrant you,
To trim hir taile botb tricke and gay:
And though hir mouth be somewhat wide,
Hir tougue is sweete and short beaide.

And for tbe rest 1 dare compare,
Sha is both tender, swesta and soft:
She never lacketh dainty fare,

Bat is well fed ppd feedeth oft:
For if my Phip haue best to eate,
1 warrent you Phip Incks no meate.

And then if that her meate be good,
Aud such s like do love alwuny:
Sbe will lay lips thereon by rood,
And see that none ba cast sway:
For when she once hath felt o fit,
Philip will cry still yet, yet, yet.

Aod to te)] trusth be were to blame,
Which hud a0 fine n bird as she,
To make him ull this goodly game,
Without suspect or jellousie:
He were n churil and knewe no good,
‘Woald see ber faint for lacke of food,

Wherefore 1 ning and ever shall,
To prayse aa | have often proud,
There is po byrd amongwt them all,
8o worthy for to be belon’d, .
Let other pruyse what byrd they will,
Sweet Phillip shall he my byrd atill,

i fortunatus infelir.

FAREWEL WITH A MISCHIEFE.

“Writien by a Louer being disdainfullic abiected by
a dame of bigh eslling, who bad chosean in his
Pplace n plaiefelowe of baser condition, and there-
fore he determined to steppe wside, and before
his departing geveth her this Farewel in veroe,

Try byrth, thy beuty, nor thy brace attyre -
(Disdainful deme, which doent me doable wrong)
‘Tby high estate which sets thy heart on fire,

Or new found choyce which cannot serue thee long
Shal make me dread with pen by to reherse,

Thy akittish deedes in thys my parting verse.

For why thou knowest, and [ my seffe can tell
By many vowes how thou to me were bound,
And bow for joye thy beart dyd seeme to swell,
And ‘o ddight bow thy desires were drownde,
When of thy wyl the walles I did essayle,
Wherein food fancie fooght for myoe avayle,

And though my mynde have small delight to
vaunt,
Yet must 1 vowe my heart to thee was troe:
My Gand wan sble always for to deamt [

Thy slandmus foes, asd keepo their tougues in

GASCOIGNE'S POEMS,

My hemd (thoogh dall) wes yet of such decice,
As might bave kept thy oame alwayes in priea

For thon hast canght s proper paragon,
A theefe, & coward, sad & peacocke foode,
Ah avse, & milkesop, end & minion,
Which bath vo cile thy furicus Sames to coole;
Such one is he, a pheare for thee most A1,
A wandring gest, to please thy wanering wit.

A thasfe T connt him becapse he robe oy both,
Thea of thy name, and me of my delight:
A coward is be noted where he
Since every child is match Lo him io might:
Aod for his pride no more but mavke his plume,
The which to pranke, be duyes and oighty coa
mmes.

The rest thy selfe in scret sort can judge,
He rades not me, thoo knowest hin enddle beat:
And though these tricks of thine might rmake m

grudge,
Amd kiodle wruth i my recenging brest,
Yot I ory selfe, and not to please thy mind,
I stand content, my rage in rule to bind,

Ard far from thee now most I take my faght,
Where toongs may tell (and [ not pee) thy fall;
Where I may drinke these drugs of thy despight,
‘To parge my melancholike mind withall,

In zecret 20, my stomach will | stevoe, :
‘Wishing thee better thap thou doost desexoe
Spreis lamen visaonl.

THE DOLE OF DISDAINE,

WRITTEN EY A LOUER DISDAINSFULLE REIRCTD
CONTRARY TO FOAMEN PRORINE.

Tax deadly dreps of dark disdaine,
Which daily fall on my desart:

The lingring 1ute lung spent in vaine,
Whereof I feele ro fruite hot smart,
Enforce me now these words to write
Not all for loue, but more for spite.

The which to tha T must rehearse,
Whom I dyd honour, serae and st
And though the musicke of twy verse,
Be plainsong tuue both troe nod just:
Content thew yet to bere my song,
For els thou me doobble wroug.

1 must alledge, and thou canst tell
How faithfully | vowed to serue,
And bowe thou seement to tike ma well:
And bow thou saydest 1 did deserue,
To be thy Loed, thy Knight, thy Kiag,
And bow much more I list not sing.

And canet thon now (thoa croel cne)
Condemue desert to detpe dispayre?
Is all thy promiwe pari amd gooe}
Is fayth so Sed mto the nyre?
If that be a0, what rerts for me?
But thus in song to sy to thee.



WEEDES.

¥ Cressydes name were not w knowen,
And written wide on eusry wall:
Ef brute of pryde were not s hlowen,
Upon Angelica’ withall:
For hault disdayne thou mightet be 3be,
©Or Cremide for inconstancie,

And in rewnrd of thy desart,
T hope at lnst Lo sex l.heegyd:
With deepe repentaunce for thy part,
Which thou hast now 5o lewediy playd,
Modoro bee miust bee Lhy maks,
Since thon Orlandc doest for sake.

Bach it the fruite thit groweth dlwaies,
Upon the roote of ripe disdaine:
Such kindly wages Cupide pryes,
‘Where constant bearts canpot remnine,
I hope to wee thee in snch bandes,
When | may laugh and clappe my banden

Bat yet for thee | must protest,
Bt sure the faulte is none of thioe,
Thon art as trus as is the best,
‘That ever came of Crossedes byne:
For ¢oustant yet was Beuer none,
Bat in yoeonstancie slone.

* Mmilam pilere, grewe.

MARS IN DESPITE OF FULCANE

WRITTEN FOR AR AMEXT LOURA {PARTED FROM
1113 LADY BY 8RA.)

Bort deept and drendfal] were the Seas,
‘Which held Leander from hiv lone,

Yet could no donbtes his mind appeaso,
Nor saue his life for hir bebove:

Het guiltleme blond it selfe would gpill,
To please the wanes and worke his wyil.

O greedye gulfe, O wreiched wares,
O cruell Boods, O sinke of shames,
You bolde troe looers ke slnoes,
And keepe thera from their worthy Daaoes:
¥our opeq moath gapes enermore,
Tyll one or both be drowned therefore,

For proofe whereof my selfe maye sing,
And shrich to pearce the loftye skies,
Whaose Lady left me langoishing,

Uppon the shoare in woofalt wise
And crost the Sess out of my sight,
Wherby I last my chiefe delight.

She myd that no sach trustlesse Sood, -
Should keepe onr loues {long time) in twayne:
She sware no bread shoulde doe hyr good,
Tit she might sen my seife agayna.

She sayd and swore these wordes and mo.
But now [ Ande them nothing .

What renteth then for me to doo,
Thoo mlte sea foome come raye thy mind?
Bbould 1 come drowne within thee to,
That am of ttue Leanders kind?
And beadlong cast this corpes of mine,
Into this greedy guties of thive,

1 Angelica refasing the most famous koighls in
the whole wurlde, chose at Iast Medoro o poore
aeruing man.

a4y

No ernel, bt in wpite of thee,
I will make Sens where earst were nooe,
My teares sball Aowe in full degren,
TyH all my myrth toay ebbe to mone,
Into such droppes I meane to meit,
And in such Seas my seife to swelt

LERUOIEL

YET you deere Dame for whome 1 fade,
Thus staraipg still in wretched state:
Remember onee your promise made,
Performe it oow though all to late
Come home 1o Mars who may you pleame,
Let Vulcans bide beyond the Seas.

Meritom priers, graue.
mree——

PATIENCE PERFORCE, )

WHEREIN AN ABIENT LOUER DOTH THUS ENe
COURAGE RIS LADY TO COXTINEW CONFTAKRT.

Cowrenr thy selfe with paticnce perforce:

And quenche no loue witk droppes of darcke mis
trost:

Lat absence baue no power to digorce,

Thy faithfull friend whieh meancth to be inst.

Beare but & while thy constance to declare,

For wheo I come one ynche shall breake no square,

T must confesse that promise dyd me binde,
For to heue sene thy seemely selfe ere now:
And if thou kpewest what griefes did guule my
minde,
Bicanee I conlde not keepe that faithfull vowe,
My iurt excum, I can my selfe asare,
With [ytle paine thy pardoo might procure

Bat aali to minde how loog Viiswen was,
In lingriog abemoe, from his louing meke: .
And howe she deigned then bir dayes to posse,
In solitary silenca for his mke.
Be thou » trua Pepeiope to me,
And thou shalt sone thine owne Viises see,

What sayd I? some? yea sone I mye againe,
T wyli come sone and soner if | maye:
Beloeue me nowe it is a piuching payoe,
To thinke of [oue, when locers are awnye, .
Such thoughts I haue, and when I thinke on thes,
My thoughtes are there, whereas my bones woald
bee

The longiog [ust which Priames sonne of Troye,
Had for to ses his Cresside come againe:
Could not exceede the depth of mine anoye,
Nor seema to pagse the patterne of my payoe.
I fryee in hope, I thaw in bote demire,
Farre from the Axme, and yet I buree Lke fire

Wherfore deare friend, thinke on the pleasures

past, ;
Aud let my teares, for both oar paines wufflan:
The [ingring joyes, when aa they coms at last,
Are het then those, which pame in posting wise,
And 1 my salfe, to prodge this tale ia troe,
In hast, post hast, thy comfort will reew:
Mritom paisry, grexs.
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4 LETTER DEVISED ¥OR 4 YONG
LOUER,

Rscll!:ll you worthy Dame, this rude and ragged
YErS, [wowe rebearse.

Lend wylting eare voto the tale, which T shall

Amd thongh my witledse woordes might moone yon
for io smile, [my stile.

Yet troat to that which I shaltel, and never marke

A gut Gue hundreth Dames, presented to my
view, [you.

1 find port cnose by due desert, 10 like the best of

I soe vour beautie such, as seemeth to suffice,

To binde my heart in Knckes of loue, by iudge-
ment of myne ey [desire,

Andbut your boanty q h, the confes of qujel

1 feare that face of yours wyll set, ten thousand
hearts on fire.

But bounty so eboundes, abone al my desart,

As that I qoake and shrinke for feare, to shewe you
of my amart, [repent,

Yet since mioe aye made choice, my hart ahal not

Bul yeeld it self voio your wyl, and therwith stand
content, [uot much,

Cod knowlh T sm not great, my power it is

The grester glorye shall you gaine, to shew your
favoar suche.

Aund what ] am or haue, a)l that § yeeld to you,

My hande wnd sworde whall serue alwayes, to
proue [0y tongue is trae.

Then take me for your owne, and 5o I wyl be stll,

Beleeue me nowe, T make thiz vows, in hope of
your good wyll. [ehange,

Which if [-may obtaine, God lkwue me when I

This is the tale I meunt to Lell, good Lady be nat

_ sranoge.
Meviton peiere, graue,

DAUIDS SALUTACIONS TO BERZABE

Wherein are three sonets in sequence, writteD
spponlhiscccation. The deniser hereofamongat
other friendes had named a gemtiewoman hi
RBerzabe, and she was contemt Lo eall him hir
Douid. The map presented hiz Lady with'a
booke of the Golden Amse, written by Laocius
Apoleius, and in the beginning of Lhe booke
wrote this sequence.  You must conferre it
with the Historye of Apuleiue, For elee it wyli
bave small grace.

Th1s Apuleius was in Affricke borme,

And tooke delizht to travaile Thessaly,

Ad one that helde his notive sosle in skorne,

In foraine cuantes Lo feede his fantasie.

And such agsine e wandring wits find cut,

This yonker wonne by wyll and weary loyle,

A youtb mispent, a doting uge in doubt,

A body brusd with many a beastly broyle,

A pr t pleasure passing oo & pare,

And paynting plaine the paih of penitence,

A frollicke fancur Foyld with fowle disgrace,

When hoary hearex should claime their reverence.
Buch is the fruite that growes on gadding trees,
“Such kyod of mell most moueth busie Bees,

For Lucius he,

Esteeming more one ounee of present sport,
Than elders doe & pound of perfect wit:

First to the bowre of beautie doth resorte,

Ang thers io pleasure passed maoy a fitte,

Py : .
GASCOIGNE'S POEMS.

His worthie race he {recklews) doth forged,
With small regarde In great afsires be reeles,,
No counsell grave, por good aduise can set
His braynes in brake that whirled still oo wheslex.
For if Byrhena conlde hane helde bim boacke,
From Venus court where he nowe nusled was,
Hin lustie limmes had neuer founde the lacks
Of manlie shape : the figure of an Asse,
Hed not hene blazed on his bloud and txmes,
To wound his will with torments all attones-
Who sawe this Lording whitled with the cap
Of veine delight, wheraf he gan to tast :
Pourde out apace, and fillde the Mazor vp,
With drunken hole : yes alter that in hikst,
She greazde this guest with sause of Sorcerie,
And fedde bis minde with kancks both queine wod
Lo here the treazon and the trecherie  [strange:
Of gadding girles, when they delight to moge.
For Lucius thinking to become a foule,
Became & foole, yea more then that, an Asse,
A bobbing blocke, u besting rtocke, sn owle,
Well woondred at in place where he did passe:
And spent his time, his traueile and his cost,
To purchese payne and all hia iabor Jost.
Yai I pare 1,
Who maka of thee my Folyw and my frende,
In like delight my youthfull yeares 10 spend =
Do hope thou wilt from such soure sause defeod,
Douid thy King.
Meitam peicre grawe.

3

S00NE ARUAINTED,S0ONEPORGOTTEN,

AN APFEARETH HIRN BY AN YRCOURTEOUS
FAREWEL T AN INCONSTANT DANKE

Ir what you want, you (wanton) had at will,

A stedfest minde, a faythfull loging heart:

If what you speake you woulde performe it still,

If from your worde your deede did oot reoerte:

If youthfull yeares your thoughtes did not wo rale,

Az elder dayes may scorne your friemdship firnile,

Your doubled fansie wounld not thas recube,

For peenish pryde which nowe [ must bewsile.

For Cresside faire did Troilus neuer loue,

More deare than [ esteemde your freamed cheare,

Whose wauering wayes (since nowe [ <o them
Jroue)

By trae reporie this witnesse with me beare:

Thet if your friendehip be oot to deare boaght,

The price is great that eothing giues for aougbt.

Meviton peteve graue.

S——
THE STEELE GLAS

A SATYRE CONPILED BY GEORGE GANMOICHE
EAQUIERE TOGETHEHR WITH TRE COMFPLAUNTE
OF PHYLAMENE. 4N ELEGIE DEULSED AT THE
JAME AUTHOR,

To the Right bonorable hix singuler good Lord,
the L. Graye of Willon, Kumight of the moat
honorable order of the Guarter, George 'Gu-
coigne Esquire wisheth long life, with enerense of
honour, according to his great worthinetse

Right honorable, noble, and my singuler pood
Lord: if mine abilitic were any woy coqrespond-



THE STEELE GLAS.

ent to the inst deslires of my hart, I should yet
thinke all the :ame vpable to deserue the least
part of your nesse : in that you hane alwayes
deygoed with chearfull louke to regard me, with
affabylitie to hesre me, with exceeding courtesy
to ves me, with graue aduice to direct me, with
apparant lons 0 care for e, and with assured
amistance 10 protect me all which when I do ve-
member, yet it stirreth in mee an exceeding zeale
to deserve it: and that zeale begetteth bashefull
dreade to performe it The dread ia ended in
dolours, and yet those dolors reuived the very
rame affpction, which irst moued in me the desire
to honour gpd esteeme you.  For whiles T bewnile
mine owoe ynworthynesse, and therewithal do set
before mine eies the lost time of my youth mis-
pent, I secrne to we a farre off {for my comiort)
the bighe and triumphant vertue calted Magnam-
witis mecompanied with industrious difigence, The
fint doth encourape my faintiog harte, aud the
seconde doth begin (already) to employ my vo-
derstanding, for (alas my good Lord) were not
the cordial of these two preicious spiceries, the
caragyue of care would quickely confounde me,

1 baue misgouerned my youth 1 confes it:
what shal 1 doe then? sball 1 yeld W miserie as
ust plague appointed for my portion! Magmani-
mity saith po, and industry scemeth to be of the
verie same opinion. 1 am derided, svspected, ac-
cused, and conderuned, yea more then that, [ am
rigoroustie reiected when 1 profler amendes for
my hanpe. Should 1 therfore disprire? Shall [
yeid rnic jellousie? or drowne my daies in idlenes
becanse their heginning was bathed in wanton-
nea i Surelie my Lord, the magnanimitic of a
noble mind will not suffer me, and the delightful-
oew of diligence docth vtterlie forbid me.

Shal 1 grudge to be reproued for that which I
haue done indeede, when the sting of Emulation
spared oot to touche the worthie Scipio with most
wnboe surinises ! Yea Themistocles when he bad
deliocred a)) Greece from the huge host of Xerxes,
wan yet by his vnkinde Citizens of Athens ex-
pulsed From his owne, and constrained o seek
fauor in the sight of hin late professed enemie.
But the magoanimitie of their minds was such, as
neither could aduersitie ouercome them, nor yet
the ininrious desling of other mencouldekindle in
their breastes mnie feast sparke of desire tn seeke
an vnkonorable revenge. 1 haue loitered my
L. 1 confesse, 1 haue lien streaking me like a
lubber, when the sunne did shine, apd now I strine
all in veine Lo lode the cart when it raineth, 1

garded not m lines in the Mai of my
youth and yet now I stande prinking mee in the
glasse, when the Crowes foote is growen vnder
mine eie, But what?

Aristotle spent_his youth verie riotously, and
Plato {by your-ieave} in twenty of his youthfs
yeres, was no Icsee addicted to delight in amornos
verme, Lhen he was mfler in his age paiceful to
write good precepts of moral Philosophie. What
should 1 speake of Cato, whu was oid before he
learned Tatin letters, and yet became one of the
sreater Oratoma of his Ume? These examples are
waflicient to proue that by Industrie and diligence
snie perfection maie be attsined, and hy true
magnanimitic all aduernitien are easie 10 he en-
dared. And to that end (my verie good L.} I
dos here presume this rudelie to rebesrse tham.
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For a3 I can be content to confemse the lightnes
wherwith= I baue hin in times past worthie to ba
burdened, so would I be gladde, if now when [
am otherwise beat, my better indeuors might ba
accepted. But alas, I am pot onclie enforced kil
to carie on my shoulders the crosse of my care-
fulpes, but therwithal I am atso put to the plonge,
to prouide new weapons wherwith 1 maie defend
al hesuie frownes,“desp suepects, and dangerons
detractions. And 1 finde my selfe an feeble, and
80 vnable to endure that combat, as {were not the
cordials before rehearsed) I should either cast
downe mine armoure, and hid: my selfe lika n
recreant, or els {of a malicious stubburnes)
should busie my braines with somve stratagem for
tu execute an epulous reuengy vpan mine adver-
saries. Bot neither will magnanimitie suffer me
to breome vnhonest, nor yot czn Indostry see me
sinke in idienes. For I hiuc learned in sacred

seriptures to heape coles upou the .
encmies by hones: and our Saviour him-
2e me gaibag I shal lacke nether

wurke not Scruice, although it were noone daies
before T came inlo the Muorket pluce,

These things I sele \my siogular good L.)
duve renue in my troubled mind the same sffection
which first mooused me W honor yow, nnthing
doubtiog but that your fmucuralle gies will rouch-
safe to hehold me ay [ min, snd neaer be 30 cu-
rious ny Lo inquire what ! haue bene.  And in ful

hope thervf I hane presumed o present your'

honor with this satyre written without time, but
I trust not without r Aird what it be
1 bumblie denlicate it te your honorable name,
beseeching the same Lo accept it with as gratious
regard, as you heue in timea past bin accustomed
to behold my trauels, And my good L. thouwgh
the skornful doe mock me for a time, yetin tha
end I hope t gene them all & 1ib of roste for
their paines. And when the vertuous shal per-
ceiue in deede how I am occupied. then shal de-
traction be no leste ashamed to have falselie ac-
cused me, then light éredence shai hone cause to
renent hia rash conceite: and granitie the Judge
shall pot bee abashed to eancel the sentemee wn-
justlie pronownced in my condemnation. in
mean while I remaice amongst my bookew at my
houre here st Walkamstow, where I praie dailia
for the speedie aduancement, aud cuntinual pros-
peritie of vour good Lordship. Written the 15th
of April, 1576,
By your Honors most'bounden and wel assared,
GEORGE GASCOIGNE.

N. R IN COMNERDATION OF THE AUTHNR, ARP
HII WOBRKEN.

Ix rouring verse of Mauors bloodie rmigne,
The famous Greeke, and Maro did excel,
(irave Senec did summuunt for tragic vaine
Qnuick Epigrama Catullis wrute as wel.
Arcgilogns did for I]ambics ‘posse,

For commicke verse stil Plautus peereles was,

In Elegies and wanton loue writ laies,

Saunce peere were Naso and Tibulius decende,
In Satyrea gharpe #s men of mickle prise,
Lucilius and Horace were esteemde,

Thus digers men with divers veines did write,
Bat Gaxoigne doeth in euerie veine ndite.
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And what performsnce he thereof doth meke

1 Tist not vaunt, his works for me shal sair,

In praising bim Tinantes trade 1 take,

Who when he shuuld the wofu! cheare displaie
Duke Agamemanon had when he did waile

Hin dsughiers death with tewres of small suaile.

Nat skilde to countershupa his mournful grace
Thut men might deeme what art conld oot supplie,
Deuisde with painted vaile 1o shroude bis face
Like sort my pen shal Cawcoignes praise diserie,
‘Which wanling grace his graces to rehere,

Doth shroude and cloude them thuw in silent verse.

WALTIR BAWELIE OF THE MIDDLE TEMPLE, IX
COMMEMNUDATION UF THE NTEELE GLAS.

SwEer were the sance would please each kind of
tast

‘The life likewise were pure that neucr swerned,

For spiteful tougues in cankred stomacks plast,

Deem worst of thirgs, which best percase desern-

«d,
Rot what for that ? this medicine maie suffice,
To scorne the reat, apd secke 10 picase the wise,

il
Though sundric mindes in sundria sort doe deeme,

Yet waorthiest wights yelde praise for euerie paine,

But envious braines doe nooght {or light) esleeme,
" Buch statelie steps as they cannot attaine:

For who so reapes resowne aboue the rest,

With heapes of bate, shall surelie be opprest.

‘Wherefore to wrile my censure of this hooke,
This Giasse of Steele vopartizllie doth shews,
Abuses all to such a8 in it lovke,

From prince to poore, from bigh estate to [owe,
As for the verse, wha lift like trade to trie,

1 feare me much shall hardiie reach so bie

NicuoLis BOWYER IN COMMENDATION OF THIS
. WORKE,

From laies of loue to Satyres radde and eage,
Qur Poet turnes the trausile of bis time,

And zs he pleasde, the veine of youtbfu! age,
With pleassnt pen, emploide in louizg riwne:
So now he seekes the grauestto delight,

‘With works of worth much better than they shew.
This gins of steele if it be markt aright
Discries the faults as wel of hie as Jowe,

And Philomelos fourfold iast compisint

T sugred sound doth shrouid » sulemn sence
Gainet those whom lust or murder Joth siaint
Toe this we see is Guecoignes guod pretence,
To please al sorts with his praisewortbie skil,
'Then yeld him thanks in signe of like good will.

| — ]

THE AUTHOR TC THE READER,

To vaunt were vaine, and Batter were n fpult .
But trueth to tejl there isa sort of Fame
‘The which T seeke by science 10 assqult,
And 50 to leaue remembrance of my namne,
'The wais wlerof are wondrous bard to clime
And much toohie for ladders made of rime.

=~t.l um not he whom slannderous topgues bave tolde,

GASCOIGNE’'S POEMS.

Then since 1 see that rimes can setdon rencl
Vnto the top of such a natelie towre,

By reasons force I mean to make some bremch
Which yet maie help my feble Minting power
That #0 at last my Mime maie spter in,

And reason rule, that rime coald seoee win.

Such batring tire this pataphlet bere bewcaics
In rimeles verse which thundreth mighty threts
And where it finds that vice the wail '
Even tbere amine with sharpe rebukes it hextes
The work think I deserces un houest name,
If not, I faile to winne this sort of Fame.

TFam Motti, guon Mocern,

veii—
THE STEELE GlLA4S.

Thax Nightingale, whose bappy noble hart,

No dole can daunt, nor feareful force affiright,

Whose chereful voice, doth comfort saddest wights,

When sbe hir self, bath little cause o sing,

Whom louers loue, hicause she plaines their grenes,

She wraics their woes, and yet relieues their payae,

Whom waorthy toindes, alwayes exteemed muck,

And grauest yeares, bane not disdainde his notes:
that king proud Tereut by his same

With murdring koife, did carue hir plessant tong,

To couer s, bis cwne foule filtby Gult)

This worthy bird, bath taught my weary Muaze,

To sing & song, io spight of their despight,

Which worke my woe, withouten cauve or crime,

And make my backe, a ladder for their feete,

By slaupdrous steppes, and steyres of 4 talke

b Ta ciime the throne, wherin my selfc should sitte,

wd) Philomene, thee help me bow to chaant:

And if dead beastes, or fiving hyrdes hare ghosts,

Which can conceive the caose of carefull mooe,

When wrong triumphes, and cight s cuertrodde,
hen helpe me now, O byrd of gentle bload,

Io barrayne verse, to telt u frutefall tale,

A tale {I meane) which may content the mindes

OF learned men, and graue Philosopbers.

And you my Lord {whose bappe bath beretofore
Beoe, joningly to reade my reckles rimes,
Aund yet have deignde, with favor to forget
The tauits of youth, which past wy basty pes:
And therwitball, heue graciously vouchsafie,
To yeld the rest, much more than they deservde)
Vouchsafe (lo now) to resde and to peruse, [mind.
Thiz rimles verse, which fiowes from trochled
Synce that the line, of that falge cuytife king,
(Which reuished fayre Phylomene for lost,
And then cut out, ber trustie tong for hute)}
Liues yet (my Lord) which words [ weepe to write,
They liue, they liue, (alzs the worse my lucke)
‘Whose greedy luat, ynbridled from thair brest,
ath rmuuged long sbout the world so wyde
o finde 2 pray for their wide open mouthes,
Aund me they found, (O wofull tale to tell}
Whose harmclesse bart, perceivde not this deceit.

ut that my Lord, may playnely soderstand,
The mysteries, of a{] 1hat I do menne,

{False tonguesin dede, and craftie subtile bruinea) -
To be the men, which ment & common spoyk

Of iouing demes, whose earcs wold benre my wordy
Or trust the tales deuised by my pem,
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[8'am & tven as some do thinke I am,

Laugh not good Lord) I am in dede a dame,

3t at the least, & right Hermaphrodite; &

And who desires, 2t lavge to knowe my name,

My birth, my lipe, and enery circumstance,

Lo rende it here, Playue daalyng was my Syre,

And be begut ma by Simplicitis!,

A pmire of twinnes at one selfe burden boroe,

My Sist> and I, into thix world wers sept,

My Systers name, was pleassnt Poesys

And 1 my selfe had Sstyrs to name?,

Whose bappe was such, thet in the pricoe of youth,

A lusty ladde, a stately man to see,

Brought vp ic place, where plesrures did abound,

(I dare ot say, in coart for hoth myne eures}

Beganne to woo my sister, cot for wealth,

But for hir face was louely to heholde,

And therewithall, hir speeche was pleasant stil.

‘This Nobles nxme, was called Vayne Delighl'}

Atd in kis trayne, e Bad & comely crewe

Of guylefull wights: False semnblant was thé fra#,

The second men was, Flesring fattery,

{Brethren by like, or very neare of kin}

Then followed them, Detraction and Deceite,

Hym Swash did beare a huckler for the firse,

False witnesse was Lhe second steenly poge

And thos wel urmnd, and in good egnipsge,

This Galant care, ¥oto my fathera courte,

Apd woed my sister, for ahe elder wms,

And fayrer eke, hot out of doabt {at least)

Hir pleasant speech surpassed mine so much,

That Vayne Delight, to hir midres his sate,

Sbort tale to meke, she gaue s frue conment,

And forth sbe goeth, to be his weddad mates,

Entyri percade, with gisase of gorgeous shewe,

{Or else perhappes, perranded by hix peeres)

That constant looe had berbord in his brest,

Sach errors growe where soche falie Prophets
presch,

How a0 it were, my Syster likte him wel,
And forth she goeth, in Court with him to dwel,
‘Where when she had some yeeres yaoiomoed,’
And saw the world, and matked eche mang minde,
A deepe Desire hir loving hart enflamnde,
‘To see rae #it by hir in seemely wise,
That companye might comfort hir sometimes,
And spund odvice might case kic wenrie thooghtes:
And forth with speede, (euen at hir first reqoest}
Poth Vaine Delight, his hasty course direct,
To weeke toe out his saylas are fully bent,
And winde was good, to bring me to the bowre,
Whereas she laye, that meourned dayu and nights
To seo hir selfe, 50 mutchte and go deceivds,
And wheo the wreich {1 cannot tevme him bet)
Had mse on eeas fol farre from friendly help,
A sparke of [ust, did kindle in his brest,
And bad hic harke, to songe of Satyra
1 selly soale (wrbich thonght ne body harme)
Gap cleera my theote and straue to sing my best,
Which plessde him s, azd 8¢ enflarode his hart,

* Not igoorant symplicity hut = thought free
from deceits,

* Satyrical poetrye may rightly be called the
dsughter of such symplicitie.

# Where may be commooly found o mester
woer for plesant poetry thau yaine Delight!

4 Sueh men do many tymes attend ypon vaine
Ddight,

$ Poelrie married to vaic Delight,

351

That he forgot my sister Possys.

And ravisht me, to please his wanton minde",-j

Not so content: when this foule fact was done,

{Ylraught with feare, least that I should disclose

His incest : and bis doting darke desire)

He causde straight wayes, the formast of his crew?

‘With his compeare, to trie e with their tongoens

And whep their guiled, conld not preusile to wincs

My simple mynde, from tracke of trastie truth,

Nor y? dzceyl. could bleare mine eyes through
raud,

Ceme Slander then, accming me, and sayde,

Thmt T entist Delyght, to lone and loste. [node il.

Thus wus [ caught, poore wreteh that thought

And furthermere, to choke their own offence,

They clapt me faste, in cage of Myserie,#

Aod there I dweit, full many & dolefol day,

Vntil this theefe, this iraytor vaine Delight,

Cut cut my tong, with Raysor of Restraynte,

Lewst I should wraye, this bloody deede of his.

And thas {my Lord I liue w weary life9,
Not &s [ seemd, & man vowetimes of might,
Bat womaniike, whose tearesmust vengpeherharma
And yet, euen a4 the mighty gods disdaine
For Philomele, that thoughe hir tong were cutte,
Yet should she sing a plessant note sometimes:
80 have they deignd, by their deuine decrees,
That with the sturmps of my reproued tong,
I mey sometimes, Reprousrs deedes reprone,
And sing a verse, to make them see themseluer.

Then thus I sing, this selly song by night
Like Philomrene, since that the shining Bucne.
la pow eclypst, whick wont to fend me light,
And thow 1 sing, in comer elosely coweht
Like Philomene, sinoe that the stately courts, X
Are now ne place, for such poore byrdams I, i
And thus T ming, with pricke aguinst my brest
Like Philomene, since that the priuy worme,
Which makes me see my reckles youth mispent,
May woll suffise, to keep me weking atill,

And thos I sing, whan pleasant spring beging,
Like Philomene, vinoe cuery tangling byrd,
Which squeaketh loade, shall pewer triumph so,
As though my muze wrers mute aod durst not sing.

And thus I sieg, with barmelesse true intent,
Like Philomene, when as percase {meane while)
The Cuckowe suckes mine eggs by fonls deceit,
And licﬁku the mweet, which might have fed me

Tk,

And thus | moane, in mournfoll wise 1o sing,
A rare conceit, (God grmant it like my Lorde)
A truatie tune, from auucient clyfies couueyed,
A playne song pote, whick cannot warble well.

-
For whyles Tmark this weak and wretched world'?, &7
Wherit I see, howe euery kicd of man -
Can flatter still, and yet deceiues himselfe.
I seeme to muse, from whence such errour aprings,

¢ Satyrical Postry is sometimes ranished by
vayne Delight. N

7 False semblant and flatterie can seldome be-
guile satirica) Poetzye,

3 The rewsard of busy rsdling s Mizsria,

? Note now and compere this allegory to the
wtory of Progne and Philomele,

10 Here thesabatance of them beginneth,
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Such grose conceits, such mists of darke mistake,

Suct: Surcuydry 1%, such weeniug cner well,

And yet in dede, auch dealines too too baddel

And aa [ gtrelch my weary wittes, to weighe

The cauge therof, and whence it should proveels,

My battred braynes, {which now be shrewdly
brusde

Witk cennon shot, of much misgonernment}

Can spye nu ceuse, but unely ane concrite,

Which makes me thinke, the world goeth stil awry.

o s . “

1 see and sigh, (bycause it makes me andde)

8. That pevishe pryde, doth ai the world poesesse,

!

And epery wight, will have a iooking glasse

‘To sec himselfe, yot 20 he wreth him nat:

Yea shat T sav? a glaswse of common glasse,
Which glitreth bright, and shewes a seemely
Is not enough, the days are past and gon, {shew,
That Berral plasse, with foyles of Joucly brown,
Might serue o shew, & seemely favord face.
That uge is degde, and vanisht long spo,  [true
Which thought that stecle, both trusty was and
And needed not, & foyle of contraries,

But shewde 2] things, cuen as they were in deede.
In steade whereof, our curious yeares can finde
The christal gias, which glimpeth braue and bright,
And shewes the thing, much better farr than it,
Bepuylde with foyles, of sundry subtii sights,

So that they seetne, mpd conet not to be,

3, ‘
K U Phia in the cane {beleve me now my Lorde)
That Realmes dc rewe, from high prasperity.

+ That kings decline, from princely wouernment,

* 'That Tords do lecke, their auncestors good wil,
Thot kpights consunte, their patrimenie still,
That gentlemen, do inake the merchant rise,
That plowmen begge, and cruftesmen cannoct

thriue,
That clergie quayles, and hath amal revereace,
That laymen live, by mouing mischief stif,
That courtiers thriue, at letter Lummas dey,
That officers, can scarce envich their heyres,
That Soldicurs sterve, or prech at Tiborne eroaxc,
That lawyers buye, and purchase dedly hate,
That merchants clyme, and fal againe as fast,
That royaters brag, aboue their betters rome,
That sicophants, are counted idly guests,
That Lais leades a Ladies life alofte,
And Lucrece luckes, with sobre bashful grace.

This is the cause (or else my More mistakes)
That things are thonght, whick neuer yet were
And castels buylt, aboue in Tofty skies, [wrought.
Which neuer yet, had good foundation,

And that the same may seme no feined dreame,
But wards of worth, and wortby to be wayed,

I hane presumde, my Lord for to present

With this poore glosse, which is of trustie Steele,
Amd came to me, by wil and testament

Of one that was, a Glamemaker in deeds.

Feryliusis, this worthy man was namde,
Who at his death, hrqueathd the christe! glesse,
Tu sach gx love, Lo seme but vot o be,

4 nd vnto those, that love to pee themselues,
Houw fonle or fayre, soever that they are,

He gan beyueath & glasne of trustic Stevle,
Whereiu they may be bolde alwayes to locke,

1 Overweening conceit, from the ¥reoch. €.
¥ A famous old satyrical Poete,
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i Bycause it shewes;all thiogs in their degres,
And giace myselfe (now pride of youth is past)
Do lcue to be, and jet sl seeming passe,

Siuce [ desire, tc see my stife iu deed,

¥  what T would, but what [ am or should,

T uerfore I like this.tzustie glsase o!‘Swd:m

Wherin I mee, & frolike fauor frounst 13

With foule ebune, of ixwlesse Inst in youth:
Wherein I ace, & Sampsons grim regurde
Disgraced yet with Alexanders beapde'*:
Wherein | see, & corps of comely shape

{ And such as might beseeme tbe courte folt wel)
Is cast st heele, by courting al 10 soone:
Wherein T see, a quick capecite™, :
Berayde with biots of hight Inconstaneie: |
An zge suspect, bycause of youther-misdeedes

A poeta brayne, posseste with iayes of [one ©

A Cicvars minde, and yet 2 Codrus might,

A Souldiotirs hart, supprest with fearsful doomes

A Philogopher, foolishly fordone.

And to be playne, I sce myselfe sa playne,

And yet so much valike that most I seemde,

An it were not, that Resson ruieth me,

1 shonld in rage, this face of mine deface,

And cast this corps, downe hesdiong in dispaire,

it i ike it selfe. |,
Bycause it is, 30 farre volike i g

YR 4

Ard therewithal, to comfort me againe, <4rr
1 see a world, of worthy gouernment, )
A common welth, with poiicy so ruide,
As neither lawes are sold, nor justice bought,
Nor riches sought, unlesse it be by right,
No crueltie, nor tyraouie can taigne, N
No right reuenge, doth rayse rebellion, \
No spoyles are tane, although the sword preaile,
No 1yot spends, the coyue of common welth,
No rulers hoard, the countries treasure vp,
No man growes riche, hy subtilty nor sleight: ;
All people dreade, the mugistrates decroe, '
And sl men feare, the acourge of mighty Iooe. !
La this {my lord) mey wel deserue the oame,
Of such & Jand, sa mitke and bony Bowes. I

And this T see, within my glasse of Stee?,

Set forth euen eo, by Solon (worthy wight)
Who taught king Crasus, what it s to seme,
And what to be, by proofe of buppie end,
The {ixe Lycurgus, Lacedemon Xing,

Did set to shew, by viewe of thia my glasse,
And jeft the sarne, n mirrour to behold, ,
To every prince, of his posterity. ., J "“"'(L'!

But now (aye me) the glaming christal glsese [rych,
Dwoth maks us thinke, that reslmes 2pd owpey are
Where faucr sways, the sentsoce of the law,
Where al is fithe, that cometh to the pet,

Where mighty power, doth ousr rule the right,
Where iniuries, do foster secret grudge,

Where bloudy sword, makes euery booty prize,
Where banquetting, is compled comly cost,
Where officers grow rich by prioces pens,

Where purchase romes by couin and deceiy,

And 0o man dreads, bat be that cannot shift,

Nor none serue God, but oaly tong tide men
Aguive | ver, within my glasse of Steele,

But some extutes, to serue oche country soyle,

¥ The zucthor himselfe.

4 Alexander Magnus had bot & small keand.

3 He which will mbuke other mens faults, shal
doo wel not to forget hys owne imperfections,
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*be Ring, the Knight, the Pesant, and the Priest.

‘he Kiug should care for al the subjects still,

“heKpight should fight, for to defende the same,

“he Peasant ke, should labour for their ease,

lid Priesta should pray, for them and for them-
seluen

Hot out alas, such mists do bleare cur eyes,
ind christal glasse, doth glister so therwith,
“hat Kings conceine, their careis wonderous great
¥ben as they beat, their busie restles braynes,
‘o maintaine pompe, and high tdumphant sights,
lo fede their A1, of daintie delicates,
fo glad their barts, with sight of pleasant sportes,
"o fil their eares, with round of instroments,
‘o breake with bit, the hot coregious horse, {gold,
‘o deck their handes, with sumptecus cloth of
‘o cloth themyeluen, with silkes of strannge denire,
Casearch the rorks,for pesries and pretious stones,
fo delue the ground, for mines of gistering gold:
ind neuer care, to 1paynteine peace and reat,
"o yeld refiefe, where neady lacke appears,
To stap one care, votil the poore mnn speake,
lo seme to sleepe, when Tustice still doth wake,
{o gird their lands, from sodaine sword and fer
lo feare the cries of piltles suckling babes, [bloud,
Fhose ghosts may cal, for vengeance on their
l:d stirre the wrath, of mighte thundring Iowe,

1 speake not thin, by any englishe king,
Yor by our 2ueene, whose high forsight pronids.
That dyre debate, is fledile to foraine Realmes,
#hiles we enjoy the gohlen Beece of peace.
Jut there to turn my tale, from whence it came,
0 olden dayes, good kings and worthy dukes,
Who sawe themselues ia plasse of trusty Stecle)
Zonteated were, with pompes of Jittle pryce,
And st their thoughtes, on regal gouernement.

An order wus, when Rome did flonrish moat,
That no man might trinmph in stately wise,
jut sach as had, with blowes of bloudy blade
Yive thousand foes in foughten field foredone 16,
{ow he that Jikes, to loke in Christal glasse,
fay se= proud pomps, io high triumphant wise,
¥here neuer blowe, was delt with enemie.

¥hen Serging, deuised first the meane

‘o pen up fishe, within the swelling flond,

ind #0 content his mouth with daintie farey .
Mhen followed fum, excesse on Princes bordes,
ind euery dish, was chargile with new conceits,
‘o plemse the taste, of vncontented mindes.

it had he seene, the strein of straunge deaive,
Fhich Epicures, do now adayes invent,

‘s yeld good smacke, vnto their dnintie tongues:
‘ould he enmeelue, how princes pauneh is fillde
Vith seeret cause, of sickenesse (oft) rmseene,
Philes Just devirey, much more than nature craues,
‘hen would he may, that al the Romane cost

fas common trash, compard to aundrie Sauce
Fhich princes wae, to pamper Appetite.

| Christal Glasse, thou settest things to shew,
fhich &re [Gnd knoweth) of little worth in deda.
1 eyes behold, with eagre deep desire,

he Fauloon flyejthe greyhounderunne his course,
he bavted Bul, the Beare at stately stake,

hese Enterluds, these pew italian sportes,

nd euery gawde, that zlads the minde of man:

1% ¥al. Max, lib. 2. cap. 3.
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But fewe regard, their needy peighbours lacke
And fewe beholde, by contemplation,

The ioyes of hcauen, ne yet the puines of bel,
Few loke to lawe, but al men gase on lust,

A swete cousent, of Musicks sacred sound,
Doth ravse our mindes (aa rapt) al ¥p on high,
But sweeter soundes, of concorde, pence, and loue,
Are oot of tune, and iarre in enery stoppe.

To tosse and turne, the stardie trampliog steder
To bridle him, and make bim meete to serue,
Deserues (no doubt) great commendation.

But such a3 haue, their stables ful yfraught,
With pampred Tades, ought therewithal to wey,
‘What great excesse, ypen them may be spent,
How many pore, {which nade nor brake nor bit)
Might therwith al, in godly wise be fedde,

And kings onght uot, 80 many borse to haue,

The sumpteons honse, declares the princes dtate,
But vaine excesse, bewrayes a princes faulu

Our bambast hose, our treble double ruffes,
Our rates of Silke, our comely ganded capes,
Our koit silke stockes, and spanish Jether shoes,
( Yen veluet seruen, oft times totrminple in)

Our plumes, our spangw, and al our quejut arsy,
Are pricking sparres, proucking filthy pride,
And snares {(vnseen) which leande a man to hel.

How line the Moores, which spurae at glistring
erle, )

And scsrne the coats, which we do hold so deare}
How? how bat wel ? and weare the precinus pearie
Of peerlemse truth, amonget them published,
{Which we enjoy, and neuer wey the worth.)
'I'hey would not Lhen, the same (like vs) despise,
Which (thoagh they lacke) they liue in better wise
Than we, which holde, the worthles pearie so deare,
But glittring gold, which many yenres lay hidde,
Til gredy mindes, gan aearch the very guts
Of earth and clay, to finde out sundrie moulds
(As redde and white, which are by melting made
Bright gold and siluer, mettaly of miscbiefe)
Hath now enflamde, the noblest Princes barts
With fouleat fire, of filthy Auarice,
And seldome seene, that kings can he contente
To kepe their bounds, which their forefathers left
‘What causeth this, but greedy gold to get?
Euen gold, which is, the very cause of warres,
‘The neast of strife, snd nourice of debats,
‘The barre of hezuen, and open way Lo hel,

But is this strauge ? when Lords when Koighwe

and Squires .

(Which ought defende, the state of common welth}

Are not afrayd to couet Jike » King?

0 blinde desire: oh high aspiring harta.

The country Squire, duth couet to be Knight,

The Knight s Lurd, the Lord an Erle or a Duke,

The Duke & King, the King would Manarke be,

And none content, with that which is hiz own,

Yet none of these, can see in Christal glasse

| Which glistereth briglit, and blzares their gasiog
eyes :

How eueyry )life, bearea with him his disease,

But in my glagse, which i of trastie meele,

1 can perceiue, how kingdomen breede but care,

How Lordship lines, with lots of lexse delight,

{ Iougb cappe and knee, do seeme & renerence,
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And courtlike life, is tbought an other heauen)
Than common pecple finde in euery coast,

. 'The Gentleman, which might in countrie keepe
A plentecus boorde, and feed the falberleme,
Wilh pig and goose, with mution, beefe and veale,
{Yea now and then, a capon and & chicke)

Wil breake vp house, and dwel in market trwnes,
4 loytring life, and like an Epicure.

But who (mesne while) defends the common

welib?

Who rules the flocke, when shepherds are so fled?

Who steyen the staff, which shuld wphold the
state? :

Forsoth, good Sir, the Lawyer leapeth in,

Nay rather leapes, both ouer hedge and diteb,

And rules the rost, but fewe men rule by right.

'}‘b Kbigbts, O Squires, ¢} Gentle hlouds yborne,
You were not bome, sl onely for your selues:
Yoor countrie claymes, some part of al your

paines. ftoyle,
There should you line, and therin should you
To hold vpright, and banish cruel wrong,
To helpe the pore, to bridle backe the riche,
To panish vice, and vertue to aduance,

nf) To see God servde, and Belzebub supprest.

You should not truet, lieflenaunts in your rome,

And let them sway, tbe sceptre of your charge,

Whiles you (meane while) know scarcely what is
on,

Nor yet can yeld, accompt if you were catlde.

The stately lord, which woonled was Lo kepe
4 courte at home, is pow come vp to courte,
Apd leaues the country for » common prey,
To pilling, polling, brybing, snd decejt:

. [Al which his presence might haue pacified,
Or else baue made offenders smel the smoke.)
And new the youth which might hane serned him,
1o comely wise, with countrey clothes yeiad,
And yet therby bin able to preferve
Wauto the prince, and there to scke aduance:
Is faine to sell, bis landes for courtly cloutes,
Or else sits still, and liueth like o locte,

(Yet of these two, the Jast fault is the lease:)

. And a0 those imps which might in lime haue

sprong
AloRe (gzood lord} and servde to chiclde the state,
Are either nipt, with such vntimely froats,
Or else growe crookt, bycause they be not proynd.

These be the Knights, which shold defend the
{and,
And these be they, which leaue the land at large.
Yet liere percase, it wil be thought T roue
And runne astray, besides the kingn bigh way,
Since hy the Knigbts, of whom my text doth tell
And such a3 shew, mest perfeet is my glasse)
ment no more, but worthy Souldiours
Whose skil in armes, and long experience
3hould still vphotd the pillers of the workde.
Yes ont of doubt, this noble name of Knight,
Mny comprebend, both Duke, Erle, Lorde, Knight,
Squire,
Yen gentlemen, aud every gentle borne.

Rut if you wil, constraine me for to speake
‘What souldicurs are, or what they ought to be
{And ! my selfe, of that profcasion)
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I see a crew, which glister in my glasse;
The brauest hande, that ¢uer yet was mtoe &
Behold behold, where Pompey comes bedure,
Where Manlius, and Marius insue,
ZEmiling, and Curius I zee,

Palamedes, and Psbius Maximus,

And eke their mate, Epaminondas loe,
Protestlaus and Phocyan are not farre,
Pericles glamdn, in mneke amongst Lhe rest,
Aristomenes, may not be forgot,

Vaolesse the list, of good wen be disgrast.

Behold (my Jord) these eouldiours can T spie
Within my glasee, within my true Steele glmsse.
I sce not one therin, wbich geekes to hexpe
A world of pence, by pinching of dead payes
And so beguiles, the prince in time of pede,
When muster day, sud foogbten fielde are wide.
Since Pompey did, enrich the comnmon beaps,
Aud Paulas he, {Amilivs surnamed)

Returude to Rome, no richer tban be went,
Although he had, so many lapds subdued,
Ard brought such t 18, to the

'The fourscore yeres, the state was (after) free
From grenous teshe, and imposition.

Yea since agmine, good Marcos Curius,
Thought sacriledge, bimselfe for to aduaunnce,
And see his souldiours, pore or live in lache,

I see not one, within this glasse of mine,
Whose fethers flacut, and ficker in the winde,
As though he were; all onely to be markt,
When timple suakes, which go not halfe so gay,
Can leaue him yet a furlong in the Geld:
And when the pride, of all bis peacockes plomes,
Ia daunted downe, with dastard dreadfuloesse.
And yet in towne, he jetteth every atreete,
As thongh the god of warres {enen Mars himself’)
Might wel {by him) be linely counterfuyte,
Though much mare [ike, the coward Constantioe.
1 zee none such (my Lorde} T see none such,
Since Phocion, which was 1 deede . Mars
And one which did, much more than be wold
Contemted was to be but hotely clad, vaant,
And Merius, {whose constant hart could bi
The very vzines, of hie forwesried 1
To be both cut, and carued from his corps)
Conld neuer yer, contented be to spend,
One idle groate, in clotbing nor in aates.

1 ree not one, (my Lord) I see not one
Which stands so much, vpon his paioted shealk
By cause he bath, perchaunce at Bolleyn bene
od loytered, since then in idlenesae}
That he accompts, no Soldiour but himeelfe,
Nor one that can, despise the leamed brayae,
Which joyoeth reading with experience.
Since Palamedes, and Vlisses both,
Were much esteemed for their policies
Although they were not thought long trained mes.
Epamynondas, eke was much esteemde,
Whose Eloquence, was mch in ali respects,
As gaue no place, volo his manly hart
And Fubius, surnamed Maximus,
Could ioyne mch learning, with experience,
As made his name, more famoas than the rest.

These bleody bensts, npeare not in wy glasse,
Which caonot rule, their rword ia furious rage,
Nor heue rexpecie, to age ot yet to kinde:
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Jut downe goeth al, where they get vpper hand,
¥ hose greedy harts 30 hungrie are to spoyle,
Chat few regard, the very wrath of Gud,
¥hich greened iv, at cries of giltiesse blond,
*ericles was, s famous man of warre,

knd victor eke, in nine great foughten fleids,
Whervof he was the general in charge,

et at his death be rather did reioyce

!n clemencie, thun bloudy victorie,

Be atill {guoth he) you graue Atheniung,
{Who whispered, and tolde his valiant facts)y
¥ou haue forgol, my greatest glorie got,

For yet {by me, nor mine occasion}

Was never sene, o mourning garment worne.
O noble words, wel worthy goiden writ.
Beieue me {Lord) a soldicur cannot have

Too grewt regarde, wheron bis knife should cut.

Ne yet the men, which wonder a1 their wounds,
And shewe their scarres to enery commer by,
Dare once be seene, within my glasse of Steele,
FPor so the faults, of Thrasr and his treyne,
{Whom Terence told, to be but bragging brutes)
Might sone appenre, to euery skiiful eye.

Bolde Manlius, could close and wel convey
Ful thirtie wounds, (ard three) ypon his head,
“Yet necer made, nor bones nor Lragges therof,

‘What should § speake of drunken Soldicurs?
Or lechers lewde, which fght for filthy luwm?
O whom that oue, can sit and hybbe his 6il,
Consume his coyne {which might good corage veld,
Toa such as march, and moue st his cormnaunde}
And makes hiinzelfe, a worthy mockiog stocke
Which might deserue (by sobre life) great lnude,
That other dotes, snd driucth forth his dayes
Tn vaine delight, nnd fonle concupiscence,
‘When works of weight, might occupie kis bedde.
Yea therwithal, he puts his owne fonde heade
Vnder the belt, of such as should him serue,
And so becoms, example of muck eunil,
‘Which should hage servde, as ianterme of good Iife:
And is controlde, wheras he sbould commaund,
Avgustus Ceesar, he which might haue made
Both feasts and haoquets brauely as the best,
Wad yet content {in campe) with homely catew,
And reéldome drank liis wine unwatered.
Aristomenes, dayned to defende
Hia dames of prize, whom he in warres had wom,
And rather chose, to die in their defence,
‘Thren filthy men, shonld foyle their chastitie,
This was a night, wel worthy fame and prayee.

O Coptayns come, xnd Souldiours come apace,
Behold my glssse, and you shalt see therin,
Proud Crumsus bagges, consumde by couetise,
Great Alexander, drounde in drunkecnesee,
Cresar gnd Pomnpey, apilt with priuy grodge,
Brenous beguild, with lightresse of beliefe,
Cleomenes, by ryot not regarded,

Vespasian, disdayned for deceit,
Dometrive, Hight sct for by hit hust,
Wherby at last he dyed iv prison pent.

Hereta percase, some one man will alledge,
That Pricces peoce, ire porsed up so close,
And faires do fall so seidome in a yeare,

That when they ¢ome, prouision muat be made
To fende the frost, in bardest winter nights.

Indecde [ finde, within this glasse of mine,
Justinian, that proude vngrateful prince,
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Which made to hegge, bold Belisariug

Hia trustie man, which had so stoutly fought
In his defence, with euery enimy.

And Scypio, condemmes the Romaine rule,
Which suffted bim (that had so trnely serued)
To lesds pore life, at bis {Lynternum}) ferme,
Which did descrue, such woithy recompence.
Yea herewithal, moat Sculdiours of our time,
Beteeve for truth, that proude Justinian

Did neqer die, without good etore of heyres.
Acd Romeney mee, cannot bo rooted out,
Such yasence springs, of such vopiesant bodds,

But shal 1say? this lesson learne of me,
When drams are dumb, and acund not dub a dub,
Then be thou eke, as mewt as a mayde .
{1 preach this sermon but to souldioars)
And learn 1o line, within thy bravries bounds,
Let not the Mercer, pul thee by the tleoue

For sutes of sitke, when ¢loth may serne thy taree,
Let not thy scores, come robbe thy needy purse, -
Make not the catchpol, rich by thine arrent, ‘

Art thou u Gentle? line with gentle friendes,
Which wil be glad, thy companie to haue,
If manhoode may, with manners well agree.
Art thoir a serving man? then serue againe,
And stint 1o steale 3 common souldiours do.

Art thou a craffamen? lake thee to thine arte,
And cast off slouth, which loytreth in the Campes.
Art thou & plowman pressed for = shift?

Then ke to clout, thise old ewst cobled shoes,
And rather hide, at home with barly bresd,
Than learne to spoyle, as thou bast seen some do,

Of truth {my friendes, and my companions eke}
Who hust, by warres to gather lawful welth,
And &0 to get, a right renoumed natne,
Must cast aside, al conmon trades of warre,
And learne to live, us though he knew it pot,

Well, thus my Knight hath held me al to long,
Bycause he bare, such compasse in my glasse,
High time were then, to turee My Wery pen,
Vato the Peasant comming next ic place.

And here to write, the summe of my conceit,

1 do not mesne, slonely husbandmen,

Which till the ground, whick dig, delve, mow, and
sowe, [snorts

Which swinke and sweste, whiles we do sleepe and

And serch the guts of earth, for greedy gaio,

But be that [abours any kind of way,

To gether geines, and to enrick himselfe,

By King, by Knight, by holy helping Prieats,

And =l the rest, that lice in common welth,

{So that hit gaines, by groedy guyles be got)

Him can I compt, s Peasant in his place.

Al officers,-ull aduccates at lawe,

Al men of arte, which get goodes greedily,

Must be content, to take & Peasants rome.

A strange deuise, and sure my Lord wil laugh,
To see it 80, desgested in degrees.
But he which can, in offlce drudge, and droy,
And craue of al, (although eutn now n deyes,
Moxt officers, cormmaund that should be cravde)
He thet can share from every pentiou payde
A Pecter peny weying balfe a pounde,
He thet can piucke, sir Beanct by the sleeue,
And finde a fee, in bl plurslitie,
He that can winke at any foule shuse,
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A long &8 guines, come trouling in tharwith,
Shal such come see themselues in this my glasse?
Or shal they gaze, 83 godly good men do?

Yea let them come: but shal I tell you one thing?
Huw ere their gownes, be gathred in the backe,
With organe pipes, of old king Heories clampe,
How ere their cappes, be folded with a Bappe,
How ere their beards, be clipped by the chinne,
How ere they ride, or monuled &re oo mules,

I compt them worse, than hatrless homely hindes,
Whicl toyle in dede, to serve our common vee.

Strange tale to tel: all officers be hlynde,
And yet their one eye, sharpe as Linceus sight,
That one eye winks, as though it were but biypd,
Thet other pries and peekes in euery place,
Come uaked ncede? snd chance to do amisse}
He sha! be sure, to drioke upon the whippe.
But privie gaine, (tbat bribing busie wretch)
Can finde the weaoes, to creepe and vouch so low,
As officers, can neuer see him slyde,
Nor heare the trampling of his stealing steppes.
§® cowes (I thinke} vpon the blinde side stil.

Theuehthingu {wy Lord) my glasse now sets to
W,

Whereas long since, all officers were seene

To be men made, put of another monlde,
Framynond, of whom I spake before

(Which was long time, an officer in Thebes)
And toylde in peace, a5 wel as fought in warre,
Would neuer take, or bribe, or rich reward.

And thus he spake, to such as sought his helpe:
Il it be good, (quoth he) that you desire,

Then wil 1 do it, fur Lthe vertues mke:

If it be badde, no bribe can me infecte.

If 20 1t be, for this my common weale,

Then am I herne, and bound hy duetie both

'Ta see it done, withouten furder worde,

But if it be, ynprofitable thing,

And might empaire, offende, or yeld anoy

Vuto the state, which | pretende to stay,

Then al the gold {quoth he} that growes on earth
Shal vever tempt, my fres consent thereto.

How many now, wil treade Zeleucus stepa?
Or who can byde, Cambysen cruel dome?
Cruel? pay iust, (vea softe and peace pood sir)
For lugtice sleepes, and Troth is iested onk
0 that al kings, would (Alewauder like)

Hold ewermore, nne finger streixht stretcht ont,
To thrust in eyes, of all their master theeuea®?,
But Brutus died, without posteritie,

And Marcus Crassus bad none issue male,
Cicero slipt, vusene out of this world,

With many mo, which pleaded romaine plenst$,
And were content, 40 vse their eloquence,

In maintenance, of matters that were good.
Demosthenen, in Alhens vede his nrte,

(Not for to heape, himselfe great hourds of gold
But} atil to stay, the towne from deepe deceite
Of Philips wyles, which hed besieged it

Where shal we reade, that any of these foure
Did euer pleade, a3 carelesse of the trial?

Or who can sy, they builded sumpteonsly?

Or wroong the weake, out of his own by wyles?
They were (I trowe) of noble houses borne,
Aod yet content, Lo use their best deuoire,

In fordering, eche honest harmelesse canse.

&7 False judges. W Advocates,
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They did not rowte (like rude varinged swine)
To roote nebilitie from heritage.

They stoode conteot, with gaine of glorigus e,
{Bycause they had, respect to equitie)

To leade a hfe, like true Philosophers,

Of ali the bristle bearded Aduccates

That euer lorde their fees aboue the cansey,

| cannot see {scarce one) that in 00 bolde

To shewe his face, and fayued Phisoooie

In this my glasse: but if he do (my Lorde)

He shewes himselfe, to be by uery kinde

A man which meanes, st euery time and tde,
To do smel right, but sure to take no wrong.

And master Merchant, he whose traoail ought
Commaodiously, to doe his countrie good,
And by his toyle, the same for to enriche,
Can finde the meane, to make Monopolyes
Of cuery ware, that is accumpted strange.
And Feeds the vaine, of courtient vaine desires
Vntil the court, haue courtiers east at besie,
“ Qnia non babent vestes Nupuales™

O painted fooles, whose hairbrainde beads man
haue

1 More clothes attones, than might becotoe » king:

For whown the rocks, in forain realmes most spis,-

For whom they carde, for whom they wenone their
webbes

For whom no wool, appeareth fine enongh,

{1 speake pot thia hy english courtiers

Since english wool, was ever thoaught most worth)

For whom &l seas, are tomsed ta aud fro,

For whom these purples come from Persia,

The crimosine, and lively red from Inde:

For whom soft rilks, do sayle from Sericane,

Aud al queint costs, do come from fardest coasts:

Whiles in meane while, that worthy Emperoar,

Which rulde the wedd, and had all welth at wil,

Could be content, to tire his wearie wife,

His danghters and, hix nicpces everychone,

‘To spin and worke the clothes that he shuld wenre,

And never carde, for silks or sumptecca cost,

For cloth of gold, or tinsel figurie,

Por Baudkin, broydrie, eutworks, nor conceite,

He et the shippes, of merchantmen on worke,

With brioging home, oyle, graine, abd savric salt

And such Tike wares, as serued common yae.

Yea for my life, those merchants were not woond
To lend their wares, at reasonable rate,
{To paine no more, but Centu per centa)
To teach yong men, the trade to sl hrowne paper,
Yea Morrice bells, apd bylleta loo sometizes,
To make their coyne, & net to catch yong frye.
To binde such babes, in father Derbies bands,
To stay their steps, by statute Staples stuife,
To rule yong ruysters, with Recogaisance,
To read Arithmeticke once every day,
In Woodstreat, Bredstreat, abd in Pultery (wosse
Where such schovlmnisters keepe their coanlmg
To fede on banes, when fiesh apd fell is gon,
Ta keepe their byrds, ful ctose in caytives cage,
(Who being brought, to libertie at large, [chine
Might sing perchanure, abroade, when suane doth
Of their misheps, and how their fethers fel)
¥otil Lhe canker may their corpse consume,

These koackes {my tord) I cannot cal to mimde
Bycause they showe not in my glasses of steeda,
But holla: here, 1 see a wondrous srghl,



see 8 swarme, of Sainls within my glense:
bebolde, bebold, 1 see 2 seurme in desde
2 haly Sainta, which wulke in comely wise,
Jot deckt in robes, nor garnished with gold,
3t some voshod, yen soma fu) thinly clothde,
Lr3d yet they seme, so heauenly for 50 see,
Le if their eyes, were al of Diamonds,
Their face of Rubies, Saphires and lacinets,
[heir comly beards, and hexre, of siluer wiery.
Luxd to be short, they seeme Angelyenll.
What should they bs, (my Lord) what should J

they be?

%) grations God, I see now what they be,
["hese be my priests, which pray for evry statff,
hese be my priests, devorced from the world;
ke wedded yet, to b and hol yresse,

A hich are not proude, nor couet to be riche.
W hich go not gay, oor fede on daintie foode,
Nhich envie not, oor knowe what malica meas
# trich loth all lust, disdayning drunkenesse,
Nhich cannot faine, which hate hypocrisie,
Nbich neuer sawe, Sir Simonics deceite
Mhich presch of pesce, which carpe contentions
A hich loyter nol, but lahour al the yeare,

W hichthuoder threts, of Gods most grenous wrath
ind yet do tesch, that mercie in in store.

Lo these (my Lord) be my yood praying priests,
descended from Melchysedec by line
>osans to Panle, to Peter, James, and John,
Chesa be wy priests, the seasning of the earth
Nhich wil not leese, their savrinesae, [ trowe.
dot one of these {fur twenty hundreth groais)
Wil teach the text, that byddes him take a wife,
knd yet be combred with a concubine.
Yot one of these, wil reade tbe holy write
Nhich doth forbid, all greedy usurie,
ind yet receive, a shiliing for a pounde,
fot one of these, wil preach of patience,
ind yet be found, sz angry as & waspe,
ot ome of these, can be content to ajt
o Taverns, Inues, or Alehouses all day,
lat spends his time, devoutly at his booke.
Tot one of these, wil rayle al rulers wrongs,
Lod yet be blotted, with extertion, .
ot one of these, wil paint out worldly pride,
\nd he bimselfe, as gallaunt as he dare,
{ot one cf these, rebuketh avarice,
\nd yet procnreth, plowde pluralitics,
Vot gnte of these, reproueth vanitie
Whiles be himselle, with hanke upon hia fist
ind hovudes at beele) doth quits forget his text.
{04 one of these, corrects contentions,
for trifling thinga: and yet wil eue for tythes.
o1 oue of thess (not one of these my Lord)
¥il be ashamde, to dn eaen ac he teacheth.
4y priesta hane learnt, to pray vnto the Lord,
wnd yet they trust ot in their Typlabour.
fy priests.can fast, and vse al abatinence,
‘rom vice and sinne, and yet refuse no meats
fy priests can give, in charitable wise,
itd Jone also, to do good almes dedes,
Uthough they trust, not in their owne deserts.
[y priestes can place, all penaunce in the han,
¥ithout regard, of outward ceremonien
fy priests can keepe, their temples vndafyled,
104 yet defle, ull Superntition.

Lorde, what thinke yoa by my

Lo oow oy
priests?
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Althongh they were, tho last that shewed them-

1 said at first, their office was to pray,  [selues,

Aud wince the time, is such euen now a dayes,

As hath great nede, of prayers truely prayd,

Come forth my priests, spd 1 wil bydde your
beades

1 wil presume {although I be no priest)

To bidde you pray, as Paule and Peter prayde.

Then pray my priests, yea pray 1o God Mm-
selfe,

That be vouchsafe, {euen for his Christes szke)
To giue his word, free passage bere on earth,
And that bis cburch (which now in Militant)
May soone be sene, triumphant ouer ull,
And that be deigne, to ende this wicked world,
Which walloweth atil, in Sinkx of dlthy tinoa,

Eke pray my priests, fur Princes aod fur Kingy,
Emperours, Mounarks, Duks :nd all estates,
Which sway the sworde, of royal gouernment,
{Of whome our 2ueene, which liues without com-

pare
Must be the chiefe, in bydding of my beades,
Elge I deserue, to lese both beades and bones)
That God giue light, vote their noble mindes,
To maintaina trath, aud therwith atil to wey
That here they reigue, not oucly for themsetucy,
And that they be bot slaues to common welth,
Since al their toyles, and all their broken sleeps
Shal scant suffize, to hold it stil vpright. [closets,
Tel) some (in Spainc) how close they kepe their
How selde the winde, doth blow vpon their cheeks,
While an (mene while) their sunburnt sutours
sterue
And pine before, their processe be preferrde,
Then pmy (my pricats) that God wil giue his
grace,
To sach a prinee, his fault in Lime to mead
Tell some (in France) how much they lone to
dance,
While sutours daunce, attendaunce at the dore,
Yet pmy {my priests) for prayers princes mende.
Tel kome {in Portugule) how colde they be,
In zetUng forth, of right religion:
Which more esterne, the present, ph bere, |
Then stablishing, of God his holy worde
Apd pray (my Pricsts) least God such princes apit,
And vomit them, ont of his angrie mouth,
Tel some (1talian) princes, how they winke
At stinking stewes, and say they are {fursooth)
A remedy, to quench foule filthy loste: .
When as (in dede) they be the sinkes of siune. ‘
And pray (my priests) that God will not impute -
Such wilful facts, unlo such princes charge,
When he himselfe, cominanodeth enery man
To do none ill, that good may growe therby.

And pray likewise, for all that rulers be
By kings commaundes, as their lieftananta bere,
Al magistrates, al councelloum, and all
That sit in office or Authoritie.
Pray, pray, (my priests) that neither Joue nor made
D sway their minds, from furdering of right, ’
That they be not, too ssintish nor too sowre,
But beare the bridle, enenly betwene both,
That stil they stoppe, one esre W beare him
Which is accused, absent az he is: [spenke,
That evermore, they mark what moode doth moue
The mouth which makes, the infonmation,
That fanits forpaste (3o that they be not huge,

——
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Nor do exceed, the bonds of loyultie)

Do neuer quench, their charitalble minde,
‘When as they sce, repentance hold the reines
Of heady youth, which wont to runne astray.
‘That malice make, no mansion in their minds,
. Nor enuy frete, to see how vertue clymen
The greater Birth, the greater glory sure,

If dceds mainteine, their auncestors degree.

Eke pruy {my Priesls) for them snd for your-
selues, [Priests.

For Bishops, Prelats, Arcbdeans, Deanes, and
Axzd sl that preach, or olberwise professe
Goda holy word, and take the cure of soules,
Pruy pray that you, and cuery one of you,
May walke upright, in your vocation
And that you shine like lamps of perfect life,
To leade o light, and lanterne to our feete,

Say therwithal, that some (1 see them I
Wheras they fling, in Plaunders all afarre,
For why my glasee, wil shew them as they be}
Do peitber care, for God nor yet for deuill,
8o libertie, may launch about at large.
And some again (I see them wel enough  [lurke)
And pote their names, ja Liexeland where they
Vnder pretenoe, of holy humhble harts
Would plucke adowne, al princely Dryadcme.
Pruy, pmy (my priesu} for these, they touch you

neere.
Shrinke not to say, that some do (Romsinelike)
Esteme their pall, and habyte ouermuche.
And therefore pray (my priests) lest pride preusile,
Pray that the soules, of sundric damned gosts,
Do not come in, and bring good evidence
Before the God, which indgeth al mens thoughts,
Of sume whose welth, made them neglect their
charge
TV secret sinnes (untoucht) infecte their flocksa
And breddb e & scab, which hrought the thep o
ane.

Some oher ranne, before the greedy woolfe,
And left the folde, vnfended from the fox [esres.
Which durst nor barke, nor bawle for both theyr
Then pray (my priests) that such no mote do 80,

Pruy for the nources, of our noble Realme,
1 mrane the worthy Vniuersities,
s:v\nd Cantabridge, sbal heue the dignitie,
hezof I was, voworthy member once)
That they bring vp their habex in decent wise:
That Philosophy, smel no secret mmoke,
Which Megike makes, in wicked mysteties:
That Logike leape, not ouer every stile,
Before he come, a furloog neare the hedge,
With curious 2uids, to maintain argument.
That Sophistrie, do not deceine it selfe,
That Cosmography keepe his compasse wel,
And such ss be, Historiographers,
Trust not to much, in every tatlyng tong,
Nor blynded be, by partialitie,
Thbat Phisicke, thrive not ouer fast by murder:
That Nunbring men, in al their euens sad cdds
Do not forget, that only Vhitie
Vomeasurable, infinite and one.
That Geometrie, measure not so long,
Til nlf Lheir measures oat of mensure be:
That Musike with, bis heauenly barmonie,
Do not allure, & heanenly minde from heauen,
Nor set mena thoughts, in worldly melodie,
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Til heanenly Hierwrchies be quite forgot=

That Rhetorick, lesrne oot to ouerreache =
Thet Poetrie, presutne not for to preache,

And bite mens faultes, with Sutyres coTositen,
Yet pamper up hir owne with pultesses:

Or that rbe dote not vppon Ersto,

Wherin shoul inucke the good Caliope:

That Astralogie, looke oot ouer high,

And light {meane while) in cuery podied pit:
‘That Grammer grudge oot at our english tong,
Bycause it stands hy Monosy)iaba,

And caonot be declind ap others are.

Pray thus {my priestg) for vninersitiea

And if § haue forgotien any Are,

Which bath tene tauglit, or exerciped there,
Pray you to God, the good be not sbowde,
With glorions shewe, of cnerloding skilk.

Now these be past, (my priests) yet shal you
For common people, eche in his degree, (pwy
That God vouchmfe to graunt them al his prace,
Where should T now beginne 10 bidde my besdes?
Or who shal first be put in common place ?

My wittes be wearie, and my eyes are dymniae,

I cannot see whao best deserues the roome,

Gtand forth good Peerce, thou plowmsn by thry
Yet 3o the Sayler saith I do him wrong: [,
That one contends, his prines are without peare,
That other saith, thet cone be like to his,

In dede they labour hoth exceedingly.

But since I see no shipman that can live
Without the plough, and yet I mary se

Which line by lande, thet nener saw the seas:
Therefere I say, stand forth Peerce plowmnan &rsl,
Thon winst the roome, by verie worthinesse.

old him {priests) and though bhe stink of
sweat

isdaine him not: for shal I tel you what?

ch clime to heauen, before the shaven crownes:

ut how? forsooth, with true humilytie.

ot that they hoord their grain when it ischespe,
Nor that they Kilf, the calfe to haue the milke,
Nor that they set, dchate betwene their lords,
By ewring vp the balks, that part their boonds:
Nor for because, they can both crowche aod aerp
{The guilefulst men, that euer God yet made)
When ay they meane, moat mischiefe and deceste,
Nor that they can, crie out on landelordes lowde,
And say they racke, thelr rents an ace to high,
Whenthey themaelues, do sel their landlords lambe
For greater price than ewe was wont be woath.
I see you Peerce, my glasse was lately scowrde.
But for they feed, with frutes of their gret pais,
Both King and Koight, aod priests in cloyster
Therefore 1 say, that sooner some of them [pemt:
Shat scale the walles which leade vs ¥p to hennen,
Than cornfed heasts, whose bellie is their God,
Although they preach, of more perfection.

And yet (my priests) pray you to God for
Peerce,

A» Peerce can pinch, it out for bim and you.
And if you haue a Paternoster spare
Then shal you pray, for Saylers {God them send
More mind of him, when'as they come to lumle,
Por towarde shipwracke, many men can pray}
That they once learne, to speake without a lye,
And menne good faith, withont blaspheming ollwes:
That they forgm, to stealo from edery fraight,
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Aod for to forge, false cockets, free to panse,
That maouers make them giue their betters place,
Apd vee good words, though deeds be nothing gay.

But bere me thinks, my priests begin to frowne,
And say, that thus they shal be ouerchargde,
To pray for al, which seme to do amisse:
wd one | heare, more sancie than the rest,
ich esketh me, wheo shal gor prayers epd?

I te)l thee (priest) when shoomakers make shoes,
‘That are wel sowed, with nener a stitch amisse,
And vse no crafte, in vitring of the mme:

When Tayloum steale, no stufle from gentlemen,
‘When Tanners are, with Corricrs wel agreede, -
And both 3o drease their hydes, that we go dry:
Wkhen Cutlers leaue, to sel old rustie blades,
And bide ne erackes, with soder nor deceit :
When tinkers make, o more holes thao they
founde, worke,
When thatchers ibinke, their waes worth their
‘When colliers put oo dost into their sacks, -
When meltemen maks, vs drink no Srmentie,
When Davie Diker diggs, and dallies ont,
When mnithes shoo borsss, as they would be shod,
When millers, toll not with & golden thumbe,
Whnb;hnm-h,mtbama bemye price of
whest,
‘When brewens put, o baguge in their besre,
‘When betchers blowe, oot ooer al their Aeahe,
‘Wheu horsecorsers, beguile no (viendes with Jaden,
When weaners weight, is fousd in buswices web,
(Bat why dwel 1, w0 Joug among these lowta?)

‘When mercers make, more bones o swers and
Iye
Whea vintaers mix, no water with their wioe,
‘When printers patse, none errours o their boolkes,
When hatters vse, Lo bye pone olde cast robes.
When goldsmithes get, Do gaines by aodred

crownes, et

VWhen vpholsters, sel ers withood dust,

When pewterers, infect no tin with leade,

When drapers draw, no gaines by giuing day,
‘Whan perchunentiers, put in no farret silke,
When Surgoons beals, al sounds without delay.
(Tush these are toys, bot yet my glas sheweth al.)

When purveyoury, prouide oot for themselues,
When Takers, take po brybes, nor vse no gy,
When custumers, conceale oo covine vade,

Whan Besrchers ace, ul corners in a shippe,

{And apia no pens by any right they see}

When shrives do serve, al processe as they onght,
. When baylifes sirain, none other thing but strays,

When avditours, their counters cannot changs,

When proude surueyoury, take no parting pens,

When siloer sticks rot on the Tellers fingers,

Anpd when receivers, pay as they receiue,

‘When al these folke, haue quite forgotten frunde.

Aguins (my priesus) u little by your leaue)
éﬂ;ben Sicophants, can fiode oo place in courte,

t are espisd, for Ecchoes, as they are,

When roysters ruffls not above their rule,

Nor colour crafte, by swearing precious cobes:
When Fencers fees, are like L0 apes rewands,

A peece of breads, and therwithal 1 bobbe
When Lais lives, not like a ladies peare,

Nor veeth art, in dyig of hir beare.

When al these thinges, are ordred as they ought,
Aud so0 themselues, withio wy glame of stesls,

Epen then (my priesis} may you make bolyda
And pray no more but ordinarie prayem. .

And yet therin, I pray you (my good priests)
Pray stil for me, and for my Glasss of steelo
‘That it (nor 1) do any minde offend,

Bycause we shew, all colonrs in their kindes

And pray for me, that {since my hap is such

To see men 10} I may perceive ayselfe.

O worthy words, to end my worthlesse verse,

Pray for me Priests, I pray you pray for me,
' FINIS.

.

T Marti, quem Merourio, 7
——a—
EPILOGUY.
ALas (my lord) my hast was ai to bole
1 shut my glasse, before you gasde your A,
And at a glimse, my secly selfe baoe apied,
A stranger trowpe, thah any yet were sepe s
Behold {my lorde) what moneiers muster here,
With Aogels face, and barmefel helish harts, -
With amyling lookes, and depe deceitfull thoughts,
With tender skiomen, and stony croel mindes,
With stealing steppes, yet forward feete Lo frande.
Behold, hehold, they neuer stand content,
With God, with kinde, with any help of Arte,
Bat curle their locks, with bodkins and with braids,
But dye their heare, with sundry subtill sleights,
But paint and #licke, il fayrest face be foule,
But bumbast, bolster, frisle, and perfaine:
They marre with muske, the balm which oainme
Aund dig for desth, in dellicatest diches, [mads,
The yonger sorte, coms pyping on apace,
In whistles made of fine enticing wood,
Til they haue caught, the birds for whom they
The elder sorte, go stately stalking on, [bryded,
And on their backs, they beare both lxad and foe,
Castles and towres, revenewes and veceits,
Lordships, and manours, fines, yes farmes and aL
What shou)ld these bei (zpeake you my lously
lord
They be not men: for whyi they haue no beards,
They be no boyes, which weare such mile long
gowad,
Thay be no Gods, for al their gaflant glosse.
They be no disels {I trow} which seerne s
wintish,
What be they ! women? masking in foany weede
With dutchkin dublets, aod with ierkine inggde?
With Spanish spangs, and ruffes fot out of France,
With high copt hattes, and fethers finunt & fAauat)
‘They be 50 sure euen Wo o Men in dale,
Nay then (my lovde) let shut the glasse apace,
High time it were, my pore Muze to winke,
Since ol the bands, ol paper, pen, and inke,
Which euer yet, this wretched world pomsest,
Caunot describe, this Sex in colours dewe,
No, no {my Lorde) we gased haue inough,
{And I too much, God pardon pie )
Better loke of, than loke an mee to farve:
Apd better mumme, than meddle overmoch.
But if my Glasse, do like my louely lorde, - -
We wil espie, some sunny Sommery day, \
To Yoke againe, and soe some semely vights.
Meane while, my Muse, zight bumbly doth besech,:
That my good lorde, accept this veatrous verse, ;
Vaotil my breines; my better staffe degise. :
FINIS.
Tom Marti, uan Marcerio,
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THE COMPLAYNT OF PRYLOMENE.

An Elegye compyled by
GRORGE GANMOIGHE
uire -
Tam Marti, quam Mercaric.
‘T'o the rizht bonorable, my singuler good Lord,
the L, Gray of Wilton, Enight of the wnost noble
order of the Garter.

Ryght nohle, when [ had determined with my-
el to write the Satire before recited (called the
Steele Glasse) ond had in myne Exordium (by
allegorie) cotnpared my case to that of fayre Phy-
lomene, abused by the bloady king hir brother by
lawe: [called to minde that twelme or thirtene
yesres pagt, [ had begonne an Elegye or sorrgwiull
seng, called the Complsiote of Phylomene, the
whick I begen too deaise riding by the high way
between Chelmisford and Londor, and beicg cuer~
taken with & sodaine dash of Raine, 1 chinged my
copy, and stroke ouer into the De Profundic which
in pleced amongst my otber Poesies, lening the
complaint of Phylomene vofinished: aod scit hath
continued euer eince votil this present month of
April 1575, when | begonne my Steele Glasse.
Apd byeaose 1 bsue in mine Exordium to the
Steele Glasee, begonne with the Nightingales

«notes: therfore 1 have oot thought amitee now to
Bnish and pece up the maid Complaint of Phile-
rueue, cbeeruing neuertbeterse the same determin.
ate incention whick I had propounded and be-
gonne {as it is aide) twelne yeeres nowe past.
‘The which | prescme with the rest to present vnto
your bonor, nothing doubting but the same wil ac-
cept my geod entente therin, Andlfurder beseche
that your lordekbip wil voutsafe in reading therof,
15 gesse {by change of style) where the renewing
of the verse mey bee most appamntly thought to
begin. 1wil no furder tronble your Lonor with
these rude lines, but besech of the Almightie long
to preserue you to his pleasure. From my pore
hguse in Waikamstowe the sixtenth of April
1578,

Your L. bounden and most assured
Georye Gasooigne.
e
PHILOMENE

Ix sweet Agril, the memenger to May

When hoonie drops, do melt in gulden showres,

‘When every byrde, recordn bir loners lay,

And western windes, do foster forth our Boures,

Late in an eten, I walked out alone,

To hears the descant of the Nightingale,

Aod »s 1 itoode, 1 heard hir make great moane,

Waymenting much, und thus ske tolde bir tafe,

‘These thriftics birds (quoth she) which spend the
day,

In nediesse notes, and chaunt withouten skif,

Are coatly kept, and fnely fedde alway

‘With deintie foode, whercf they feede their 4,

But [ which spend, the darke and dreadful night,

In watch snd ward, when those birds tale their
rest,

Forpine my seife, that Lovers might delight,

To henre the notes, which breake out of my breste.

1 lende a life, to please the Looers minde,

{And though god wat, my foode be light of churge,

Yot seely soule, that can oo favour finde)

1 begge my breade, and peko for seedes at [arge.
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Thie Throstle she, which makes the wood to ring

With shryching lowde, that lotheome is to beam,

Is castly kept, in case: {0 wondrons thicg)

Thke Mauis cke, whose notes are puthing clare,

Now in good svoth {ghoth she) somelimes | vepm

To see Tom Tyttimouse, so much set by,

The Finche, which singeth never a pote bot peee,

In fedde aswel, ney bert:r farre than |

The Lennet and the Larke, they sing alofte,

And coumpted are, a3 Lordcs ia high degree.

‘The Brandiet saith, for singing sweete and sty

gn hir conceit} there is nope such as she
apara byrds, come in to besre the bell,

And Golilinches, do hope to get the gole:

The tatiing Awbe doth please some fancie wd,

Aud some [ike best, the byrde as Blacke as cole.

And yet could §, if so it were my miodr,

For harmony, set al theee bubes o achols,

Aud sing such notes, as might in every kiode

Disgrace them quight, and maks their comge

But should 1 s0¢ no oo sc wil [ pot, [ouie,

Let rutish beasty, henre such brute birds as tht

{For like to jike, the prouerbe saith [ wol)

And should I tben, my cunning skil discios?

Por such vokinde, as let the cukowe fiye,

To sucke mine eggs, whiles [ ait in the thicke?

And ratber praise, the chattring of a pye,

Than bir that singe, with brest against s pricked

Nay let them go, to marke the cuckowes tlle,

The iungling Jay, for that becomes them wel

And in the silent oight then let them waike,

To heare the Ovwle, how she duth shrycheond pl

And from hepcefarth, I will oo motre constraine

My plensant voice, to sounde, st their nqeesd

But shrowd my esifs, in derkesome oight i

raine,

And learne t¢ covche, ful elose upanr my aoad

Yet if | channce, at atty time {percese}

To ning a note, or twaine for my disporte,

It shal be done, in some sach secret place,

That fewe or none, may thervito resorte.

These flatterers, {In loue) which falshood mence,

Not once sproch, to hexre my pleassnt wng

But such ws troe, and stedfast [oners bene,

Let them come neare, for else they do D¢ ¥k

And a3 [ gesse, not many mijes from beace,

There stands & squire, with pengs of sorro¥ Fel

For whor I dare, sncwe {in his defence}

He is as troe, (in Loue) as ja the bedt.

Him wil | cheare, with chacuting al this aift
And with that word, she gan toclexre bir
But such = liuely song (nuw by Ebis light)
Yet neuer heande I such snotber pote.
It was (thonght me} 8o pleasact aod &0
Orpheeus harpe, was never halfe so Swetts;
Teten, Tereu, apd thus she gun to plins,
Most piteously, which made my hartto
Hir second note, was fy, fy, f?:‘ff» fr,
And that she did, in plexsant wise repet
With sweeta reports, of hesuentic hwonis,
But yet it stemd, hir gripes of griefe wers 7
For when sbe had, 50 soong and takm M?hmﬂ!;
Then should you hexre, hir beauy bart®
As though it had bene, ouercome ¥V
And et alwayes, in every sigh ant acbbey
She shewed great skil, for times of """';‘ﬂ
Hir Jug, Iug, Jug, {in griefa) hed pch &
Then stinted she, a8 if her song were 308%
And ere that past, not fal = furloag A%




'THE COMPLAYNT OF PHYLOMENE.

ihe gan againe, in melodie to melt,
ind many a note, she warbled wondrous wel.
fet can I oot {xlthough my hart should sweit)
temember al, which hir aweete tong did tel.
Sut one strange note, I noted with the rest
ind that said thus: Némesis, Némesis,
fhe which me thought, came boldly from hir
brest,
s though she blamde, {therby) something’amisse.
hort tale to wake, hir singing sounded »o,
ind pleasde mine eares, with such varietie,
Mhat {quite forgetting all the wesrzie wo,
¥hich T my selfe felt in my fantasie)
stoode astoynde, and yet therwith content,
Fishing in hart that {since 1 might adaante,
) al hir apeech to knowe the plaine etent,
¥iich grce hirselfe, or ¢lse the Gods did graunt)
might therwith, one furder faior craue,
fo vnderatand, what hir swete notes might meane.
ind in that thought, (my whole désire to bene)
fell on sleepe, aa I on staffe did leane.
ind in my slomber, had 1 such u sight,
Ls yet to think theron doth glad my minde,
fethought | agwe m derling of delight,
L ttate]ly Nimph, a dame of heaueniy kinde,
Khose glittriog gile, a0 glimsed in mine eyes,
Le {yet) | oot, what proper bew it Lare,
{e therewithal, my wits can wel denise,
fo whom I might bir Jowsly iookes compare,
jat trueth to tel, {for &l hir smyling cheere}
she cast gnmetimes, & griecous frowning glance,
is who wonld say: by this it muy sppecre,
“hat iust reuenge, is prest for euery chasce,
i hir right band, {which ts and fro did shake)
Ihe bare a skourge, with wany & knottie string,
tnd in her left, a snnffle Bit or brake,
Jebost with gold, wod many & gingling riag:
‘he come apace, and stately did she stay,
ind whiles | seemd, amazed very much,
[be courteous dame, these worde to me did say:
ir Squire {gaoth she} since thy desire is such,
o vnderstande, the notes of Phylomene,
For »0 she hight, whom thou celst Nightingale)
\od what the sound, of enery note might meane,
Jiue eare & while, and hearken to my tale.
Che Gods are good, they heare the harty prayers,
¥ moch ms craue without a craftie wil,
With fauor eke, they furder such affaires,
\s tende to good, mnd meane to do none i.
ind sioce thy words, were groucded on desive,
Wherby much good, avd litile harme can growe,
ey graunted bewe, the thing thou didst require,
ind louingly, hane sent me here by lowe,
Co paraphrase, the piteous pleasant notes,
¥hich Phylomene, doib darkely spend it spring,
For he that wel, Dan Nasoes veraes notes,
hal fnd my words to be no faioed thing.
}iue ears (Sir Squire qooth she} and I wil tel
hoth what she was, apd how hir fortnoes fel.

THE PABLE OF PRILDMELA,

In Athens reignde somtimes
1 king of worthy fame,

Who kept io conrte  stately traine,
‘andyon was his nawe.

And had the Gods him ginen,
To holly breade of happe,

{I meame such fruts ax make men thinke
ey it in fortunes lappe}
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Then had hig golden giftes,
Lyen dead with him {n toombe

Ne but himaelfe had none endurde,
The daunger of his doope.

Dut smyling lucke, bewitcht,
This peerelesse Prince to thinks,

Thet pogson cannot be conneyde
In draughts of pleasant drinke,

And kinde became 0 kind,
That he two danghters hai,

Of bewtie such and so weoll ginen,
Ag made their father gladde.

See: see: how higlrest harmes,
Do lurk in ripest joyes,

How couertly doth sorow shrowde,
In trymmeat worldely toyen

These iewels of his ioy,
Became his cause of care,

And beawtie wes the guilefol bayte,
Which cought their liues in Snare,

For Tereus, Lord of Thrace,
Bycause he came of kings,

{So weddings made for worldly welth
Dy seme trivrophant things)

Was thought & worthy matche,
Pandyons heire to wedde:

Whose eldeet danghter chosen was,
T. serue this king in bedde,

That virgine Progoe hight,
And she by whom I meane,

To tell this woful Tragelie,
Waz calied ['hylomene.

The wedding rytes petformde,
The feasting done and pant,

To Thrace with his new wedded sponse
He turneth at tha lust, -

Where many dayet in mirth,
And iolytie they upent,

Both satisficd with deepe delight,
And ciayde with ai coulent,

At last the dame desirde
Hir sister for to see,

Such colea of kindely love did seme
Within Hiv brest to be,

She praies hir Lorde, of grace,
He graunts to hiv request,

And hoist 7p saiie, to seke the coaste,
Whese Phylomene doth rest,

He past the foming seas,
And flades the pleasant porte, .
Of Athens iswne, which guided him
To king Pardyons court. :

‘There, (loningly veceinde,
And) weicomde by the king,

He shewde the rause, which thither ihen
Did his ambassade bring.

Hig father him emhrast,

Hia sister kist his cheeke,
In al the court his commig was
Reioyst of euerie Greeke,
: oo
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Oh sce tha sweete deceit,
Which hlindeth worldly wits,

How common peoples loue hy lumpes,
And fancie comes by

The foe jo frieadly wise,
In mony timcs embraste,

And he whick meanes most faith and troth
By grudging is disgrast.

Fair Phylomene came forth .
In-comely garments cladde,

At one whom newes of sisters helth
Had moued to be gladde,

Or womans wil (perhappes)
Euflamde hir haughtie harie,

To get more grace by ctimes of cost,
And prinake cut hir parte.

‘Whom he no spcner sawe
(1 meane this Thracian prizce)

But streight therwith his fancies fume
Al reason did conuinee.

And az the hlazing bronde,
Might kindle rotten reeds:

Euen *0 lir looke a secret flame,
Witliin his bosome breedas,

He thinken al leysnre loug
Til he {with hir} were gone,

And hir he makes to moue the mirth,
~ Which after madc hir mone.

Loue made him elogquent
And if he craude too much,

He then excuede him selfe, and saile
That Prognes words were such.

Hin teares confirmed ail
Tearea: like ko siuters tearcs,

Aa who shuld say by these few drops
Thy sisters griefe appeares.

S0 finely could he faine,
That wickednesse geemde wit,

And by the lawde of his prelence,
His lewdnense was acquit

Yea Phylomene set forth
‘The force of his request,

And cravde [with sighes) biv {fathers leauve
To be hir sisters gucst.

And hoong abont bis ne&e
And collingly him kist, .
And for hir welth d)d peke the woe
‘Wherof she little wist.

Meape time stoode Terean,
Beliolding their affectes,

And made these pricks for his desira
A spurre in all respecta.

And wisht himselte hir sire,
When she hir sire esmbrast,

For neither kith nor kin could then
Huun made hin meaning chast.

The Grecian king bad not
The powre for to denay,

His owu deare child, snd sonnc in lawe
The thing that botb did pray,

And dowyne his dsugbter falles,
To thenke him on hir knee,
Suppouing that for good success,

| Which hardest happe must bs.

But (least my tale seeme long)
Their shippiog is preparde:

And to the shore this aged Greeke,
Ful princely did them guacd.

There {melting into mone)
He vade this parting speech:

Daughter {quoth he) yon haue desire
Your sieters court to seech.

Your sinter secines likewise,
Your companie to craoe,

That craue you both, and Tereas here
The selfe sume thing would hsoe.

Ne coalde | more withatande
S0 many deepe desires,

But this {quoth be) remember al
Your father you requires,

And thee {my sonne ofThrIoe]
I constanily coniure,

By faith, by kin, hy men, by gods,
Aod all that seemeth sure,

That father like thou fende
My daughter deare from scathe,

And (since | counte al leasare long)
Returne hir to me vathe.

And thuu my Phylomene,
{Ruoth be) come soone againe,

Thy sisters ahsence puts thy syre,
To too much priuie paine.

Herewith be kist bir cheeke,
And sent a second kisse

For Progne's part, aod (bathde with teares)
Hin daughter doth he blicse.

And tooke the Thracyans hand
For token of his truth,

Who rather lnught his teares to scorp,
Than wept with bim for ruth.

The sayles are fully spredde,
And winds did eerue at will,

And forth this traitour king conoeiey
His preie in prison stijl.

Ne could the Barbrous bloud,
Conceale his Glthy fyre,

Hey: Victorie (quoth he) my sbippe
s fraught with my desire.

Wherewith he fixt his eves,
Vppon hir fearcfull Gce,

And stil behelde hir geatures all,
And all bir gleames of grace,

Ne could he loke n wide
But like the cruel catte

Which gloating casteth many = glance
¥pon the selly ratte,

Why bold 1 long discoume?
They now are come on lande,

Apd forth the ship the feareful wenche
He leadeth by the hands
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WVnto s selly shrowde,
i sheapecote closely buille

Amid the woodds, where many & lamb
Mieir guiltlesse bioud hud spilte.

There {like a lambe) she stoode,
\nd- wekte with trizabling voice,

‘Where Progoe was, who only sight
Wight make hir to reioyce.

W herewith this aytife king .
His Tust in [ewdnease lapt,

And with his fithy frenda ful fast
This simple mayde eatrept,

And forth he foong the raines
Vabridling blinde desire,

And mest of hir chast minde to make
A fewel for his fire.,

And al alone {alone)
With force he hir suppreat,

And made hir yelde the wicked wrede
Whose flowre he liked bent.

What could the virgine doe?
She could not runne away,

Whose formard feete, hic harmfull hands
With furious force did atay,

Alss what sheuld whe fight?
Fewe women win by fight:

Hic weapons were but weske (God knowa}
And be was much of might

1t booted Dot to crie,
$ince helpe wos not at hande,

And stitl before Rir feareful face,
Rir crael foe did stande.

And yet she {weeping cride}
Vppcm' her sialery mame,

Hir fathers, and hir brothers, ob;
Who facte did foyle her feme.,

And on the Gads she calde,
For belpe in hir distresse, .
Eat af in vaine he wrought bis wil
Whose Iust was not the lesse,

The filthie facte once done,
He guune hir leaue to greete,

And thers she sat much like a hirde
Kew scapte from falcons feete

Whose blood embries hir selfe,
And sit1s in sorrie plight,

Ne dare shs proine bir plumes aggin,
But feares « second fight

At last when hart came howe,
Discheveld an she sate,

With hands vphelde, she tried bir longue,
To wreake hir wofu! state,

O Barbrous blood (gaootk she}
By Barbarous deeds disgrast,

Could no kinde coale, nor pitties sparke,
Within thy Lrest he plasta?

Could not my fathers hests
Hor ray most mthfu) tearey,

My maydenboode, nor thine owne yoke,
Affright thy minde with feares?

Could not my sisters loas
Onpce guench thy fithy lust?

Thou foilst us al, and eke thy selfe,
We griesd, and thou vajust.

By thee I have defilde
My dearest sisters bedde

By thee T compte the jife but leat,
Which too too long 1 ledde,

By thee {thou TDigamus}
Our fathers griefe must growe,

Who daughters twaia {and two too muck}
Vppon thee did bestowe,

But since my fault, thy facte,
My fathers just offence,

My sisters wrong, with my reproche,
1 cannot o dispence.

If any Gods be good
Hright in heauen do raigne,

1f right or wTong may muke reuenge,
Thou shalt be paid againe.

And {wicked} do thy womt,
Thou canst noc more hut kil:

And oh-that death {before Lhin gilte}
Had cuercome my witl,

Then migkt my soule bepeath,
Haue trinmpht yet and saide,

That though [ died discontent, '
1 livde and dide = mayde,

Herewith hir swelling sobbes,
Did tie hir tong from talke, *
Whiles yet the Thracian tyrant there
To beare theae words did walke.

And skornefully he cant

At hir s frowning glaunce, i
Which made the mayde ta striue for spech,

And stertling from hir traunce,

I wil renenge {quoth ahe}
For kere ] shake off shame,

And wil {my selfe) bewray this facte
Therby to foile thy fame.

Amidde the thickewt throngs
{If I huue leave to go} .
1 will pronounce this blondic deede,
And blotte thine hunor so.

If 1 in deserts dwel,
The woods, my words shai heare, -

The holta, tbe hilles, the craggie rocks,
Shall witoesse with me beare, -

I #il 80 B! the ayre .
With noyse of this thine acte,

That guds and men in beanen and earth
Shal nota the naughtie facte.

These words amazde the kivg,
Cunscience with choller siraue,

Bat rage o reckte hin mestlen thomght,
Thut now he gan to raue.

And from his sheath a knife
Ful despratly he drmwes,

Wherwith he cut the guiltlesse tong
Out of hir tander jawen,
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The tong that rubde him gutl,
Tke tong that talde but truthe,

The tong that movde him 1o be mad,
And should have moued ruth,

And from his hand with spight
This trustie iongue he cast,

Whose route, xnd it {to wreake this wrong)
Did wagge yet wondroua Fast,

50 stirres the rerpents taile
When it iz cut in twdine,

And so it seetnes that weakest willes,
{By words) woold ease their puine.

I blusk to rell this tale,
But sure best books aay this:

That yet the buteher did not blush
ERir bloudy mouth to kisse.

And ofte hir hulke embrast,
And oRter quencht the flre,

‘Which kindled kad the furnace fint,
Within his foule desire.

Nor herewithol content,
To Progne home he came,

‘Who sskt bim streight of Philamene:
He {faigning griefe of gane}

Prust out in bitter tearey,
And snyde the darse wan dead,
And faluly tolde what wery life
Hir father {for hir) ledde,

The Thracian Sueene cast off
Hir gold, and gorgeoms weede, :
And drest in dole, bewailde her death
Whom she thought dead it deede,

A sepolchre she builds
(Bot fur & liviog corse)

And praide the gods ot uisters soule
To take u inst remonte:

And offred sacrifice,
To gll the powery abnye,

Ab traiterous Thracizu Tereus,
Thie wan troe foree of lous,

The heauens had whirle aboyte
‘T'welue yeeren in ortler due

And twelue times euery Aowre and plant,
'T'heir liueriea did renew,

Whiles Philomene full closs
1o shepente stil was clapt,
Ernfurst to bide by stonie walles
‘Which fast {in hold) hir kapt.

And as those walles forhadda
Hir feete by fight 1o scape,

Sa ons Bir toug, by knife, restrainde,
For to reuesle this rape,

No remedie vemaynde,
But mely womens wiite,

Which sodainly in queintest chanee,
Can best itselfe acquit.

ind Miserie amongat
Tenne thoussnd mischienes moe,
Learnes pollicie in practises,
As proofe akes men t0 knowe,

With curious oeedie worke,
A garment gan she make,
+ Wherin she wrote what bale she bode,
And al for bewlies sake.

‘Fhia garment gan sha give
To trustie seruants hande,

Who streight conueid it to the queen
Of Thrucian Tirants lande

When Proghe red the writ,
{A wondrous tale 1o tall} i

She kept it clome: thoogh malice made
Hir venging hart o awell.

And did deferre the deeds,
Til time and place might serue,

But ic hir minde & sharpe renenge,
Bhe fally did reserue.

O silence peldome seene,
The womeu counsel] keepss,

The cuuse was this, she wakt bir wits
And lullde hir tong on sleepe.

| speake aguinat my pex,
S0 baue [ dooe before,

Bat truth is truth, and muste be tolde
Though deunger keepe the dore.

The thirde yeres rytes renewed,
Which Baccbus to belong,

And in that gight the queene preparts
Reuenge for &l bir wronge.

Ehe [girt in Bacchue gite)
With sworde Fir selfe doth arme,

With wreathes of rines about bir browes
And many & needles charme,

And forth ic furje flings,
Hir bandmaides following fast,

¥rtil with hastie steppes she founde
The shepcote at the last.

There howling out alonde,
As Bacchus priests do crie,
. She brake the dores, and found the piace
Where Philomene did [ye.

And toke hir out by force,
Aird drest hit Bacchus like,

And bid hir face with boughes and lranes
For being Xnowen by like,

And broogbt bir 1o bir house,
But when the wretch it kpewe

That now againe she was 2 neere
Ta Tereus untrue,

She tremhled oft for drexde
And lookt like asbes pale,

But Progne {now in prinie place}
Set silence 2! to sale,

And tooke the garments off,
Discoucring Brst hir face,

Ard sister like did louingly
Faire Phylomene embrace,

There she {hy shame shasht)
Held downe hir weeping eyes,

As wbo should say: Thy right (by me)
Ln reft o wrongful wire,
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Ad down-on ground sha falles,
Which ground she kist hir A1,

As witnedse that the Glthie facts
‘Was done sguinst hir wil.

And caat hir handz to heauen,
I steede of tong to tell,

What riolence the lecher vade,
And bow hee did hir quell.

Wherewith the @oeene hrake off
Hir piteous pearting plainte,

And swore with aworde {no teare) to venge
For craft of this constrainte. '

Or if (quoth she} there bee
Some other meane more sure,

Mgre stearne, more stoute, than naked sword
Some mischicke to procare,

I oweare hy al the Gods,
1 shall the same embrace,

To wreake this wrong with hloudie hande
Vppon the king of Thrace.

Ne will 1 spare to spende
My life in sisters cause,

In sisters? ah what said ] wreleh?
My wrong sball lend me iawes,

1 wil the pallace burne,
With al the princes pelfe,

Apd in the midst of Baming fire,
Wil cante the king bim selfe,

T wil scrat cut those eyes,
‘That tanght him friat to lust,
Or teare his wong from traitors throte,
Oh that revenge were inst.
. * = =

Or sleeping let me secke
To sende the soule to hel

‘Whose barbarcus bones for Glthy force,
Did sceme 1o beare the bel.

These words and more in rage
Pronounced by this dame,

Hir little sonne came leapiog in
Which Itis had to name.

Whose presence, could not please
For (vewing well bis face)

Ah wretch (quoth she) how like his groweth
¥nto his [athers grace,

And therwilbal resolvde
A rare revenga in deede

Wheron to thinke (withouten words)
My woful bart doth bleede.

Baut when the lad 1okt #p,
And cheerefully did smile,

And hung about his mothers pecke
With emsie weight therewhile,

And kist (ms children vse)
Hin angrie mothers cheeke,

Hir miode was movde t¢ much remorce
Awd mad became ful meeke.

Ne conld sha teares refrayne,
But wept againgt hir will,

Such tender rewth of innocencs,
Hir cras] moode did kill

At Taat {30 furie wrought)
Within hir brest she felt,

That too much pitie made hir minda
Too womanlike to melt,

And saw hir sister sit,
With beasy harte and cheere,

And now on hir, and then on him,
Full lowringly did leare,

Inio these words she hurat
(2uoth she) why Batters he?

And why againe {with tong cut cat)
S0 eadly sitteth she? -

He, mother, mother calles,
She gister cannot |y, )

The one in earnest doth Iament,
That other whines in plaie. -

Pandions line {qooth ahe)
Remember atil your mee,

And nener marke the aubtd shewes
Of any soule in Thrace.

Yon should degenecrale,
If right reuenge you slake,

More right renenge cun neuer bee,
Than this renenge to make.

Al ill that may be thought,
Al mischief voder skies,

Were pietie compard to that -
‘Whicl Tereus did deujse

She holds wo longer hande,
But {Tygrelike) she toke

The little boy ful boistrously
Who now for terror quocke.

And (crauing mothers hilpe)
She (mother} toke a blade,

Amnil ip hir zounes smal tender hart
An open wound she made.

The cruel dede dispatcht,
Betwene the sisters twaine

Thay tore in peces quarterly
The corps which they had slaine.

Some part, they hoong om hooks,
The rest they laide to fire,

And on the table cavsed it,
Be set before the fire,

And counterfaite & causs
{As Grecisps order then)

That at such feasts (but onely oue)
They might abide no men.

He knowing not their crafte,
Sat downe alone to eate,

And bupgery his owne warme bloud
Devoured there for meate,

His coersight was soch,
That he for Itis sent,

Whose murdered memnbers in his maws,
He prinily had pent. :

No longer Progne then,
Hir joy of griefe could hide,

The thing thou seeket, O wretch, {quoth she)
Within thee doth sbide,
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‘Wherwith (he waxing wroth,
And searching for his sonne)

Carme forth wt length, faire Philomens
By whom the griefe begonue,

And {clokt in Bucchus copes,
Wherwoth she then wns cladde}

I fathers bosom cast the haad
Of itis selly ladde:

Nor cuer in hir lite
Had more desire tu tpeeke,

Than now: wherby hif maddiog mood
Might al hir malice wreake.

‘The Thracian prince stert vp,
Whase hart did boyle in brest,

To feele the foode, and see the mawee,
Whick he could oot disgest

+  And sarmed {1 he wae)
He followed both the Greekes,
On whom {hy amurte of sword, and flume}
+ A sbarpe reuenye he seken,

Bot when the henuenly bencbe,
Them bloudie deedes did we,

And found that bload stil couits bloud
And 50 none ende could be.

They then hy their forsight
Thought merte to siiute the strife,

And 3o restraind the murdring king,
From sister and from wife.

So that by their decrre, -
The yongest daughter fledde

Into the thicks, where couertly,
A cloister life she ledde.

And yet ta ease hir woe,
She worthily can sing,

And as thou hearst, can plegse the eares
Of many men in spoing.

The eldest dxme and wife
A Swallow was wssignde,

And builds in smeky chimney toppes
And fies agninst the winde.

The king him welfe condemnde,
A Lapwing for to be,

Who for bis yong oncs cries alwnis,
Yet peuer can them see.

‘The lad o Phessaunt cocke
For bis degroe hath gaind,

Whase blouddie plumes declare tha bloud
‘Wherwith his face was stmind.

But there to turne my tale,
‘The which [ came to Lell,

The yoogest dame to forrests fed,
-Apd there is dammpode to dwell,

Apd Nightingaie now namde
Which {Pbilomels hight) .

Delights for feare of force agnine
To sing alwayes by night.

Bat when the sunne to west,
Doth bend his weerie course,

‘Then Phylomene records the rewth,
Which craveth just rethorse.

.

-
And for hir foremost note,
Tereu, Tereu, doth sing, -
Complaining stil vppon the name
Of thet fulse Thracian king.

Much like the childe at schoko
With hyrchen rodda sore beaten,
If when he go to bed at aight
His maister chaunce to threaten,

In auery droame he starts,
Apd {O good maister) cries,

Euen so this byrd: vppon that neme,
Hir foremost pote replies.

Or a5 the red breast byrds,
Whome pretie Meriynes bold

Ful fast iv fools, by winters night
To fende themselues from eole ;

Though nfterwrrds the banke,
Por pitie let them sca

Yet ai that day, they fade in feare,
And doubte a second rape.

And in the pexter night,
Ful many times Jo erie,
Remembring yet the ruthfal plight
Wherein they late did tye.

Euen 50 this selly byede,
Though cow transformde in kinde,

Yet eaermore bir paogs forrpest,
Stee bearest atil in minda.

And ia hir foremost note,
She poter that cruel name,

By whom she lom bir plessant speech
And foiled was in fame,

Hir second note is fye,
In Greeke and Latine phy,

1o English fy, aod enery tong
That ener yet read 1,

Which word declares dixtaina,
Or lothsome leying by

Of any thiog we tast, heare, touche,
Senel, or behiolde with eye.

in tast, phy sheweth some sowre,
Lo bearing, some Siscorde,

In toach, some foule or Bithy toye,
In smei, sonve sent abharde

In sight, some Tothsome Lok,
"And euvery kind of wsie,

This byward phy beiokneth bad,
And thinge to cast away,

3o that it semes hir will,
Phy, phy, pby, phy, to ring,

Since phy befytioth him so wedl,
Io euery kiod of thing,

Phy filthy lecher lewde,
Phy fulse voto thy wife,

Phy coward pby, oo womankinds,
To vse thy cruel kpife.

Phy for thou wert vakinds,
Phy fierce, and foule forswome,
Phy monster made of mardring mould

Whose like was newer borne.




Phy apony of age, .
Phy overthrowe of yoath,

Phy wirroar of mischevousneme,
Phy, tipe of al vutruth. -

Phy fayning forced teares,
Phy forging fyne excuse,

Phy periury, fy blasphemy.
Phy bed of uf abuse, -

These phyes, and miny moe,
Poor Phiiomene may meune,

And in-hir selfe she Bndes percase,
Some phy that was vncleane.

For though his fowle offence,
Muay not defended hee,

Hir sister yet, and she transgrest,
Thou not so deepe as he.

His doome eame by deserte,
Therir dedes grewe by disdaine,
But men 1mnast leane reuenge to Gods,
- What wrong socoer raigne.

Then Progoe phy for thee,
Which kildst thine only child,

Phy on the cruel crabbed hart
Which was not movde with milde.

Phy, phy, thou close enrrvepdst
A secret il vasenc,

Where good to keepe in councel clome
Had putrifule thy splene.

Phy on thy sisters facte,
And phy bir selfe doth sing,

Whose lack of tong nere toucht hir %o
As when it ¢onld not sting,

Phy on ua bath seith: she,
The father onely faulted,

And we {the father free therewhile}
The selly sonne assalted,

The next note to hir phy
1e Ing, Juz, Jug, 1 gesec,

“‘That might I lezue to latyniste
By learning to expresese,

Bane rommentaries make
About it much adoe:

1f it should only Jugum menne
Or Jugulator too.

Some think that Jugum is
The Jug, she ingleth so,

Bat Jugulator is the word
That doubleth al hir woe

For wheu she thinkes thereon,
She beares them both in minde,

Him brewker of his bonde in bed,
-Hir, killer of hir kinde.

*  As fast as furiey force
Hir thoughts on him to thinke,
5o fast hir constience choks hir vp,
And wo to wrong doth linke.

At Test (by griefe construinde)
1t beldely breaketh out, .
And makes the hollow woods to nng
With Eecha round aboat,
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Hir next most note {to bote)}
I neede vo belpe at ul, ’
For I my selfe the partie sm
-On whom she then doth call.

She calls on Némesis
And Némevis am 1,

‘The Goddesse of al just revenge,
¥Who let no biame go by.

This bradle bost with gold,
1 beare in my left bande,

To holde men backe in rashest mge,
Vaotil the cause be scand.

And much as like that bitte
And beare it willingly,

May scapa this scourge in my right bend
Although they trode awry.

But if they bold on head,
Avd scorne to beare my yoke,

Ot times they buy the roat ful deare,
it amelleth of the smoke.

This is the cause {Sir Squire
Duoth: she) that Phylomene

Dotb cal 80 much vpon my name,
She to my lawes doth leane:

She feeles s iust revenge
OF thet which she hath done,
Constrainde to vse the day for night,
And makes the moone hir zunne,

Ne can she now complaine,
(Aithough she lost hir toog)

For since that time, ne yet before,
No hyrde so swetely soong.

That gift we Gods hir gaue,
To countervaile hir woe,

I sat on bench in hesuen my xelfs
When it way grausted so.

And thougb hir foe be fedde,
But whitber Xnowes not she,

Apd like bir aelfe transformed eke
A selly byrde to hee:

On him this sharpe renenge
The Gods snd [ did take, '
He veither can bebolde-his brats,
Nor is belovde of make,

A8 soone as coler of Linde
Haue wanped kim (o do

The seliy shift of dewties dole
Which him beloogeth to:

His hen siraight way him hates,
Auni feth farre bim fre,

And ciose conuein hir eggs from him,
As from hir mortal foe.

As gone as she bath hatebt,
Hir littde yoog ones ronpe,

For fenre their dame shonld serve them efte,
As Progne had begonne.

And rounde abont the felds
The furious Father filen,

To seke bis soane, and filles the aymr
With loude lmmenting cries.

T
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. This lothsome tife be leads,
By vur simmichtie dome, .
Amd thus sings she, Whers ompar
Tt very gildome come,

Now le t my faithful tale
For falitc sheutd be token,

And therevpon my courtesie,,
By thee might be forsaken

Remember &l my words,
And beare them wel in minde,
And make thereof s metaphore,
So shalt thou quickly Gnde,

Beth profite anl pastime,
In al that I thie tel:

i koowe Wby skill wil serue therto,
And 80 {quoth she) farewell.

Wherewith (methought) she fong so fast away,
‘That searce I could, hir secmely shaddaw see,
At laat: my staffe (which was mine onely may)
Didl slippe, and 1, must needes awaked be,
Against my wil did T (God keowea} awake,

For willingly 1 could my selfe content,

Seuen dayex to slcepe for Philomelas sake, [spent.
So that my sleepe in such swete thoughts were
But you my Lord which reade this ragged uerse,
Forgive the faolts of my =0 sleepy muse,

Let mc the heast of Néinesis rehearse,

For sure | ree, much sense thereof ensues.

1 seeve to ree (ny Lowd) that lechers lust, [est,
Procures the plague, and vengeaunce of the high-
1 may not say, hut God is good end just,
Although he scourge the furdest for the nighest :
The fathers Fuult Jights sometime on the sonne,
Yea farre discents it bearen the burden stil,

‘W hereby it falles (when vaiue delight je done)
That dole steppes 1o and wields the world at wil.
© whoredome, whoredome, hope for no good happe,
The best is bad that lights on lechery

And (&} wel weyed) he sitaio Fortabes Inppe,
Which fecles nu sharper scourpe than bepgery.
You princen, peeres, you comely courting knights,
Which vee al urle to marre the maidens mindes,
Which win al dames with baite of fonde delights,
Which b wtie force, to loose what bountie bindes:
Think on the scourge that Nemesis doth beare,
Remember this, that Qod (although he winke)
Doth ser al sinnes that euer secrel were,

¥ m vohis then which atill in sinne do sinke,
QOods mercy leods you brydles for desire,

Hold Lacke belime, for feare you catch a foyle,
The Hesh may spurre to everlasting fire,

Bat sure, that horse which tyreth like a roile,
And lothex the griefe of hix forgalded sides,

Ia betier, much than is the hairbrainde colte
Which headlong runnes and for no bridle bydes,
But huates for siune in euery hit and holte.

He which i» single, let him spare to spil

The Aowre of force, which maken o famous man :
Lest when he comes to matrimonies will,

His finest groine be burnt, and fid of branne,

He that is yokte and hath & wedded wife,

Be wel content with that which may suffyse,

And (were no God) yet feare of worldly strife
Might make him lothe the bed where Layn lies:
For though Pandyons daughter Progme shee,
Were 8¢ transformde into a fethered fonle,

Yet seemes she not withouten heires to be,
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Whe (wroogde like bir} fol mogrely can sconle,
And beare in brest s right reaenging mode,
Til time and place, may serue to worke Lheir will
Yea surely some, the best of at the broode
{If they had might) with furious ferce woald kil
But force them not, whose foree it not to force.
And way their words as blasts of blastring winde,
Which comes ful calme, when stormes nre pas by
couTye:
Yet God aboue thet can both lose nnd byade,
Wil not so soone appeased be therefore,
He makes the male, of female to be bated,
He makes the sire go sighing wondrous sore,
Because the gonne of such is seldome rated.
I menne the sonnes of sucl rash sioping sires,
Are seldome sene to runne a ruly race.
But plagude (be like) by fathers foule desires
Do gadde abroade, and lock the guide of gmce
Then { Lapwinglike} the father fliea about,
And howles and cries to see his children struy,
Where he him selfe (and no man betier) mosght
Haue taught his bratts to take a better way.
Thus men {my Lord) be Metamorphosed,
From seemely shape, to byrds, and cugly beasts:
Yea bravest dames (if they amisse ouce tredde)
Finde bitter sance, for al their pleasant feasta
They must iu fine candemned be to dwell
In thickes ynzeene, in mewet for minyens made,
Vntil at last (if they can hryde it wel)
They may chop chalke, and take some better trade,
Reare with me (Lord) my lusting dayes nre dome,
Payre Philomene forbad me fayre and fdat
‘T'o like such loue, as i with lust begonue.
The lawfol loue is best, and I like that
Then if you see, that {Lapwinglike} 1 chauoce,
To leape againe, beyond my lawful remche,
{1 take hard taske) or but to giue a glannce,
At bewties blase: for such o witful breache,
Of promise masle, my Lord shal do no srony,
To say, George, thinke on Phylomelaes song.
FINIS.
Tam Mactin, quam Mercurio.

And thus my very good L. may 3¢ bow cobler-
Jike 1 haue clouted u new patch to an olde sole,
beginning this complainte of Pbilomene, in Apnill,
1562, continuing it a little furder in Aprill 1573,
and now thus fnished this thirde doy of Aprill,
1576. At which mine April showers are humbly
sent voto your gnod Lordship, fur that [ hope very
shortly 10 see the May Howers of your fanour,
which I desire, more than [ can deserue. And yet

rest
and d

Your Lordships bawnd

MISCELLANEOUS PIECES,

(From Gascoigne’s Prose Works, Dramas, &c.]

CHORUSSES FROM JOCASTA.
CHOBUS TO ACT, IL

O virnce and foricoa Mars, whose burwalall
Reioyceth most to sbred the giltiexsa blood, [harte,
Whose headie wil doth all the worid subuert,
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4od doth enaie the pleasant mery moode,

OfF our estale that eret in quiet stoode,

Why domt thou thus our barorelease towne anooye,
Which mightie Bacchus gonerned in ioye?

Father of warre and death, that doat remoue
With wrathfull wrecke fovm wofull mothera breast,
The truntie phedges of their tender loue,

So graont the Gods, that for our finall rest,

Dume ¥enus pleamnt lookes may please thee best,
Wherby when thon shait all amazed stand,

The aword may fall out of thy trembling hend,

And thou maist prouc some other way full wel]
The blowdie prowesse of thy mightie speare,
‘Wherwith thou rzizest from the depth of hell,
The wrathfull sprites of all the furies there,
‘Who when the weake, doe wander eaery where,
And neuner rest to range about the coastes, .
Tenriche that pit with spuile of damned ghostes.

And when thou hast our Beldes foreaken thus,
Let eruell discorde beare thee companie,
Esgirt with anakes and serpents venemous,
Euen she thot can with red rirmilion dye
The gladsome greene that Horisht pleasantly,
Arnd muke the greedie ground a drinking cup,
To sup the bloud of murdered bodyes cp.

Yet thon returne O joye and pleasmant pence,
From whenee thou didst againet our wil depart,
Ne let thy worthie minde from trauell cease,

To chase disdaine cut of the poysned harte,
‘That raised wryre to all our payues and smarte,
Euen from the brest of Oedipus his sonue,
Whoae swelling pride hath all this iarre begonne,

And thou great God, that doest ali things de-
cree,
And sitst on highe aboue the starrie skies,
Thou chiefest cause of causes all that bee,
Rerard not bis offence but beare our cries,
And spedily redresse our miserien,
Por what cause we poore wofull wretches doe
But craue thy aide, and onely cleaue therto??
€HORYS TO ACT. IIL. V/

‘Wazw she that rules the rolling wheele of chaunce,
Duth turue aside hir angrie frowing face,
On him, whom erst she deigned to aduance,
She neuer lvanes to gaulde him with disgrace,
To tosse snd turne his state in every place,
Till at the last she hurle him from oo high
And yedd bim subiect vnto miserie:

Apd as the braunche that from the roote in reft,
He neuer winner like lifc to that be lefte:

Yea though he do, yet can not tast of ioy
Compare with paogs that past in his anooy.

Well did Lbe heauens ordeine for our behoofe
Neceuritle, and fates by them alowde,
That when we s¢o our high mishappes aloofe
{As though eur eyes were muiled with a cloude)

1+ g the fuveurile address to Mars (See Phoe-
nie. page 140, edit, Bame&) Goscoigne bas lotal-
1y deserted the rich imagery of Euripides, yet has
foand means to form an original nde, which is by

»p means destitule of pathon or imagination.”
W4BTON.
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Our froward will doth shrinke it selfe and shrowde
Fromn ounr auaile wherwith we runne so farce :
As none amende can make that we do maere :
Then drawes euill bappe apd strives to shew his
strength,
And duch m1 yekd vnto his might, at length
He leadex them by necessitie the way
That destinie preparde for our decay.

The Mariner amidde the sweiling seas
Who aeeth his barke with many a billowe benten,
Nyw here, now there, a3 wmd amnd waurs best

please,

When thuodring Joue with ucmpest list tothreaten,
Abd dreades in depest gulfe for to be enten,
Yet learnes & meane by mere necessitie
To saue himselfz in such extremitie:

For when he seeth ne man hath witte nor powre
To flie from fate when fortune list to lowre,

His only bope on mightie Joue doth custe,
Whereby be winnes the wished heauen at last.

How fond is that man in his fantasie,
‘Who thinks that Joue the maker of vaal,
And be that terapers all in heaueo on high,
The snnuoe, the mone, the starres celestiall,
S0 that no leafe without hia leaue can !'n]!,
Hath not in him omnipolence also
‘To guide and gouerne all things Lere below?
0 blinded eien, O wretched mortall wighu,
O suhiect slanes to euery ill that lights, [scorne,
To scape such woe, such paine, such shame and
Happie were he that pever had bia borne.

Well might duke Creon driven by destinie,
{If true it be thot olde Tyresins waith)
Redeme our citie from this miserie,
By his consent vnto Meneceus death,
Whe of himaelfe would faize hsue lost his breth:
* But cuery man is loth for to fulfill
"Fhie heauenly hest that pleaseth not hhs will.
That publique weale must needes to ruine go
Where prinate profite is prefecred so.”
Yet mightie God, thy only aide we croue,
This towne from siege, and vs from sorowe save,

FROM THE ADUENTURES OF
FERDINANDO IERONIML

Ovwthee deare Dame, three lessogs would 1 lesrne:

What reason first persiiades tﬂe toolish Fly . *

{As soone as shee a candle ean discerne)

To play with Bame, till shee bee burnt thereby?

Or what may mone the Mouse to byte the bayte

Which strikes the trappe, that stops hir bungry
breth?

What calles the bind, where mares of deepe deceit

Are closely couchi to draw hir to hir death?

Conzider wall, what is the cause of thia,

And though percase thou wilt not so conferse,

Yet deepe desire, to gayne a heanenly blisse, .

May drowne the minde in dole and dark distresse:

Ohf ig it secne (whereat m¥ hart may bleede)

Fooles pley 30 long till they be caugbt in deede.

And then

Jtis a heaven to see them hop and skip,

And seeke all shiftes to shake their shacklea off :

It is a world, to wvee them hang the lip,

Who (eurst) at love, were wont toskorne sud skoff
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But av the Motuse, once caught in crafty trap,

Muy bounce and beatd aguinst the boorden wall,

‘Fill svee haue brought hir head in such miskap,

Thet downe to denth hir fainting lymbes must fall:

And as tha Plie once singed io the flame,

Cannot commaund hir wings to waue sway:

But by the heele, shee hangeth in the pame

Tilt cruell desth kir sty icurney stay:

S0 they that seeke to breake the linkes of loue

Strive with the streame, apd this by paie I proue.
For when

I Aret beheld that hemuenty hewe of thine,

Thy stately stature, and thy cotaly grace,

I must confesse these duzled eies of mine

Did wincke for feare, when I first viewd thy face:

Bus hold desire did open them agwine,

And bod mee locke till T had Jookt to long,

I piticd them that did procare my paine,

And lou’dthelockesthat wrought me alt the wrong:

Ard os the byrd once caught (but woorks hir woe)

That striues ko leaue the limed twigges behind:

Fusn 30 the more | straue to parte thee fro,

The greater grief did growe within my minde:

Remedilesse thea mosi [ yeeld to thee,

An croue oo more, thy serugunt but to bee.

HONNET.

Lnuz, hope, and death, do stirre in me such strife,
As Geuer men but ] led such alife

First buming Joue doth wound my hart to death, |
Aund when death comes at cull of inward griefe,
Colde lingering bope doth feade my faiuting breath
Agninst my will, and yeeldes my wound reliefe:
So thet [ hud but yet my Ife is such,

As death would peuer greue ine halfe so much,
No comfort then but only this [ tast,

To salue such sore, such hope will newer want,
And with such hope, such life will zuer last,

And with such Jife, such sorrowed are not skant.
Oh straunge desire, O life with torments Loat,
Through too muck hope, mine onely hope is lost.

E

I prime of lustie yeares when Cupid caught me

in, [best hegin:

And pature taught the waie to [oue, how T might

‘To please my wandring ele, in beautied tickle trade,

'To gaze on ciche thal passed by, a carelosse
sporte | made,

With sweete entising baite, I fisht for manie

& dame, [the flame:

And warmed me by menie = fire, yet felt I dot

But when &t last 1 spied, that face that pleasde

me most, {I began to tost,

The coales were quicke, the woods wia drie, and

And smiling yet falt oft, I have behelde that face,

When in my bemrte I might bewsile mine owne

rnhuckio case : [griete,

And oft aguine with lokes that might bewraie my

1 pleaded harde for just rewarde, and sought to

finde reliefe.
What will you raore? so oft my guzing eies did
neeke, fcheeke :

To see the rose and lillie strive vpon that livelie

Till at the last 1 spied, and by good proofe I founde,

That in that face was painted plaine, tha pearcer
of my wound,
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Theu (all to late) ayust, I did my foote retive,
Ard sought with secret sighes to quecch my greds
skalding fire
But lo, 1 did preusile asmuche to guide my will,
As be that seeks with halting hexle, to hop ngains
the hill,

Ot as the feebls sight, woulde searche the rovo

beame, [the streame

Euven 50 I founde bat Inbour Jost, to strine agaimt

Then gun I thus resolue, since fiking forced loae

Sbould I mislike my bappie choice, before I dad &
proue ?

Apd sines oone other joye I had bat ber to s,

Shoulde I retine my deepe desire? po no it wonld

not ke : [well deseroe,

Though grest the duetie were, that shee &l

And T poore mag, yoworthie am so worthie a wight
to serue.,

Yet hope my comfort staide, that she woull
haue regund, [for iust peward:

To my good will that nothing cran’d, bot like
1 ste the faucon gent sometime will tabe delight,
T'o s#eke the solace of hir wing, and dallie with a

kite,
The fairest Woulf will choose the fonlest for hir
make, [bir mke:

And why ? becanse he doth indure most sorrow ke

Euen so had I like hope, when dolefull daies were
spent

When wearie wordes were wasted well, to opem
true entent,

When fluddes of Sowiog teares, had washt my
weeping cies,
Wheo trembling tongue had troubled bir, with
loud lamesting cries:
At last hir worthy will wouald pittie this my platat,
Apd comfuit me hir owoe peore slace, whom
feare had made so Maink

Wherefore 1 made a vowe, tbe stoany rocke
should start,
Ere I presume, to let her slippe out of my faith-
full beart,
LENUDIE.
And when she sawe hy prooke, the pith of my
good will, .
She tooke in worth this simple song, for wmt
of hetter sikill;
And a» my iust dewerts, hir gentle hart did ooous,
She wes content to answere thas: I am cantent ts
loue.

A cLoun of care hath coured sl my coste,

And stormes of etrife doo threwten to appenre:
The waues of woe, which [ mistrusted moste,
Haue broke the bankes wherein my life lay clewrs:
Chiypes of ill cheunce, ave fallen amyd wmy chayee,
‘Fo merre the mynd, that ment for to reijoyce.

Before ] sought, I founde the bruen of bap,
Wherein {once found) | sought to shrowd my ship,
But Jowring loue hath Hte we from hir lap,

And crabbed lot beginnes to bang the lip :
The proppes of darke mistrast do fall so thiek,
They pearce my coate, and 2ouoh my skin at quick:
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‘What may be side, where truth capnot pre-
uaile?
What plex maie serue, where witlit selfe in judge?
What reason rules, where right and reason faile?
Remedilesye then must the guiltlesse trudge:
Avd seeke ont care, to be the catuing knife,
To cut the thred that lingreth such u life

A MDONBIHTNE

Dawme Cinthie ber seife (Ut shives 50 bright,
And dayneth not to leaue hir loftie place:

But onely then, when Pheebus shewer his face.
‘Which is her hrother borne and lendes hir light,)
Dipdaind not yet to do my Lady right:

To proue that in seuch kesuenly wightes an sbe,
It mitteth best that right and reason be,

For when she spied my Fadies golden raies,

Into tke cloudes, ‘

MHer bead she shroudes, " [plaies.
Arnd shamed to sbine where ahe hir heamen dis-

Good reason vet, that to my simple skill,
I should the name of Cynthia sdore: -
By whose high helpe, I might beholde the more,
My Ladies [puely lockes st mine owee will,
With derpe content, to gave, and gaze my #ll:
Of courtesie and not of dareke disduive,
Dame Cynthia disclosde my Lady plaine.
Bhee did but lende hir light {as for & lite}
With friemdely grace,
To shew hLir face,
That else would shew and shine in bir dispight.

Dan Pheebas hee with many a lowring looke,

Hed hir behelde in yore in angrie wise:

And when he conlde none other meane deuise

To staine hir came, this deepe deceit he tooke,

To be the. baite that best might hide his hoolte ¢

Into hir eies his parching beames he cast,

To skorche their skinnes, that goz’d on hir full
fast = ’

Whereby when many & man waa sunne bumt %o

They thought my Bueene,

The sonne had beene.

With skalding @ames, which wrought them all
that wo.

And that when many s looke bad lookt ao long,
As that their eyes were dimme rnd dazaled both:
Bome ?inﬁng heartes that were both leude and

oth

To looke aguyne from wheanee that error aproug,
Gac cliome thair eye for feare of farther wroug:
And some agwine once drawen into the meze,
Gaz leudly biame the beames of benoties blaze :
Butl with deepo foresight did soone evpie,

 How Phoebus ment, .
By false intent,
To slaunder so ber name with crueltie,

‘Whersfore at better leasure thought [ hest,
To trie the treason of his trecherie:
And to exalt my Ladies dignitie :
When Pheebus fied and drewe him dowme to test,
Amid the waues that walter in the west,
I gan behold this lovely Ladies fece. .
Whereon deme natere apent hir giftes of gruce:

571
And found therein no parching heat st all,

But such bright bew, .

As might renew, .

An Aungelsioyes in higne celestiall.

The courteouse Moone thet wisht to do me
good
Did shine 1o shew my dame more perfectly,
But wben she sawe hir passing iollitie,
The Moone for shame, did blush »s red as bloud,

] And shrounie aside and kept hir-hornes in hoode:

So thet now wien Dawe Cynthis was gooe,

I wight enicye my Ladies lokes zlone, |

Yet honoured still the Moose with true intent,
Who taught vs skill,

Te worke our wiil,

Acd gaue v# place, til] all the night was spent.

A CHALLENGE TO BEAUTIER.

Beavrie shut vp thy shop,
trash,

My Neil hath stolne thy finest stuffe, and left thee
i the losh fwot,

Thy market now it marde, thy gaines are gone pod

Thoa hast no ware, that maie compare, with this
that I baue got

As for thy painted pale, and wrinckles surfled vp:

Are desre ynough, for such ag lust to drinke of
euery cop : [baggrs,

Thy bodies bolsired out, with bumbact and with

Thy rowles, thy ruflfes, thy caules, thy coifes, thy -
Terkiux and thy Jagges.

Thy curling, and thy cust, thy friesling and thy
fare,

To court to court with al those tois, and there
set forth such ware

Befare their hangric eies, that gaze on exery gest,

And choose the cheapest chaffaire atill, to please
their fancy best. {= glaunce,

But 1 whose stedfust eies, coulde never cast

With wandring loke, amid the prese, to take my
choive by chaunce

Haue wonme by due desert, o peece that hath no
peere, f{there :

And left the rest as refuse all, to serue the market

There let him chuse that list, there catclie the
best who can : [a gozing man,

A painted blazing buite may serue, io choke

But I haue glipt thy flower, that freshest is of
hewe:

Ibeue thy corne, goe sell thy chaffe, [ list to sewke
no new, .

The windowes of mine eies, are glaz'd with such
delight, [in my wight :

A3 eche pew face seemes full of faaltes, that blaseth

And mot without iust caune, 1 2wn compare her 30,

Loe here my gloue I challénge bim, that can, or

end trusse vp all thy

dare sey no,
Let Theseus come with elubbe, or Puris hragge
with bramd, [the Grecian land =

To proue howe fajre their Hellen was, that skourg’d

Let mighty Mars bimselfe, come armed to the
fleld :

And vaunt dame Venus to defend, with helmet,
speare, and shield. fembrace,

This hand tbat had good hap, ‘my Hellen lo

Shsl hace like lucke to mil hir foes, snd duunt
them with divgrace.
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And cause them toconfesse by verdict and by othe,
How farre’hir louelic lookes do steine, the beau-
ties of them both,
And that my Hellen is more faire then Paris
wife,
And dotb deserue more famous praise, then Venus
. for hir life.
Which if 1 not perfoarme, my life then let me lecse,
Or else be bound in chaines of change, to begge
for beuties feese.

BMONEET.

Tun stotely Dames of Rome, their Peartes did
weare,
About their neckes to beautifie their name:
But she (whame I doo serue} bir pearles doth
beare,
Close in bir mouth, and mmiling shewe, the same.
No wooder then, though en’ry word ehe mpeajen,
A Tewell seeme in indgement of the wise,
Since that hir sugred rongue the passage breskes,
Betweene two rockes, bedeckt with pearles of
price, .
Hir haire of golde, hir front of [uory,
(A bloody heart within so white a breast)
* Hir teeth of Pearle lippes Rubie, christall eye,
Needes must ] honouor hir aboue the rest:
Since she is fourmed of none other moulde,
But Rubte, Christall, Iuory, Pearle, and Golde.
Ferdinaodo leronimy,

1IELOME,

Waar state to man, so swete and pleasaunt
1 ¥
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But this infernall plagoe if once it tuteh,

Or venome once the lovers mind with groteh,
All festes and ioyes that afterwardes befall,
The louer comptes them light or pought at all.

This is that sore, this is that poisoned wouad,

The which to heale, nor salue, nyr ointmeates
serue,

Nor charme of wordes, nor 1mage can be founds,
Nar obserusunce of starres can it preserne,
Nor all the art of Magicke can preusile,
Which Zoroactes found for our auaile,
Oh cruell plague, aboue 21} sorrowes smart,

. With desperate death thou sleast the loners beart

And me enen now, thy gall bath so eufect,
As a]! the ioyes which euer louer found,
And all good Liaps, that cuer Troylus sect,
Atchiened yet aboue the luckles ground:
Can neuer sweeten once my mouth with mell,
Nor bring my thoughtes, againe in rest to dwell
Of thy mad moodes, and of nauzht else T thinke,
In such like sean, faire Bradamant did sincke

FROM THE PRINCELY PLEASURES AT
KENELRURTH CASTLE,

ONG.

Comk Muses, come, and belpe me to lament,
Come woods, comne waues, come hils, come
doleful dales
Since life and death are both against me bent,
Come Gods, come men, beare witnemse of my
balen.
0 h.

weare,

As to be tyeq, in linkes of worthy love ? :
What life sc biist and happie might appeare,

Ax for to serue Cupid that god aboue ¢

If that our mindes were not sometimes infect,
With dread, wilh feare, with care, with cold sus-

pect
With deepe dispnire, with furious frenesie,
Hagndmaides to her, whome we mll iclosie,

For eu'ry other sop of sower chaunnce,
Which lovers tast amid their sweete delight :
Encreaseth ioye, and doth their louve aduaunce,
Tn pleasures place, to bauc more perfect plight
The thintie mouth thinkes water hath good tagte,
The bungrie iawes, are pless’d, with eche repaste;
Who bath oot prou’d what dearth by warres doth

growe, )

Canmot of peace the pleasaunt plenties knowe.

And though with eye, we see not ew'ry idye,
Yet maie the minde, full well support the same,
And absent life dong led in great annove,

When presence comes, dotb turne from griefe to

game, .
To serue without reward iz thought great paine,
But if diepaire do not therewith remaine,

It may e borne for right rewardes at last,
Followe true seruice, though they come not fasl.

Disdaines, repulses, Analie eche ill,
Eche amart, eche paine, of loue eche bitter tast,
To thinke on them gan frame the loners will,
To like ecbe ioye, the mere that comes at last:

ly Nimphs, come helpe my heauy hewrt:
With sighes to sce dame pleasure thus depart.

If death or dole, could daunt a deepe deaim,

If priuie pangs conld connterpoice my plaint :
If trect of time, a true intent could tire,

Qv cramps of care, 2 constant minde coubd taimt,
D then might I, at will here line aud steTue :

Although my deedes did more delight deseroe.

Bnt out alas, no gripes of greefe suffice,.
To breake in twajne this harnelesse hearl of
mine
For though delight be banisht from mine eies,
Yei lines Desire, whom paines can neuer pioe.
O straunge effects, 1line which seeme to die
Yet die Lo rec my deere delight go by.

Then farewell sweet, for whom I taste such cower
Farewell delight, for whom 1 dwell in dole :

Free will, farewell, farewel]l my fancies flower,
Farewell content whom cruell cares controle.

Oh farewell life, delightfull death farewell,

. 1dye in heauen, yet live in darksome bedl,

LY}

— .
PROM THE GLASSE OF GOUERNEMENT.
CHORUN TO ACT [.

WRER God ordeynd the restlesse Yife of mas,
And made him thral] to sundry greeoous cares :
The fipst borne griefe or sorow that begun,

To shrew it self, was this: te satue from mares




MISCELLANEOUS PIECES,

T_h'e pleasant pledge, which God for vy prepares,
1 meane the seade, and offapring that be gioes,
To any wight which in this world here lyues.

Few see themselues, but each men secth his
chylde,

Such care for them, as care not for themse!fe,
‘We cars for them, in youth when witte is wilde,
We care for them, in age 1o gather pelf:
‘We care for them, to keepe them from the shelf
OF such quicke sands,as we our seues first founde,
When headdy will, dyd sett our shippes on grounde.

The care which Christ dyd lake to saue his
sheepe,

Hath bene compard, to fathers care on child,
Apd as the ben, ber harmles chicks can keepe
From cruell kyte: so must the fatber shylde
His youthfsll Sunnes, that they he not beguylde,
By wicked world, by feshly foule desire,
Which serue the denill, with fewell for bis fire,

Fyrt parentes care, to bring their childven forth,
To breede them then, to bring them vp in youth,
To match them eke, with wightes of greatest worth,
T'o see them tanght, the trusty tracks of trueth:
To brauve excesse, froin whence all sin ensuetb,
And yet to geue, enough for cominon neede,
Least lothsome lacke make vice fur virtue bresde.

Let shame of sinne, thy Childrens bridle be,
Avd apurre them foorth, with bounty wysely uzed:
Thut difference, each mon may plainly see,

T weenw: parentes care, and mairters bxves abused;
50 Terence taught, whose lore is not refused,
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But yet where youth is prone to follow ill,
There spare the spurre, and use the brydell gtifl.

Thus infnite, the cares of Parentes are.

Some care Lo save their children from myshappe,

Some care for wellh, and some for honours care,

Wherellzy their Sonpen may sitle in fortunes
appe:

Yel they which crum them so with worldly pappe,

And meuer care, th geue them hesuenly crommes,

Shall see them sterws, when happe of hunger
comes.

Said Socrates; that man wifich careth more
To leawe hischyld, much good and rych of rent:
Then be forseeth, to furuish him with store
Of vertnes welth, which never can be spent:
Shall make him lyke, the steed that styll is pens
In stabie close : which may be fayre in sight,
But seldome serues, such horse in Geld Lo fight.

S0 Xenophon, his freend Das Tully told,
And 3o do here, Phylopes! and his pheare  *
Phyloculual, that selfe same lesson hold :

They rather loue to leaue their sonnen in fears
OFf God aboue : then wealth to wallow heare,
Which godly care, O God, so deigne Lo blisse,
That men may see how great thy glory is.

1 Charucters in the Glass of CGouernement,
the abject of which is to shew the errours of educa-
tion. ' The other charusses are much ia the same
srain. &





